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an office to the dead, to procure his Orphans, Guradians ; without ambitiod* 
{ either of ſclf-profit, or fame : only to keep the memory of lo worthy a Frien 


To the moſt Noble and Incomparable pair of Brethren, 


William Farl of Pembroke, &c. 


Lord Chamberlain to the Kings moſt Excellent SY, | 


AND 


Philip E. of Montgomery, &. 


Gentleman to. his Majeſtics Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble. 
Order of the Garter, and our ſingular good LOR D S, 


: Right Honourable, * | 


HIL ST we ſtudy to be thankful in our particular, for the many 
Fayours we have received from your L. L. we arc faln upon the; 
ill forrunc, to mungle two the moſt diverſe things that can be 
fear, and raſhnels, in the enterpriſe, and fear of the ſucceſs: For; | 

when Wc valac the places your H. H. ſuſtain, we cannor- but know their dignity 

greater, than to deſcend to the reading of theſe trifles : and while we name them 
rifles, we have depriv'd our ſelves of the defence of our D edication. Burt fi INCE 
your L L. have been pleas'd to think theſe trifles ſomething heretofore, and have 
proſecuted both them, and their Author living, with ſo much favour : we hopg 

( thar they our living him, and he not having the fate, common with ſome, rg 

be Exccutor to his own writings ) you will uſe the fame indulgence toward the 

you have done unto their parent. There 1s a great difference, whether any Boo 
chuſc his Patrons, or find them: Thus hath done both: For, ſo muchwere yo 

L. L. likings of the ſeveral parts, when they were Acted, as before they were pub- ; 

liſhed, the Volume ask'd to be yours: We have bur collected them, and dong |} 


and Ecllow alive, as was our Shakeſpear, by humble offer of his Plays, to y 
| moſt Noble Patronage: Wherein as we have juſtly obſerved; no man to com 
ncar your L. L. but with a kind of religious addreſs; it hath been the height | 
our care, who arc the Preſenters, to make the Preſent worthy of your H. H. by thy 
| Perfeftion : Bur there we muſt alſo craye our abilities to be conſidered, my Lords 
We cannot go beyond our own powers : Countrey hands reach forth Milk \ 


| Cream, Fruits, or what they have : and many Nations ( we have heard ) that had 
not Gums and Incenſe, obtained their requeſts witha leavened Cake; it was no 
faule to approach their-gods, by what means;they could : And the moſt, though 
meaneſt of things, are made precious, when they are dedicated ro Temples. In: 
chat. name therefore, we moſt humbly conſecrare to your H. H. theſe Remains of 
| your ſervant Shakeſpear ; that what delight is in them, may be ever your L. L. the xc- 
puration his, and the faults ours, if any be committed by a pair ſo carctul to ſhew| 
cheir gratirude bothrto the living, andthedead, as is | 


Tour Lordſbips moſt bounden, | 


"* a -o —_ 


a: JOHN HEMINGE, 


HENRY CONDELL 


—— 


— 
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7 ERS LIFE: 


|The Works of WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR: i TIIWORS 
| Hiſtories, and Tragedies ; Truly ſet forth according to x learn. rar "OO 


The Names of the principal Aors inall theſe Plays: 


Meaſure for Meaſure. 
The Comedy of Errors. 


The Merchant of Venice. 

As you like it. 

The taming of a Shrew. 

Alls wellthat ends well. 
Twelf-night, or what you will. 


The Winters Tale. 


[ 
Hiffories. 


The life and death of King Joh». 
[Thelife and death of King Richard the 2. 
The life and death of King Hemry the 4. 
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The ſecond part of King Herry the 4. 
The life of King Henry the 5. 


Much ado about Nothing. 
Loves Labours loſt. Tragedies. | 
Midſummernights Dreaw. Troylns and Creſſads 


Illiam Shakeſpear. Samuel Gilburn, 
Richard Burbage. Robert Armin. 

John Hemmings. William Oftler, 

Angnitine Philips. Nathin Field, 

William Kempt- John Ondermocd, 

Thomas Poope. Nicholas Tooly. 

George Bryan. William Eccleitone. 

Henry Condell. Joſeph Taylor. 

William Slye. Robert Benfield. 

Richard Cowly. Robert Gorge. 

ohn Lowine. Richard Robinſon. 
Samnel Croſs. John Shanke. 
Alexander Cook. John Rice. 
| 

MET mapa _ WaTEs —_ 
) A Catalogue of all the C omedies, Hiſtories, and T; ragedies contained in this Book 
£ HE Tempeſt. | The firſt part of King 'Henr 
; [ The two Gentlemen of Verona. The fiend part of Kivg Hows oo 5 | 

The Merry Wives of Windſor. The third part of Kiog Henry the 6. 

The Tregedy of Richard the 3. 


The famous Hiſtory of Henry the 8. 


The Tragedy of Coriclanus. 
Titns Andronicus. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Timon of Athens. 

The Tragedy of Julins Ceſzr. 
The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
The Tragedy of Hemlet. 
The Tragedy of King Lear. 
The Moor of Penice. 

Anthony and Cleopatra. 

The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 
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{therefore , again and again : And if then you do not like him, ſurely you are in ſome manifeſt danger, not 


—- _ * > — _ 
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TO THE 


Great Variety 


READERS, 


ROM the moſtable, to him that can but ſpell. There you are numbred. Ve had rather yu 

w-reweigh'd, Eſpecially, when the fate of all Books depends upon your capacities : and not of 
| gour heads alone, but of your Purſes. Well, it is now publick, and you will ftand for your privi- 
| - ledges, wekrow : to read, and cenfure. Do ſo, but buy 3t ferſt 5 that doth beſi commend a | 
Boook, the Stationer ſays. Then how odd ſoever your brains be, or yeur wiſdoms, make your | 
ſulence the ſame, and ſpare not. Judg your ſtx-penny worth, your ſhillings worth, your five ſhillirgs-worth 
at a time, or higher, ſo you riſe to the juit rates, and welcome. But, whatever you do, Buy. C enſure will 
not drive a trade, nor make the Jack, go. And tho you be a Maziftrate of Wit, and fit on the ſtage at 
Black-Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraign Plays daily ; know, theſe Plays have had their tryal already, 
and ſtood out all Appeals 5 and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, than any pur- 
chas'd Letters of Comendation. 

It had been a thing, we conf:ſs, worthy to have been wiſhed,that theAuthor bimfelf had lived to have ſet forth, 
and overſeen bis own\Writings; But ſince it hath been ordain'dotherwiſc,and he by death departed from that | 
right,we pray you do not envy his Friends the office of their care and pain,to have colleFed and publiſhed then; 
| and ſo to have publiſh'd them, as where (before ) you were abus'd with divers (toln and ſarreptitious Copies, 
maimed and deformed by the frauds and ſtealths of injuriousImpoſtors, that expos'd tham: even thoſe, are now 
offered to your view cured, and perfe# of their limbs; and all the reſt, abſolute in their numbers as be con- 
ceived them. Who, as he was a happy 1mitator of Nature, was 4 moſt gentle expreſler of it. His mind 
and hand went together : And what he thought, he uttered with that eaſineſs, that we hare ſcarce received 
from him a blot in his Papers. But it is not our Province, who only gather his Works, and give them 
you to praiſe him. [t is yours that read him. And there we hope, to your divers capacities, you will fiud 
enough, both to draw, and bold you : for kis wit can no more lie hid, than it could be loſs. Read him 


5 


| 
to page Foor him, And ſo weleave you to other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be your guides : if} 


you need then not, you can lead your ſelves, and others. And /ach Readers we wiſh hin, 


J. Heminge: 
| | =: | H . Condell. 


þ — 
— — 
ttt. nt. tun ll. at 


A" 


To the Memory of the deceaſed Author 
Mr. WILLLAM SHAKESPEAR. 


Hakeſpear, at length thy pious Fellows give 
Y The World thy Works: thy Works, by 


which, out-live 
Thy Tomb, thy Name maſt : when that ſtoze 
is rent, 
And Time diſlolves thy Stratford Monument, 
Here we alive ſhall view thee ſtill. This Book, 
When Braſs and Marble fade, (hall make thee look 
Freſh to all Ages : when Polterity : 
Shall loathe what's new, think all is prodigy 
That is not Shakeſpear's ; ev'ry Line, each Verſe 
Here ſhall revive, redeem thee from thy Herſe. 
Nor Fire, nor cankring Age, as Nafs ſaid, 
" | Of his, thy wit-fraught Book ſhall once invade. 
| Nor (ball I ere believe, or think thee dead 
(Tho miſt ) until our bankrout Stage be ſped 
( Impoſſible ) with ſome new ſtrain Vout-do 
{ Paſſions of Fuliet, and her Romeo 3 
! Or till I hear a Scene more nobly take, 
Than when thy half ſword parlying Teomars fpake. 
Till theſe, till any of thy Volumes reſt 
Shall with more fire, more feeling be expreſt, 
Be ſure, our Shakeſpear, thou canlt never die, 
But crown'd with Lawrel, liveeternally. 
EL. Digges. 


Upon the Effigies of my worthy Friend 
the Author , Mr. W. Shakeſpear, and 
his Works. 

proce this Lifes Shadow, is to ſee 


The truer Image and a livelier he : 
Turn Reader. But, obſerve his Comick vaio, 


a 5 
To the Memory of my beloved, the Au- 
thor, Mr. William Shakeſpear ; And 


what he hath left us. | 
7» draw no envy ( Shakeſpear ) on thy | 


Name, | 
Aml thus ample to thy Book and Fame : 
VVhileI confeſs thy writings ro be ſuch, | 
As neither Man nor Myſe can praiſc 100 much. 
Tis true, and all mens ſuffrage. But theſe ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praiſe; 
For ſeelieft Ignorance on theſe may light, 
Which, when it ſounds at-beſt,but eccho's right; 
Or blind Afe@7on, which doth ne're advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; 
Or crafty malice, might pretend this praiſe, - 
And think to ruin where it ſeem'd to raiſe. 
Theſe are, as ſome infamous Bawd, or Whore, 
Should praiſe a Matrovy, What could hurt her 
more ? 
But thou art proof againſt tkem, amd indced 
Above th' ill fortune of them, or the need. 
[ therefore will begin. Soul of the Age ! 
| The applauſe ! delight ! the wonder of our 
Stage! 
My Shakeſpear riſe; I will not lodg thee by 
Chancer, or Spenſer, or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room : 
Thou art a Monument without a Tomb, 
And art alive ſtill, while thy Book doth tive, 
And we have wits to read, and praife to give. 
That I not mix thee fo, my brain excuſes ; 
I mean with great, but diſproportion'd Mufes : 
For if I thought my judgment were of years, 


I ſhould commit thee ſurely with thy Peers,| 
And tell how far thou didſt our Lily out- ſhine, 
Or ſporting Kid, or Marlw's mighty Line. 
And tho thou had(t ſmall Latine, and leſs Greek. 
From thence to honour thee, I would not ſeek 
For names; but call forth thund'ring /Echy lus, 


Laugh, and proceed next to a Tragick ſtrain, 
Then weep ; So when thou fiad {ttwo contraries, 
Two different paſſions from thy rapt ſoul riſe, 
$ay, ( whoalone effc@& ſuch wonders could ) 
Rare Shakeſpear to the life thou doſt behold. 


| 


To the Memory of Mr: W. Shakeſpear. 
W* wonder C Shakeſpear ) that thou went'(t 


ſo ſoon, 
From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring- 
room. 
We thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth 
Tells thy SpeRators, that thou went'ſt but forth 
To enter with applauſe. An A@ors Art, 
{ Can dye, and live, to a aſecond Part. 


Cn en ee I OI Inn CO OR 


DO 


This, a Re-entrance toa Plaudite. 


That's but an Exit of Mortality ; 


Emripides, and Sophocles to us, 
Pacuvinus , Accins, him of Cordova dead, | 
To live again, to hear thy Paskin tread, | 
; And ſhake aStage : Or, when thy Socks were on, 
Leave thee alone for the compariſon | 
Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty Rome 
Sent forth, or ſince did from their aſhes come. 
Triumph, my Britain, thou haſt one to ſhow.} 
To whom all Scenes of Exrope homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all tiwe |! | 
And all the Myſes, ſtill were in their prime, 
When like Apoilo he came forth to warm 
Oar ears, or like a Mercury to charm ! | 
Nature her (elf was proud of his deſigns, 


And joy'd to wear the drefling of his Lines!! * 


Which were fo richly ſpun, and wov'a fo fit, 


} As, (ince, ſhe will vouchfafe no other wit.| 
| The merry Greek, tart Ariſtophanes, 


Neat Terence, witty Plantus, now not pleaſe : 
But antiquated, and deſerted lie 
Asthey were not of Natures family. 
Yet 
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Yet muſt I not give Nature all : Thy Art, 
My gentle Shakeſpear muſt enjoy a part. 
For tho the Poets matter Nature be, 
His Art doth give the Faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write a living line, muſt ſwear, 
( Such as thine are ) and (ſtrike the ſecond heat 
Upon the Muſes Anvile : turn the ſame, 
( And himſclf with it ) that he thinks to frame; 
Or for the Lawrel, he may gain a ſcorn, 
For a good Poet's made, as well as born. 
And ſuch wert thou. Look how the Fathers face 
Lives in his Iſſue, even ſo the race 
Of Shakeſpear's mind, and manners brightly ſhines 
In his well rurned, 2nd true filed lines: 
In each of which, he ſeems to ſhake a Lance, 
As brandiſh't at the eyes of Ignorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon | what a ſight it were 
To fee thee in our water yet appear, 
And makethoſe flights upon the Banks of Thames, 
That ſo did take Eliza, and our James ! 
But ſtay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 
Advanc'd, and made a Conſtellation there | 


Shine forth, thou Star of Poets, and with rage, 


Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, ſince thy flight from hence, hath mourn'd 
like night, 
And deſpairs day, but for thy Volumes light. 


BENJFOHNSON. 


On worthy Mr. Shakeſpear,” and his 
Poems. 


A Mind refle&ing ages paſt, whoſe. clear 

\ And equal ſurface can make things appear 
Diſtant a Thouſand years, and repreſent 

Them in their lively colours jult extent. 

To out-run haſty Time, retrieve the Fates, 

Rowl back the Heavens, blow ope the [ron Gates 
Of Death and Lethe, where ( confuſed ) lie 
Great heaps of ruinous Mortality. 

In that deep dusky dungeon to diſcern 

A Royal Ghoſt from Churls ; By art to learn 

The Phzſkognomy of ihades , and give 

Them ſudden birth, wondring how oft they live. 
What ſtory coldly tells, what Poets fain 

At ſecond hand and PiFure, without brain 
Senſeleſs and ſoulleſs hows. To give a Stage 

( Ample aud true with life ) voice, ation, age, 
As Plato's year, and new Scene of the world, 
Them unto us, or us to them had hucl'd, 

To raiſe our ancient Soveraigns from their Herſe, 
Make Kings his Subjedts, by exchanging verſe ; 
Enlive their pale trunks, that the preſent age 


Joyz in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 
'Yet ſo to temper paſſion, that our ears 


Take pleaſure intheir pain; and eyes 1n tears 

Both weep and ſmile, fearful at plotsſo fad, 

Then laughing at our fearz abus'd and glad 

To be abus'd, affected with that #rrth 

Which we perceive is fal/e 3 pleas'd in that truth 
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At which welſtart 3 and by claborate play 

Cortur'd and tickled ; by a crab-like way 

Time paſt made paſtime, and in ugly ſort 

Diſgorging up his ravine for our ſport ——— 

—— White the Plebejan Imp from lofty throne, 

Creates and rules a world, and works upon 

Mankind by ſecretengines 3 Now to move 

A chilling pity, then a rigorous love : 

To ſtrike up, and ftroak down, both Joy and Hre, 

Toſteer th' affe&ions ; and by heavenly fire 

Mould us anew. Stoln from our ſelves 
This and much more which cannot be expreſt, 

But by himpelf, his tongue, and his own breaſt, 

Was hn freehold ,. which his cunning 

rain 

[mprov'd by favour of the ninefold train. 

The Buskin'd Muſe, the Comick Queer, thegrand 

And louder toze of Clio; nimble hand, 

And nimbler foot of the melodious pair, 

The Silver voiced Lady; the moſt fair 

Calliope, whoſe ſpeaking ſilence daunts, 

And ſhe whoſe praiſe the heavenly body chaunts. 
Theſe jointly woo'd hizr, envying one another 

( Obey'd-by all as Spouſe, but lov'd as brother ) 

Andwrought a curious robe of fable grave, 

Freſh, green, and pleaſant yellow, red moſt brave, 

And conſtant blew, rich purple, guiltleſs white, 

The lowly Ruſlet, and the Scarlet bright ; 

Branch't and embroidered like the painted Spring 

Each leaf match'd with a Flower, and each ttrivg 

Of golden wire, each line of filk; thererun 

[ralian works whoſe thred the Siſters {; pun 5 

And there did fing, or ſeem to fing, the choice 

Birds of a forreign note, and various voice. 

Here hargs a mofſey Rock ;, there plays a fair 

But chiding Fountain puxled : Not the air, | 

Nor C!ouds, nar Thunder, but yere living drawn, 

Not out of common Tiffany or Lawn. | 

But fine materials, which the Myſes know, 

And only know the Countries where they grow. 
Now when they could no longer him enjoy 

In mortal garments pent ; death may deſiroy 

They. ſay his body, but his Verſe ſhall lzve | 

And more than Nature takes, our hands ſhall give. 

[na leſs Volume, but more ſtrongly bound 

Shakeſpear ſhall breathe and ſpeak , with Lawrel 

crown'd | 

Which never fades. Fed with Ambrolian mreat, | 

In a well-lined Veſture rich and neat | 

So with this Robethey cloathe him, bid bim | 

wear it, 
For time ſhall never ſtain, nor envy tear it. 
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The ſriendly Admirer of his | 
Endowments, 


J.M.S. 


An 
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AN | 
On the admirable Dramatick Poet, 


WILLIAM SHAKESPE A R. 


— x. A —_ 


Hat need wy Shakeſpear for his honour'd 
bones, 
The labour of an Ape, in piled ſtones, 
Or that his hallow'd Reliques ſhould be hid 
Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, 
What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſs of thy Name? 
Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Haſt builtthy ſelf a laſting Monument : 


For whilſt to th' ſhame of ſlow-endeavouring Art, 
Thy ealie numbers flow , and that each part , 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Pook, 
Thoſe Delphick Lines with deep Impreſſion took. 
Then thou our fancy of ber ſelf bereaving, 
Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
And fo Sepulcher'd in ſuch pomp dot lie, 
That Kiyrgs for ſuch a Tomb would wiſh to die. 


| 


| — 


Hoſe hands, which yort ſo clapt, go now and 
wring 

You Britains brave : for done are Shakeſpear's days ; 
His days are done, that made the dainty Plays, 
Which made the Globe of Heav'n and Earthto 
ring. 

{ Dry'd is - 0 Vein, dry'd is the Theſpiar Spring, 
Turn'd all to tears, and Phebus Clouds his Rays ; 


Upon the Lines and Life of the Famous Scenick Poet 


| 
|[M* WILLI AM SHAKESPEAR. 


| 


That Corps, that Coffin now beſtick thoſe Bays, | 


Which crown'd him Poet firſt, then Poets Kiog, 
If Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made, would ſcarce make one to this ;] 


VVhere Fae, now that he gone is to the Grave, | 


( Deaths publick Tyring-houſe ) the Nuncivs is. 
For though his Line of Life went ſoon about, 
The Life yet of bis Lines ſhall never our. 


Hugh Holland. 


—— — 


TEMPE 


6 | 


Atlus Primus. 


——— 


Scena Prima. 


A tempeſtuous noiſe of Thunder and Lightning beard : Enter 
Ship-maſter and a Boteſwai. 


 Oteſwain. 

> Boteſ. Here Maſter: What cheer? 
Meft. Good : Speak to th* Mariners: 

fall coo't, yarely, or we tun our ſelves 

a-ground, beſtir, beſtir. Exit. 


Enter Marmers. 


Boteſ. Hey my hearts, cheerly my 
hearts: yare, yare: Take in the top-ſail : tend to th? Ma- 
ſter's whiſtle:Blow till thou burſt thy wind,if room enough. 

Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gonzalo, and others. 

A'on. Go9d Boteſwain have care: where's the Maſter * 
Play che men. 

Bote(. | pray now keep below. 

Anth, Where is the Maſter, Boſon ? 

Bote(. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour : 
Keep your Cabins : yuu do aſſiſt the ſtorm, 

G1z,, Nay, good be patient. 

Bote/. When the Sea is : hence : what cares theſe Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? to Cabine : filence : trouble 
us not. 

Gonz,, Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 

Foteſ None that I more love than my ſelf. You are a 
Counſellor, if you can command theſe Elements to f1- 
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(Who had, nodouhr, ſome noble creature in her} 


An. We are meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards, 
This wide-chopt raſcal, would thou mighr'ſt lie drowning 
the waſhing of ten Tides. 

Gonz. He'l be hang'd yer, | | 
Though every drop of water ſware againſt it, | 
And gapeat wid'lt ro gluthim. A confuſed noiſe within. 
Mercy on U1s- 

We ſplit, we ſplit: Farewell my wiſe and children, 
Farewell brother: we ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit, 

Anth. Let's all fink with King. | 

Seb. Ler's take leave of him. Exit 

Gen, Now would | give a thouſand furlongs of Sea for 
an Acre of barren ground : Long heath, brown firs, any 
thing; the wills above be done, but I would fain die a dry 
death. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Proſpero and Miranda, 


Mira. If by your Art (my deatelt father) you have | 
Put the wild waters in this Rore, allay them : | 
The sky it ſeems would pour down ſtirking piech, | 
But that the Sea, mounting to the welkins cheek, 
Daſhes the fire our. Oh ! | have ſuffered 
With thoſe thatl ſaw ſuffer: A brave Veſſel 


Daſh*d all to pieces : Oh ! thecry did knock 


Againſt my very heart : poor ſouls, they periſh'd, 
Had | been any God of power, I would 

Have ſunk the. Sea within the Earth, orere , 
[t ſhould the good Ship fo have ſwallow'd, and | 


lence, and work the peace of rhe preſent, we will not hand 
a Rope more, uſe your Authority: if you cannot, give 
thanks you have liv'd ſolong, and make your ſelf ready 
in your Cabine for the miſchance of the hour, it it ſo hap. | The fraughting Souls within her. 
Cheerly good hearts : out of our way I fav. Exit., Pro/, Be collected : | 
Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow : methinks | No more amazement: Tell your piteous heart; 
he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his complexion is | There's na harm done. 
perfect Gallows: ſtand faſt good Fate to his hanging;! 1X44. O wo, the day. 
make the Rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for our own | Pzof/ No harm. 
doth little advantage: if hebe not born to be hang'd, our | | have done nothing but in care of thee 
caſe is miſerable. Exit.' (Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence lam ; nor that | am more better 
Than Pr;pero, Maſter of a full poor Cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 
Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts, 
Prof. *Tis true | 
| ſhould informs thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And pluck my Magick garment from me : $0, 
[ve there my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, have camfort, 
Thedireful ſpeftacle of the wrack, which rouch'd 
The very virtue of compaſſion in thee, 
[ have with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 
50 ſately orcered, that there is no ſoul, | 
Nonot ſo much perdition as an hair 
Betide to any creature in the Veſlet 
Which thou heard'ſt cry, which thou faw'ſ ſink ; | 
Sit down, for thou muſt now know farther. 
Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me whatl am, but ſtopt, 
And left me to the bootleſs inquiſition, 


IF 
- 


Enter Boteſwain. 

Boteſ. Down with the top-Maſt : yare, lower, lower; 
bring her totry with Main-courſe. A plague — 

A cry within. Enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio and Gonzalo, 
upon this howling : they arelouder than the weather. or 
our office : Yet again ?. What do you here? Shall we give 
o'reand drown? Have you a mind to fink ? 

Sebaſ. A pox 0? your throat, you bawling, blaſphemous, 
incharitable Dog. 

Bore/. Work you then. 

Anth.. Hang Cur, hang, you whoreſon infolent Noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown'd than thon arr. 

Genz, The warrant him for drowning, though the Ship 
were no ſtronger than a Nur-ſhell, and asleaky as an un- 
ſtanched wencl.. 

Boteſ. Lay her a hold, ahold; ſet her ewo courſes off to 
Sea again, lay her off. 

Enter Marmers wet. 

Mar. All loſt, to prayers, to prayers, all loſt. 

Bore. What mult our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. The King and Prince at prayers, ler's aflifk them, 
for our caſe is as theirs Concluding, ſtay :- not yet. 
| Sehaſ. I'm out of patience. Pro/: The hour's now come, 

A 


CIS 


hs. hndh. DA 


- « {44 2k wo Ae RR AAA LA. cad wy Ls L 


- 


——  . AC II——_—_ 


PITAPH 


On the admirable Dramatick Poet, 


WILLIAM SHAKESPE AR. 


Hat need wy Shakeſpear for his honour'd 


bones, 
The labour of an Ape, in piled ſtones, 
Orc that his hallow'd Reliques ſhould be hid 
Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? 
Dear Son' of Memory, great Heir of Fame, 
What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſs of thy Name? 
Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Haſt built thy ſelf a laſting Monument : 


For whilſt toth* ſhame of ſlow-endeavouring Art, 
Thy ealte numbers flow , and that each part, 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Eook, 
Thoſe Delphick Lines with deep Impreſſion took. 
Then thou- our fancy of ber ſelf bereaving, 
Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
And fo Sepulcher'd in ſuch pomp dot lie, 
| That Kirgs for ſuch a Tomb would wiſh to die. 


LE ————— 


Upon the Lines and Life of the Famous Scenick Poet 


| 
[M* WILLI AM SHAKESPEAR. 


Hoſe hands, which yort ſo clapt, go now and 


wring 

You Britains brave ; for done are Shakeſpear's days ; 
His days are done, that made the dainty Plays, 
Which made the Globe of Heay'n and Earthto 
ring. 

{ Dry'd is that Veir, dry'd is the Theſpiar Spring, 
-1 Turn'd all to tears, and Phebus Clouds his Rays ; 


| Which crown'd him Poet firſt, then Poets King, 


If Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made, would ſcarce make one to this ; 
VVhere Fame, now that he gone is to the Grave, 
( Neaths publick Tyring-houſe ) the Nuncivs is. 
For though his Line of Life went ſoon about, 
The Life yet of bis Lines ſhall never our. 


That Corps, that Coffin now beſtick thoſe Bays, | 


Hugh Hollend, 


| 


a 2x 


THE 


T EE 8 F 


Afus Primus. Scena Prima. 


— —— — OCT - 


A tempeftuous noiſe of Thunder and Lightning beard : Enter 
Ship-maſter and a Boteſwai. 


Maſter, 

J Oteſwain. 
> Boteſ. Here Maſter : What cheer? 
Meft. Good : Speak to th* Mariners: 
fall roo't, yarely, or we tun our ſelves 
a-ground, beſtir, beſtir. Exit. 


Enter Marmer s. 


Bateſ. Hey my hearts, cheerly my 
hearts: yare, yare: Take in the top-ſail : tend to th* Ma- 
ſter's whiſtle:Blow till thou burſt thy wind,if room enough. 
Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gonzalo, and others. 

A'on, God Boteſwain have care: where's the Maſter ? 
Play the men. 

Bote\. | pray now keep below. 

Anth, Where 1s the Maſter, Boſon ? 

Bote/. Do you not hear him? You mar our labonr : 
Keep your Cabins: yuu do aſſiſt the ſtorm. 
Gonz,, Nay, good be patient. 
Bote/. When the Sea is : hence : what cares theſe Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? to Cabine : filence : trouble 
us not. 
Gonz,, Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 
Foteſ None that I more love than my ſelf. You are a 
Counſellor, if you can command theſe Elements to f1- 
lence, and work the peace of the preſent, we will not hand 
a Rope more, uſe your Authority: if you cannot, give 
thanks you have liv'd ſolong, and make your ſelf ready 


Cheerly good hearts : out of our way I ſay. Extt. 


he hath no drowning mark upon him; his complexion is 
perfect Gallows: ſtand faſt good Fate to his hanging ; 
make the Rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for our own 
doth little advaritage: if he be not born to be hang, our 
caſe is miſerable. Exit. 
Enter Boteſawain. 

Boteſ: Down with the top-Maſt : yare, lower, lower; 
bring her tofry with Main-courſe. A plague-— 
Acry within. Enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio and Gonzalo, 
npon this howling : they arelouder than the weather. or 
our office : Yet again ?. What do you here? Shall we give 
o're and drown? Have you a mind to fink ? 
Sebaſ. A pox o* your throat, you bawling, blaſphemous, 
incharitable Dog. 

Bore/. Work you then. 

Anth. Hang Cur, hang, you whoreſon infolent Noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown'd tharthon arr. 

Genz, Tle warrant him for drowning, though the Ship 
were no ſtronger than a Nur-ſhell, and asleaky as an un- 
ſtanched wencl: 

Boteſ. Lay her a hold, a hold; ſet her two courſes off to 
Sea again, lay her oft. 

Enter Marimers wet. 

Mar. Allloſt, ro prayers, to prayers, all loſt. 

Bote/: What muſt our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. The King and Prince at prayers, ler's aflifk them, 
for our caſe is as theirs 

Sebaſ. Pm out of patience. 


in your Cabine for the miſchance of the hour, it it ſo hap. | The fraughting Souls within her. 


Gon. | have great comfort from this fellow : methinks | No more amazement: Tell your piteous heart; 


| 


An. We are meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards, } 
This wide-chopt raſcal, would thou mighr'ſt lie drowning 
the waſhing of ten Tides. 

Gonz. He'l be hang'd yer, | 
Though every drop of water ſware againſt it, 

And gapeat wid'ſt to glut him. A confuſed noiſe within. 
Mercy on Uus- 

We ſplit, we ſplit: Farewell my wiſe and children, 
Farewell brother: we ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit, 

Anth. Let's all fink with King. | 

Seb. Ler's take leave of him. Exit 

Genz,. Now would | give a thouſand furlongs of Sea for 
an Acre of barren ground : Long heath, brown firs, any 
thing; the wills above be done, but I would fain die a dry 
death. 


Scena Secunda. | 
Enter Proſpero and Miranda, 


Mira. If by your Art (my deaielt father) you have | 
Put the wild waters in this Rore, allay them : | 
The sky it ſeems would pour down ſtinking pitch, | 
But that the Sea, mounting to the welkins cheek, 
Daſhes the fire out. Oh ! | have ſuffered 
With thoſe thatl ſaw ſuffer: A brave Veſſel 
(Who had, nodouht, ſome noble creature in her) | 
Daſh*d all to pieces : Oh ! thecry did knock 
Againſt my very heart : poor ſouls, they periſh'd, 
Had | been any God of power, I would 
Have ſunk the. Sea within the Earth, orere . 

[t ſhould the good Ship fo have ſwallow'd, and 
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Pro/. Be collected : 


There's na harm done. 
Mira. O wo, the day. 
P+of. No harm. 


| have donenothing but in care of thee 


(Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence lam ; nor that | am more better | 


Than Pr;ſpero, Maſter of a full poor Cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 

Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts, 

Prof. *Tis true | 
| ſhould inform} thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And pluck my Magick garment front me : So, 
[vethere my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
Thedireful ſpeacle of the wrack, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compaſſion in thee, 
[ have with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 
50 ately orcered, that there is no ſoul, | 
Nonot ſo much perdition as an hair 
Betide to any creature in the Veſlet 
Which thou heard'ſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſt ſink ; 
Sit down, for thou muſt now know farther. 

Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me whatl am, but ſtopt, 
And left me to the bootleſs inquiſition, 
Concluding, tay : not yet. 

Pro/. The hour's now come, 
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The Tem peſt 


The very minute bids thee ope thine ear, 
Obey, and be atrentive. Canlt thou remember 
A time before we came nnto this Cell ? 
I donot think thon canſt, for then thou was'r not 
Out three years old. 
Mrra. Certainlv, Sir, I can. 
Pro(. By what ? by any other houſe, or perſon? 
Of anv thing the lmage, tell me, that 
Hath kept wirh thy remembrance. 
Mira. *}'s far off ; 
And rather like a dream than an aſſurance 
That my remembrance warrants: Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me ? 


That this lives in thy mind ? What ſeeſt thou elſe 
In the dark backward and Abyſme of Time ? 
If thou remembreſt ought ere thou cam!'ſt here, 


| How thou cam'ſt here thou may'lt. 


Mira. But thatI do nor. 

Pro/: Twelve year fince (Miranda) twelve year fince 
Thy Father was the Duke of 1am, and 
A Prince of Power. 

Ara. Sir, are not you my Father ? 

Pro: Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She ſaid thou waſt my Daughter ; an\ thy Father 
was Duke of Afillain, and his only hetr : 

And Princeſs ; no worſe ifſued. 

Mira. O the Heavens, 

What foul play had we that we came from thence? 
Or bletſed was we did ? 
Preſ: Both, both my Girl : 


1 By foul play (as thou fayeſt) were we heaved thence, 


zut bleſſedly holp hither. 
Mira, O my heart bleeds 

To think o? th' teene that I have turn'd you to, 

Which is from my remembrance : pleaſe you, farther, 
Prof. My Brother and thy Uncle, call'd -inthon : 

[pray thee mark me, that a brother ſhould 

Be ſo pertidicus: he, whom next thy ſelf 

Of all che world 1 lov'd, and to him put 


The manage of my ſtate, as at that time. 
Through all the fignories it was the firſt, 
And Proſpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
In dignity ; and tor the Liberal Arts, 
Without a parallel; thoſe being all my ſtudy ; 
The Government I caſt upon my brother, 
And to my ſtate grew [tranger, being tranſported 
And rapt inſecrer ſtudies, thy falſe Uncle 
(Doit thou attend) ? 
Mcrz, Sir, molt heedfully. 
Prof. Being once perfefted how to grant ſuits, 
| How to deny them : whom i advance, and whom 
To traſh for over-:opping ; new created 
Thecreatures that were mine, | ſay,ot chang'd em, 
Orellſe nei torm'd?em ; having hoth the key 
Of Officer a:.d Office, ſet all hearts o* th' ſtate 
To what tune pleas'd his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely 1 rank, 
And ſuck*t my verdure our on't: 'Fhou attend'ſt not ? 
1:2. O good Sir. Ido. 
Prof. I pray thee mark me: 
[ thus negleCting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To clotenels, ard the bertering of my mind 
With that which but by being retired 
Ore-priz'd all popular rate: in my falſe brother 
Awak*d an evil Nature, and my truit, 
Like a good parent, did beger of him 
A falſhood in its contrary, as great 
As my truſt was, which had indeed no limit, 
A confidence ſans bonnd. Ke being thus Lorded 
Nor only with what my Revenue yielded, 
But what my power might elſe exact. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 
Made :uch a finner of his Memory 


Pro” Thou hadft, and more, Miranda : But how is it 


1 

He was indeed the Dnke, out o' th? Subſtitution 
And executing th' outward face of Royalty 
With all prerogative : hence his Ambition growing : 
Doſt thou hear ? 

Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deaineſs. 

Prof. To haveno Screen between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needs will be 
Abſolute Mi/ain ; Me (poor man) my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough : Of remporal Royalties 
He thinks me now incapable. Contederates - 
(So dry he was for ſway) with King of Naples 
To ge him annual tribute, do him homage, 
Subject his © oronet to his Crown, and bend 
The Dukedom yer unbowed (alas poor Millain.) 
To much ignoble ſtooping. 

Mira. Oh the heavens ? 

Prof. Mark his condition, and th* event, then tell me 
if this might be a brother. 

Mira. 1 ſhould fin 
To think but Nobvly of my Grand-mother : 
Good wombs have born bad fons. 

Pro. Now the condition : 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 
To me inveterate. hearkens my brother's ſuit, 
Which was, 'T hat he in lien © th* premiſes, 
Of homage. and | know not how much tribute, 


[He credit his own lie, he did believe 


Should preſently ext:rpate me and mine 


Ont ot the Pukedom, and con/er fair Mi/lain 

Wirth all the honours, on my brother: Whereon 

A treacherous Army levied, one mid-night 
ared to th* purpoſe, did nthoxio open 

The gates of 14i/[ain.and th? dead of darkneſs 

The Miniſters for th* purpoſe hurried thence 


Me, and thy crying elf 


Mir. Alack for pity : 


[ not remembring how I cry'd out then 
Will cry it o're again: itis a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to'r. 


Fro. Hear a little further, 
And then Vle bring theeto the preſent buſineſs 


V Vhich now's upon's, without the which this ſtory 
V Vere molt impertinent. 


Mir. VVheretore did they not 


That hour deſtroy us ? 


Pro, VVell demanded, wench : 


My tale provokes that queſtion: Dear, they durſt not; 
So dear the love my people bore me: nor ſet 


A mark fo bloody on rhe buſineſs ; but 


VVith colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

[n few, they hurried us aboard a Bark, 

Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carcals of a.But, not rigg'd, 

Nor tackle, nor fail, nor malt ; the very Rats 
Inſtinctively have quit it : There they hoiſt us 


[o cry toth? Sea that roar*d to us; ro fſigh 


To th' Winds, whoſe pity ſighing back again 
[jd us but loving wrong. 


Mir. Alack ! what trouble 


\Vas | then to you ? 


ro. O! a Cherubim 


Thou was't that did preſerve me: Thon didſt ſmile, 
Infuied with a fortitude from heaven, 
When | have deck'r the Sea with drops full ſalt, 
Under my burthen groan d, which rais'd in me 


An undergoing itomach, to bear up 


Againſt what fhould enſue. 


Mir. How came we aſhore ? 
Pro. By providence divine; 


Some food we had, and ſome freſh water, that 


A noble Neapo/:tan Gonzalo, 
Out of his Charity ( who being then appointed 
Maſter of this deſign) did give us, with 


Rich garments, linnens, ituits, and neceſfaries 
Which 
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Which fince have ſteeded much, (o of his gentleneſs 
Knowing llov'd my Books, he furniſh'd me 
From mine own Library, with volumes, rhat 
I prize above my Dukedom. 
Mir. Would 1 might 
But ever ſee that man. 
Pro. Now | ariſe, 
Sit ſtill, and hear the laſt of our Sea-forrow : 
Here in this ifland we arriv'd, and here 
Have 1, thy School-maſter, made thee more profit 
Than other Princeſs can, that have more time 
For vainer hours ; and Tutors, not ſo careful. 
Mir. Heavens thank you tor'r. And now 1 pray you Sir, 
For {till 'tis bearing in my mind : your reaſon 
For railing this Sea-ftorm £ 
Pro. Know thus tar forth, 
By accidenc moſt ſtrange, bountiful Fortune 
(Now my dear [ ady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore: And by my preſcience. 
{ find my Zenith doth depend upon 
FA moſt auſpitious ſtar, whole influence 
If now | court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop: Here ceaſe more queſtions, 
Thou art inclin'd to ſleep: 'tis a good dulneſs, 
And give it way : | know thou canſt not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come ; | am ready now, 
Approech my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 
Ari. All hail, great Maſter, grave Sir, hail 1 come 
To anſwer thy belt pleaſure * be it to fly; 
To ſwim, to dive into the fre : to ride 
On the curd clouds : to thy ſtrong bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his Quality. 
Pro. Haſt thou, Spirit. 
Perform'd to point, the Tempeſt that I bad thee? 
Ar. To every Article. 
| boarded the Kings ſhip: now on the Beak, 
Now in the Waſte, the deck, in every Cabin, 
| flam'd amazement, ſometimes Id divide 
And birn :in many places ; on the top-maſt, * 
The Yards and Bore iprit, would | flame diftindtly, 
Then meet, and jovn. Foves Lightning, the precurſers 
O'ch dreadful Thunder claps more momentary 
And ſight out-running were riot ; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neprome 
Seem to beſiege, and make his boid waves tremble, 
Yea, his dead I rident ſhake. 
Pro. My brave Spirir. 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this coy] 
Would not inteCt his reaſon ? 
Ar. Not a foul 
But felt a Feaver of the mad, and plaid 
Some tricks of deſperation : all but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quit the velſel : 
iThen all a fire with me the Kings ſon Ferdinand 
Wirh hair up ſtaring (then like reeds, nor hair) 
Was'the firit man that leapt: cri'd hell is empty, and 
[All the Devils are here. 
Pro. Why that's my ſpirit : 
But was nor this mgh ſhore ? 

Ar. Cloſe by, my Matter. 

Pro. But are they ( vir) fafe ? 

* Ar. Not a hair periſhed : 

On their ſuſtain!ng garments not a blemiſh, 
But freſher than before : and as thou badſt me, 
Inrroops | have diſþers'd them *bour the iſle : 
'The K-ngs ſon have | landed by himſelf, 
Whom I left cooling of the Air with ſighs, 
In an odd Angle of the iſle, and fitting, 
'His arms in this ſad knor. 
; Fro. Of the Kings ſhip, 
'The Mariners, fay how thou haſt diſpos'd, 
And all the reit oth Fleet ? 

Ar. Safely in harbour. 
ls the Kings ſhip, in the deep Nook, where once 


| hou call'd'/t me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the ſtil|l-vext Bermoorhes, there ſhee's hid : 
[he Mariners all under hatches ſtowed, 
Who, with a Charm joyn'd to their ſuffered labour 
| have left aſleep : and for the reſt o*th'Fleer 
v hich | diſpers'd)they all have mer again, 
And are upon the Med: erranean Flote. 
Bound ſadly home for Naples, 
Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackr, 
And his great perſon periſh. 

Pro ar, thy charge 
Exactly 1s pertorm'd ; but there's more work: 

W hart 15 the time o'th? day ? | 

Ar. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 

Pro. At leaſt two Glaſſes: the time *ewixt iz and now | 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciovſiv. 

Ar. |s there more toyl? Since thou goit give me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou halt promis'd, | 
Which 1s not yet perform*d me. 

Pro. How now ? moodie ? 

Which is't thou canit demand ? 

Ar. My Liberty. 

Pro. Betore the time be out ? no more : 

Ar. | prethee 
Remember | have done thee worthy ſervice, 

Told thee no lyes, made thee no mittakings, ſerv'd 
\\ ithout or grudg, or grumblings ; thou didſt promiſe 
To bare me a full year. 

{'ro. Loſt thou forget 
From what a torment | did free thee ? Ar. No | 

tro, Thou doflt : and thinkeit it much to tread the 
Ooze of the (ſalt deep ; 

To run vpon the ſharp wind of the North, | 
To do me buſineſs in the veins of th* earth 
\\ hen it is bak d with froft. 

Ar. 1do nor Sir. 

Pro. Thou heit, malignant Thing : haſt thou forgot | 
The fowl \\ irch Sycrrax, who with Age and envy 
\\ as grown intoa Hoop ? haſt thou forgor her ? | 

Ar. No vir. 

Fro. 1 hou haſt : where was ſhe born ? ſpeake: tell me: 

Air ST, in Argier | 


Pro. Oh was ſhe fo: I muſt | 
| Once in a month recount whit thou haſt bin F 

\\ hich thou torgecit I his dama'd © itch Sycorax 

For miſchiets manifold, ard forcer:es terrible 
| 1 o enter human hearing, from rgier 
' T hou know'ſt was baniſh d : for one thing ſhe did 
| They would nottake her lile : 1s nor this erne ? Ar. I Sir 
| Fr». This blew-ey'd hag, was hither brought with 
4nd here was left by th* Savlors ; thou my ſlave, (child, | 
as thou report'it thy ſelf, was then her ſervant, 
; And, for thon walſt a ſpirit too del-care 

To act her earthy and abhor'd commands, 

Refuſing her grand helts, ſhe did confine thee, 

By help of her more poient miniſters, 
| Andin her moſt unmurttigable rage, 
Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou did*ſt painfully remain 
A dozen years: within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 
And left thee there : where thou didit vent thy groans 
As faſt as Mill wheels irrike : then was this Ifland 
; (Save for the Sun that he did littonr here. 
| A freke!'d whelp, hag-born)) not honour'd with 

A human ſhape. 

Ar. Yes : Caliban her fon. 
Pre. Hull thing, | fay fo : he, that Caliban 

VVhom now | keep in ſervice, thou beſt know'it 
| VVhar torment | did find thee in ; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breſts 
Ot ever-angry Bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the daman'd, which 5yc:rax 
Could nor again undo : it was mine art, 


Az VVbent 
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VVhen I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee our. 

Ar. 1 thank thee Maſter. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'it, I will rend an Oak 
And peg thec in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hait howPd away twelve winters. 

Ar. Pardon, Malter. 

I will be coreſpondent to command 
and domy pricing gently, 

Pro. Do {o: and after two dayes 
| will difch:rge thee. 

Ar. That's my noble Maſter: 

VVhat ſhalll do? ſay what ? what ſhall Ido? 

Pro. Go make thy lelt like toa Nymph o'th* Sea, 
Be ſubject to no ſight bur thine, and mine: inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſe: go take this ſhape 
And hither come in't : go: hence 


Mer. The ſtrangeneſs of your ſtot y, put 
Heavineſs mn me. 
Pro. Shake it off : Come on, 
VVe'll viſit Caliban, my ſlave, who never 
Yields us kind anſwer. 
Mir: *Tis a villain Sir, I do not love to look on. 
Vro. But as 'tis 
V Ve carinot mils him : he do's make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood, and ſerves Offices 
That profit us: what hoa : ſlave: Caliban: 
Thou Earth thou : ſpeak. 
Cal. within. There's wood enough within. 
Pro. Come forch'lI fay, there's other buſineſs for thee: 


Fine apparition : my quaint Ariel, Nymph. 
Heark in thine ear. 
Ar. My Lord, it ſhall be done. Exit. 


Pro. Thou poiſonous ſlave, got by the Devil himſelf 
Upon thy wicked Dam ; come forth. = Enter Caliban. 
{al. As wicked dew, as ere my Mother bruſh'd 
VVith Ravens feather from unwholſome Fen, 
Drop on you both : A South-welt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you all o're. 
Pro. For this be ſure, to night thon ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath up, Urchins 
Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may work 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd _ 
As thick as hony-comb, each pinch more {tinging 
Than Bces that made'em. 
Cal. 1 muſt eat my dinner : 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my Mother, 
VVhich thou tak*lt from me : when thou cam'ſt firſt 
Thou ſtroak*ſt me,& made much of me: would 'ſt give me 
VVater with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and how the leſs, 
That burn by day and night: and then 1 loved thee, 
|| And ſhewed thee all the qualities o' the lile, _ ; 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pits ; barren place and fertil, 
Curs'd be 1 that Idid ſo: All the Charms | 
Of Sjcorax : Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you: 
For | am all the Subjects that you have, 
VVhich firſt was mine awn King : and here you ſty-me 
In thishard Rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of the Iſland. | 


Pro. Thou moſt Iying ſlave, 
VVhom ſtripes RT Ag kindneſs : I have us'd thee 


(Filth as thou art ) with human care, and lod g'd 
in mine own Cell, ill _ didſt ſeek to violate 
e honour of my Child. 

wk Oh ho, oh ho, would*r had been done : 
Thou didit prevent me, | had peopl'd elſe 
This !ſle with Caliban. 

Mir. Abhorred Slave, 
VVhichany print of. goodneſs Will not take, 
\Being capable of all il] : 1 pitied thee» 


VVith diligence. | ORE: 
Pro. Awake, dear heart awake, thou haſt flept well, 
Awake. 


Come thou Tortoys, when ? Enter Arie! like a Water- |Ar. Hark, bark, I beard the ſtram of ftrurting Chanticlere, 


One thing or other ; when thou didſt not (Savage) 
Know thine own meaning ; but wouldit gabble, like 
A thing molt bruitiſh, | endow'd thy purpoſes 
VVith words that made them known: Butthy vild race 
(Tho thou didit learn) had that int's, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wa'ſt thou 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rock, who hadſt 
Deſerv'd more than a priſon. 
| Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit ont 
ls, I know how to curſe : the red-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. 
Pro. Hag-ſeed hence : 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quick, thou art beſt 
To anſwer other buſineſs : ſhrug'it thou (Malice) 
If thou negleCtit, or doſt unwillingly 
What 1 command, Vle rack thee with old cramps 
Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, ; 
The beaſts ſhall cremble at thy dyn. 
Cal. No, pray thee. 
[| muſt obey, his Artis of ſuch pow'r, 
lc would control my Dam's god Serebos, 
And make a vaſlait of him. 
Pro. So ſlave, hence. 
Enter Ferdinand and Ariel inviſible, playino & Gno; 
Ariel's dong. Come unto theſe ee ind == 
and then take hands : 
Curt'fied when you have, and ki 
the wild AL whiſt : 4 
Foot it featly here and there, and ſweet ſprights bear 
the burthen. Burthen diſperſedly. 
Hark, hark, bougb-wawgh : the watch-Dogs bark, 
bough wawgh. 


[oner pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each four 


cry cock adidle-dmyve. 
Fer. Where ſhould this Muſick be? I'th ar, or th'earth? 
[t ſounds nomore: and ſure it waits upon 
Some god *oth* lland, ſitting on a bank, 
VVeeping again the King my Fathers wrack;. 
This Mufick crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their tury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayr : thence | have follow'd it 
( Or it hath drawn me rather ) but tis gone. 


No, it begins again. 
Ariel's Song. Full fadom five thy Father lies 
Of his bones are Coral made : 
Thoſe arepearls that were his eyes, 
Nothing of him that doth fade, ' 
But doth luffer a Sea-change : 
Into ſomething rich, and ſtrange : 
Sea-Nymphs hourly ring his knell. 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Hark now I hear them, ding-dong bell. 
| Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father, | 
This is no mortal buſineſs, nor no ſound 
That the earth ows : I hear it now above-me. | 
Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine eye advance, 
And fay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
Mira. What is't a ſpirit ? 
Lord, how itlook's about : Believe me fir, 
it carries a brave form. Burt 'tis a ſpirit, 
Pro. No wench, it eats,and fleeps,and hath ſach ſenſes 
As we have ; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was inthe wrack : and bur he's ſomething ſtain'd 
With grief (that's beauties canker) thou might'ſ call him 
A goodly perſon : he hath loſt his fellows, 
And ſtrayes about to find'em 
Mir. I might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural 
[ ever ſaw ſo Noble. 
Pro. Itgoes on.lI ſee 
As my ſoul prompts it: Spirit, fine ſpirit, Ile free thee 
VVithin two days for this. 
Fer. Moſt ſure the goddeſs 
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On whom theſe ayres atre-d. Vouchſate my pray'r 
May know, if you remain upon this Iſland, 
And that you will ſome good inſtruCtion give 
How I may bear me here : my prime requeſt 
{Which 1 do laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder, 
If you be made, or no ? 
Mir. No wonder fir, 
But certainly a Maid. 
Fer. My Language? Heavens : 
| am the beſt of them that ſpeak this ſpeech, 
Were I but where ”tis ipoken. 
Pro. How ? the belt ? 
What wer't thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 
Fer. A fingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear Thee ſpeak of Naples : he do's hear me, 
And that he do's, 1 weep: my ſelf am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (never ſince at ebb) beheld 
The King ny Father wrack'r. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy. 
Fer. Yes faith, and all his Lords, the Duke of Millain 
And his brave ſon, being twain. 
Pro, The Duke of Millan 
And his more braver daughter could controll thee, 
If now *twere fit to do't : Atthe firſt Hght 
they have chang'd eyes: Delicate Arze!/, 
Ple ſet thee free fr this. A word good Sir, 
| fear you have done your ſelf ſome wrong : A word. 
Mr. Whv ſpeaks my Father fo urgently ? This 
Is the third man rhar ere | ſaw: the firſt 
Thar ere | ſigh'd for: pity move my Father 
To be enclin'd my way. 
ter. O, if a Virgin, 
And your affection not gone forth, Ple make you 
The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. Soft Sir, one word more. 
They are both in eithers pow'rs: But this ſwift buſineſs 
| muſt uneaſie make, leſt too light winning 
\lake the prize ight.* One word more : | charge thee 
| hat thou attend me : Thou do'ſt here uſurp 
The Name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thy ſelf 
Upon this Iſland, as a ſpye, to win it 
From me, the Lord or. 
Fer. No, as] ama man. 
Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a Temple. 
[f theill-ſ>iric have fo fair an houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell witt't. 
Pro. Follow me. 
Proſ. Speak not you for him : he's a Traitor: come, 
Ple manacle thy neck and feet together: 
Sea-water ſhalt thon drink : thy food ſhall be 
rhe freſh-brook Muſsles, wither d roots and husks 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. 
Fer. No, 
[ will refiſt ſuch entertainment, till 
Mine Enemy has more pow”r. 
He draws, and is charmed from moving. 
Mira. O dear Father ; | 
Make not too raſh a trial of him ; for 
He's gentle, and not fearful, 
Proj. VVhat Hay, 
My foot my Tutor ? Put thy Sword up, Traitor, 
V'Vho makes a ſhew, but dar'ſt not ſtrike: thy conſcience 
[s poſleſt with guile: Come from thy ward, 
For | can here diſarm thee with this ſtick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 
Mir. Peſeech you Father. 
Pro. Hence : hang not on my gatments. 
Mir. Sir, have pity, 
Ple be his ſurety. 
Pro. Stlence : One word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : VVhar, 
An advocate for an Impoſtor? Huſh : 
Thou thinK'ſ there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
(Having teen but him and Caliban) : Fooliſh wench, 


| 


forth” moſt of men this is a Calr547, 
And they to him are Angels, 

Mir. My afteCtions 
Are then moſt humble : 1 have no ambitiorl 
To ſee a goodlier man. 

Fro. Come on, obey : 
Thy Nerves are in their Infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them., 

Fer. $0 thcy are: 
My ſpirits, as in a dream, are a!l bound up: 
My Father's loſs, the weaknels which | feel, 
The wrack of afl my friends, nor this man'sthreats, 
Towhom! am ſubdu'd, are bur lighr ro me, 
Might but through my priſon once a day 
Rehoid this Maid : all corners elſe o'th* Earth 
Let liberty make utc of: ſpace enough 
Have lin ſuch a Priſon. 

Pro. !t works : Come on. 
Thou haſt done well, fine Arie! : follow me. 
Hark what thou elfe ſhalt do me. 

Ar. Peot comfort, 
My Father's of a better Nature (Sir) 
Than he appears by ſpeech: this is unwonted 
VVhich now came from him. 
| {'r0. Thou ſhalt be as free 
As mountain winds; bur chen exactly do 
All points of my command. | 

fir, To tl \vilable. 

ro, Come tollow : ſpeak not for hin, Excunt. 


Altus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthboxzzio, Gi £410, Adrian, Fran- 


! 
ci/cu, and OFDETS. 


Gonz.. Beſeech you Stir, be merry: you have cauſe, 
(Sohave we all) of joy ; for our eſcape 
Is much beyond our loſs ; our hint of wo 
Is common, every day, fomeSailors VVife, 
The Maſters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juſt our Theam of woe: But for the miracle, 
(1 mean our preſervation) few in millions 
Can ſpeak hike us: then wifely (good Sir ) weigh 
Our forrow with our comfort. 

Alonſ. Prethee peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge. 

int. The Viſitor will not give him o're lo. 

Sb. Look, he's winding up the V Vatch of his V Vit, 
By and by it will ſtrike. 

Gon. Ir. 

Seb. On: tell. 

Gon. VVhen every grief is entertain'd 
Thar's ofter'd comes to the entertainer. 

Seb. A Dollor. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ipoken 
cruer than you purpos'd. 

Seb, You have taken it wifelier than 1 meant you ſhould 

Gen. Therefore mv Lord. 

Ant. Fe, what a ſpend-thriftis he of his tongue? 

Alon. | prethee ſpare 

Gon. VVell, I havedone : Butyer 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. V'Vhich of he, or A44rian, fora good Y Yager, 
Firſt begins to crow ? 

Seb. 'Theold Cock. 

Ant. The Cockrel). 

$eb.Done:the wager? 

Ant. Alaughter. 

Seb. A match. 


{4r. Though this Iſland Rem to be delete. 
| A 3. Seb. 
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Seb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ant. $0: you'r paid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible. 

Seb. Yet. 

Adr. Yet. 

Ant. Ne could not mils't. 

Adr. It mult needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. . 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 
| Seb. I, andaſubtle, ashe molt learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr. Theair breathes upon us here moſt {weetly. 

Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as *twere perfumed by a Fen. 

Gcn. Here is every thing advantageous to lite. 

Ant. True, ſave means to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gn. How luſh and luſty the graſs looks ? 

How green ? 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. VVith aneye of green in't. 

Ant. He miſſes not much, 

Seb. No: he doth but miſtake the truth totally. 

Gon, But the rarity of itis, Which 15 indeed almoſt be- 
yond credit. 

Seb. As many voucht rarities are. 

Gon. That our Garinents being (as they were) drencht 
in the £ea.hofd notwithſtanding their freſhneſs and gloſles, 
being rather new dy'd than fſrain'd with falr water. 

Ant. If bur one of his Pockets could ſpeak, would it 
not ſay he les ? | 

Seb. 1, orvery falſely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as freſh as when 
we put them on firlt in 47:4, at the marriage of the 
King's fair Daughter C/ar:bc/, to the King of Tun. 

Seb. *Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 
our return. 

Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Para- 
gon to their Queen. 

Gon. Not ſince V Vidow D:4's time. 

Ant. VVidow ? a pox of that : how came that VVr- 
dowin ? VVidow Dido 

Seb. VVhar if he had ſaid VVidower e-tnexs too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 

Adri. VVidow Dido ſaid you? You make me ſtudy of 
that : ſhe was of Carthage, not of Tun. 

Gon. This Twnis, fir, was Carthoge. 

Adri. Carthage? Gon. 1lallure you Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous Harp. 

Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houſes roo. 

Ant. \\hat impoſſible marter will he make eafie next * 

Seb. 1 think he will carry this Iſland home in his pock- 
et, and pive it his ſon for an Apple. 

Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. 

Gon. |. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gen. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſeem 
now as freſh as when we were at 7:mis at the marriage 
of your Daughter, whois now Queen. 

Ant. And the rareſt that e're came there. 

Seb. Bare (I beſeech you ) Widow Did. 

Ant. O VVidow Did ? # VVidow D1do. 

Gor. Is not my Doublet, Sir, as freſh as the firſt day 1 
wore it ? lmeanin a fort. 

Ant, That fort was well hih'd for. 

Gon. VVhen 1 wore it at your Daughters Marriage. 

/ilen. You cram theſe words into mine ears, againſt 
The ſtomach of my ſenſe : VVould I had never 
Married my daughter there : For coming thence 
My ſon is loſt, and (in my rate) ſhe too, 
VVho is {© far from Italy removed, 
i ne*re again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Millam, what ſtrange fiſh 
Hath made his meal on thee? 

Fran. Sir, he may live. 


þ 


| ſaw him teat the the ſurges under him, 

And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water 
VVhoſe Enmity he flnng aſide; and breſted 

The ſurge moſt ſwoln that mer him : his bold head 
"Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oared 
Himſelf with his good arms in Iuſty ſtrokes 
Toth? ſhore; that o're his wave-worn baſis bowed 
As {tooping to relieve him : I not doubt 

He came alive to Land. 

Alon. No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank your ſelf for this great los 
That would nor bleſs our Europe with your Daughter : 
Bur rather loſe her to an African 4 ; 
Where ſhe, atleaſt, is baniſh'd from your Eye 
VVho hath cauſe to wet the gricf on'c. ; 

Alon. Prethee peace. 

Seb, You were kneel'd to, and imnortinn* : 
By all of us : and the fair ſoul her ar. Py 
VVeigh'd between loathneſs and obedience. at 
VVhich end o'th' beam ſhould bow: we have loſt vour ſon 
| fear for ever: Millain and Naples have ; 

Mo V Vidows in them of this buſineſs making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them : 
The fault's your own. 

Alon. So 1s the deer'ſt o thv loſs. 

Gon. My Lord Sebaſtian, 

The truth you ſpeak doth lack ſome gentleneſs 
And time to ſpeak it in: you rub the ſore 
VVhen you ſhould bring the Plaiſter. 

Seb. Very well. Ant. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 

Gon, It is foul weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather ? Ant. Very foul. 

Gon. Had I plantation of this Iſle, my Lord. 

Ant. He'd ſow t with Nettle-ſeed. 

$:b. Or Docks, or Mallows. 

Gon. And were the King on't, what would 1 do? 

Seb. Scape being drunk, for wantof Wine. 

Gon. Vth* Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things : For no kind of Traffick 
Would I admit : no name of Magiſtrate : 

Letters ſhould not be known: Riches, poverty, 
And uſe of ſervice, none : Contract, Succeſſion, 
Born, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 
No uſe of Metal, Corn, or VVine, or Oy]: 
No occupation, all menidle, all : 

And women too, but innocent and pure : 
No Soveraignty. 

Seb. Yet he would be King ore. 

Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning- 

Gn. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
VVithour ſweat or endeavour : Treafon, Felony, 

Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would I not have: but Nature ſhould bring forth 
Of its own kind, all foyzon, all abundance 

To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying *mong his SubjeQs ? 

Ant. None (man) all idle ; V Vhores and Knaves. 

Goz. 1 would with ſuch perfection govern, Sir: 

T' excell the Golden Age. 

Seb. Save his Majeſty. Ant. Long live Gonzalo. 

Gon. And do you mark me, Sir ? 

Alon. Prethee no more: thou doſt talk nothing to me. 

Gon. Ido well believe your Highneſs, and did it to mi- 
niſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch ſen- 
ſible and nimble Lungs, that they always uſe to laugh at 
nothing. 

Ant. *Twas you we laugh'd at. 

Gen VVho, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : ſo you may continue, and langh at nothing ſtill. 

Ant. V Vhat a blow was there given ? 


Seb. And it had not faPn flat-long. 
Gen, You are Gentlemen of a brave metal: you would 


lift 
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lift the Moon out of her ſphere, if ſhe would continue 
in it five weeks without changing. 

Enter Ariell playing ſolemn Muſick. 
Seb. VVe would fo, and then go a Bar-fowling. 
Ant. Nay, good my Lord be not angry. 
Gon. No | warrant you, I will not adventure my diſ- 
cretion ſo weakly : VVill you laugh me aſleep, for | am 
very heavy. 

Ant. Go ſleep, and hear us. 

Alon. VVhart, all fo ſoon afleep? I wiſh mine Eyes 
would (with themſelves) ſhut up my thoughts, 
| find they are inclin'd to do fo. 

Seb. Pleaſe you Sir, 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
[t ſeldom viſits ſorrow ; when it doth, it is a Comforter, 

Ant. VVe two, my Lord, will guard your perſon, 
VVhile you take your relt, and watch your ſatety. 

Alon. Thank you: wondrous heavy. 

Seb. What a ſtrange drowſineſs poſſeſſes them > 

Ant. lt is the quality o' tl Climates 

Seb. Why, 
Doth it not then our Eve-lids fink ? I find 
Not my ſelf diſpos'd to ſleep 

Ant. Nor l, my ſpirits are nimble: 
They fell together all, as by conſent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke : what might, 
Worthy Sebaſtian? O, what might? no more 
And yet, methinks | fee it in thy face, 
What thou ſhould'ſt be : the occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination ſees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hear me ſpeak ? 

Seb. 1do, and ſurely 
[t is a ſleepy Language, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Out of thy ſleep: What is it thon didſt fay ? 

This is a 1trange repoſe, to be aſleep 
With Eyes wide open: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving 3 
And yet fo fait aſleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, 
Thou lerit thy fortune ſleep; die rather: wink'it 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou dolt fnore diſtinctly ; 
There's meaning in thy ſnores. 

Ant. 1 am more ſerious than my cuſtom : you 
Muſt be fo too, if heed me : which to do, 

Trebbles thee o're. 

Seb. Well: 1 am ſtanding water. 

Ant. Tle teach you how to flow, 

Seb. Do fo: toebb, 

Hereditary ſloth inſtructs me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew how you the purpoſe cheriſh 
Whiles thus you mock it : how in ſtripping It 
You more inveſt it : ebbing men, indeed 
(Moſt often) do ſo near the bottom run 
By their own fear or ſloth. 

Seb. Prethee ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine Eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield. 

Ant, Thus Sir : | 
Alchough this Lord of weak remembrance ; this 
Who ſhall be of as little memory 
'When heis earth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
(For he's a Spirit of perſwaſion, only 
Profeſles to perſwade) the King his ſon's alive ; 

'Tis as impoſlible that he*s undrown'd, 
As he that fleeps here, ſwims. 

Seb. lhave no hope, 
That he's undrown'd. 

Ant.O, out of that no hope: 

Whar great hope have you ? No hope that way: 1s 
Another way ſo high an hope, that even 
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[ Amiation cannot pierce a wink beyond, 
3ut doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant with me, 
'That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 
Seb. He's gone. 
Ant. Then tell me who's the next heir of Navle; 2? + 
Seb. Claribell. ; 
Ant. She that is Queen of Tims : ſhe that dwells 


Ten Lezgues beyond mar? Lite: ſhe that from Nagle 
Can have no nore, nnlefs the 5un were poſt : ; 
The Man Pt” Moon's too flow, till new-born chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
We all were ſea-{wallow'd, tho ſome calt again, 
And by that deltiny to pertorm an act, > 
Whereof, whar's paſt in prologue ; what to come 
[n yours, and my diſcharve. 
Sev. Wir ſtutf is this ? How ſay you ? 
'Tis true, my brother's daughter's Queen of Tins, 
So 1s ſhe beir of Naples, *ewixt which Regions 
I here isſome ſpace, 
Ant. Alpace whoſe ev'ry cubit 
Seems to cry out, how ſhall that Claribe!! 
Meaſure us back by Naples ? keep in Tung, 
And let Sebaſtian wake. Say, this weredeath 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no wore 
Than now they are : 'T here be that can rule Na:le; 
As well as he thar ſleeps: Lords that canprate * 
As amply, and unneccllarily 
As this Gonza!s: | my felt could make 
A Cough of as deep chat : O. thar you bore 
The mind that do; what a ſleep were this 
For your advancement? Do you underitand me? 
Seb. Methinks I do. 
. eAnt. And how do's your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 
Seb. | remember 
You did ſupplant your brother Proſpero. 
eAnt. Irue: 
And look how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater tnan before : iy brother's ſervants 
\Were then my tellows. now they are my men. 
Seb. Bur for your Conſcience. 
Ant. 1 Sir: where lies that If *rwere a kybe 
*'T would put me to my ſlipper : Bur » fee! nor 
1his Deity in my botome: I 'wenty Conſciences 
That ſtand 'twixt me and Millam, candied be they, 
And melt ere they molelit : Here lies you brother, 
No better than the Earth he hes apon, : 
if he were that which now he's like (that's dead) 
Whom 1 with this obedient ſteel (three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you doing thus, 
Tothe perpetual wink for ay might pur 
This ancient morſel : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe: for all the reſt 
They'l take ſuggeſtion, as a Cat laps milk, 
Thev'l tell the clock, to any bufineſs that 
We tay befirs the hour. 
Seb. Thy caſe, dear Friend, 
Shall be my preſident: Asthou got'lt Millaing 
Fle come by Naples: Draw thy Sword, one ſtroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payelt, 
And Ithe King ſhall love thee. 
eAnt. Draw together : 
And when | rearmy hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word. 
Enter Ariell with Muſick and Song. 
Aricll, My Maſter rhrovgh his Art foreſees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth 
(For elle his project dies) to keepthem living. 
Sings in Gonzalo's Ear: 
While you here do ſnearing lie, | 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracy 
His time doth take : 


nm 


The Tempeſt. 


IF of Life you keep a care, 
Shake cf flumber and beware. 
Awake, awake. 

Ant. Then let ns both be ſudden- 

Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. 

Alo, Why how now ho ? awake ; why are you drawn £ 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 

Gon. M\ har's the matrer ? 

Seb Whiles we itovd here ſecuring your repoſe, 
Fven now)'ve heard a hollow burlit of bellowing 
[ ike Bulls, or rather Lyons; did't not wake you ? 
It ſtrook mine Ear molt terribly. 

Als. 1 heard nothing. 

Ant. O,*twas a dinto fright a Monſter's Ear ; 
[Co make an Earthquake: ſure 1t was the roar 
Of a whole herd of Lyons. 

Ao. Heard you this, Gonzals ? 

Gou.Upon nune honour, fir, theard a humming, 
(And that a ſtrange one t00)Which did awake me ! 
{ ſhak'd you, fir, and cri'd: as mine eyes open'd, 
| £1.7 their weapons drawn : there was a noiſe, 
That's verily : tis belt we ſtand upon our guard; 
Or that we quit this piace:let's draw our weapons. 
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For my poor fon. 
Gin, Heavens keep him from theſe Beaſts : 


For heis ſure th? Ifland. 

Alc, Lead away. 

Ar. Proſpero, my Lord, ſha!l know what I have done. 
So (King | go ſalely on to feek thy fon. Exeunt. 


Srena Secunda. 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of wood ( a noiſe 
of 1 ounder heard). 


Ca!. All the infections that the Sun ſucks up 

From Bogs, Fens. Flais, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a 9d:le ile : his Spirits hear me, 

And vet I needs mult curſe. Burt they'l not pinch, 

Fright me with Urchin ſhews, pirch me i'th* mire, 

Nor Jead me like a tire-brand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unleſs he bid 'em ; but 

For everv triflle are they ſet upon me, 

Sometime hke Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

And afrer bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 

Lie tumbling in my bare-foot-way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foot-fall : ſometime am [ 

All wound with Adders, who with cloven tongues 

Do hiſs me into madnels: Lo, now Lo, Enter. 
Here comes a Spirir of his, and to torment me, Trimculo, 
For bringing wood in flowly : Ie fall flar, 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

7r;, Here s neither buſh, nor ſhrub to bear off any wea- 
cher ar all; and another ſtorm brewing ; I hear it ſing 
rth' wind : yond ſame black cloud, yond huge one, looks 
like a- foul bumbard that would ſhed his liquor : if it 
ſhonld thunder, as it d'4 before, I know not where to 
hide my head : yond {ame cloud cannot chule but fall by 
pailfulls. \\ hat have we here, a man or a fiſh ? dead or 
alive? Afilh ; be {niells like a fiſh : a very ancient and 
fiſh-like ſmell: a kind of, not of the newelt Pecr Fohn : a 
itrange hſh:were | in Eng/azd now(as once | was), and had 
at this tith painted,not an holy-day-fool there but would 
give a piece of filver:there would this monlter make a man; 
any ſtrange bealt there makes a man : when they wilbnor 
give a doit to rclicvea lame Beggar, they will lay out ten 
tro ſee a dead 7adian: Leg'd like a man ; and his Fins like 


_ 


Ao. Lead off this ground, and let's make further ſearch 


harh lately ſuttered by a "Thunderbolt : Alas ! the ſtorm 
is come again : my belt way is to creep under his Gaber- 
dine : there is no other ſhelter hereabour : Miſery ac- 
quaints a man with ſtrange bedfellows : | will here ſhrowd 
till the dregs of the ſtorm be paſt. 


Enter Stephano /inging. 


Ste, T ſhall no more to ſea, to ſea, here ſha#l I dye aſhore. 
This 1s a very ſcurvy tune to ſing at a man's 
Funeral : well, here's my comtort. Drinks. 

Sings, The Maſter, the Swabber, the Boat-(wain and 1: 
The Gumner, and his Mate, ' 
L:V'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of ms card for Kate ; ; 

For ſhe had a tongue with a tang, 

Wiuld cry to a Sailor go hang : 

She low nit the {awe ur of Tar nor of Pitch, 

It a Taylor gut ſerat, b her where ere [he did itch. 
Then to fea boys, and ler her go hang. 

Thar 1s a ſcurvy tune too : 

Bur here's my comiort. 

(al. Do not torment me : oh! 

Ste. Whar's the matter? 

Have we evils here ? 

[Do you pvt tricks upon's with Salvages, and men of 7- 
def ha? i have not ſcap'd drowning to be atraid now of 
your tour legs: forit hath been ſaid as proper a man as 
ever went on four legs, cannot make him give ground : 
and it ſhall be ſaid 10 again, While Srephano breathes at 
noſtrils. 

Ca/. The Spirit torments me: oh ! 
Ste, This is tome monlter of the Iſle, with four legs ; 
who had gor (as 1 take it) an Ague: where the Devil 
ſhould he learn our language? 1 will give him ſome relicf 
if 1t be bur for that: if I can recover him, and keep him 
tame, and get to Naples with him, he'sa Preſent for any 
Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Learher. 

Cal. Do not torment me prethee : Ple bring my wood 
home faſter. : 
Ste. He's in his fit now; and do's not talk after the wi- 
ſeſt : he ſhall raſte of my Bottle : it he have never drunk 
\Wine afore, 1t will gonear to remove his Fit : if 1 canre- 
cover him, and keep him tame, I will not rake too much 


Drinks. 


for him ; he ſhall pay for him that bath him, and that 
loundly. 

Ca/. 'Thon doſt me yet bur little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling : -Now Proſper works up- 
on thee ? 

Ste. Come on your ways : open your mouth ; here 
is that which will give language to you Cat; open your 
mouth ; this will thake your thaking, I can tell you, and 
that ſourdiy : you cannot tell who's your friend; open 
your chaps again 

Tri. | thould know chat voice : 

[t ſhould be, 
Bur he is drown'd ; and theſe are Devils; O ! defend me. 
Sre. Four legs, and two voices ; a moſt delicate Mon- 
{ter : his forward voice now is to ſpeak of his friend ; his 
backward voice is to utter foul ſpeeches, and to detract: 
if all the \ ine in my Bottle will recover him, 1 will help 
his Ague : Come: Ame, 1 will pour ſome in thy other 
mouth. 

Tri. Stephano. 

Ste. Loth thy other mouth call me? Mercy ! mercy ! 
This is a evil, and no Monſter : 1will leave him ; 1 have 
no long {poon, 

Tri. Stephano : if thou beeſt Srephano, touch me, and 
ſpeak tome ; for lam Trimcu/o; be not afraid, thy good 
triend Trmc:ls. 

Ste, if thou beeſt T:incs/c, come forth ; le pull thee 
by the lelier legs : it any be Trizculo's legs, . theſe are they : 


- 


Arms: warm o' my troth : I donow letloofe my opinion, 
hold it no longer; this is no fiſh, but an Iſlander, that 


Thou arr very Trmcwuls indeed: how cam'tt thou to be the 
ſiege of this Moon-calt? Can he vent Trncu/o's ! 
Tri 
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Tri. 1 took him to be kill'd with a thunder-ſtroke ; but 
art thou not drown'd Stephano : I hope nowthou art not 
drown'd : is the ſtorm over-blown? 1 hid me undef the 
dead Moon-Calfs Gaberdine, for fear of the Storm : 
And art thou living Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans 
ſcap'd ? 

Ste. *Pret 


conſtant. 
Cal. Theſe be fine things, and if they be not ſprights : 


that's a brave god, and bears Celeſtial liquor: will kneel 
to him. 

Ste. How did?ſt thou ſcape ? 

How cam'ſt thou hither 2? 

Swear by this Bottle how thou cam it hither : Ieſcap'd 
npon a Bur of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o'reboard, 
by this Bottle which 1 made of the Bark of a Tree, with 
mine own hands, ſince I was caſt aſhore. 

Cal. Vle ſwear upon that Bottle, to be thy true ſubject, 
for the liquor is not earthly, 

Ste. Here: ſwear then how thou eſcap'dit. 

Tri. S$wom aſhore (man) like a Duck; 1 can ſwim like 
a Duck i'le be ſworn. 

Ste, Here, kiſſe the Book. 

Tho thou canſt ſwim like a Duck, thou art made like a 
Gooſe. 

Tri. O Stephano, has't any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rock by 
th* Sea fide, where my wine is hid : 

How now Moon-Calf, how do's thine Ague ? 

Cal. Has't thou not dropt from heaven 

Ste. Out o'th Moon ! doe allure thee. 1 was the Man 
ith* Moon when time was. 

Cal. | have ſeen thee in her: and 1 do adore thee : 
My Miſtreſſe ſhew'd me thee, and thy Dog,and thy Buſh. 
Ste. Come ſwear to that : kiſſe the Book, 1 will fur- 
niſh it anon with the new contents : Swear. 

Tri. By this good light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter : 
[| afeard of him ? a very ſhallow Monſter : 

The Man ith* Moon ? 

A moſt poor credulous Monſter : 

Well drawn Monſter, in good footh. | 
Cal. Vie ſhew the every fertil inch o'th” Iſle : and 1 
will kiſſe thy foot : I prethee be my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moſt perfidio.us , and drunken 
Monſter, when's god's aſleep he'll rob his Bottle. 

Cal. Ile kifle thy foot. Ple (wear my elt thy Subject. 
Ste. Come on then: down and ſwear. 

Tri. | ſhall laugh my ſelf to death at this puppy-head- 
ed Monſter : a moſt ſcurvie Monſter : 1 could find in my 
heart to beat him. 

Ste. Come, kiſle. | 

Tri. But that the poor Monſter's in drink : 

An abominable Monſter. 

Cal. Vle ſhew thee the beſt Springs : Ple pluck thee 
Berries : Ple fiſh for thee ; and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve ; 

Ple bear him no more Sticks, bat follow thee, thou won- 
drous man. 

Tri. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of 
a poor drunkard. 

Cal. | prethee, let me bring thee where Crabs grow ; 
and 1 with my long nayls will dig thee pig-nuts ; ſhow 
thee a Jay's neſt, and inſtruct thee how co ſnare the nim- 
ble Marmazet : Ile , bring thee tocluſtring Philbirts, and 
ſometimes Ple get thee young Scamels from the Rock: 
Wilt thou go with me ? 

Cal. 1 prethee now lead the way without any more 
talking. 7rintulo, the King, and all our company elſe 
being drownd, we will inherit here : Here ; bear my 
Bottle : Fellow 7rincu/o ; we'll fill him by and by a- 
gain; 
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hee doe not turn me about, my ſtomack is not 
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Caliban ſings drunkenly, 
Farewell Maſter : farewel, fatewel. 


| 


{ Tri. Abowling Monſter : a drunken Monſter. 
Cal. No more dams Ile make for fiſb, 


Nor fetch in firing, at re quiring, 


) 


VVeeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays, ſuch baienets 


Moſt buſie lea{t, when | do it. 


Ple bear your Logs the while, Pray give me that; 
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Nr ſcrape trenchering, nar waſh diſh: 
2-1 , ' : Y 

Nan, ons, Cacalyvan 

1as @ new Maſter, get anew Man, 


Freedome, high day, high-day treedome, treedome, high- | 
day freedome, 2 
Ste. O brave Monſter, Itad the way. Exewns.\ 


Aus Tertius Scena Prima. 
Enter Ferdinimd ( bearing a Log. ) 


Fer. There be {me ſports are painful , and their labour 
Delight in them ſet off : Some kinds of baſeneſs 
Are nodly undergane ; and moſt poor matters 
Point to rich ends ; this my mean Task - 

VVould be as heavy to me, as odious, but 

The Miſtreſs which 1 ſerve, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours pleaſures : O ſhe is 

Ten rimes more gentle, than her Father's crabbed ; 
And he's compos'd of harſhneſfs, | muſt remove 
Some thouſands of theſe Logs z and pile them up, 
Upon a fore injunction ; my ſweet Miſtreſs 


| 
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Had never like Executor ; If: rget : 
Bur theſe ſweet thoughts, do even refreſh my labouis, 
Enter Mirand; 
Mir. Alas, now pray you, and Proſpere.\ 
Work not fo hard : 1 wou!d the lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe Logs that thouart enjoyned to pile ; 
Pray fet it down, and reſt you : when this burns 
* Twill weep for having wearied-you : my Father 
[s hard at ſtudy. pray now reit your ſelf, 
He's ſafe for the(e three hours. 
Fer. O molt dear Miſtreſs, 
The Sun will ſer betore I ſhall diſcharge 
Wharl muſt ſtrive to do, 
Atr, It vowl fit down 
Ple carry it to the pile. 
Fer. No precious Creature, 
| had rather crack my finews, break my back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch diſhonor undergo, 
While | fit lazy by. 
Air. It would become me. : 
As well as it do's you ; . And I ſhould do it 
With much more eaſe: for my good-will isto it, 
And yours it is againſt, 
Pro. Poor worm, thon art infected, 
This viſitation ſhews it, _ 
Mir. You look wearily. 
Fer. No, noble Miſtreſs,*tis freſh morning with me. 
When you are by at night : Ido beſeech yon 
Chiefly, that 1 mightſer it inmy prayers, 
\V hat is your name ? 
Mir. Miranda. O my Father, 
| have broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 


Fer. Admir'd Miranda, 
Indeed the top of Admiration, worth 
Whar's deareſt to the world : full many a Lady 
| have ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath inco bondage 
Brought my tco diligent ear : for ſeveral virtues 
Have 1 lik'd ſeveral women, never any 
With fo full ſoul, but ſome defect in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put it tothe foyle. But you, O you, 
Sq perfect, and fo peerleſs, are created 
Ofevery Creatures belt. 

Mir. i do not know 
One of my ſex ; no womans Face remember, 
Sabe from my glaſs, mine own: Nor have I ſeen 
\ that | may call men, than you good friend, 
And my dear Father: how features are abroad 
| am skilleſs of; bur my Modelty 
/ The jewel in my dower)1 would not wiſh 
Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can. imagination form a ſhape, 
Beſides your elf, to like of: bur I prattle Something 


| 


[ 
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IO T be Tempeſt, 
Something too wildly, and my Fathers precepts | Ste. Moonecalt, ſpeak once in ty le, iſs 10U beeſt a 
| therein do forget. good Moon-calf. 

| Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy ſhooe : 


* Fer, lam, in my condition | 
A Prince (Mirande ) I do think a King le not ſerve him, he is nor valiant. 


(1 would not {o) and would no more endure 
This woodden ſlavery , than toſutter to juitle a Conſtable:\why, thou deboſh'd Fiſh, thou, was 
The fleſh-flie blow my mouth : hear my foul (| peak. there ever man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much Sack 
The verv inſtant that I faw you, did as ] today ? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lye,being but 
My hearc fly to vour ſervice, there reſides half a Fiſhand half a Monſter * 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake Cal. Lo, how he mocks me, wilt thou let him my 
Am | this p.:tient Log-man. Lord ? | 
T/in. Lord, quoth he ? that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch 


Mir. Do you love me ! 
Fer. O heaven ; O earth, bear witneſs to this found, 


And crown what I profeis with kind event 


a Natural? 
Cal, Loe, loe again: ite him to death, I prethee. 
Ste. Trencuio, keep a good tongue in your head : if 


[f I ſpeak true: if hollowly, invert 
VVhat beſt is boaded me, to miſchief: 1, you prove a mutineer, the next Tree: the poor Monſters 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i'th* world my ſubject, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity. 
Do love, prize, honour you. Cal. | thank my nob'e Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
Mir. lam a fool once againto hearken to the ſuit 1 made to thee ? 
To weep at what lam glad of. Sre. Marry will | : kneel and repeat it, 
Pro. Fair encounter I will ltand, and fo ſhall Trinculo. 
Of two moſt rare aftetions ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between'em. Enter Ariell inviſible. 
Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 
Mir. At mine unworthineſs that dare not offer Ca/. As 1 told thee before, I am ſhbjet to Tyrant, 
\ Whar | defire to give, and muchleſs take A Sorcerer that by his cunning hath cheated me 
hat I ſhall die to want : But this 1s trifling, Of the iſland. 
And all the more it ſeekr to hide ir ſelf, Arill, Thou lyeſt. | 
| The bigger bulk it ſhews. Hence baſhful cunning, Cal. Thou lyeit, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
And prompt me plain and holy innocence. {| would my valiant matter would deſtroy thee ; 
[ am your wife, if you will marry me; | doe not lye. I 
[1f nor, Ple die your maid : to be your fellow Ste. Trimculo, if you trouble him any more in's tale, 
You may deny me ; but Le be your ſervant By this hand, | will ſupplaint fome of your teeth. 
Whether you will or no. Trm. \\ hy, | ſaid nothing. 
Fer. My Miltreſs ( deareſt Sre. Mum then, and no more: proceed. 
41 And I thus bumble ever. Cal. \fay by Sorcery he got this 'ſle, 
From Me, he pot ir. If thy Greatneſs will 


Mir. My Husband then ? 
Fer. 1, with a heart fo willing 
{ As bondage ere of freedom : here's my hand, Tnany : 
Mir. And minc, with my heart in't ; and now farewel || Ste. Ihar's moſt certain. 
{Till half an hour hence. | Ca/l. "Thou ſhaltbe Lord of it, and Vle ſerve thee. 
Fer, A thouſand, thouſand. Exernt, F Ste. How now ſhall this be compaſt ? 
Ty . So glad of this as they I cannot be, Cant thou bring me to the party ? 

| Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, Ple yield him thee aſleep, 


Revenge iton him,( For I know thou darſt) 
But this thing dare Not. 


<—_—_ 


Who are ſurpriz'd with all ; but my rejoycing \ by q 
At nothing can be more: Ile to my book, Where cho maift knock a nail into his his head. 
For yetere ſupper-time mult | perform Ariel. Thou lieſt, thou cant nor. 

Exit, | Cal. What a py*de Ninnee's this ? Thou fenrvy patch, 


| do beſeech thy Greatneſs give him blows, 
2; <Es and rake his Bortle from him : When thar's gone, 
' He ſhall drink nought but brine, for le not ſhew him 
Scena Secunda. Where the quick Frefhes are. 

S:e. Trinc«/o, run into no turther danger : | 
| | | Interrupt the Moniter one word further, and by thi 
| Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. hand, ie turn my mercy out c* doors, and make a LT | 
| fiſh of rhee. 

* Ste. Tellnot me, when the But is out we will drink | Trin. Why, what did 1? 1 did nothing : 
''le go no turther off. 


water, not a drop before ; therefore bear up, and boord n . 
'emiServant Monſter, drink to me. Ste. Didit thou not ſay he lyed : 
Trin. Servant Monſter ? the folly of this Iſland, they | Arte}. 1 nou lyelt. 
fay there's but five upon this iſle; we are three of them, } Se. LDolſo? Llakeyon that, 
if th'other two be brain'd like us. the State totters. As you like this, give me the lye another time. 
Ste. Drink ſervant Monſter when 1 bid thee, thy eyes | Tr: | did not give thee the lye; Out o* your wits andy 
are almoſt ſer in thy hearr. hearing too ? 7 
Trin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe ? he were a brave | A pox © your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking do : 
Monſter indeed if they were fer in his tail. f A murrain on your Montter, and the Divil take your 
| Ste. My man-Monſter hath drown'd bis tongue in | Angers. | 
Sack : for my part the Sea cannot drown me, 1 ſwam ere Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 
| could recover the ſhore, five and thirty Leagues, off | Ste. Now forward with your Tale: prethee ſtand 
and on, by this light thou ſhalt be my Lieutenant Mon | further oft. 
{ter, or my Standard. Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time 
Trin. Your Lieutenant if you liſt, he's no ſtandard. ['le beat him too. 
Ste, Wee'l not run, Monſieur Monſter. Ste. Stand further : Comeproceed. 
Trin Nor goneither : but you'l lye like dogs, and yet Cal. Why, as rold thee, *tis a cuſtom with him | 


Much buſineſs appertaining. 


Trin, Thou lieſt moit ignorant Monſter, 1 am in caſe |: 


ſay nothing neither. 
| Tchf 


—____ — Y 
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P th? afternoon to ſleep : there thon mailt brain him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his Books : Or with a Log 
Batter his sknll, or paunch hint with a Stake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy Knife. Remember 
Firſt to policts his books ; for without them 
He's bit a Sot, as l am ; nor hath not 
One Spirit to command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Uurn but his books; 
He has brave Utenſils (for ſo he calls them) 
Which when he has an houſe, he'l deck withal. 
And that meſt 4eeply to conſider, 1s 
The beauty of his Daughter : he himſelf 
Calls her a non-pareil: | never ſaw a woman 
But only Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe ; 
Burt ſhe as far ſurpalſeth Sycorax 
As great'ſt do's leaſt, 
Ste. Is it ſo bravea Laſs? 
Cal. I Lord ; ſhe will become thy bed I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Ste. Moniter, | will kill chis man: his Daughter and | 
will be King and Queen, {ave our Graces; and Trimculs 
and thy ſelf ſhall be Vice-Roys: 
Doſt thou like the Plot, 7; incu. ? 
Trin. F xcellent. 
Ste. Give me thy hand ; 1 am forry | beat thee: 
But while thou liviſt keepa good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be aſleep; 
VVile thou delitroy him then ? 
Sre. | on mine honour. 
Ari, This will I tell my Maſter. 
Cal. Thou mak'itme merry: lam full of pleaſure : 
Let us be jocond- Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 
S/e. At thy Requelt, Monſter, I will do Reaſon, 
And Reaſon : Come on Trinculo, let us ſing. 
9118s. 
Flout *em and cout *em: and skowt *em and flout *em, 
Thought ws free. 
Cal. That's nor the tune. 
Ariell plays the tune on a Tabor and Pipe. 

Ste. What is this ſame ? 
Tris. This is the tune of our Catch plaid by the picture 
of No-body. 

Ste. If thou beeſt a man, ſhew thy ſelf in thy likenels : 
If thou beeſt a devil rak* as thou liſt 

Trim. O forgive me my fin. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Franciſco, &<c. | 


I 


Gon. Þy'r lakin, I can go no further, Sir, | 
My old bones ake: here's a maze trod indeed 
Through forth-rights and Meanders : by your patience, |} 
[ needs muſt reit me. , 
*Alo. Old Lord, 1 cannot blame thee, 
\ho am my ſelf attach'd with wearineſs 
Tot dulling of my t1;1rits : fir down and reſt? 
Even here | will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flarterers: he is drown'd 
\\ hom thus we ſtray to h-:d,and the ſea mocks 
Our fruſtrate ſearch on [and : well :ler lm #0, 
Ant. 1 am right glad that he s ſo ou:r of 114 pe: 
Do not for one Repalſe forgo the purpoſe 
That you refolv'd r effect. 
$5. 1 henext advantage will we take throughly, 
Zint. Let it be to night; ; 
For now they are oppreſs'd with travel, they 
\\'1l] not, nor cannot uſe ſuch vigilance 
is when they ate freſh. 
Solemn and ſtrange Mufick : and Proſper on the tcp (wvi. 
ſible ). Enter ſeveral ſtrange ſhare A bring im? in a 
Barquet; and dance abent i with gentle ations of 
ſ[alutations, and muyitivg the King, &C. to | 
eat, th.y depart. , 
Seb. I ſay to night : no more. 
eA/. \\ hat harmony is this ? my good friends, hark! 
Gon. Marvellons ſweer Muſick ! 
Alo. Gwe us kind keepers, heavens: what are theſe ?| 
Seb. A lving Drellery : now 1 will believe 
That there are Unicorns: that in 4rabia 
There1s one 1 ree, the Phoenix throne, one Pheenix 
At this hour reigning there 
eAnt. Vie behere both : 
And what do's elfe want cred't come to me, 
And Vie be tiworn tis true: I ravetiiers ne're did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn 'ern. 
Gor. It in Naples | 


hs tn. 


Ste, He that dies pays all debts: 1dehie thee : 
Mercy upon us. 

Cal. Art thou afeard ? . 

Ste. No Monſter, not I. 

Cal. Be nor afeard, the iſle 1s full of noiſes, 
Sounds, and ſweer airs, that give delight and hurt not : 
Sometimes a thouſand twangling ini{truments 
\Vill hum about mine Ears : and ſometimes voices, 
Thar if I then had wak d after long fleep, 

Will make me ſleep ag :in ; and thenindreaming 

The Clouds me thought would cpen., and ſhew Riche 
Ready to drop upon me, that when | wak'd 

| cri'd to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where | ſhall have my muſick for nothing. 

Cal. When Pro/pero 1s deltroyed. 

Ste. That ſhall be by and by : 

l remember the ſtory. 

Trin. The ſound is going away : 
Ler's follow it, and atter doour work. 

Ste. Lead Monſter ; 

We'l follow : 1 would I could ſee his Taborer. 
He lays it on. 
Trin. Wilt come ? 


Fle follow Stephano. E xeunt, 


t ſhould report this now, won'd they believe me ? 
{ I (hould tay 1f2w foch 1anders : 
(For certes thele are people of the !fland) 
\\ ho thoygh thev are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
heir manners are more gentle, kind than of 

Ovr humane generation you ſhall tind 
Viaany, nay. 4:moit any. 

Pro. Honeſt Lord, 
Thon hait ſaid well: for ſome of you there preſent, 
Are worſe than Devils. 

Aln. 1 cannot too much muſe, 
Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 
(Althongh they want the uſe of rongue)a kind 
' Ot excellent dumb diicourſe. 
i T'ro. Praile in departing. 

Fra. They vaniſhed itrangely. 
i Seb. No marter, fince 
They have left rheir Viands behind : for we have ſtomacks 
; Wilt picaſe you taite of whatis here ? 
! Als. Notl- 
; Gort, Faich Sir, you need not fear : when we were boys 
 \V ho would believe that there were Mountaineers, 
Dew-lapt, ike bulls, whote throats had hanging at 'em |} 
Wallers of fleſh? or thar there were luch men 
Whoſe heads ſtood in tnerr breaits * Which now we find 
Each putter our ot hve for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alo. | will ſtand to, and feed, 
Although my lait, no matter, fince [l feel 


- 


| 
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1 One dowle that's in my plumb: My fellow-miniſters 
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The belt is paſt : brother, my Lord, the Duke, 
Stand to, and do as WE. 
Thunder and Lightning, Enter Ariell (like a Harpy ) 
claps his wings upen the Table, and with a queint 
device the Kanguet vaniſhes. 
Ar. You arethree men of tin, whom deſtiny 
That hath to inſtruments this lower world, 
And what 15 int : the never ſurfeited Sea, 
Hath caus'4 to belch you up ; and on this Ifland, 
\Vhere man dothnot intabit, vou *mongſt men 
Being moſt unfit to live : 1 have made you mad ; 
And even with ſuch like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper ſelves: You fools, I and my fellows 
Are Miniſters of Fate ; the Elements 
Of whom your ſwordsare temper*d, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Kill the ſtill cloſing waters, as diminiſh 


Are like-invulnerable: it you conld hurt, 

Your ſwords are now too mallie for your ſtrength, 

And will not be upelifced : but remember 

For that's my butinels to you) that you three 

From Mlain didl ſupplant good Proſper ; 

Expos'd unto the Sea (which hath rcquit it) 

Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 

The Powers delaying (not forgetting), have 

Incens'd the Seas and Shores ; yea, all the Creatures 

Againſt your peace: Thee of thy Son, Alox/s, 

They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me 

Lingring perdirion (worlſe than any death 

Can be atonce) ſhall ſtep by ſtep attend 

You and your ways, Whoſe wraths to guards you from, 

Which here, in this moſt deſolate Iſle, elſe falls 

Upon your heads, 1s nothing but hearts-ſorrow, 

And a clear life enſuing. 

He taniſh's in Thunder : then (to ſoft Muſick). Entcr 
the ſhapes again, and dance (ith mocks and 

mowes) and carrying out the Table. . 

Pro. Bravely the figure of this Harpy haſt thou 

Perform'd (my Arie!/), a grace it had devouring: 

Of my inſtruction hait thon nothing bated 

[a what thon had{t to ſay : ſo with good life 

And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner Miniſters 

Their ſeveral kinds have done ; my high charms work, 

And theſe (mine Enemies) are all knit up 

[n their diſtractions : they now are in my power ; 

And in theſe fits 1 leave them, while 1 viſit | 

Young Ferdinand (whom they ſuppoſe is drown) 

And his. and mine lov'd darling. 

Gon. Pth* name of ſamething, holy Sir, why ſtand you 

'n this ſtrange ſtare ? 

Alo. O, it is monſtrous : monſtrous ! 

Methovght the billows ſpoke, and told me of ir; 

The winds did fing it tome: and the "Thunder 

(That deep and dreadful Organ-pipe) pronounc'd 

The name of Pre/per : it did bale thy treſpals ; 

Therefore my Son i* th* Ooze is bedded ; and 

Vie ſeek him deeper than ere plummer ſounded, 

And with him there lie mudded. Exit. 

Seb. But one fiend at a time, 

Ve fight their Legions o're. | 

Ant. |le be thy ſecond.  Exceunt. 

G-n. Allthree of them are deſperate : their great guult | 

(Like poyſon given to work a great time after) 

Now *ginsto bite the ſpirits : 1 do beſeech you 

That are of ſuppler joynts) follow them {wiftly, 

Andhinder them from what this Extaſie 

May now provoke them to. 

Ad. Follow I pray you. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 


Pre. If I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, 
Your compenſation makes amends ; for l 
Have given you here a third of mine own life, 
Or that for which | live : who once again 
| render to thy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Halt ſtrangely ſtood the reſt : here afore heaven 
[ ratifie this my rich gift: O Ferdinand, 
.Do not ſmile at me tharTI boaſt her off; 
For thou ſhalt tind ſhe will out-ſtrip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Fer. | do believe it 
Againſt an Oracle. : 
Pro Then, as my gueſt, and thine own acquiſition 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter : 
if thou doſt break her Virgin-knot before 
All ſanctimonious Ceremonies may 
With full and holy right be miniſtred, 
No ſweet aſperſions ſhall the heavens let fall 
Tomakethis Contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sower-ey*d diſdain, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew 
The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly 
That you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heed, 
As Hymens Lamps ſhall light you, 
Fer. As | hope 
For quiet days, fair iſſue, and long lite, 
With ſuch Iove, as *tis now the murkieſt den, 
The moſt opportune place, the ſtrong'(t ſuggeſtion, 
Our worlſer Genizzs can, ſhall never melt 
Mine honour into luſt, to take away 
Theedg of that days celebration, 
VVhen [ ſhall think, or Phzduzs ſteeds are founderd, 
Or night kept chain'd below, | 
Pro. Fairly ſpoke ; 
Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine own ; 
What Arzel ; my induſtrious ſervant Arze/. Enter Ariel. 
Ari. What would my potent maſter ? here 1 am. 
Pro. Thou, and thy meaner feflows, your laſt ſervice 
Did worthily perform : and 1 muſt uſe you 
In ſych another trick : go bring the rabble 
(O're whom l give thee power ) here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion, for 1 muſt 
Beſtow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine Art: it is my promiſe, 
And they expect it for me. 
Ari. Preſently ? 
Pro. 1 : with a twink. 
Ari. Refote you can ſay come, and go, 
And breathe twice ; and cry, fo, ſo; 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 
W1ll be here with mop, and mowe. 
Doe you love me Maſter? no ? 
Pro. Dearly, my delicate Arie/: do not approach 
Till thou do'ft hear me call. 
Aril. Well : I conceive. Exit. þ 
Pro. Look thou be true : do not give dalliance 
Too mnch the rein : the ſtrongeſt oaths, are ſtraw 
To ttifre ith*blood : be more abſtemious, | 
Or elſe good night your vow. 
Fer. I warrant you, Sir, 
The white cold virgin'Snotv, upon my heart 
Abates the ardours of my Liver. 
Pro. VVell. 
Now come my Ariel, bring .a Corolary, 
Rather than want a ſpirit, apyear, and pertly.Soft Muſick. 
No tongue : all eyes: be ſilent. Enter Iris. 


Ir, Ceres, molt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 
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Of Wheat, Rye, Parley, Fetches, Oars, and Peale ; 
Thy Turphy Mounrains, where lve niblipg Sheep, 
And flat Medes therch'd with Stover, them to keep : 
Thy banks wirh pioned, and twilled brims, 
V'Vhich ſpungy 4prz/, at thy het betrims; 
To make co!\d Nymphs chaſt crowns ; and thy broom 
V Vhoſe ſhadow the diſmiſſed Batchelor loves, (groves 
Being laſs-lorn: thy pole-clipt vineyard : 
And thySea-marge ſteril, and rocky hard; 
VVhere thou thy ſelf do'ſt air, the Queen o'ch Skie, 
VVhole watry Arch, and meſſenger, am |, 
Bids thee leave theſe, and with her ſoveraign grace, 7:0 
Here on this graſs plor, in this very place (de/cends. 
To come, and ſport : here Feacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich (res, her to entertain. Enter Ceres, 
Cer. Hail many coloured Meſſenger, that ne're 
Do'ſt diſobey the wife of Zupzter : 
VVho, with thy ſaffron wings, upon my flowers 
ffaſeſt hony drops, refreſhing ſhowers, 
and with each end of thy blew bow do'ſt crown 
My bosky acres, and my unſhrub'd down, 
Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why hath thy Queen 
Summon'd me hither, to this ſhort graſs'd Green ? 
Ir. A contract of true Love, to celebrate, 
And ſome donation freely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd Lovers. 
Cer, "Tell me heaven'y Bow, 
If Venus or her Son, as thou dot know, 
Do now attend the Queen ? fince they did plot 
The means. that dusky Dzs, my daughter got : 
Her, and her blind Boys ſcandal'd company, 
l have forſworn. 
I-., Of her ſociety 
Be nor aliraid : 1 met her deity 
Curring te C ouds towards Paphos : and her Son 
Dove-drawn wirh her : herethonght they to have done 
Some wanton charm, upon this man and maid, 
V Vhote vows are, that no bed-right ſhall be paid 
Till 1-2-5 Torch be lighted : but in vain 
Aari's hot Mimion 1s return'd again ; 0 
Her waſpiſh headed fon has broke his Arrows, 
Swears he will ſhoot no more, but play with Sparrows, 
\nd bea boy right-our, 
Cer. Higheſt Queen of State, 
Great funo comes, | know her by her gare. 
7#. How do's my bounteo's ſiſter ? go with me 
To bleſs this twain, that they may proſperous be, 
And honour'd 11 their {{ſue. They ſing. 
Tu H nour, riches, marriage, bleſſing, 
Long continuance and encreaſing, 
Hour!y joyes ve ſtill upon you, 
Juno {gs her bl:ſſings on you : 
Earths mcreaſe, and foyzon pl:nty, 
Barns and Garners never empty, 
Vines, with cluſtring bunches growing, 
Plants, with geod!y burthen bywirg : 
Spring come ro you at the fartheſt, 
In the wery end of Harveſt : 
Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun you, 
Ceres bleſſing [0 is on yon. 
Fer. This is a moſt mayeſtick viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly : may I be bold 
Tothink thele ſpirits ? 
Pro. Spirits, wich by mine Art 
[ have from all their confines call'd to enact 
My preſent fancies 
Fer. Let melive here ever ; 
So rare a wondred Father, and a wile, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : 
Fano and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly ; 
There's ſomething elſe to do : huſh, and be mute, 
Or elſe our ſpell is marr'd. 
Juno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Iris on Imployment. 


—— — 


Ir. You Nymphs call dq 


\nſwer your ſummons, Jun do's command : 
Come remperar@ Nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A Contract of true Love : be nor roo late. 

FE nter eertain N'ymy hs. 

You Snn-burn'd Sicklemen, of Areuft wear, 

Come hither from the Farrow, and be merry 

Make holy-day : your Rye ſtraw hats put on, 

And theſe treſh Nymphs encounter every on* 

In Country footing. : 

Enter certain Reapers (pr perly bavited): they 5:5 with the 
Nymphs in a pra eful Dance > F602. ard: the end 21 Mcreol, 
Profpero ſearts [ud d, ly, end peaks: ater 2 hu [n a 
r; ange h 81, and1 Ct "#1: el '* Ys c they brawily a5. 
Pro. I had forgot that foul ( on{piracy ? 

Of the beaſt Ca/than, and his Ce niederates, 

Againſt my Ie: the minute of their p!ot 

[s almoit come : V\ ell done avoid : nomore 
Fer. This is ſtrange : your Father's in fome paſſion 

That work: him ſtrong!y. - 

fr. Never nl] this day 

Saw I him tonch d with anger, ſo diftemper'd. 
Pre. You do look (my Son) ina mov'd fort, 

As if you were dilmai'd : Le cheart | Sir, 

Our Reve)is now are ended : '] kefe our Atots 

(As I foretold you) were ill Spirirs, and 

Are melted into air, into thin air, 

And like the baſelets Fabrick of their Vition, 

The Cloud capt ! owers, the gorvcous Palacet, 

The ſolemn Temples, the great Gicbe it (ell ; 

Yea, all which ir inherit, ſhal: d ffolve, 

And like this inſfubſtanrial Pageant faded, 

Leave not arack be! ind : weare ſich ſtuff 

As dreams are made on : and our little life 

Is rounded with a ſleep: Sir, l am vext ; 

Bear with my weaknefs, my old brain is troubled : 

Be nct diſturb'd with my infirmaty ; 

If you be pleas'd, retire inro my Cell, 

And there repoſe : a turn or two I'le walk 

To ſtil] my bearing mind. 

Fer. Mir. We wiſh you peace. Exit. 
Pro. Come with a thought : I thank thee Ar:e/! : come. 

Enter Anell. 
Ari. Thy thoughts Icleaveto; whar's thy pleaſure ? 
Pro. Spirit, we mult prepare to meet with Ca/:bay. 
Ari. I, my Commander, when | preſented Ceres 

| thought to have told thee of ir, but ! fear'd, 

Leſt I might anger thee. 

Pre. Say again, where d dft thou leave theſe VYarlots ? 
Ar. | told vou Sir, they were red hot with drinking; 

So full of Valour, that they (more the air 

For breathing in their faces: beat the ground 

For kifling of their feet ; yet always bending 

Towards their project : then I beat my Tabor, 

At which, Ike unbacke Colts, they prickt their Eats, 

Advanc'd their Eye-lids, lifted up their Noſes, 

As they ſmelt mulfick, fo I charm'd their Fars, 

Thar Calt-like, they my lowing tollow'd through 

Tooth'd br.ars, ſharp tirzes, pricking gols and thorns, 


b 


| Which entred their fra'l ſhins: At latit 1 left them 


Fc” filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell, 
There dancing up to th* chins, that the foul Lake 
O're-ſtnnk their teer. 
Pro. "I his was well done (my bird): 
Thy ſhape viſible rerain thou ſtill : 
The trumpery in my houſe, go bring it hither 
For ſtale to catch thele thieves. 
Arie!, 1 go, I go. Ex. 
Pro. A Devil, a botn-devil, on whofe Nature 
Nurture can never ſtick: on whom my pains 
Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite Jolt, ® 


And, as withage, his body ugher grows, 
B 


I 4 The T empeſl. 
S0 hs mind cankers : I will plague them all, Pro. Let them be hunted foundly : At this hour 
Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this linc. Lies at my mercy all mine I-nemees : 
Enter Ariell loaden with gliſtering Apparel, &c. Enter | Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
: Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wer. Shalr have the air at freedom: {ora litt.e 
Cz/, Pray vou tread foftly, that the blind Mole may not | Follow, and do me ſervice. Exeunt. 
aear a foot til: we now aic near his Cell. (Fairy, 
Ste. Moniter, your Fairy, which you ſay is a harmleſs RE 
Has done little better than plaid the Fack with us. 
T-in. Noniter, 1 do ſmell all Horſe-piſs, at whicl ; 
Viy note 18 1n great indignation, Actus Quintus, Scena Prima. 
Ste, $0.38 mine: Do vou hear, Monſter ? If I ſhould 


WW, 
: 


al- Hfleafi _— : , 

| bo "hou nchy cope kwntes? wm Enter Proſpero (in bis Magick Robes) and Ariel, 
| Cz2/. Good my Lord, give me thy favour ſtill : 
ks Patient : for the prize Ple bring thee to 
{$4!l noo14-wink this miſciatiicec : therefore ſpeak ſoftly ; 
Als ih: as midnight ver. 

7». |, buttolole our Bottles in the Pool. 

Ste. There 1s not only difgrace, and diſhonour in that 
(\1o1{ter /, but an infinite los. 

Tria, That's more to me than my wetting : 
1 et this 15 Your harmlets Fair;, Monſtcr. 

S'c, I will ferch off my Bottle, 
Tho the ore Ezrs for my labour. 

C:/ Prethee (my King) be quiet : Seeft thou here 
{his is ihe month 0 th* Cell: no noiſe. and enter : 


Do that good miſchief waich may make this i!fland | 
> h:ne cw1 tor ever, and l thy Ca/7b.zn His Erother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted ; 


C 
EOr ave thy footlicker. And the remainder mourning over them, 
| " Give methv hand - Brim-full of forrow and diſmay : bur chiefly 
j i 
{ 


Pro. Now do's my Project gather to a head : 
My Charms crack not : My >pirits obcy, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage : how's the day ? 

Ar. On the fixth hour, at which time, my Lord, 
You ſaid ovr work ſhould ceaſe. 

Pro. I did ſay (0 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt: ſay, my Spirit, 
How fares the King and's followers ? 

Ar. Conhn'd together 
In the {ame faſhion as you gave in charge, 

Juſt as you left them, all priſoners fir, 
in the Line-zrove Whica Weather-fends your Cell: 
They cannot budg till you releaſe : The King, 


bl . =_— 
[ do bevin to have bloodv thoughts. Him that you term'd, Sir, the good old Lord Gonzalo. 
| Zin, 3 ing Sr-phave! OPeer! Oworthy Stephane ! | His tears run down his beard like \\ inter drops 
. From Eaves of Reeds : your charm fo {trongly works *em 


00k wit a '\ ardrobehereis for thee. nol + 
Ci, Txt it alone, thou fool, it is but traſh. That if you now beheld them, your aliections 
Would become tender. 


Tr:, Oh, ho, Moniter : we know what belonzs toa Frip- / | _ 
pery, OKing Srephans. Pro. Do'it thou think fo, ſpirit ? 

&/-, Put off that gowa (T7iacu!s) by this hand Ile have | <4. Mine would, fir, were I humane. 
lot gown. Pro. And mine ſhall. 


7;1. Thy grace ſhall have ir, Haſtthou (which art bur air) a touch, a feeling 
Cat. 'Tne Drietl Grown this tool : what do you mean, Of their aftCctions, and ſa!lnet my ſeit, 
Todout thus on {ict luggage? Let's alone, One of their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply 
and do the Murder firit : 11 he awake, Paſſion as they be kindlier mov'd than thou art $ 
From tce £9 C24 n he] 1h:l our ins with pinches . Tho with their high wrongs 1 an ſtruck to th quick, 
Make vs ſtranve fintt Yet, with my nobler Reaſon, againlt my Fury, 
Sc. Pe you quiet Monter) Miſtris Line, is not this my Do I rake part: the rarer action 1s 
| 'erkin? Now is the Terkin under the Line : Now Jerkin ; In Vertue than in Vengeance : they being penitent, 
you are ;'ke to loſe your hair, and prove a baid Jerkin. | Thelole diift of my purpoſe doth extend 
7;:n. Do, do; we itcal by line and level, and'tiike your Nota frown further: Go relcaſe them Ariel; 
: | My charms Ple brezk, their ſ-nſes le re{tore, 


Grace. 
' b4 ' "hs ' ” , A 17 l, ' | , . 
St» T thank thee for that Teſt : here's a garinent for't : And the\ ſhall be themſelves. = 
fr. ieferch them, Sir Fort. 


\Wirt ſhall nor £5 unrewarded while 1 am King of this Ar. | MM | 
Country : Stcal by line and jevel, is an excellent paſs of Pro. xe Elves of Hills, Erooks ſtanding-Lakes & Groves, 
pate: there 8 another garment for”t. | And ye tnaton the Sands w:th printleſs (OO 
Tri, Moriter, come put iome Lime upon your 1ngers, j [o chaſe theebbing Neptune, and do fiy him 
| When he comes back: you demy-Pupyets that 
By Moon-ſhine do the green ſowre Ringlers make, 
| Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you winoſe paltime 
Is to make midnight Muſhromes, that rcyoVce 
To hear the-ſfolemn Curfew. by whole id 
(Weak Maſters tho ye be ) i have be-dinu'd 
The noon-tide Sun, calF'd forth the m1 tir.ous winds, 
And *rwixt the green Sea and the azur d Vault, 
| Set roaring War: To the dre:d rating Thunder 
' Havel given fire, and rifted Joe's ſtour Oke 
With his own bolt : The ſtrong bats'd promontory 
Have | made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt vp 
The Pine and Cedar: Graves at mv command 
Have wak'd their ſleepers, op'd, and 'et *em forth 
By amy {o potent Art: But this rough Magick 
[ here abjure: and when | have requir d 


and away with the ICit. 

('a/. | will have none on't : we {hall loſe our time, 

Ard ail be turn'd to Barnac.es, or to Apes, 
\\ ith foreheads villangus low 

S:/- Monſter, lay to vour tingers: help to bear this away, 
where my hogſhead of \Vine is, or Fle turn yuu out of my 
[£139dom : $0 to, carry this. 

7 1. And this. 

Sre. 1 and this. 

A reid of E:miers heard. Enter divers ſpirt's 272 ſhape of 
| Digs, and Hiunds hunting :hewr alwut 5 Prolper 
end Ariell ſeiting th.m on, 

Pro. Hey 1Mecunta!n, hev. 

Ari. Silver: there it goes, S:/ ver. 

Pro. Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : hark, hark : 
Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their joynts | = 
\ith dry Convulfions, ſhorten up their finews | Some heavenly Muſick (which even now 3 do) 
With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted make them, | To work mine end upon their tenies, that 
Thar, Pard, or Cat o' Mountain. I his airy charm 1s for, ] ie break my (tat, 

Ari. Hark, they roar, Bary it Certain fadoms 1n the kartii, 


| 
| 
| 


One 


be 


1 ou 
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and deeper than did ever Plummet fourid | Let me embrace thine aze, whoſe honour cant.ot | 
[le drown my Book Solemn Muſick. | Be meaſur'd, or conhn'd. k 
Here enters Ariel befere : then Alonſo with 2 franti k ge Gon. Whether this be; 
ſture, attended by GONzZ lo. Sebaſtiari and Anthonio 72 | Or be nor, Ple no: ſwea! | 
like man, ver attended by Adrian and Franciſco. Tocy all en Pro. You do yer talte ' 
ter the circle which Proſpero had made, and there ſtind | Some ſubtiities o th ///e, that will not Jet you | 
charmd: which Profpero obſerving, (peaks . clieve things certain : Welco ne, my friends all : | 
A ſolemn Air , and che beit comforter, Burt you, my brac? of Lords, were t fo minded, 
To an un{tled fancy, cure thy brains i | here could pluck his | ight.ols frown Upon You, | 
(Now uſeleſs) boil within thy skuff : there ſtand ; | and juſtifie you 'I raitors : at this time 
For you are ſpell-itopt. {1 will tcl no tales. 
Ho'y Gonzalo, honourable man, Seb. The Levil ſpeaks in lim, | 
Mine eyes, even fociab'e to the ſhew of thine, | - Pro, No: | 
Fall fellowly drops : "The charm diflolves apace, { For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom to call brothes 
And as the morning ſteals upon the night | Would even infect my mouth, I do ferfive | 
(Melting the darknels), 10 their riſing ſenſes Thy rankeſt faults : all of chem: and require 
Beginto chaſe the ignorant fumes thar mantle My Dukedom of thee, which perforce 1 know | 
Their clearer Reaſon. O good Gunzals, I hon mult reltore. 
My rue preſerver, and a loyal Sir Ate. It thou beeſt Proſpero, 
To him thou follow'ſt ; 1 will pay thy graces | Give us particulars of thy preſervation, | 
Home both in word and deed: Moſt cruelly How thou haſt met us kere, who three hours fince | 
Didſt thou «Alon/o, ule me, and my daughter : \\ ere wrackr upon this ſhore? where | have lot 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe act : (How ſharp the point of this remembrance is) | 
Thou art pinch'd for't now, Sebaſtian. Fleſh and blood, | My dear Son Fer 41nd 
You, brother mine, that entertain'd Ambition, Pro. 1 am wo fort, Sir. | 
Expell'd Remorle and Nature, whom with Sebaſtian | Alo. Irreparable is the loſs, and Patience | 
(Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moit ſtrong) | Says, It is palt her cure. 
Would here have ki!Pd your King : 1 do forgive thee, ! Pro. I rather think 
Unnarural though thou art: their underſtanding | You have not fought her help, of whote foft gracs 
Begins to ſwell, ana the approaching tice | For the like lofs, 1 have her foveraign aid, | 
Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore | And reit my ſelf content. 
That now lies ſoil and muddy : not one of them Alo. You the liks lots ? 
That yet looks on me, or would know me: Arzcl!, Pro. As great to me, as late, and infupportable 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapierin my Cell ; To make the dear lots, have Il mcans nuvch weaker 
I will diſcaſe me, and my ſelt prefent, Than you may.call ro comfort you ; tor } 
As | was ſometime Mil/ain : quickly ſpirit ; | Have loit my daughter. 
Thou ſhalt ere long be tree. - Alo. A daughter 7 
Ariell /ings, and b:lps to attire him» Oh heavens ! that they were hving both in Naplzs 
Ire the Bee ſucks, there ſuck I; The King and Queen there, that they were, 1 with 
1) « Cowflips bell I lie: My felt were mudded in that Oo-zy bed 
There I crewch when Owls d» cry ; \Where my Son hes: when did you loſe your daughter ? 
On the Bat's back I do fly | ro. In this laſt Tempeſt. I perceive theſe Lords | 
after Summer merrily. ; At this encounter do fo much admire, 
Merrily, merrily ſhall 1 ive now | Thar they devour their Reaſon, and ſcarce think 
Under the Bl:ſſom that hazss onthe Row. { I heir Eye do Offices of truth + their words 

Pro. Why that's my dainty Ariel! : I ſhalt miſs thee; | Are natural breath : but howloever you have 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedom : lo, fo, ſo, | Been juftled from your ſenſes, knoty for certain 
To the King's Ship, inviſible as thou art, | 1hat lam Pro/pers, and that very Duke 
There ſhalr thou tind the Mariners afleep | \\ hich was thrult forch of Milam, who moſt tirangely 
Under the Hatches : the Maſter and the Zoatſwain Upon this ſhore ( where you were wrackt) was landed 
Being awake, enforce thern to this place : | Tobe the Lord on't : no more yet of this ; | 
And preſent!v I prethee, ; ' For *tis a Chronicle of day by day, 

Ari. ] drink the air before me, and return Nor a Relation for a breaxfalt, nor 
Orere your pulſe twice bear. Exit. | Eefitting this firſt meeting : Welcome, Sir: 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder and amazement Thx Cells my Court : here have l few attendante. 
inhabits here : ſome heavenly power guide vs An4 Subjects none abroad: pray you look in : ; | 
Our of this fearful Countrey. My Dbuzedom fince you have given me again, 

Pro. Behold Sir King, | will requite you With as good a thing, 

The wronged Duke of 1:!lam, Preſpers : | At lealt, bring forth a wonder, tocontent ye 

For more aſſurance that a living Prince | As muchas me my Dukedom. 
Do's now ſpeak to thee, | embrace thy bod#, Here Profpero diſcovers Ferdinand ard Mirand2 | 
And to thee, and thy Company, 1bid | playing at Chel;. ; 
A hearty welcome. | Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falſe. 

Alo. Where thou be'(t he or no, | Fer. No, my deareſt Love, | 
Or ſome inchanted trifle to abuſe me 1 would not for the world. (gle, | 
(As late I have been), i not know : thy Pale | Air. Yes, tor a ſcore of Kingdoms you ſhould wran- } 
Beats as of fleſh and blood : and fince | faw chee, | And1 would call it fair play. ' | 
TY afflition of my mind amends, with which ; Ale. If this prove | 
| fear a madneſs held me: this muſt crave N viſion of the Iſland, one dear Son | 
(And it this be at all) a molt {trange itory . Shall I rwice loſe. 

Thy Dukedom I reſign, and do intreat S:b. A molt high Miracle. 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : Bur how ſhould Pr:/}ezo.| Fer. Though the Seas threaten, they are mercifal : 
Be living, and be here ? [ have curs'd them without cauſe. 

Pro. Firſt, noble friend, 

B 2 Alo. \ 
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The Tempeſt. 


Alo. Now all the bleſſings 

Of a glad father compaſs thee abont : 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'it here. 

Ar. O wonder ! 

How many goodly creatures are there here ? 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world 
That has ſich people int. 

Pro. *Tis new to thee. 

A'o. Whar is this Maid with whom thou was't at play ? 
Your eid'it acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is ſhe the goddeſs that hath ſever'd us, 
And brought us together ? 

Fer. Sir, ſheis mortal ; 
But by immortal providence ſhe's mine ; 
[ choſe her when | could nor ask my Father 
For his advice; nor thought | had one : She 
is Danghter to this famons Duke of Millazr, 
Of whom fo often 1 have heard renown, 
But never ſaw before: of whom | have 
Receiv'd a fecond Lite ; and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. 

Alo.1am hers : 
But O, how odly will it funnd, that I 
Muſt ask my child forgiveneſs ? 

Pro. There, Sir, ſtop : 

Let us not urthen our remembrances with 
An heavinc{ſs that's gone. 

Gen. | have inly wept, 

Or ſhould have ſpoke ere this: look down you gods, 
And on this Couple drop a bleffed Crown : 

For it is you that have chalk'd forth the way 

Which brought us hither. 

Alo. Ifay Amen, Gonzalo. 

Gon. Was Mi/lain thruſt from Mzi/ain that his Iſſue 
Shouid become Kings of Naples? O rejoice 
Peyond a common joy, and ſet it down 
With goid on lalting Pillars : In one Voyage 
Did Claribel! her Husband find at Tun, 
And Ferdinand, her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where he himſelf was loſt : Pro/pero his Dukedom 
In a poor [ſe : and all of us, our ſelves, 
When no man was his own. 

Alo. Give me your hands: 
Let griet and forrow (till embrace his heart 
That doth not with you Joy, 

Gon. Beit ſo, Amcn, 

Euter Ariel, with the Maſter and Boathvain 

amazeaiy following. 

Olook Sir, look, here is more of us! 
{ prophelſ''d, if a Gallows were on Land 
This fellow con'd not drown: Now blaſphemy, 
That ſwear'it grace ore-board, not an Oath on ſhore, 
Halt thon no mouth by Land ? 
What is the news ? 

Boat. The beſt news is, that we have ſafe found 
Our King and Company : the next, our Ship, 
Which bur three glaties tince we gave out ſplit, 

[s tire, and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We firſt put out to Sea. 

Ar. SIT, all this ſervice 
Havel done fince | went. 

Pro. My trickley ſpirit. 

Alo. Theſe are not natural Events ; they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange to ſtranger : fav, how came you hither ? 

Boat. It 1 diJ think, Sir, | were well awake, 

[1d ſtrive tote!l you : we were dead of ſleep, 

And (how we know not ) all clapt under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with ſtrange and ſeveral noſes 
Of roaring, ſhreeking, howling, gingling chains, 
And moe diverlity of founds, all horrible, 

We were awak'd: {ſtraight way at liberty ; 

Where we, in ali our trim, freſhly beheld 

Our royal, good, and gallant Ship: our Maſter 
Capring to eye her: on a trice, fo pleaſe you, 


Even ina dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ar. Was't well done ? 
Pro. Bravely (my diligence) : thou ſhalt be free. 
Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze ase're men trod, 
And there is in this buſineG more than Nature 
Was ever conduct of: fyme Oracle 
Muſt reftihe our knowledy, 
Pro. Sir, my Liege, 
Do not infect your mind with beating on 
The ſtrangeneſs of this buſineſs, at picker ſeizure 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly fingic) Ple reſolve yuu 
(Which to you ſhall ſeem probable) of every 
Theſe happen'd accidents : till when, be cheerful, 
And think of each thing well: Come hither ſpirit, 
Set Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the Spell : How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet milling of your Company 
Some few.odd Lads that you remember not. 
Enter Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 
culo, mm their ton Apparel. 
Ste. Every man ſhift for all the reit, and let 
No man take care for himſelf ; for all is 
Bur fortune : (orag/io Bully-Monſter, Coragio. 
Tr. If theſe be true ſpies which 1 wear in my head, 
Here's a goodly ſight. 
Cal. O Setebus, theſe be brave Spirits indeed : 
How fine my Maſter is ? I am atraid 
He will chaſtiſe me. 
Seb. Ha, ha : 
What things are theſe, my Lord Anthonio ? 
Will money buy 'em ? 
Ant. Very like : one of them 
[s a plain Fiſh, and no doubt marketable. 
Pro. Mark but the badges of theſe men, my Lords, 


| Thenſay if they be true: This miſhapen. knave, 


His Mother was a VVitch, and-'one fo ſtrong 

That could controul the Moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power : 

Theſe three have robb'd me, and this demy-devil, 

(For he's a baſtard one) had plotted with them 

To take my life: rwoof theie Fellows you 


Muſt known and own, this Thing of darkneſs 1 


Acknowledg mine. 
Cal. | ſhall be pincht to death. 
Alo. Is not this Stephano, my drunken Butler ? 
Seb. Re 1s drunk now. 
VVhere had he VVine? 
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling-ripe: where ſhould they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded *em ? 
How cam'ſt thou in this pickle ? 
Tri. I have been in ſuch a pickle ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
Thatl fear me will never out of my bones : 
[ ſhall not fear fly-blowing- 
Seb, VVhy, how now Stephane? 
Ste. O touch me nor; 1 am not Srephano, but a Cramp. 
Pro. Yow'ld be King o* thi Iſle, Sirrah ? 
Ste. I ſhould have been a fore one then. 
Alo. *Tisa ſtrange thing as ere I look'd on. 
Pro. He is as diſproportion'd in his manners 
As in his ſhape : Go Sirraht, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions : as you Took 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomly. 
Cal. I, that I will: and Ple be wiſe hereafter, 
And ſeek for grace: what a thrice double Aſs 
VVas Ito take this drunkard for a god ? 
And worſhip this dull fool ? 
Pro, Go to, away. (it. 
Alo. Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you found 
Seb. Or ſtole it rather. 
Pro. Sir, I invite your Highnels and your train, 
To my poor Cell; where you ſhall take your reſt 
For this one night, which part of it Fle waſte 
V Vith ſuch diſcourſe as I not doubt ſhall make ir 
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Go quick away : 
And the rarticular ad 
Since | came to this 1110 


The {tory of my lite, 
vents gone by 
- Andin the morn 


Where | have hope to ſee the Nuptials 

Of theſe our dear-belov'd, folemnized; 
And thence retire me to my M://ain, where 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave. 
Alo. lovg 


| ITTITITTT—_— 


le bring vou to your Ship ; and fo to Naples: 
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| © hear the {tory of your life ; which muſt 
Take the Ear ſtrangely: | 
Pro. Vle deliver all, 
And promiſe you calm ſeas, auſpicious gales, 
And fail fo expeditions, thar ſhall catch 
Your Reyal fleet farott: My rie!! (Chick) 
That is thy charge: then to the Elements 
Le free, and fare thou well: pleaſe you draw near. - 
Emeunt emnes. 


EPILOGU 
ſpoken by Proſper. 


Ow now my Charms are all ore-thrown, 
And what ſtrength I havs mine own, 

Which is moſt faint : now "tis true 

I muſt be here confin d by you, 

Or [ent to Naples: Let me not 

SinceI have my Dukedom pot, 

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 

In thas bare Iſland by your ſpell ; 

But releaſe me from my bands 

With the help of your good hands : 

Gentle breath of yours, my Sails 

Muit fill, or elſe my projet fails, 

Which was to pleaſe: Now I want 

Spirits to enforce: Arts to enchant : 

And my ending us deſpair, 

Unle(s I be reliev'd by prayer , 

Which pierces (0, that it aſſaults 

Mercy it ſelf, and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be, 

Let your indulgence ſet me free. 


Exit. 


| 


The Scene, an uninhabited Ifland- 
Names of the Afors. 


Lonſo, King of Naples. 
Sebaſtian, by brother. 

Proſpero, the right Duke of Millain. ' 
Anthonio, bis brother, the uſurping Duke of Millain. | 
Ferdinand, Son tothe King of Naples. | 
Gonzalo, an honoft old Councellor. 
Adrian and Franciſco, Lords. 
Caliban, a Salvage and deformed Slave. 
Trinculo, a Feſter. | 
Stephano, «a drunken Butler. 
Maſter of @ Ship. 
Boatſwain. 
Marmers. 
Miranda, Daughter to Proſper. 
Ariel, an airy Spirit. 
Iris, 
Ceres. 
Juno, 
Nymphs 
Reapers. «» 


Spirits. 
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Valentine, Prothers, and Speed, 
Valentine. 


Faſe to per{wade, my loving Protherrs ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever 

(homely wits z 

Wert not afteCtion chains thy ten- 

| (der days, 
Zp To the ſweet glances of thy ho- 


\Z2 


To ſee the wonders of the world a- 
Than (living dully fluggardiz'd at home) (broad, 
Wear out thy youth with ſhapelets idlenels. 

But ſince thou loy'ſt, love ſtill, and thrive therein, 

Even as | would when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine adieu, 
Think on thy Protherrs when thou (haply) ſeeſt 
Some rare Note-worthy Object in thy travel : 

Wiſh me partaker in thy happineſs 

When thou doit meet good hap; ant] in thy danger 
(If ever danger do environ thee) 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers; 

For I will be thy Bead's-man,, /alentme. 

/al. And on a Love-book pray for thy ſucceſs. 
Pro, Upon ſome book | love Vle pray for thee. 
2]. That's on ſome ſhallow ſtory of deep love, 

How young Leander crolt the Flelleſport. 

Pro. That's a deep ſtory of a deeper love; 
| For he was more than over-ſhooes in love. 

Val. *Tis true; for you are over-boots 1n love, 

And yet you never ſwom the e//:ſpop?. 
Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots, 
Val. No, I will not ; for it boots thee not. 


Pro. What ? 
Val. To be iniove where {core 1s bought with groans : 


| 


With twenty watchtul, weary, tedious nights : 
If haply won, perbaps anhapleſs gain : 
| [f loſt, why then a grievous labour won ! 
However, buta folly bought with wir, 
Or elſe a wit by folly vanquiihed, 
Pro. So, by your circumitznce, you call me fool. 
Val. So, by your circumſtance, ! fear you'l prove. 
ro. *Tis Love you cavil at ; lam not Love. 
"2!. Loveis your Y:aſtcr ; ior he Mailers you : 
And he that is fo yoked by a tool, 
Methinks ſhould not be Chronicled for wiſe. 
Pro. Yet Writers fay , as inthe tweereit bud 
Theeating Canker dwel!s; ſo eating Love 
nhabits in the fineſt wits of all. 
Val. And Writers ſay ; as the moit forward bud 
[s eaten by the Canker ere it blow, 
Even {© by Love the young and render Wit 
[s turn'd to folly, blaſting in the bud, 


Allus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Loſing his verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair eftets of future hopes. 

But wherefore walte I time to counſel thee 

That are a Votary totond detire ? 

Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 

Expects my coming, there to fee me ſhipp'd. 
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
Val. Sweet Prothens, no: Now let us take ourleaye: 

At Milam let me hear from thee by Letters 

Of thy ſucceſs in love ; and what News elſe 

Betideth here in abſence of thy Friend : 


(nour d Love, 
I rather would intreat tay company, | 


And1 likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 
Pro. All happinoſs bechance to thee in 1/aim. 
Val. As much to you at home : and fo farewel, 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, l after Love; 
He leaves his friends to dignifie them more ; 


Exit. 


[love my ſelf, my friends, and all for love : 
Thou Fulia, thon haſt matamorphos'd me: 
Made me neglect my ſtudies, loſe my time, 

War with good counſel, fet the world at nought; 
Made wit with Muſing, weak ; heart fick with thought. 
Sp. Sir Prothezes: fave you: ſaw you my Maſter ? 

Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for 1M:!/ain. 
Sp. Twenty to one then heis ſhip'd already, 

And Ihave plaid the ſheep in loſing him. 
Pro. Indeed a ſheep doth very often ſtray, 

And if the ſhepherd be a while away. 


Sp. Yon conclude that my Malter is a ſhepherd then, } 


and I a ſheep? 

P;o, I do. 

Sp, Why then my horns are his horns, Whether I wake 
or ſleep. 

P;o. A filly anſwer, and fitting well a ſheep. 

Ss This proves me ſtill a ſheep. 

Fro, True; and thy Maſter a ſhepherd. 

Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumitance, 

P76. It ſhall go hard but Fle proveit by another. 

Sp. Ihe ſhepherd feeks the ſheep, and not the ſheep 


Coy looks, with hearc-fore fighs : one fading moments | the ſhepherd ; bur | ſeek my Maſter, and my Maſtcr fecks 
(mirth, | not me : therefore I am no ſheep. 


Pro. The ſheep for Fodder follow the ſhepherd, the 
Shepherd for food follows not the ſheep: thou for wages 
followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for wages follows not 
thee: therefore thou arta ſheep. 

$p. Such another proof -will make me cry Baa. 

Pro. But doſt thou hear ? gaveſt thou my Letter to 7u- 
lia £ 

S». I Sir: I (aloſt- Mutton) gave your Letter to her (a 
lac'd-Muntton), and ſhe (a lac'd-Mntton) gave me (a loſt- 
Mutton) nothing for my labour. 

P79. Here's too ſmall a Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mat- 
tons. 

Sp. If the ground be over-charg'd, you were belt ſtick 
acr. 

Pro, Nay, in that you are aſtray : *twere beſt pound 


you. 


Sp. Nay, Sir, leſs than a pound ſhall ſerve me for car-: 
Ying your Letter: Pow: 
- _ 
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P:o. You miſtake : I meanthe Pound, a Pin-fold. 
S». Froma pound toa pin? fold it over and over, 
"Tis threefold to9 little for carrying a Letter co your Lover. | 
Pro. But what ſaid ſhe ? 
Sp. I. 

Pro. Nod-I: why, wh t's Noddy. | 

Sp. You miſtook, [ 14id ſhe did nod ; 

And you ask me if fie did nc d, and | faid, I. | 

Pro. And that fet together, is noddy. 

Sp. Now you have taken the pains to ſet it together, | 

take it for your pains. 

4g No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. 
Well, I perceive | mult be fain to bear with you. } 

-of Why Sir, how do you bear with me * , 

Sp. Marry fir, the Letter very orderly, 

Having nothing but the word noddy for my pains. 

Pro. Beſhrew me, but-vou have a quick wit. 

Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your flaw purſe. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief; what {aid 


__ 


; 


. Open your purſe, that the money and the matter 
Fs be both delivered. 

Pro, Well Sir, here is for your pains: what ſaid ſhe ? 
Sp. Truly Sir, I think you”! hardly win her. 

Pro. Why ? could'it thou perceive ſo much from her * 
Sp. Sir, | could perceive nothing at all from her ; 


: He would have given it v oU, but I being in the way, 


Fu. And would'it thou have me calt my love on him - 

Lu. 1, if you thonghr your love not calt away. 

Tu. Why he, of all the _ hath neverimontd me. 

Le. Yet he, of all chic reft, I think bef IOves 1 

fu His little pea kins heven 1 love but ſmall. 

Lu Firethar's cloſeſt ke pt burns mo! t of all 

fu. "They d NN t love that dont ſhew their love. 

ft, Oh, th ev love leaft rhar Et Mmen Knot their |: 

T1. | would I knew his mind. 

Lu. Peruſe this Paper, Madam. 

Ju. Vo Fulia : lay, from whom ! 

[z. I hatthe Contents will ſhew. 

71. Sav, fay: who gave it thee ? 

P x. Sir /a/entine's Page ; and ſent thin' from: Pretfens. 

Did in your name receiveit: Pardon t i it] pt ay. 
72. Now (by my modelty) a goodly Broker : 


| Dare you preſume to harbour wanton Ns? 


To whiſper and conſpire againktmy Youth ? 


*| Now truſt me. "tis an Ofhce of great worth, 


And you an Officer fit forthe place 

There : take the Paper : fee it be rcturn'd, 

Orelſe return no more into my ſight, 
Lu. To plead for Love deſerves more Fee than hate. 
7u. \\ill ye be gone ? 
Ls. That you may ruminate. Ext. 
Jeu. And yet would I had ore-look'd the Letter : 


No, n5t {bo much as a Ducket for delivering your Letters 
And being ſo hard rome that brought your mind, 

| fear ſhe'l prove as hard to you in telling her mind. | 
Give her no token bat ſtones ; for ſhe's as hard as ſteel. 
Pro. Whar ſaid ſhe, nothing ? 

Sp. No, notſo much as rake this for thy pains: (me: | 
To teſtifie your bounty, | thank you, you have Teſtern'd | 
In requital whereof, henceforth carry your Letter your 
ſelf: And fo, Sir, Vie commend you to my Maſter. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your Ship from wrack, 
Which cannot periſh having thee aboard, 

Being deſtin'd to a drier death on ſhore : 

| mult gof ſnd d ſome better Meſſenger : 
| fear my 7«//.: would not deign my lines, \ 


It were a ſhameto call her back again, 

And pray her to a fault for which 1 chid her. 

| What tool is ſhe that knows I am a Maid. 

And would not force the Letter to my view ? 

| Since Maids im Modeſty, fay No to th 

Which they would have the profferer cor: aide, 1 

Fie, he; how way-ward 1s this fooliſh Love, 

That Clike a teſty babe) will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled, kiſs the Rod ? 

How churliſhly I chid Lucetra hence, 

When willingly I would have had her here ? 

How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 

When inward Joy enforc'd my heartto {mile : 


—.#8 


Receiving chem from ſuch a worthleſs poſt Ext. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Jul: a ar ' 1 Lucetta. 


ul. But fay Lucetta (now are we alone ) 
Would'ſt thon then counſel me to fall in love ? 
Luc. | Madam, fo you {tumble not unheedfully. 
i Ful. Of allthe fair Reſort of Gentlemen, 
That every day with par'le encounter me, 
Inthy opinion which is worthieſt love ? 
Luc. Pleaſe you repeat their names, Fle ſhew my mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple sk1l. 
74. What think'ſt chon of the fair Sir Fg/, 
Luc. Asof a Knight well-ſpoken, neat and rang 
But were I you, he never ſk uld be mine. 
Fu. Wharthink'ſt rhou of the rich Af-rcatto © 
Lu, Well of his wealth ; bur of himſelf fo, fo. 
Fu. What think'it thou of the gentle Pro: heres © 
Ln. Lord, Lord ! to ſee what folly reigns in us. 
Tu. How now > what means this paſſion at his Name * 
Lu. Pardon, dear Madam, tis a palling ſhame, 
That I (unworthy body as | am) 
Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
Fu,' Why not on Prothezr;, as of all the relt ? 
Lu. Then thus: of many good, I think him beſt, 
7. Your Reaſon ? | 
Lu. Thave no other bur2 womans Realon : 
I think him ſo, becauſe I think him lo. 


My penance is, to call Lucerta back. 
ard ask remiſſion for my folly patt. 
\Vhat hoe: Lucetta. 

L. -. \What would your Ladyfhip ? 


i 
| 
; 


. It near dinner-time ? 
Za. [ would it were, 
| Thar you might kill your tomach on your mea? 
And not npon your Maid, 
ft. What ;S't that you 
FO up fo gingerly ? 
&, Nothing. 
74. Why didit thou ſtoop then ? 
Ls 4. va take a paper up that 1let fall. 
And 1s that t paper nothing ? 
= ' Not! 17g Concerning me. 
714, 'I hen ler it hie for thoſe that it concerns. 
Lu Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Uniet: 1 it have a falſe Interpreter. 
7s. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime. 
Ls. That I might fing it (Madam) to a tune : 
Give a Note; your Ladyſhip can ſer. 
Tu. AS little by ſuch roys as may be poſſible : 
}elt ſing it to the rune of Light O Lowe. 
L «. It 1s too heavy for lo lighr a tune 
7u. Reavy ? belikeit hach ſome burthen then. 
Lu, 1 : and mclodious were It, would you ſing iT, 
74. And why not you ? 
L . | cannot reach ſo high. 
7«. Lets fee your Song : 
How now Mimion ? 
Lu. Keep rune there ſtill, ſo you will ſing it out 7 
And yet merthinks I do not like this tune. 
Fu. You donot ? 
Lu, No (Madam ), *tis too ſharp. 
| 74. You (Minion) art too fawcy. 


Lu. Nay 


— me> 


| 
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Lu. Nay. row you aretco ilar, 
And war the concord with too harſh 2 deſcant : 
There wanteth bur a Mea: to fl your Song. 
Tr, The Mean isdrown'd with your unruly Baſc. 
{., Tndecd | bid thee baſe for ro: us. 
7. This batble ſhall nor henceforth trouble me : 
tere is a coile with protcitation : 
Go, get ycu gore; and letthe Paperslie: 
You whiild be ftngring them to anger me. 
Li She makesit ſtrange, bur ſhe would be beſt pleas'( 
Tote fo :nered with another Letter. Ext! 
7, Nav, would I were ſoangred with the ſame : 
Oh hatetul hands, to tear ſuck loving words ; 
'njurions \afps, to feed on ſuch {ſweet honey, 
And kill the Bees that vield it with your ſtings: 
Pie kiſs cach ſeveral Paper tor amends: 
Look, here is writ, kind f:!{;a : unkind Julia, 
As in revenge of thy ingratitnde, 
I throw thy name againſt the bruifing ſtones, 
Trampling conemptuouſly on thy diſdain, 
And here is writ, Love-wourded Prothens. 
Poor wounded name : my boſome, as a bed, 
Shall lods thce till thy wound be throughly heal'd : 
And thus i ſearchit with a ſoveraign kils. 
But twice or thrice was !'rotheus written down : 
Ro'calin (good wind), blow not a word away, 
Till T have found each letter inthe Let'er, 
Except mine own Name : That fome whirl-wind bear 
lnto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 
And throw irth;ence into the raging Sea. 
Lo, here in one lineis his Name twice writ : 
Poor forlorn Prithens, -paſſionate Pretheus : 
To the rut Fulia : that TI le tear away : 
and yetT will nor, fith fo prettily : 
He couples it to his complaining Names: 
Thus w:11 I fold them one upon another: _ x 
Now kiſs, embrace, contend, do what you will. Enter. 
Ly. Madam : dinner is ready, and your father itays. 
Tr. Well. ictus go. 
I \What i}il theſe Papers lie, like tell-rales here ? 
Fz. If you reipet them, beſt rotake them up. 
Ly, Nav, I was raken up for laying them down: 
Yer here they ſhall not lie tor catching cold. 
7. iſcevou have a months mind to them. 
$51 % (adam), you may fay what fhghts you {ce: 
[ {e- thing* too, although you gudgT wink, 
Fa. Come, come, Wilt pleaſe you go f 


Sceng Tertia. 
Ezutc Antonio, Panthion, and Prothcus, 


Ant. Tellme Parthior, what ſad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyſter? 

Pan. *T'was of his Nephew Protherrs, your Son. 

Ant. VVhy, what of him ? 

Pan. He wondred that your Lordſhip 
VVould-ſulfer him to ſpend his Youth at home, 
VViiieother men of ſlender Reputation 
| Put forth their Sos to ſeek Preterment out : 
| Some 10 the VVars, totry tlieir fortune there ; 
come to ditcover {lands far away ; 


. 
SCN 


to the ſtudious Uiniverhities. 
For ary. or for all theſe Exerciſes, 
He faid, that Prorherrs, your Son was meet ; 
And did requeſt me toimportune you 
To let kim ſpend hisrime no more at home ; 
YVhich would be greatimpeachment to his Agc, 
[n having known no travel in his Youth. 
Ant. Nor need ſt thou much importure me to that 


Fxemt.| Muſe notthatI thus ſuddenly proceed ; | 
ror What | will, 1 will; and there's an end: | 


| What maintenance he from his friends receives, * | 


And now he cannot bea perfett man, 

Not being tried, nor tutor'd in the world : 

Experiencels by induſtry atchicved, 

and pertedted by the ſwift courte of time: 

Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 

Pan. I think your Lordſhip is not :gnorant 

How his Companion, yourhtul Valentine, 

Attends the Emperor in his Royal Ceurr. 

Ant. I know it well. (thither : 
Pan. *T were good, I think, your Lordſhip ſent him 

There ſhall he,practiſe 1 ilts and 'Turnaments; 

Hear ſweet Diſcourle, conver'e with Noblemen, 

And be ineye of every Fxerciſc 

V Vorthy his Youth and Noblenc(s of Birth. 

Ant. 1 hke thy counſel : well haſt thou advis'g: 

And that thou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 

The Execution of it ſhall make known; 

Even with the ſpeedieſt expedition 

[ will diſpatch him to the Emperor's Court. 

Pan. 10 morrow, may it pleaſe you, Dor Alphonſo, 

VVith other Gentlemen of good Eſteem, 

Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor, 

And to commend their ſervice to his will. 

Ant. Good Company : with them ſhall Prorheus go: | 

And in good time, now will we break with him ? Enter 
Pro. Sweet love, ſweet lines, ſweet lite ; Pro. 

. . | 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Heres her Oath for love, her honours pawn : 
O taat our Fathers would applaud our Loves 
To ſeal our happineſs with their conſents : | 
Oh heavenly 7ulia ! 

Ant. How now? VVhat Letter are you reading there ? 
Pro. May*t pleate your Lordſhip, *tis a word or two 
Ot Commendation ſent from Valentine ; | 
Deliver'd by a friend that came from him. | 
Ant. Lend me the Letter : Let me fee what News. 
Pro. There is no News (my Lord) but that he writes | 

How happily helives, how well-belov'd, 

And daily graced by the Fmperor; 

V'Viſhing me with him, partner of his Fortune. 
Ant. And how ſtand you atteCted to his wiſh ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhip's will, 

And not depending on his friendly wiſh. | 
Ant. My will is fomething torted with his wiſh : 


4 


! am refolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
VVith Valentino in the Emperor's Court : 


Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: 
1o morrow be in readineſs to go: | | 
Excuſe it not; for I am peremptory. | 

tro. My Lord, I cannot be fo ſoon provided:; 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. | 

eAnt. Look what thou wanr'ſt ſhall be ſent after thee : 
No more of ſtay ; to morrow thou muſt go: 
Come on Panthicn ; you ſhallbe imploy'd 
To haſten on his expedition. 

Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for fear of burning, } 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where | am drown'd: 
[ fear'd to ſhew my father Julia's Letter, 

Leaſt he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantageof mine own Excuſe 
Hath heexcepted molt againſt my Love. 

Oh, how this ſpring of love reſembleth 

The uncertain glory of an April-day, 

Which now ſhews all the beauty of the Sun, 
And by and by acloud takes all away. 

Pan. Sir Protheus, your father calls for you ; 
He 1sin haſte, therefore I pray you go. 

Pro, Why this it is: my heart accords thereto, 
Ard yeta thouſand times it anſwers no, Exeunt, Fing. 

Attus 


Enter. 
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Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia, 


Speed, Sir, your Glove. 

Valen. Not mine : my Gloves are on. 

Sp. VVhy then this may be yours ; for this is but one. 
Val. Ha? Let me ſee: I, give it me, it's mine : 


Sweet Ornament that decks a thing Divine, 
Ah Silvia, Sil via. 


Speed, Madam Silvia : Madam Silvia, 
Val. How now Sirrah ? 
$9. She is not within hearing, Sir. 
Val. V Vhy Sir, who bad you call her ? 
Sp. Your VVorſhip Sir, orelſe | miſtook. 
Val. VVell: you'l {till be too forward. 
Sp. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too flow. 
Val. Go ty Sir, tell me : .do you know Madam $:/w14 ? 
Sp. She that your V Vorſhip loves ? 
Val. VVhy, how know you thatI am in love ? 
Sp. Marry by thele ſpecial marks: fifſt, you have 
learn'd (like Sir Pretheu, ) to wreath your arms like a 
Milc-content : to reliſh a Love-Song like a Robinered- 
breaſt: towalkalonelike one that had the Peſtilence : to 
ſigh like a School-boy that had loſt his 4. B.C. to weep 
like a young V Vench that had loſt her Grandam : to faſt 
like one that takes diet : to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing : toſpeak puling hike a Beggar at Hollowmaſ/s: You 
were wont when you laughed to crowlike a Cock : when 
you walked to walk like one of the Lions: when you fa- 
ited it was preſently after dinner: when you look*d ſadly 
it was for want of money : and now you are metamor- 
phos'd with a Mittre(s, that when 1 look on you, | can hard- 
ly think you my Maſter. 
Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd in me ? 
Spy. They are all perceiv'd withour ye. 
Va!/. Without me*? they cannot. 
Sp. Without you ? nay, that's certain ; for without you 
were lo ſimple, none elle would : but you are fo without 
theſe follies, that theſe follies are within you, and ſhine 
through you like the water in-an Urinal : that not an Eye 
that ſees you, but 1s a Phyſician to Comment on your Ma- 
lady. 
Val. But tell me : doſt thou know my Lady Silvia ? 
$p. She that you gaze on ſo as ſhe fits ar ſupper ? 
Va!. Hait thou oblerv'd that ? even ſhe mean. 
Sr. - Why fir, 1 know her nor. 
Val. Doſt thou know her by gazing on her, and yet 
know'it her not ? 

Sp. Is ſhe not hard-favour'd fir ? 

Val. Not fo fair (boy) as well favour'd. 

Sp. Sir, | know that well enough. 

Val. What doit thou know ? 

Sp. That ſhe is not fo fair as (of you) well favour'd. 

Val. 1 mean that her beauty is exquiſne, 
But her favour infinite. 

Sp. That's becauſe the one is painted, and the other 
out of all count. 

V2!. How painted ? and how out of count? 

Sp, Marry fir, fo painted to make her fair, that no man 
counts of her beauty. 

Val. How eſteem'it thou me? I account of her beauty. 

Sp. You never ſaw her fince ſhe was deform'd. 

Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd ? * 

Sp. Ever fince you lov d her. 

Val. l have lov'd her ever fince I ſaw her, 
And ſtill i fee her beauritul. 

Sp. If you love her you cannot ſee her. 

Val. V Vhy ? 


nave, when you clid 2t Sir Protheus for going rngar- 
ter'd. 

Val. VVhat ſhould I ſee then? 'S 

Sp. Your own preſent folly, and her paſſing deformi- 
ty : for he, being in Love, could not tee to garter his 
Hoſe ; and you, being in Love, cannot fee to put onvour 
Hoſe. : 

Val. Peiike (boy) then you arein Love; for laſt morning 
You could not fee to wire my ſhoes. 

Sp. True fir, | was in love with my hed, I thank you, 
you {wing'd me tor my Love, whicl makes me the bolder 
to chide you for yours. 

Val. Inconclufion i ſtand affetted to her. 

Sp. I would vou were ſet, fo your A4fﬀection would 
ccate, 

Vat. Laſt night ſhe enpyn'd me 
To write ſome lines to one ſhe loves. 
Sp And have you? 
Val. I have. : 
$9. Are they not lamely writ ? 
Val. No (boy), but as well asi can do them : 
Peace, here ſhe comes. 
$p. Oh excellent Motion ! Oh exceeding Puppet ! 
Now will he interpret to her. 
Vz!. Madam and Mititris, a thouſand good morrows. 
Sy. Oh ! *give ye-good-evn: here's a n:illion of man- 
ners. 
Si. Sir Valentine, and ſervant, to you two thouſand. 
Sp. He ſhould give her Intereſt ; and ic g1ves it him. 
Val. As you injoyn'd me, | have writ your Lecter 
Unto the ſecret, namelets friend of yours : 
Which I was much unwilling to yroceed in, 
But my duty to vonr Ladytfhip. 
Sil. Ithank you (gentle fervant), *tis rerv Clerkly done. 
Val. Now truſt me (Madam), it came h2rd!y Gf: 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
| writ at random very doubtiully, 
Sil. Perchance you think roo muck of fo much pains ? 
Val. No(Madam ), fo it tteed you, 1 will wrire 
(Pleaſe you command) a thouſand times as much : 
And yet 
Si]. A pretty period : we!l: I gueſs the ſequel ; 
And yet I will not name it : and yer I care nor: 
And yet take this again: and yer [ thank you: 
Meaning hencetorth to trouble you no mere. 
S. Ard yer you will: and yer, another yer. 
Val. What means your Ladyſhip ? 
Do you not like it ? 
Si!. Yes, yes: the lines are very quaintly writ ; 
But (ſince unw:llingly) rake them again : 
Nay, take them. 
Va!. Madam, they are for you. 
S:/. I, I: you writ them, Sir, at my requeſt ; 
But | will none of them : they are for you : 
| would havehad them writ more morving!v, 

Val. Pleate you, Fle write your Ladyſhip another. 

S:/. And when it's writ, for my ſake read it over; 
And it it pleaſe you, fo: if nor; why fo. 

Va!. If it pieafe me (Vadam)? what then ? 

Sil. Why if it pleate vou, take it for vour labour : 

And fo good morrow lervant. ; Ext. 

Sp, Oh Jeſt unſeen, inſcrutidle, inviſible, 
As a Noſe on a man's Face.or a \\ eathiercock on a Steep te: 
My Matter ſues to her: and ſhe hath raughc her Sutor, 
He being her Pupi!, ro become her Turor : 
Oh excellent device! was there ever ieard a better ? 
Thar my Matter being Scribe, 
To himlelf ſhould write the Letter © 

Vi'. Row now ir £ 


\What are you reatoning with your ie!f? 
Sp. Nay, I was riming : *tis you that have the Reaſon. 
Val, Vo do what ? 


Sp. Becaule Love is blind: O that you had mine Eyes, 
or your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont to 


Sp. To beaſpokes-man from Madam S412. 
V al. To whom £ 


So. 'T 


—W 
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j 
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Sp. To vour {cit: why, ſhewces vou by aftguic, Mother weeping : my Father Wailing : my <ifler crving : 
Va, What figure ? our Maid howling : over Cat wringing her hands, #nd all 
$9». Þv a Lerttcr. | ſhould ſay. our houle 1,& great perplexity, yet C4 no; this cruel 
1), Why. fic hath not writ to te ? hearted Cur 1% Q one tear : He is a fic e, a vc1y pibble 
©&. What reed the, ltone, andhas mo more pity in him than a Pop: A Few 
Whea ec hath made you write to your {clf? wontd have Wept to have ſeen ovr parting : Why, my 
\\hy, Covou not perceive the jets Grandam, having no ÞF'yes, Jook you, wept her {ell 
[:/. No, tclieve me- blind ar my parting : Nay, Ple ſhow you the manrer cf 
©. No bcievins you indeed Sir : it : 'T his ſhooe is my Father : no, this lett ſhere is mV 
Pargid YOU -erceive her Earneſt ? | Father : no, no, this left ſhove js my Mot! cr: nay, that 
a. Se gave me none, except an angry word. cannot be fo neither: yes, it is fH, it is fo: it hath the 
&. Why, ſhe ith given you a Letter. worler fole : this ſhoce with the hole in it is my Mother : 
L. }hars the Letter ] writ to her. triend. and this my Father: a veng/ance on't, there *tis: Now | 
> And that Letter hath ſhe deliver'd;and there's an end. fir, this ſtaff is my Siſter : tor look You, ſhe is as white | 
15,1 1wouldit were no worſe. as 1 blly, and as ſmall as a wand : this hat is Nan, ovr 
$». Ple warrant you *ti3 as well : Maid : I amthe Dog : no, the Dog 3s himſelf, and | am | 
For often have you writto her ; and ſhe in modeſty, the og: Oh, the Dog is me, and 1 am my ſelf: I fo | 
Or el/e for want of id!e time, could not again reply ; ſo: Now comel to my Father; Father, vour bleſſing : 
Or ſcaring elſe ſome metlenger that might her mind di{- | Now ſhould not the ſhooe ſpeak a word for weeping . 
cover, Now ſhonld I kiſs my Father : well, he weeps on: Now 
Her ſelt hath taught her Love himſelf to write unto her | come Ito my Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeak now like a 
All this 1 ſpeak in Print ; for in Print] found it. (Lover. would-woman : well, I kiſs her: why there *tis: here's 
Why muſe vou fir ? *tis dinner-time. my Mothers breath up and down : Now come I to my $1- 
Vil. | bavegin'd. ſter: mark what moan ſhe makes : Now the Dog all this 
©. 1, bur hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can while ſheds nota tear, nor ſpeaks a word : but ſec how! 
fed on the air, | am one that am nouriſh'd by my victn- | lay the dult with my tears. 
als: and would fain have meat : Oh be not like your Mt- Panth. Lamice, away, away -: aboard, thy Maſter is 
{tres ; be moved, be moved. Exennt, |ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with Oars : what's the 


matter? why weep'lt chou, man? away aſs, you'l loſe the 

Tideif you tarry any longer. 
Lam: It is no matter if the Tide were loſt ; for it isthe 

unkindeſt Tide that ever any man tyde. 

Srena Secunda. Panth. What's the unkindelt Tide ? 

Laun. Why, he that's tide here, Crab my Dog. 

Pan. Tut man : [ mean, thou'le loſe the flood, and in 


Enter Protheus, Julia, Panthion, loling the flood, Joſe thy Voyage, and in loſing thy Voy- 
age, loſe thy Maſter, and in loſing thy Maſter, loſ: ly | 
Pro. Have patience gentle Ju!ia. Service, and in loſing thy Service, —W hy doſt thou ltop 
Tul. I muſt wiere 1s no Remely. mv mouth ? 
Pro. When poſlibly 1 can, 1 will return. Laun. For fear thou ſhould'ſt loſe thy tongue. 
Ful. If you turn not, you Wwili return the ſooner : Panth. Where ſhould 1 loſe my tongue ? 
Keep this Remembrance for thy 7u/ia's ſake. Laun. In thy Tale. 
Pro, Why then we'l make exchange ; Panth. In thy Tail. 
| Here, take you this. = Laun. Loſe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Maſter, 
1. And ſeal this bargain with a holy kiſs. and the Service, and the Tide : why man, if the River were 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conſtancy : dry, lam ableto fill it with my tears : if the Wind were 
And when that hour ore-ſlips me in the day) down, I could drive the Boat with my ſighs. 
\Wherein High not (7:/ia) for thy ſake, Panth. Come : come away man; I was ſent to call 
The nextenſiting hour ſome foul milchance thee. 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulnels : Lau. Sir, call me what thou dar'ſ}, 
My father ſtays my coming : anſwer not : Pan. VVilt thou go ? 
The Tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of tears : Lau, Well, I will go. Exeunt. 


That tide will ſtay me longer than | ſhould ; 
Fulia farewel: what, gone without a word "= ES. þ a, 
|, ſo true love ſhould do: it cannot ſpeak ; : 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. Ha Ouarta 
Pan. Sir Prothens, you are ſtaid for. . 


Pro. Go: I come, 1 come: : RY : 
Alas! this parting itrikes pocr Lovers dumb. Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, Speed, Duke, 
| Exeunt. Protheus. 


S:i/. Servant. 
—— F Miſis. 
Sp. Maſter, Sir Thuris frowns on you, 
Val. | boy, it's for love. 
Sp. Not of you. 
Val. Of my Miſtriſs then. 
Enter Launce, Panthion. Sp. *T'were good you knockt him. - 
| Si. Servant, you are ſad. 
Lixnce, Nay,*twill be this hour ere I have done weep-] Val. Indeed, Madam, I ſeem fo. 
ing: all the kind of thee Lawnces have this very fault: I] 7h. Seem you that you are not ? 


| have receiv'd my proportion, like the prodigious ſon, and] Val. Hap'ly I do. 
am going with Sir Protheus to the Imperial's Court: Ithink| 7h. So do Counterfeits, 


Crab my Dog be the ſowreſt Natured Dog that lives: My | Val. So do you. 


os x : . _ Re ee 
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Thu. What feem | that 1 am not ? 
Val. Wie. 
Thy, What inſtance of the contrary ? 
Val. Your tolly. 
Thu. Ard how quote you my folly * 
Val. _ it in your Jerkin. 
Thu, M y Jerkin'1 is a doubler. 
Val. W al then, Ple double your folly, 
hu. How ? 
Sil. What, angry, Sir Thuriz? do you change colour ? 
Val. Give him leave, Madam ; heis a kind of Camelion. 
Th: 7 hat hath more mind to teed on your blood, than 
live in your air. 
Val. You have ſaid fir, 
Th. | fir, and dene too for this time, 
/al. 1 know it well fir ; you always end ere yon begin. 
Sil. A fine Volly of words, Gentlemen, and quickly 
ſhot off. 
Val. *Tis indeed, Madam ; 
$:1. Who is rhat Servant ? 
Val. Your ſelf (ſweer Lady) ; for you gave the fire: 
Sir Tovurio borrows his wit from your Ladyſhips looks, 
And ſpends what he borrows kin idly in your com} a; WW. 
Thu. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with me; [ ſha!l | 
make your wit bankrupt. 
Va'.i know it well ir, yon have an Exchequ er of words, 
And I think noother trexzfure to give your followers : 
For it appears by their bare Liveries, 
That they live by your bare words. 
$;!. No more, gentlemen, no more: 
Here comes my father. 
Duke, Now daughter £:/4:i4, you are hard Leſet: 
Sir Va/-ntine, your facher is in good health: 
What ſay you toa Letter from your friends 
Of much good News ? 
Val. My Lord, I will be thankful 
To anv meſſeng er from thence. 
Duke, Key you Don eAntono, your Conntryman ? 
Val. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy cltimation, 
And not without detert {© well reput ed, 
Duke, Hath he nota Son ? 
Val. 1 my good Lord, a Son that well deſerves 
The honour and regard of ſuch a Father. 
Duke, You know him well ? 
Va!. I knew him as my ſelf; for ſrom our Infancy 
We have converlſt, and ſpent our hours together : 
And tho my ſelf have been an idle Treuant, 
Omitting the ſweet benefit of time 
Toclothe mine Age with Anget- like perfection z 
Yet hath Sir Prorbexs (for that's his Name) 
Made uſe and fair advantage of lis days: 
His Years but young, but his Experience old : 
His head unmellowed, but his judgment ripe: 
And ina word (tor far behind his worch 
Comes all rhe praiſes that | now beſtow), 
He is compleat in feature and in mind, 
With all pood grace to grace a Gentleman. 
Duk. Beſhrew me fir, but if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an Empreſs Love, 
As meet to be an Emperor's Counſellor : 
Well fir : this gentleman is come tome, 
With Commendation trom great Potenrtates ; 
And here he means to ſpend hrs time a while ; 
I think *ris no welcome News to yor:. 
Val. Should | have wiſhl'd a thing, it had been he. 
Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth : 
Silvia, I ſpeak to you, and you Sir Tourio; - 
For Valenti ze, I need nor-ci:e him to it : 
| will ſend him hither to you preſently. 
Val. This is the gentleman | told your Ladyſhip 
Had come along with me, but that his Miltrifs 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriſtal looks. 
Sil. Belike that now ſhe hath enfranchis d chem 


ve thank the giver, 


Upon ſome other paw n for fealty. 


/al. Nay ſure, think ſhe holds them priſoner: it, 
$/ '. Nay, then he ſhould be blind, and "ue ing blind, 
| How couid he fce his way tn feek ont you 7 
Vat. Why Lady, Love hath twenty pairof Fyes. 
Thu, They fav that Love hath nor an Eve ar all. 


Va!. Toſeeluch Lovers, 7:wurie, as vour ielf: 
Upon a homely Obzect Love can wink Enter. 
$11. aver Gone, hare gone * here comes the gentleman. 


Val. Welcome dear Pr: thets : M:itt1 [s, | beſeech you 
Conhrm this welcome with ſome ſpecial favour. 
$11. His Worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
;f this be he youoft have wiſh'd to hear from, 
Vai. Miltris, -:t 1s : ſweet Ladv, entertain him 
To be my fellow-fervant to your Ladyfhip 
. Toolow a Miltris for fo high a tervan: 
Fro. Not io, {weet Lady ; but too mean a ſ{ervar* 
'To have a Look of ſnch a worthy MUlrTES. 
[4 Val, Leave olt diſcourſe of diſabi! 'ty 
Sweet Lady entertain him for your ſerva anr. 
Fro. Ny dut y will I boaſt of, nothing elf> 
Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed 
' Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſs Miſtrif 
| Pro. Tiedie on him that favs fo but your felf 
$:/. That you are welcome ? 
| Pro. That vou are worthlefs. (you. 
| Thur. Madam, my Lord. vour father, wonld ſp2ak with 
| $1]. I wait upon his plealure : Come Sir Thr:0, 
| Go with me : Once more new ſervant welcome : 
| Fleleave vou toconter of home affairs : 
; When you have done, we look tohear from vou, 
Pro, Wel both attend upon your Ladyſhip. 
V/al. Now tell me how do all trom whence you came * 
Pro, Your friends are well, and have them much com- 
Fas And how do yours ? (mended 


| . Left them all in health 


1a al.How does your Lady? and how thrives your Love? 

Pro. My tales of Love were wont to weary you ; 
[ _ you joy not ina Love- diſcourſe 

2 4 "rothens, but that Lif> is alrer'd now ; 
[ _ Gone perance for contemning Love, 
Whoſe high imperious thoughts have puniſh'd me 
With bitter faſts, with penitential groans, 
With nightly tears and daily hearr-fore ſighs 
For in revenge of my contempt of Love, 
Love hath chac'd fleep from my enthralled Eves, 
And made them watchers of mine own hearts forrory ; 
O gentle /rotherr, Love's a mighty Lord, 
And hath ſo humbled me as I confeſs 
There 1s no wo to his correction ; 
| Nor to his ſervice, no ſacl 1 JOY on cart! 
| Now nodiſcourſe, except itbeof Love 
Now cant break my fatt, dine, ſup and ſleep 
| Upon the very naked Name of Love 
Pro. Ent ough : | read your fortune in your Eye : 


Was this the Idol thar you worſhip fo ? 

| "al. Even ſhe : and is ſhe not a heavenly faint ? | 
Pro. No : bnt the is an earthly Paragon, 

| Fai. Ca!l her divine. 


| Pro. I will not flatter her. | 
Val. Ollatter me ; for Love delights in praile, 

Pro. When was ſick, vou gave me bitter pills, 
_ _ t miniſter the like to you. 

Then ſpeak the truth by her, if not divine, 

Yet 6rs her be a principality, 
Soveraign to all the Creatures on the Earth. 

1'ro. Except mv Miſtrits. 

Val. Sweet: Exceptnotany, 

Except thou wilt excevr againſt my Love. 

Fro. tlavel not Reaſon to prefer mine own ? 

Val. And 1 will help thee to prefer her too: 
She ſhall be dignified with this lugh honour, 
| To bear my Ladies Train, lelt the baſe Earth 
Should from her Velture chance to ſteal a kiſs : 


| 
| 
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And of 1{o great a favour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root the Summer-ſwell.ng flower, 
Ard make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadiſin is this ? 
Va!. Pardon me (Protheu;); all Icanis nothing ; 
Toher, whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing : 
She 1s alone. 
Pr», Then let her alone. 
[z]. Not for the World : why man, ſhe is mire own, 
And 1 as rich in having ſuch a Jewel, 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were pearl, 
The war'er Nectar, and the Rock pure gold: 
Foryive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doat upon my Love: 
My fooliſh Rival that her Father likes 
/ Only for his polleſfions are ſo huge), 
Is gone With her along. and 1 mutt after ; 
For Love (thou know'ſt) is full of jealouſie, 
Pro. But ſhe loves you ? (hour, 
V1. I, and we are betrothed : nay, more,our marriage- 
VVith all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin'd off: how I muſt climb her V Vindow ; 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted ard *greed on for my happineſs : 
Good Protheus go with me to my Chamber, 
In theſe affairs to aid me with thy counſel. 
Pr. Go on before : 1 ſhall enquire you forth: 
[mnſt 1nto the Road to dil-embarque 
Some Necelſaries that I needs mult uſe, 
And then Vle preſently attend you. 
Val. VVill you make haſte ? 
Pro, I -xill : 
Fyen as one heat another heat expels, 
Or as one nail by ſtrength drives out another ; 
So the remembrance of my former Love 
Is by a new Object quite forgotten : 
Is it mine then, or Valentineans praiſe ? 
Her true perfection, or my falle tranſgreſſion, 


That makes me reatonlels, to reaſon thus ? 
She is fair ; and ſo is Falia that 1 love 
(ThatT did love; for now my Love is thaw'd, 
VVhich like a waxen Image *gainſta fire, 
Pears no impreſſion of the thing it was) : 
Methinks my zeal to Valentme is cold, 

And that | love him not as I was wont: 

O ! but | love his Lady too-too much ; 

And that's the Reaſon I love him o little: 
How ſhalll doat on her with more advice, 
That thus withont advice begin to love her ? 
"Tis bur her picturel have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazePd ſo my Reaſon's Ligit : 
Bnt when I look on her perfeCtions, 

There is no Reaſon but I ſhall be blind: 

If I can check ry erring Love, I will: 


If not, to compaſs her Ple uſe my ski!l. 
; Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Speed and Launce- 


Speed, Launce, by mine honeſty welcome to Padua. 

Lan. Forſwear not thy ſelf, ſweet Youth ; for I am 
not welcome : Ireckon this always, that a man 1s never 
undone till he be hang'd, nor never welcome to a place, 
till ſome certain ſhot be paid, and the Hoſleſs ſay wel- 
'” Boond, Come on®you mad-cap: Pleto the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhot of five pence, 


thou ſhalt have five thouſand welcomes : But firrah, how 
4 
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did thy Maſter part with Madam Julia ? 

Lau. Marry after they cloas'd in earneſt, they parted 
very fairly in jeſt. 

Sp. But ſhgll ſhe marry him ? 

Lau. No. 

Sp. How then ? ſhallhe marry her? 

Lau. No, neither. 

Sp. V Vhar, are they broken ? 

Lau. No : they are both as who'e as a fiſh. 

Sp. \\ hy then, how ſtands the matrer with them ? 

Lau. Marry thus ; when it ſtands well with him, it ftands 
well with her. 

Sy, VVhatan AG art thou ? I underſtand thee nor. 

Lay. What a block art thou, that thou canit not ? 
My ſtaff underſtands me. 

Sp. What thou fay'ſt ? 

Las. I, and whatl dotoo: Look thee, ile but lean, and 
my ſtaff underſtands me. 

Sp. It ſtands under thee indeed. : 

Lau. Why, ſtand-under, ard underſtand is all one. 

Sp. But tell me true ; will't be a match ? 

Lau. Ask my Dog : if he ſay I, itwill: if he ſay no, it 
will: if he ſhake his rail, and ſay nothing, it will. 

Sp. The concluſion is then, that it will. 

Lau, Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a ſecret from me, but 
by a parable. 
Sp. *Tis well that I getirſo: But Lawnce, how ſay'l} 
thou, that my Maſter is becomea notable Lover ? 
Lau. Inever knew him otherwile. 

Sp. Than how ? 
Lau. A notable Lubber ; as thou reporteſt him to 


be 


Fulia Tloſe, and Valentine Tloſe: 


Sp. Why, thou whoreſon Aſs, thou miſtak'ſt me. 
Lav. Why Fool, I meant not thee; 1 meant not thy 
Maſter. 

Sp. I tell thee, my Maſter is become a hot Lover. 
Lau. VVhy, I tell thee, I care not tho he burn himſelf in 
Love: If thou wilt go with me to the Alchouſe, fo; if not, 
thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not worth the Name of a 
Chriſtian. 
Sp. VVhy? | 
Lau. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity in thee as to 
go tothe Ale with a Chriſtian: VVilt thou go ? 
Sp. At thy ſervice. 


Exenunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Protheus ſolus. 


Pro. To leave my Fulia; ſhall 1 be forſworn? 
To love fair Si/via ; ſhall I be forſworn ? 

To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworn : 
Andev'n that Power which gave me firſt my Oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold Perury : 

Love bad me ſwear, and Love bids me forſwear : 
O ſweet ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſinn'd, 
Teach me (thy tempted ſubje@t) to excule it : 

At firſt Idid adore a twinkling Star, 

But now I worſhip a celeſtial Sun : 

Unheedful Vows may heedfully be broken ; 

And he wants wit that wants refolved will, 

To learn his wit & exchange the bad for better: 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 
VVnoſle foveraignty ſo oft thou haſt preter'd, 
VVith twentythouſand ſoul-confirming Oaths : 

| cannot leave to love, and yetl do: 

But there | leave to love where 1 ſhould love: 


If I keep them, 1 needs mult loſe my (elf: 


Is nw eo am - 


; 


) 
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If I loſe them; thus find I but their loſs, 

For Yalentine, my ſelf; for Julia, Silvia : 

I to my ſelf am dearer thana friend ; 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious init ſelf, 

And Silvia (witneſs heaven that made her fair) 
Shews Fulia but a ſwarthy Frbzope : 

L will forget that Fu/:a is alive, | 
Remembring that my love ro her is dead 

And Valentine le hold an Enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter Friend : 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelf, 
VVithout ſome treachery us'd to Valentine : 
This night he meaneth with a corded-laddefr, 
To climb celeſtial $:/wvia's chamber window, 
My ſelf in council his competitor : 

Now preſently Ple give her Father notice 

Of their diſguiſing and pretended flight ; 
VVho(all inrag'd) will baniſh Valentine : 

For Thurio he intends ſhall wed his dangheer ; 
But //:z/entize being gone, Ile quickly croſs, 

By ſome ſly trick, blunt 7þ»riv's dull proceeding: 
Love lend me wings, to make my purpoſe (wit, 
As thou haſt lent me wit to plot his drift. 

Extt. 


— — — — — - - —— 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta, 


7u. Counſel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, aſſiſt me, 
Andevenin kind Love I do conyure thee, 
VVho art the Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are viſibly CharaQter'd and Engrav'd, 
To leſſon me, and tell me ſome good mean, 
How with my honour 1 may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prothens. 
Luc. Alas, the way is weariſome and long, 
7u. A true devoted Pilgrim 1s not weary 
To meafure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, 
Much leſs ſhall ſhe that hath Love's wings to fly ; 
And when the flight is made to one {0 dear, 
Of ſuch divine perfection as Sir Prozherus. 
Lu. Better torbear till Prorheus make return. 
Fu. Oh, know'it thou not, his looks are my ſouls food ? 
Pity the Dearth that i have pined in, 
By longing for that food fo long a time : 
Did'ſt thou but know the inchly touch of Love, 
Thou would'ſt as ſoon go kindle fire with ſnow 
As ſeek to quench the fhre of Love with words 
Lu. 1 do not ſeek to quench your Love's hot fire, 
But qualifie the fire's extream rage, 
Leſt it ſhould burn above the bounds of Reaſon. 
Fu. The morethou dam'lt itup, the more it burns: 
The Current that with gentle murmur glides, 
(Thou know'ſt) being ſtop'd, impatiently doth rage; 
But when his fair courſe 1s not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſick with tr enamel'd ſtones, 
Giving a gentle kiſs to every ſedg 
He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage : 
And ſo by many winding nooks he ſtrays, 
VVith willing ſport to the wild Ocean : 
Then let me go, and hinder not my courſe : 
Ple be as patient as a gentle ſtream, 
And make a paſtime of each weary ſtep, 
Till the laſt ſtep have brought me to my Love; 
And therePle reit as atter much turmoil 
A bleſſed foul doth in Elizium. 
Luc. But in what habit will you go along ? 
Tu. Notlike a woman ; for | would prevent 
The loole encounters of laſcivious men : 


__ — 


| 
5 
Gentle Lucetta, fieme with ſuch weeds | 
As may beſeem ſome well-reputcd Page. | 
Lu. Why then your Ladithip muſt cut your hair 
71. No, girl: Vie knit it up in filken ftrings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantaſtick, may become a Youth 
Of greater time than [ ſhall ſhow to be, 
Lu, hat faſhion (Madam) ſhall I make your breeches ? 
7. That fits as well, as tell me (good my Lord ), | 
What compaſs will you wear your Farthirgale ? 
Why, even what faſhion thou beſt likes (Lucetra). 
Lu. You muſt needs have them with a cod-piece( Ma- 
'7#.Our,out(Lucerta) that will be ill-favour'd. (dam). 
Lu, A round hoſe (Madam ) now's not worth a pin, 
Unleſs you have a cod-piece to ſtick pins on. 
Fu. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have 
What thou think | meer, and is moſt mannerly : 
zut tell me (Wench), how will the World repute me 
or undertaking ſo unſtaid a journey ? 
| fear me it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
Ls. It you think fo, then itay at home, and go not. 
74. Nay, that 1 will nor. 
Lu. Then never dream on Infamy, but go: 
[f Protheus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who's ditpleas'd when you are gone: 
| tear me he will ſcarce be pleas'd with all. 
74. Thatisthe leaſt (Lucerta) of my fear: 
A thouſand Oaths, an Ocean of his tears, 
And Inſtances as infinite of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Pretheu:. 
Lu. All theſe are ſervants to deceittul men. 
7+. Baſe men that uſe them to fo baſe ettect : 
But truet ſtars did govern Prothexs birth : 
His Words are Eonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 
His love ſincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tears pure Meſſengers ſent from his heart, 
His heart as far trom fraud as Heaven from Earth. 
Lu. Pray Heaven he prove ſo when you come to him. 
7+. Nowas thou lovi me, do him not that wrong 
Tobear a hard opinion ot his truth : 
Only deſerve my love by loving him, 
And preſently go with me to my chamber, 
Totake a Note ot wha: Ilitand in need of, 
To turniſh me upon my longing journey : 
All that is mine 1 leave at thy diſ-oſe, 
My Goods, my Land-, mv &epurtation, 
On.y in heu thereo!” diſpatch we hence : 
Come, antwer not ; but to it preſently : 
lamimpatient of my tarriance. 


] 


Exenunt. 


Cy” << es 


Aus T ertins. Scena Prima, 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus, Valentine, 
Launce, Speed. 


Dr. Sir Thurio, give us leave (I pray) a while ; 
We have ſome fecrets ro confer about: 
Now tell me, Protheus, what's your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious Lord, that which 1 would diſcover 
The Law of Friendſhip bids me to conceal ; 
Pur when I call ro mind your gracious favours 
Lone to me (undeſerving as | am), 
My duty pricks me on to utter that 
\ hich elle no woridiy good ſhould draw from me : 
Know (wortay Prince) or / a/cu7mme, my friend, 
This night incends to {teal away your daughter * 
My felt is one made privv to the Vior : 
| know you have derermin « to vettow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle Gaughter hates : 

C Ard 


| 


' 
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And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtol'n away from you, 
It would be much vexation to your age: 
Thus (for my duries fake) I rather choſe 
To croſs my friend in his intended drift, 
Than {by concealing 1t) heap on your head 
A pack of ſorrows, which would preſs you down 
(Being unprepared) to your timeleſs grave. 

D:. Pratbeus, Ithank thee for thine honeſt care ; 
\Vhich ro tequite, command me while I live: 

his love of theirs my ſelf haveoften ſeen, 
Haply when they have jndg'd me faſt aſleep, 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court : 
Bat fearing leſt my jealous 21m might err, 
And ſo (unwerthily diſgrace the man, 
| A raſhneſs that T ever yet have ſhunn'd) 
{I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 
That which thy {elif haſt now diiclos'd to me : 
And thou maiſt perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is ſoon ſuggeſted, 
I nightly ledg ker in an upper Tower. 
The key whereof my felt have ever kept : 
And thence ſhe cannot be convey*'d away. 
Pr:, Know (noble Lord) they have devis'd a mean 
How he her Chamber-Window will aſcend, 
And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down : 
For which the youthful Lover now 1s gone, 
| And this way comes he with it preſently : 
| Where (if it pleaſe you) you may intercept him : 
But (good my Lord) do it ſo cunningly, 
That-my diſcovery be not aimed at: 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this pretence. 
| Du. Upon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
'ThatT had any light from thee of this. _ 
| Pro. Adieu,my Lord ; Sir Valentine 1s coming. 

Bu. Sir Valentine, whether away fo faſt ? 
Va. Pleaſe it your Grace, there isa Meſſenger 
That ſtays robear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 
D-. Be they of much import ? 
Fa. The tenure of them doth but ſignihe 
My health, and happy being at your Court. _ 
Dx. Nay, then no matter : ſtay withmea while ; 
I am to break with rhee of fome affairs 
That touch me near ; wherein thou muſt be ſecret: 
"Tis not unknown to thee, that I have ſought 
To match my friend, Sir Thuric, to my daughter. 
Ve, Tknow it well (my Lord), and ſure the Match 
VVere rich and honourable : Beſides, the gentleman 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, V Vorth, and Qualities, 
Beſceming ſucha VVife as your fair daughter : 
Cannot veur Grac? win her to fancy him ? 
D# No, truſt me, ſbe is peeviſh, ſullen, froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lacking duty, 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my child, 
Nor fearing me, as if I were her father : 
And may I ſay to thee, this pride of hers 


| (Upon advice) hath drawn my love from her; 


And where I thought the remnant of mine Age - 
Should have been ckeriſh'd by her Child-like duty, 
I now am full refolv'd to take a V Vite, 

And turn her out to who will take herin : 

Then let her Beauty be her V Vedding-Dowre ; 
For me and my poſſeſſions ſhe eſteems not. 


Du. There isa Lady in Verona here 
VVhomlI affe&t: But ſhe is nice and coy, 
And nought citeemsmy aged Eloquence: 
Now therefore would { have thee to my Tutor 
(For long agonel have forgot to court : 
Beſides, the faſhion of the time is chang'd), 
How, and which way | may beſtow my ſelf, 
To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. 


Enter. 


—_— 


—_— 


Dumb Jewels often in their filent kind 
More than quick words, do move a.-womans mind. 
Ds. But ſhe did ſcorn a preſent that I ſent her. 


Send her another : never give her o're; 
For ſcorn at firſt makes after-love the more : 
If ſhe do frown, ?tis not in hate of you, 
Bur rather to beget more love in you : 
If ſhe do chide, *tis not to have you gone : 
For why, the fools zre mad if left alone : 
Take no repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay; W 
4 For, get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away : 
Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extoll their graces : 
Tho ne're ſo black, ſay they have Angels faces : 
That man that hath a tongue, I ſay, is no man N 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
Du. But ſhe I mean, is promis'd by her Friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 
That no man hathacceſs by day to her. 
Va. VVhy then I would reſort to her by night. 
Du. I, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept ſafe, 
That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 


Du. Her Chamber is aloft far from the ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, thatone cannot climb .r 
VVithout apparent hazzart of his life. 

Val. VVhy then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords, 
Tocaſt up, with a pair of anchoring hocks, 
VVouldlerve to ſcale another Here's Tower, 

So bold Leander would adventure ir. 

| Du. Now as thou art a gentleman of blood, 

Adviſe me where I may have fiich a Ladder. 

Va. VVhen would you uſe it? pray fir, tell me that. 
Du. "This very night ; for Love is like a Child 

That longs for every thing that he can come by. 

Va. By ſeven a Clock le get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Ds. But hark thee : I will go to her alone ; 
How-ſhallT beſt convey the Ladder thither ? 

V2. It will be light (my Lord) that you may bear it 
Undera Cloak that is of any length 

Du. A Cloak as long as thine will ſerve the turn ? 
Va. I, my good Lord. by 

Du. Thenlet me ſee thy Cloak; 

le get me one of ſuch another length. 

'a. VVhy any Cloak will ſerve the turn (my Lord) 


——_—_©@_—_— 


Va. VVhat would your Grace have me to do inthis ? 


| pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me : 

VVhatr Letter is this ſame? what's here ? to $i/tia? 
And here an Engine fit for my proceeding ? 

Ile be ſo bold to break the Seal for once : 


My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 

And flawes they are to me that ſend them flying : 

Oh, could their Matter come, and go as lightly, 
Himſelf would lodg where ( ſenſeleſs) they are lying : 
My Herald Thoughts im thy pure boſeme reſt them, 
While I (their King ) that thither them importuney 

Do curſe the grace that with ſuch grace hath bleſt them, 
Becauſe my ſelf do want my ſervants fortune : 

I curſe my ſelf, for they are ſent by me, 

That they ſhould harbour where thetr Lord would be. 


VVhat's here ? SiJvia? this night will T infranchiſe thee : 
"Tis ſo; and here's the Ladder for the purpoſe; 


VVhy Phaeten (for thou art Merop's fon), 
VVilt thou aſpireto guide the heavenly Cat? 


And with thy daring folly burn the VVorld ? 


VVile thou reach ſtars becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 
1Go baſe Intruder, over-weening Slave, 

Beſtow thy fawning ſmiles on equal mares, 

And think my patience (more than thy deſert) 

Is priviledg for thy departure hence: 


Va. VVin her with gifts, if ſhe reſc&s not words . 


'a. A woman ſometimes ſcorns what belt contents her: 


Va. V Vhatlets but one may enter at her VVindow ? 


Du. How ſhall I faſhion me to wear a Cloak ? . 
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Thank me for this, more than for all the favours 

Which (all-roo much)1I have beitowed on thee 

Bur if thou linger in'my. Territories 

Longer than ſwifteſt expedition | 

Will give thee time to leaye our Royal Court, 

By heaven, my wrath ſhall far exceed the love 

I ever bore my Daughter, or thy felt: 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain Excuſe, | 
But as thou lov'ſt chy life, make ſpeed from hence. E-:tr. 
Val. And why not death rather than living torment ? 

To die, is to be baniſh*d from my ſelf, 

And Silvia is my ſelf: baniſh'd from her 

Is ſelf from ſelf: A deadly baniſhment: 

What light is light, if Si/via be not ſeen ? 

What joy is Joy, if S:{via be not by ? 

Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, 

And feed upon the ſhadow of perfection : 

Except I be by $i/v;a in the night, 

There isno muſick in the Nightingale : 

Unleſs I look on Silvia in the day, 

There is no day for me to look upon : 

She is my Eſſence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 

Foſter*d, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive : 

I fly not Death to fly his deadly doom ; 

Tarry I here, I but attend op death ; 

But fly I hence, I fly away Tk@m Life. Enter Pr9. and 
Pro. Run (boy), run, run, and feek him out, Launce. 
Lau. Soa-hough, Soa-hongh 
Pro. What ſeeſt thou ? 
Lau. Him we go to find: 

There's not an hair on's head but *tis a V alepe. 

Pro. Valentine? 

Va. No. 

Pro. Who then ? his Spirit ? 

Va. Neither. | 

Pro. What then? 

Va. Nothing. 

Lau. Can nothing ſpeak ? Maſter, ſhall | ſtrike ? 
Pro. Whom would'it thou ſtrike ? 

Lau. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, torbear. 

Lay. Why, Sir, Ile itrike nothing: I pray you. 
Pro. Sirtah, I ſay, forbear : Friend Va/ctine, a word. 
Va. My Ears are ſtopt, and cannot hear good news, 

Somuch of bad already hath poſſeſt them. 

Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine ; 

For they are harſh, untuneable, and bad. 

Va. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine indeed for ſacred Silvia : 
Hath ſhe forſworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſworn me : 

What is your news ? SY 
Lau. Sir, there is a Proclamation that you are vaniſhed» 
Pro. That thou art bani{fd : oh that's the news, 

From hence, from $:1via, and from me thy friend. 

Va. Oh, I have fed upon this wo already : 

And now excels of it will make me ſurfeir : 

Doth Silvia know that I am bani{h'd ? | 
Pyo. I, I: and ſhe hath offered to the doom 

(Which unreverſt ſtands in effetual force) 

ASea of melting Pearl, which ſome call tears : 

Thoſe at her Father's churliſh feet ſhe tendred, 

With them upon her knees, her humble ſelf, 

Wringing her hands, whoſe whiteneſs ſo became them, 

As if butnow they waxed pale for wo : 

Bur neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad ſighs, deep groans, nor filver-ſhedding tears 

Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate fire : 

But Valentine, if he be ta'ne, mult die : 

Beſides, her interceſſion chaf'd him ſo, 

When ſhe for thy repeal was ſuppliant, 
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hat to Clofe Prifon he commanded her, 
With many bitter threats «of biding rliere. 

Va. No mote. unlefs the next word that tho! £eck ft 
Have ſome malignant power upon my ite: | 
it fo, I pray thee breathe it in mine Ear, 

As ending Antheme of my endleſs dolour. 

Pro. Ceaſe tolament for that thou-can{t nar help 
And ſtudy he!p for that which thou !amentſt: 
Times the Nurſe and Breeder of all good : 

Here if thou ſtay, thou cani not fee thy Love: 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy life 
Hope is a Lover's ſtaff, walk hence with that, 
And manage it apainit deſpairing raoughts: 
Thy Letters may be here, tho tho! art hence, 


1 VVhich, being writ to me, ſhall Le deliver'd 


Even in the milk-white boſome of thy lore : 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulate, 
Come, Ple convey thee through the Ciry-gate, 
And e're | part with thee, conter at large 

Of all that may concern thy Love-affairs : 

As thou lov'ſt $:/v2 (tho nat for thy felf) 
Regard thy Sanger, and along with me. 

Va. I pray thee Lawrce, andif thou ſeeſt my toy, 
Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the Norch-gate. 
Pro. Go firrah, find him out : Come Valentine. 

Va. Oh my dear $:/vi2, hapleſs Valentine. Exeunt. 


Launce, 1 am but a fool, lock von, and yet | have the} 


wit to think my Vaſter is a kind of a knare : but that'sall 
one, if he be but one knave: He lives not now that knows 
me to be in love, yet lam in love ; but a Teem of horie 
ſhall nor pluzk that from me ; nor who 'tisI love: and yet 
'tis a woman ; but what woman, I will not tell my ſelf: 


and yet*tis a Milkmaid : yet 'tis not a maid ; for ſhe hath 
nad Goſſips : yer *tis a maid ; for ſhe is-her Maſter's maid, 4 


and ſerves for wages : She hath more qualities thana V Va- 
ter-Spaniel, which is much in a bare Chriſtian : Heres the 
Cate-log of her Conditions : Imprimis, ſhe can ferchand 
carry : why, a horſe cando.no more: nav a horſe cannot 
fetch, but only carry ; theretore.is ſhe better than a Jade. 
Irem, ſhe can milk, look you, a tweet virtue in a maid with 
clean hands. Enter Speed. 

Speed, How now Signior Launce ? what news with your 
Maiterſhip ? 

La. VVith my Maſterſhip? why, ir is at Sea. 

Sp. VVell, your old vice ſtill: mittake che word : what 
news then in your paper ? 

La. 'TMfe blacKit news that ever thou heard'ſ|t. 

Sp. VVhy man, how black ? 

La. V Vhy, as black as ink. 

Sp. Let me read them. | : 

Lz. Fie on thee Jolthead, thou canſt not read. 

Sp. Thou lieſt : I can. 

La. I will try thee : tell me this : who begor thee ? 

Sp. Marry, the fon of my Grand-father. 

Sp. Oh illiterate loyterer, it was the ſon of thy 
Grand-mother : this proves that thou canft not read. 

Sp. Come fool, come: try me in thy paper. 

La. There : and S. Nicholas be thy ſpeed. 

Op. Imprimas, ſhe can milk. 

La. I, that ſhe can. 

Sp. Item, ſhe brews good Ale. 


heart, you brew geod Ale). 
Sp. Item, ſhe can ſowe. 
La. That's as much as to ſay (Cay ſbe /o)? 
Sp, Item, ſhe can knit. | 
La. VVhat need a mancare for a ſtock with a wench, 


VVhen ſhe can knit him a ſtock ? 

Sp. Item, She can waſh and ſcour. 

La. A ſpecial vertue: for then ſhe need not to be waſh'd 
and ſcour'd. 

Sp. Item, ſhe can ſpin. : 

La. Then may I (ct the world on wheels, when ſie can 


ſpin for her living. 
| C 2 Sp. 
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La. And therefore comes the Proverb (B/:ſmg of your 
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Sp. Trem, ſhe hath many namele's Vertucs | 

La. 'lhar's as much 2s to fav, Pagord Pertrros; that 
indeed know not tkeir Fathers, and theieiore have no 
Names. 
©. Pere foljows her Viccs. 

eattheheels of hcr Vertues. 


c 
La. Clot 
$9. 1:::, {heis not to be faſting inrelpþct of her breath. 
L1. el}: that tavitimay be mended with a breakfait : 
Read ON. 
$9. 10929, fac hath a ſweet mouth. 
La, that nakes amends for her ſowr breath. 
©. 7-1/2, Tac doth talk in her fleep. 
Li. It's no mater for that z fo ſhe ſleep not in her talk. 
Sp. rem, ſhe is flow in words. 
Lz. Oh viilain! that ſet down among her Vices ! 
Fo be flowin words isa womans only Vertue : 
[ pray thee out with't, and place it for her chiet Vertue. 
Sp. Irem, the is proud 
L2. Out with that too : 
[t was Eves Legacy, and cannot be ta'ne from her. 
Sp. Ic, ſhe harhno teeth. 
La. Icare not for that neither, becauſe I loyg cruits. 
Sy. I'cm, ſhe 1s curit. 
12. \\cll : the beſtis, ſhe hath no teeth to bite. 
£ , ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 
L.z, if her liquor be good, ſhe ſhall : it ſhe will nar, 
{ will ; for good things ſhould be praiſed. 
$», 1:52, the 1s too liberal. 
7» Of her conocue ſhe cannot ; for that's writ down, ſhe 
5 flowof: of her pure ſhe ſhallnot ; for that Lle keep ſhut : 
Now of anotier thing ſhe may, and that cannot 1 help : 
\Vell, Procced. | 
Sp. ltem, ſhe hati more hairs than wit, and more faults 
than hairs. and more wealth than faults. 
Ls. Stop there: Plehave her : ſhe was mine, and not 
mine twice or thrice in that Article : Rehearie that once 


more. . PE 
$5. Ttem, ſhe hath more hair than wir. 
L1. More !: ic than wit: it may be Ple prove it: The 
cover of the 4.1.c, hides the fait; and therefore 1t 1s more 


than the wit : for the greater hides the leſs : What's 


next ? 

Sy. And more {aults than hairs. 
| Ls 'Thavs monlirous : Oh that that iwere our, 
v$. And more wea'th than faults. | 
La. Why that word makes the faults gracious : 
Well: Fle have her: and if it be a match, as nothing 13 
| impoſlible. 

Sf. What then ? Ez 

1.z. \\hv then will I tell thee, that thy Maſter ſtaics for 
thee atthe Ner:5 gate 

Sp. For me 7 

7, For thee ? I: who artthou ? he hath ftaid for a Let- 
+» 


ter man than thee 
Sp. And mult I goto bum ? | 
La Thou mult run to him: for thou haſt ſtaid fo long, 


that going will {carce ſerve the turn. 

Sp. Why did'ſt not tell me ſooner? *pox on your Love- 
Letters. Rs | 

L1. Now will he be ſwing d for reading my Letter : 
Anunmanaerly ſlave, that will thrult himſelf mo ſecrets : 


K # z , ' SPAge TIEERPY  v. EC: 
Pie attcr to reJoice in te boy *s COIFTeCTION, Exenunt. 
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Th. Since his Exile ſte hat! dithis'd me 
Fortworn mv company, and rai, 
\ That I am deſperate of obtaining her. 

Du. This weak impreſs of Love, is as a houre 
Trenched in ice, which with an hours heat 
Diflolves to water, and doti loſe his form: - 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts 

And worthleſs Valerie fhall be fe rgot: : 

How now, SIr Prothers, is your cuntrev- man 
(according to our Prockimation) cone 2 

Pro. Gone, my gocd Lord. p 

D:. My Daughter cakes his going heavily. 

1 ro. Alittle time (my Lord) will kill thar ericf, 

Dr.. $o 1 believe : Lut 7/ri0 thinks nor {> : 
Protiers:; The good conceit 1 hold of thee 
(For thou haſt ſhown ſome ſignof good deſert) 
Makes me the better ro confer with thee. ; 

Pro. Longer than 1 prove loyal to your Grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know'ſt how willinely 1 would effect 
The match between fir 754rio and my Dau ghter £ 

Pro 1 do my Lord, 

I's Andalſo do think thou art not ignorant 
How the oppoſes her againſt my will ? 

Pr. She did, my Lord, when Valentin? was here. 

Dz. 1, and perverſly ſhe perſeveres fo : 

What might we doto make the girl forget 
The love of Va;ontine, and love fir Thurio ? 
"ro. The beſt way is toſlander Valentine 
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With falſhood, cowardiſe, and poor deſcent : 
[Three things that women highly hold in hate. 
Ds. ], buggſhe] think that it is ſpoken in hate. 
Pro. 1, if WWenemy deliver it: 
Therefore it muſt with circumſtance be ſpoken 
By one whom ſhe eſteems as his friend. 
Du. Then you muſt undertake to ſlander him. 
Pro. And that (my Lord) I ſhall be loath to do : 
"His anill office fora Gentleman, 
Eſpecially againſt his verv friend. 
Ds. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 


than the ſalr; the hair char covers the- wit, is more | Your ſlander never can endamage him ; 


Theretore the office is indifferent, 
211g intreated to it by your friend. 


By onght that | can ſpeak in his diſpraiſe, 
She ſhall not long continue love to him : 
ur ſay, this weed her love from Valentine, 
Collows not that ſhe will love fir Thur;0. 
17. Therefore as you unwind her love from him, 
| Leſt it ſhould ravel, and be good to none, 
You mult provide to bottom it on me : 
Which muſt be done by praifing me as much 
As you in Worth dupraite fir Valentine. 
Du. And ”rothers, we dare truſt you in this kind, 
2ecauſe we know (on Valentine's Report) 
You are already Love's firm votary, 
And cannot ſoon revolt and change your mind : 
Upon this Warrant ſhall you have acceſs, 
\\ here you with $;/zz4 may confer atlarge : 
For ſhe 1s lumpiſh, heavy, melancholly, 
And (for your triend's: fake) will be glad of you; 
\\ here you may temper her, by your perſwafion, 
To hate young Valent;me, and love my friend. 
Pre. As much as I can do, I will effect : 
But you, fir Thxrio, are not ſharp enough: 
You mult lay Lime, to tangle her deſires 


| 
74. You have prevail'd (my Lord): if I can do it 
| 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Prothecus. 


Du. Sir Tiurio, fear not, but that ſhe will Iove you 
INow Valeniine is baniſh'd from herſight, 


By watiltul Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable Vows. 

D:i. I, much is the force of Heaven-bred Poeſte. 

Pr. Say, that upon the Altar of her Beauty 
You ſacrifice your tears, your ſighs, your heart : 
\Vrite till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moilt it again, and frame ſome feeling line 
That may diſcover ſuch integrity :; 

For 
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For Orpheus Lute was ſtrung with Ports finews, 
Whoſe golden touch could foften {teel and ffones ; 
Make Tvgers rame, ar huge Leviatitares 
Forſake unfounded deeps, and dance on ſands: 
After your dire-lamenting Elegics, | 
Viſit by night your Ladics Chamber-window 
With ſome ſweet conſort : 'To their Inſtraments 
Tune a deploring dump: the nights dead filence 
Will well hecome ſuch ſiveer complaining grievance : 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Ds. This Diſcipline ſhews thou haſt been in Love. 
Th. And thy advice this night Ile put in praCtiſe : 
Therefore ſweet Protheus, my direCtion-giver, 
Let us iſto the City preſently 
To ſort ſome Gentlemen well skil'd in Muſick: 
I have a Sonnet that will ſerve the turn 
To give the onſet to thy good advice. 
Du. Aboutit Gentlemen. | 
Pro. We'l wait upon your Grace till after ſupper, 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. 
Ds. Even now about it, 1 will pardon you. 


Exeunt. 


Aﬀus Quartus. Stena Prima, 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and certain Out-laws. 


1. Out-l. Fellows, ſtand faſt : 1 ſeea paſſenger. 

2. Out. If there be ten, ſhrink not, bur down with em. 

2. Out. Stand fir, and throw us that you have about ye: 
If not, we'l make you fir, and rifle you, 

Sp. Sir, we are undone ; theſe are the Villains 
That all the Travellers do fear ſo much; 

Val. My Friends. 

I. Out. That's not fo, fir: we are your Enemies. 

2. Out, Peace: wel hear him. 

2.0ut. Iby my beard will we ; for he is a proper man. 

Val. Then know that 1 have little ro loſe : 
A manl am, crots'd with adverſity : 
My Riches are theſe poor babiliments ; 
Of which, if. you, ſhould here disfarniſh me, 
You take the ſumland ſubſtance that 1 have. 

2. Out. V Vhither travel you ? 

Val. To Verona. 

I, Out. VVhence came you ? 

Val. From Millain. \ 

}- Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there ? 

Val. Some ſixteen months, and longer might have ſtaid, 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 

1 Out. V Vhat, were you baniſh'd thence ? 

Val. | was. | 

2. Out. For What Offence ? 

Val. For that which now torments me to rehearſe : 
I kill'd a man, whoſe death I much repent ; 
But yet | ſlew him manfully in fight, 
VVichout falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 

1. Out. VVhy nere repent it, if it were done fo : 
But were you baniſh'd for ſo ſmall a fault ? 

Val. 1 was, and held me glad of ſuch a doom. 

2 Out. Have you the tongues ? 

Val. My youthful :rave/ therein made me happy, 
Orelſe often had been miſerable. 

2. Out. By the bare ſcalp of Robin hocd's fat Friar, 
This fellow werea King for our wild faftion. 

I. Out, VVe'thavehim: Sirs, a word. 

Sp. Maſſer, be one of them : 
[t's an honourable kind of thievery. 

Val. Peace Villain. 

2. Oat. Tell u3 this : have you any things to take to? 

Val. Nothing but my fortune. 
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2. Out. Know then, that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Snchas the furyof ungovern'd Youth | 
[hruſt from the company of awful men: 

\1y ſelf was from Verona baniſhed, 
For practiſing to ſteal away a Lady, 
An Heir, and Neece alli'd unto the Duke. 

2, Out. And I from Mantua, for 2 Gentleman, 
Who, in my mood I ſtabb'd unto the heart, 

7. Out. And Ifor ſuch like petry crimes as theſe : 
But to the purpoſe ; for we cite our faults, 
That they may bold excug&d our lawleſs lives ; 
And partly ſeeing you are beautifi'd 
With goodly ſhape ; and by your own report, 

A Linguiſt, and a rhanvf ſich perfeCtion 
As we do in our quality much want. 

2. Out. Indeed becauſe you are a baniſt'd man, 

There, above the reſt; we parley to you: 
Are you content to be our General ? 

To make a Vertue of Neceſlity, 

And live as we do in the Wilderneſs? - 

3- Out, What farſt thou ?. wilt thou be of our conſort ? 
Say, I, and be the Captain of us all : 

We'l do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thet as our Commander and our King. 

I. Out. Butif thou ſcorn our courteſie, thou dieft. 

2.0ut.Thou ſhalr nor live to brag what we have offer'd 

Val. I rake your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no out-rages 
On filly Women, or poor paſlengers. 

3. Out, No, we deteſt ſuch vile baſe pratifes : 
Come, go with us, we” bring thee to our Crews, 
And ſhew thee allthe treaſure we have got, 
Which with our ſelves, all reſt at thy diſpoſe. 


Exernt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Ptotheus, Thario, Jalis, Hoſt, Muſician, 
Silvia. 


Pro. Already have I been falſe to Valentine, 


And now I muſt be as unjuſt to Thurio, 


Under the colour of commending him, 

| have acceſs my own love to preler : 

But $:/214 is too fair, too tre, roo holy, 

To be corrupred with my worthleſs gifts : 

When I proteit rrue loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my falſhnod to my friend : 

When to her beauty I commend my. Vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forſworn 

In breaking Faith with 7«{/a, whom T lov'd: 

And notwithſtanding aft her {udden quips, 

| he leaſt whereof wou'd quell a Lover's hope, 

Yer {Spamie!-I:ke the more ſhe ſputns my love, 

[ he more it grows, fatyrerh on her ſtill: 

Burt here comes Thurio : 1-W mult we ro her Window, 

And give ſome Evening M.:iick to her Ear. | 
Thu. How now, Sir Protbexs, are you crept before 1s ? 
Pro, I, gentle Thurio : for you know that Love 

VVill creep in ſervice where it cannot go. 
Th. 1, but Ihope, Sir, that you love not here, 
Pro. Sir, but] do; or elſe | would be hence. 
Thu. VV hom, Silwin ? 
Pro. 1, Silw1e, tor your ſake. 
Thu. I thank you for your own: 

Let's turn, and to it luſtily a while. 


Now Gentlemen 


I pray what is it ? Bs. 
Fu. Marry (mine Ho#), becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Ho. Come, we'l fave you merry: Fle bring you where 
you ſhall hear Muſick, and ſee the Gentleman that you 


ask'd for. C 3 
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Ho. Now my young guelt ; metbinks you'r allycholly : | 
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Fu. But 1 ſhall hear him (peak. 
Hz. 1, that you ſhall. 

Fu. "That will be Muſick. 

7b. Hark, hark. 

7i. 1s he among theſe *? 

179. 1: but peace, let's hear *em. 


| Song. 1s is Silvia ? what « ſhe ? 


7 hat all eur Swains commend her ? 
Holy, fair, and wi/e is ſhe, 
Te Heaven ſich Grace did lend her, 

That ſhe might admired be. 

Ts fhe kind as ſhe is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindneſs : 
Lewe doth to her Eyes repair, 
To help him of his blindneſs: 

And being belp'd inhabits there, 
Then to Silvia let us ſing, 

Tiat Silvia is excelling ;; 
She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 

To ber let us Garland: bring. 

, 

Iſo. How now ? are you {adder than you were before ? 

low doyon, man ? the Muſick likes you nor. 

Fu. You miltake: the Muſician likes me not. 

H). Why, my pretty Youth ? 

7. He plays falſe (father). 

HH». How, out of tune onthe ſtrings ? 

Tu. Not ſo: butyer 
So falſe, that he grieves my very heart-ſtrings. 

Ho. You have a quick Ear. 

74.1, wonld | were deat: it makes me have a ſlow heart. 

Ho. I perceive you delight notin Muſick. 

Fi, Not a whit, when it jars fo- 

Ho. Hark what fine change is in the Muſick. 

7a, I: that'change is the ſpight. _ 

Ho. You would have them play always but one thing. 

Fx. I would always have one play but one thing. 

But Hoſt, doth this vir Prorbeus rhar we talk on, 
Often reſort unto this Gentlewoman ? 

Ho. I tell you what Launce, his man told me, 
He loy'd herout of all nick. 

Fu. Where 1s Lawnce? 

Ho. Gone to ſeek his Dog, which to morrow, by his 
Maſter's command, he mutt carry for a Preſent to his 
Lady. 

Fu. Peace: ſtand aſide : the Company parts. 

Pg. Sir Tourio, fear not: I will fo plead, 

That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels. 

7:-1y. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At Saint Gregorzes-\Vell, 

Thu. Farewel. 

Pro. Madam : Good Ev*n to your Ladyſhlp. 

$//. I thank you for you Muſick (Gentlemen) : 
Who is that that ſpake*? 

Pro. One (Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 


1You would quickly learn to know him by his voice. 


8:1. Sir Protheus ? 

Pro. Sir Protheus (gentle Lady) and your ſervant. 
S;/, What's your will ? 

Pro. That | may compatls yours. 

S;/. You have your wiſh: my wills ever this, 


Thar preſently you hie you home to bed: 
Thou ſubtil, perur'd, faiſe, diſloyal man, 
Think'ſt thou 1 am fo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſs, 
To be ſednced by thy flattery, 

That baſt deceiv'd ſo many with thy Vows * 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends: 
For me {by this pale Queen of Night 1 ſwear) 


l am ſo far from granting thy Requelt, 
That I deſpiſe thee for thy wrongful ſuit; 
And by and by intend to chide my felt, 
Even for this time 1 ſpend intalking to thee. 


Pro. I grant (tweet Love) that I did love a Lady 

But ſhe is dead. po 
7«. *Twerefalfe if I ſhould ſpeak it ; 

Forl am ſure ſhe is not buried. | 

$:/. Say that ſhe be; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
Survives ; to whom (thy ſelf art witneſs) 
| am betroth'd ; and art thou not 2ſham'd 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 

Pro. 1 likewiſe hear that /a/er:tine is dead. 

Si/, And ſo ſuppoſe am1; for in bis grave 
Aſſure thy ſelf, my Love is buried 

Pro. Sweet Lady, let merake ir from the Earth. 

Sil. Go to thy Ladies grave, and call her thence, 
Or at the leaſt, in hers ſepulchre thine. 

74. He heard not thar. : 

Pro. Madam: if your heart be io cbdurate, 
Vouchſate meyer your Picture for my love, 

The Picture thatis hanging in your Ch-mber : 
To that 'le ſpeak, to that Ile ſigh and weep : 
For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfect ſelf 

[s elſe devoted, lam but a ſhadow; 

And to your ſhadow will 1 make true Love. 

7ul. If *ewere aſubſtance you would ture deccive it, 
And make it but a ſhadow, as i am. 

Si/. lam very loath to be your idol, Sir ; 
But ſince your falſehood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadows, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send ro mein the morning, and Ple ſend it: 
And ſo good reſt. 

Pro. As wretches have o're night 
That wait for Execution in the morn. 

Tul. Hoſt, will you go ? 

Ho. By my Hallidom, I was faſt aſleep. 

'Zul. Pray you where lies Sir Protheus * 

Ho. Marry, at my houſe : 

Truſt me, | think *tis almoſt day. 

7ul. Not fo: but it hath been the longcſt right 

That e're I watch'd, and the moſt heavieſt, 


Exenunt. 


Excunts 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Eg. Thisis the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind: 
That's ſome great matter ſhe'ld employ me in: 
Madam, Madam. 

Sil. Who calls ? 

Fg. Your ſervant and your friend ; 

One that attends your Ladiſhips command. 
S:/, SIF Eg/amore, a thouſand times good morrow- 
Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your ſelf: 
According to your Ladylſhips impoſe, 

[am thus early come to know what ſervice 

It is your pleafire ro command me in. 

Sil. Oh Ez/amore, thou art a Gentleman : 
Think not 1 flatter (for I ſwear 1 do not): 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accompliſh'd : 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 

| bare unto the baniſh'd Valenrine ; 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio (Whom my very foul abhorr'd): 


No grief did come fonear thy heart, 

As whenthy Lady. and thy true love dide ; 
Upon whoſe Grave thou vow'dſt pure chatltity : 
Sir Eglamore, I would to Valentine 

To Mantua, Where | hear he makgs abode: 
And, for the ways are dangerous to paſs, 

I do deſire thy worthy company ; 
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Thy felt haſt lov'd, and I have heard thee ſay, | 
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Upon whoſe Faith and Honour | repole : 
Urge not my Father's anger (Fglamore); 

But think upon my grief (a Ladies griet ), 

And on the juſtice of my flying lence, 

To keep me from a mott unholy match, 

Which heaven and fortune till rewards with plagues: 
[ do defire thee even from a heart 

As full of ſorrows as as the Sea of ſands, 

To bear me company, and go with me: 

If nor, to hide what I have ſaid ro thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Eg. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which, ſince | know they vertuouſly are plac'd; 
I give conſent to goalong with you, 

Wreaking as little what betideth me, 
As much, 1 wiſh all good befortune you : 
When will you go ? 

$i. This Evening coming. 

Eg. Where ſhall I meet you ? 

S:l. At Frier Patrick's Cell; 

Where I intend holy Confeſſion. 

Eg. 1will not fail your Ladyſhip: 
Good morrow (gentle Lady ). 


Sil. Good morrow kind Sir Eglamore Exeunt, 


{ 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Launce, Protheus, Julia, Silvia« 


Lav. When a man's ſervant ſhall play the Cur with 
him (look you), it goes hard : one that | brought up of 
a Puppy: one that I ſav'd from drowning, when three 
or four of his blind brothers and ſiſters went toit : I have 
taught him(even,as one would ſay,preciſely ; thus I would 
teach a Dog) : I was ſent to deliver him as a Preſent to 
Mittriſs $:/v:ia, from my Maſter ; and | came no ſooner 
into the Dining-Chamber, but he ſteps me to her Tren- 
cher, and ſteals her Capon's-leg : O, *tis a foul thing, 
when a Cur cannot keep himſelf in-all Companies: 1 
would have (as one ſhould ſay) one that takes upon him 


to be a Dog indeed, to be, as it were, a Dog at all 
things. If I had not had more wit than he, take a fault 
upon me that he did, I think verily he had been hang'd 
for't : ſure as I live he had ſuffer*d for't: you ſhall judg : 
He thruſts me himſelf into the company of three or four 
gentleman-like-dogs, under the Dukes table: he had not 
been there (bleſs the mark) a piſſing while, but all the 
Chamber ſmelt him: out with the Dog (ſays one): what 
Cur is that (ſays another) ? whip him out (ſays the 
third): hang bim up (fays the Duke): I having been ac- 
quainted with the ſmell before, knew it was Crab ; and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs : Friend (quoth 
1), you mean to Wiip the Dog: I marry do I (quoth 
he): You do him the more wrong (quoth I); *rwas [ did 
the thing you wot of : he makes me no more ado, but 
whips me out of the Chamber: How many Matters 


would do this for his ſervant? Nay, Ile be ſworn I have 


Geeſe he hath kill'd; otherwiſe he had ſutter'd tor't : 
Thou think'ſt not of -this now : Nay, I remember'the 
trick you ſerv*d me when I took my leave of Madam 5S!:/- 
vie : did not 1 bid thee 1ti'] mark me, and do as I do? 
when did {t thon ſee me heave up my leg, and make water 
againlt a Gentlewomans Farthingale ? Did'it thou ever ice 
me do ſuch a trick ? 

Pro. Sebaſtian 13 thy name : I like thee well, 

And will imploy thee in lome fervice prelently. 

Fu. In waat you pleaſe ; Fle do, Sir, what I can. 


Pro. I hope thou wilt, 


21 
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HOW now you Whore-ſun pezant, 
\Vheie have you been thee two days loyrerins 3 
La. Marry Sir, I carried Mittris $:/y{@ the L657 you bac 


me. 
Pro. And what ſays ſhe to my little Zope; 
La Marry, ſheſays, your Dog was a Cur, and te!ls you 
curriſh thanks is good enough tor ſuch a preſent. ; 
Pro. But ſhe recciv'd my Log ? 
L.a. No indeed ſhe did nor : 
Here have I brought him back again. 
Fre. What did it thou offer her this from me ? 
La. I 1r: the other Squirril was ſtoPn from me 
Py the Hangman's boy in the Market-place; 
And then I ofter'd her mine own, who is a Dog 


As big as ten of yours , and therefore tlic gift the greater. 


Pr . Go pet thee ence, and find my Dog again, 
Or ne re return again iato my fight : 
\ way, I ſay: ſtaveit thou tovex me here ? 
A ſlave, thar ſtill an end turns me to ſhame. Ex:: 
Sebaltian, 1] have entertained thee, 
Partly that I have nced of ſuch a Youth, 
That can with ſme diſcretion do mv bulinck : 
For *tis no truſting to yond fooliſh Low: ; 
zut chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 
\\ hich (f my Augury deceive menot) 
\\'itne(s good bringing up, fortune and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain lice: 
Go preſently, and take this Ring with thee 
Deliverit to Madam $:/wz : 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. 
Ful. It ſeems you lov'd not hicr, tolezve her Token : 
She is dead belike. 
Pro. Notſo: I think ſhe lives. 
Tul, Alas! 
Pro. Why do'lt thou cry alas ? 
7ul. I cannot choole bur pity her. 
Pro. Wherefore ſhould'it thou p'ty her ? 
7ul. Becauſe methinks that ſhe lov 4 you as weil 
As you do love your Lady $i/-4z : 
She dreams on him that has forvor her Lore ; 
You doat on her that cares not tr your Love: 
"Tis pity Love ſhould be to contrary : 
And thinking on it makes me cry alas. 
Pro. VVell: give her that Ring, and therewithal 
This Letter : that's her Chamber: Te!l my Lady, 
[ claim the promiſe tor her heavenly Picture : 
Your meſlage done, hye home nn!o my Cliamber, 


p, 


VVhere thou ſhalt hind me fad and {oVrary, Ex:t. 


ful. How many women would do tuck a mellage ? 
Alas poor Pro:heus, thou halt cnrerrain'd 
A Fox to be the Shepherd of thy Lambs : 
Alas, poor fool, why dol pi:y him 
That with his very heart deſpileth me ? 
Becaule he loves her, he deipiteth me ; 
Becauſe | love kim, I mult pity him : 
This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
To bind him to remember ny good Will : 
Andnow I am (unhappy Metlenger) 
To plead for that which I would not obtain ; 
To carry that which I would have refus'd ; 
To praite his faitz which 1 would have diſprais'd : 


ſat in the Stocks for Puddings he hath ſtoPn ; otherwiſe [[ am my Matlter's true confirmed Love , 
he had been executed : I have ſtood on the Pillory for | But cannot be true Servant to my Maſter, 


11nleſs I prove falſe traitor to my ſelt : 
Yet will ] wooe tor him, but yer fo coldly, Fn: 


Gentlewoman, good day : 1 pray you be my mean 
To bring me where ro ſpeak with Madam S/wia. 
$i. V Vhat would you with her, it that The ſhe ? 
Ful. 1f you be ſhe, | doentreat your patience 
To hear me ſpeak the Metlage lam lent on. 
Si. From whom *f 
ful From my Malter, Sir Prothers, Madam. 


Ty 4 \ ! * ” s* % 3. p Y; C 
S;/ Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 


| Ya. 


er | 


As (heaven it knows) 1 would not have him ſpeed. $1/c 75. 
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T be two Gentlemey of Vetona, 


78. I, Madam. 
$1. Urſula, bring my Picture there : 

Go, give your Maſiter this : tell him from me, 

One 7#/:1, that his changing thoughts forgot, 
VVould tetter tif his Chamber than this ſhadow. 
71. Madem, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter : 
Pardon me (Madam), 1 have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper thatl ſhould not: 
I his is rhe Letrer to your Ladyſhip. 
Si/, I pray thee let me look on that again. 
Fr. It may not be : good Madam, pardon me, 
Sil. There, hold : 

{ will nor look uþ>n yonr Maſter”s lines : 

{ know they dre ituft with Proteſtations, 

And full of new-found Oaths, which he will break 
| as eaſie as 1 do tear this paper. 

Fx. Madam: he ſends your Ladyſhip this Ring. 
Sj, The more fhame for him that he ſends it me ; 
For I have heard him ſy a thouſand times, 
4is 7-l{:a gave it him at his departure : 
Thokis falſefinger hath prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall nvt do his 7#/:a ſo much wrong. 
7u. She thanks you. 
$:. VVhar ſai'ſt thou ? 
7. I thank you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poor Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
$i. Lo'ſt thou know her ? 
7:. Almoſt as well as I do know my ſelf: 
To think upon her woes, I do proteſt, 
ThatT have wept an hundred ſeveral times. 
Sj. Belike fhe thinks that Protheus hath forſook her. 
7x. I think ſhe doth: and that's her cauſe of ſorrow. 
Sr. Is ſhe not paſſing fair? | 
7a. She hath been fairer (Madam ) than ſhe is, 
VVhen ſhe did think my Maſter lov*d her well : 
She, in my judgment, was as fair as yon : 
Bur ſince ſhe did negleCt her Looking-glaſs, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, 
The air hath ſtarv'd the Roſes in her cheeks, 
A1;4 pinch'd the lilly-tincture of her face, 
That now ſhe is become as black as 1. 
Si, How tall was ſhe? 
7s. About my ſtature: for at Pentecof?, 
VVhen all our Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our Youth got me to play the VVomans parr, 
And I was trim'd in Madam Fulia*s gown, 
VVhich ſerved me as fit, by all'mens judgments, 
As if the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height : 
And attl;at time I made her weep agood; 
Forl did plav a lamencable part: 
(Madam) *cwas Ariadne paſſioning 
For Theſes perjury, and unjuft flight ; 
| VVhich1ſo lively acted with my tears, 

That my poor Mutris moved cherewithal, | 
VVept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 
If 1 in thought felt not her very ſorrow. 

$i. She is beholding to thee (gentle Youth): 
Alas (poor Lady) ! deſolate and left ; 
[ weep my ſelf to think upon thy words : 
Here Youth : thereis a Purſe: I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Miltris ſake, becauſe thou lov'ſt her : 
Farewell. * Exit. 
Fu. And ſhe ſhall thank you for't, if &re you know her : 
A vertuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful: 
[ hope my Maſter's ſuit will be but cold, 
Since ſhe reſpe&ts my Miſtris love ſo much : 
Alas! how Lovecan trifle with itſelf: 
Kere is her Picture: let me ſee: I think 
if Thad ſuch a Tyre, this face of mine 
VVere full as lovely as is this of hers : 


ED ————— 


[f that be all the difference in his Love, 

Ple get me ſuch acolour'd Periwig : 

Her Eyes are grey as vraſs, and ſo are mine: 

[, but her Fore-head's lotv, and mine's as high : 
VVhat ſhould ic be that hereſpetts in her, 

But I can make reſpective ih my ſelf, 

[f this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 

Come ſhadow, come, and rake this ſhadow v P:; 
For *cis thy Rival : O thou ſenſelefs form, ; 


| Thou ſhaltbe worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd and ador'g : 


And were there ſenſe in this Idolatry, 
My ſubſtance ſhould. be ſtatve in thy ſtead - 
Fle uſe thee kindly tor thy Miſtris fake, 


| That us'd me fo; or elie by Fore I vow, 


I ſhould have ſcratch'd ours our unſeeing Eyes, 


To make my Maſter ovt of Love with thee. Exit. 


_—y 


Aus Cuintus. Scend Prima. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Ee: TheSun begins to guild the /efern sky, 
And now it is about the very hour : 
That $114, atFrier Patrick's Cell ſhould meet me : 
She will not fail ; for Lovers break not hours, 
Unleſs it beto come before their time ; 

So much they ſpur their expedition : 

See where ſhe comes : Lady, a happy Evening. 

-- Su, Amen, Amen: goon (good Eglamore) 


Outat che Poſtern by the Abby-wall ; 


[ fear] amattended by ſome Spies. 
Eg. Fear not : the Foreſt is not three Leagues off; 
If we recover that, we are ſure enough. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Thurio, Prothens, Julia, Duke. 


Thu, Sir Protheys : what fays Silvia to my ſuit ? 
Pro. Oh fir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 

And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon. 

Thu. VVhar, thatmy Leg is too long ? 

Pro. No: thatitis too little. 

Thu. Ple wear a Boot to make it ſomewhat rounder. 
Pro, But Love will not be ſpurr'd to what it loaths. 
Thu. VVhart ſays ſhe tomy face ? 

Pro, She fays it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies: my face is black. 
Pro. But Pearls are fair ; and the old ſaying is, 
Black men are Pear'sin beauteous Ladies Eyes. 

Thu. Tis true, ſuch Pearls as put out, Ladies Eyes ; 


For | had rather wink than look on them, 


Thu. How likes ſhe my difcourfe ? 
Pro, Ill, when they talk of V Var, 


And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 
Unleſs | latter with my ſelf roo much : 
Her hair is Aburne, mine is perfect Tellow : 


But well when I diſcourſe of Love and Peace. 
7ul; But better indeed when you hold your peace. 
Thu, V'Vhat ſays ſhe to my ValJour ? 
Pro. Oh fir, ſhe makes no doubt of that. 
7ul. She needs not, when ſhe knows it Cowardiſe. 
Thu. VVhat ſays ſhe to my Birth? 
Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Ful. True: froma Gentleman toa Fool: 
Thu. Conſiders ſhe my poſſeſſions? 
Pro. Oh, I, and pities them. 
Thu. V'Vherefore? 


ul. That ſuch an Aſs ſhould owe them. 


"_ 
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Pro. That they are owt by Leale. þ et grown Dreny ts, EEO: ding fall 
Fa. Here comes the Dake. And leave 1 OMCemory Of What it was : 
Dux. How now Sir Prothers ? how now 7h: © Repair me with thy preſence, $:/2:42 : 
Which of you ſaw Sic Eo/amvre 0 late * Thou gentie ISymph, cheriſh thy forioen S;, 

Thy. Not I. V Vhat hollowing, an! what ſtir is r!1is to day 
Pro. Not I. Theſe are my nite, th2t make their V Vills their Law, 


Du. Saw you my Daughter ? 

P+90. Neither. 

Ds. V Vhy then 

She's fled unto the pezant /'z/entme ; 

And Eg/amore is in her company : 

"Tis true; for Frier Laurence met them bot!: 

As he, in penance, wandred through the Foreſt 
Him he knew well; and gueſt that it was {he ; 

But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it: 

Beſides, ſhe did intend Confeſlion 

At Patricks Cell this Even, and there ſhe was not 
Theſe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 

But mount you preſently, and meet with me 
Upon the riſing of the Mountain toot 

That leads toward Mantna, whither they are fled : 
Diſpateh (ſweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Tou. V Vhy this itis to bea peeviſh Girl, 

That flies her Fortune where it follows her : 

Ple after, more to be reveng'd on Eglamore, 
Than for the love of reck-leſs Silvia; 

Pro. And 1 will follow, more for S:/yia's love, 
Than hate of Eglamore that goes with her. 

Fu. And I will follow, more to croſs that love, 


Than hate for $i/via, that is gone for love. Exeunt, 


= —_—z - 


Scena T ertin. 


Enter Silvia, Out-lawe. 


1. 0«t. Come, come be patient : 
VVe muſt bring you to our Captain. 
Si]. Athouſand more miſchances than this one 
Have learn'd me how to brook this patiently. 
2.. Out. Come, bring her away. 
1. Oxt. V Vhere is the Gentleman that was with her : 
}. Out. Being nimble footed, he hath out-run us : 
Bur Moyes and Valerius follow him : 
Go thou thither tothe 1/e/# end of the V Vood, 
There is our Captain : we'l follow him that's fled; 
The Thicket is beſet, he cannot ſcape. | 
1. O»t. Come, I muſt bring you toour Captain's Cave: 
Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not uſe a woman lawleſly. 
Sil, O Valentine ! this I endure for thee, 


Scena Cuarta. 


Enter Valentine, Pcotheus, Silvia, Julia, Duke, 
Thurio, Our-laws. 


Val. How uſe doth breed a habit in a man : 
This ſhadowy Defart, untrequented V Voods, 
[ better brook than flouriſhing peopled Towns : 
Here can [ ſit alone, unteenof any, 

And to the Nightingale's complaining Notes, 
Tune my diſtrefles, and record my woes : 

O thou that doit inhabit in my brealt, 

Leave not the Manſion ſolong Tenantleſs, 


RIMS! 


| \\ hoſe life's as tend: 


| 
[ 


| Into a thouſand Oaths ; and all thoſe Oaths 


| And full as much (tor more tlic 


Have ſome unh2ppy paltenger in chaſe: 


They love me well, yet | 11rve mich rodo 
l'okeep them from 1ncivi! ontrages 


V Vithdraw rhec /72/err, who's this Comes liere. * 
Pro. Madam, this ſervice kave 1 d:ne for vor 
(Tho you reſpect not onght your ſervant doth), 

['ohazard hfe, and reicae you from him 
That would have forced your honour and vonr love : 
Vouchſate me for my meed Lur ons fair loot: 
(A ſinaller boon than this | cannot beg, 
And leſs than this | am ſire von cannot ove). 
'":]. How like a dream is this 2 I ſee ard hea: 
Love, lend me patience to foarbear a white, 
$:/. O miſerable unhappy that I am : 
Pro. Unhappy were you (Midam) e're I came 
But by my coming | have made you happy. 
$i]. By thy approach thou malt me moi unhappy. 
7#. And me when he approacheth to vour nretence. 
$1. Had i been ſeized by a hunery Lion, 
[ would have been a breakfaſt to the Beaſt, 
Rather than have falf: Pr-:errs reſcue me : 
Oh heaven be juds tow | love Valentine, 
r tome as my foul; 


[ do deteſt falſe >crj/11'd | 
Therefore be gone, folicite me no more. 


Pro. W hat dans erous action, trocd it rext to Ceath, 
Would I not undersn for one calm loook ? 
Oh, tis the curie in Love, and ſt:!! ap;zrov'd, 
When women cannot love where they're belov kd, 

Si]. When trothbers cannot love where he's betov'd ; 
Read over 7«/:2's heart (thy firit beſt Love), 
For whole dear fake thon did'it then ren thy faith 


1 


; Deſcended into Perjury to deceive mc : 
Thou haſtno faith lett now, unleG thou®dt two, 


And thats far worie than none: better have no 1e 
Than plural faich, which is coo much by 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend. 

Pro. In Love, 


| \Who refpedts friend ? 


$11, All men but Protherre. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle ſpirit of moving 
Can no way change you to a milder torn, 
Ple move you like a So!dier. at arms end, 
Ard love you *gainit the Nature of Love : force 

S;.. On heaven! 

Pro. I'e force thee yeild to my deſire. 

Val. Rnthan, ler gothat rude uncivil couch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion. 

Pro. Valenime: 

Pal. Trou common friend, that's without faith or love : 
For fuch 1s a friend now : "Tho treacherous man, 

Chou haſt begul'd my hopes, nought but mine Eye 
Could have perlwaded me : now | dare not lay 

! have one friend alive ; thou would*tt diſprove me: 
\\'ho ſhonld be truited nov, when ones right hand 
1s perjured to the boſome 2? Prothens, 

| amforry | mult never truſt thee more, 

zut count the world a ſtranger tor thy fake: 


| 
| 


| 


The private wound is deepelt : Oh time, molt accurlit: 

Monglit all foes, that a friend ſhould be the worlt ! 
P-o. My ſhame and guilt confounds me : 

Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty forrow 

Pe a ſufficient Ranſome for Offence, 

[ render'r here: I do as truly tutter 

AsC're I did commmir. 
Val. Thenam i paid: 


— 
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{ be twoGentlemen of Verona. 


And once again | do receive thee honeſt : 

VVho by Repentance is not fatisfiey, 

Is nor of Heaven nor Earth ; for theſe are pleas'd: 

By Peritence th? Eternal's wrath's appeas'd : 

And that my love may appear plain and tree, 

All that was mine in Si{v1a, | give thee, 

Fi, Oh me unhappy ! 

Pry. Look to the boy. 

al. \'Vav, boy ? 

VVhy wag, tow now ? what's the matter ? look up: ſpeak. 
Fu. O good Sir, my Maſter charg'd me to deliver a Ring 


Pro. V Vere is that Ring, boy ? 
7u. Rere tis : this is it. 
Pre. How ? let meſee: 
VVhy this is the Ring 1 gave to 7ulia. 
Fu, Oh cry you mercy, (ir, I have miſtook : 
This is the Ring you ſent to Silvia. 
Pr. But how cam'it thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
I gave this unto Fula. 
Fu. And Ful:ia her (elf did give it me. 
And Julia her ſelf hath brought it hither. 
Pro: How, Tulia ? 
Tu, Behold her that gaveaim to all thy Oaths, 
And entertaii'd *em deeply in her heart : 
How oft haſt thou with Perjury cleft the Root ? 
| Oh F70thers letthis Habit make thee bluſh: 
Be thou aſham? d that I have took upon me 
Such an immodeſt Rayment, if ſhame live 
ina diſguiſe of love : 
[tis the leſſer b!'ot modeſty finds, 
| Women to change their ſhapes than men tlicir minds. 
Pro. Than men their minds ? *ris true, oh heaven, were 
| Man but conſtant, he were perfect; that one error 
Fills him with faults : makes him run through all ch* fins : 
Inconſtancy falls oft e're it begins: 
What is in Si/via's face, but I may ſpy 
More freſh in Zulia*s with a conitant eye ? 
['a/. Come, come: a hand from either : 
Let me be bleit tro make this happy cloſe : 
"T were pity two ſuch friends ſhould be long focs. 
Pro. Bear witneſs (heaven), I have my wiſh for cyer. 
7:/. AndI mine. 
Ont-!. A prize, a prize, a prize. b 
Val. Forbear, forbear, I ſay: it is my Lord the Duke: 
Your Grace 1s welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
Duke, Sir Valentine ? 
' Thu, Yonder is Silvia : and Silvia's mine. 


[ 
| 


| Val. Thurio, give back; or elſe embracethy death: 
Come not within the meaſure of my wrath : 

Do not name S:7-:4 thine : if once again, 

Verna ſhall not hoid tlice : hcre ſhe ſtands, 


Take but polleflion of her with a touch : 

I dare thee bur to breathe upon my Love. 
Thu. Sir Va/entire, | care not for her, + 

[ hold him but a tool thac will endanger 

His body for a Girl that loves him nor : 

I claim her not ; and therefore ſhe is thine. 


Duke,*The more depenerate and baſe art thov, 


to Macam Si/vic, which (out of my neglect) was never | To make ſuch means for her as thou haſt done, 
(done, | And leave her on ſich flight conditions : 
Now, by the konour of my Anceltry, 


| do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 

And think thee worthy of an Empreſs love : 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again, 
Plead a new ſtate in thy arrival'd merit, 

To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou arta Gentleman, and we!l deriv'd, 

Take thou thy $:/2iz, for thon haſt deſerv'd her. 


To grant one Boon that I ſhall ask of you, 
Duke, I grant it for thine own, what e're it be, 
Val. Theſe baniſh'd men that I have kept withal, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgive them what they have committed here; 
And let them be recall'd from their Exile : 
They are reform'd, civil, full of good,. 
And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord). 


| 


Duke, thou haſt prevail'd, I pardon them and thee: 
Diſpoſe of them as thou know'lt their deſerts : 
Come, let us go, we will include all jars 
With triumphs, Mirth, and all folemnity. 
Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our diſcourſe to make your grace to ſmile: 
What think you of this Page (my Lord)? 
Duke, I think the boy hath grace in him, he bluſhee, 
Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord) more grace than boy. 
Duke, What mean you by that ſaying ? 
Val. Pleaſe you, Vle tellyou as we pals along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Come Prothens, *tis your penance but to hear 
The ſtory of your Loves diſcovered : 
That done, ourday of Marriage ſhall be yours, 


One feaſt, one houſe, one mutual happineſs. 
Exemnnt. 


Duke, Father to Silvia. 


1-0 yg The two Gentlemezz, 
Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 

Thurio, a fooliſh Rival to Valentine, 
Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in her eſcape. 
Holt, where |ulia lodges. 


| 


\ The Names of the Aftors. 


Out-laws 1th Valentine. 

Speed, 4 clowniſh Servant to Valentine. 
Laundce, the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, Servant to Antonio. 

Julia, beloved of Protheus. 


Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 
Lucetta, Waiting-290man to Julia, 


THE 
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Val. 1 thank your grace, the gift hath made me happy : ; 
| Inow beſeech you (for your Daughter's ſake ) 24 
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Merry Wives of Windlor. 


Re rr er nn OOO = = — | —— — - 


Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| | and gold, and ſilver, is her Grand fire upon his deaths-bed 
Enter Tuſtice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Maſter | (Got deliver to a joyful Refiirreftions) 2.ve. when ſhe is 
Page, Falſtaffe, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtoll, Ann able to overtake ſeventeen years 01d : It were a 200d mo- 
Page, Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Page, Simple. tion, if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a 


Shallow. Page. 

. Slen. Did her Grand-fire leave her ſeven hundred 
IR Hugh, perſwade me not: I will| pound? 

i make a Star-Chamber matter of it :| Evans, I, and her Father is make her a petter penny. 
if he weretwenty Sir fobn Falſtaffers, | Sen. I know the young Gentlewoman ; ſhe has good 
he ſhall nor abuſe Robert Shallow Ef- | gifts. 


quire. | Evans, Steven hundred pounds, and poſſibility is goot 
Slen. In the County of Gloceſter, * gifts, X 

Juſtice of Peace, and Corar. Sha). Well: let us fee honeſt Mr. Paze : is Fo/taffe 
Shal. I (Coutfin Slender), and Cuſt- there ? * 

alorum. Evan, Shalll tell you a he? T dodefpiſe a liar as I do 

I, and Rato»lorum too ; and a Gentleman born (Ma- | deſpiſe one that is fai{c, or as | deſpiſe ore that is not true: 
ſter Parſon), who writes himſelf Armigero, in any Billz| the Knight, Sir Fob» is there, and | beſeeci: v1 be ruled 
VVarrant, Quittance, or Obligation, Arm:igero. by your well-willers : I will pzat the door for Malier Page : 

Shal. I that I do, and have done any time theſe three | What hoa? Got bleſs your houſe here. 
hundred years. Mr. Page, Who's there ? 

Slen. All his Succeſſors (gone before him) have dont:| FEwans, Here is got's pleſſing, and your friend, and Ju- 
and all his Anceſtors (that come after him) may : they | ſtice Shallow; and here's young Maſter S/exdey ; that per- 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Cr. adventures ſhall tell you another tale, if matters grow to 

Shal. It is an old Coar. | your likings. 


Evans, The dozen white Lowſes do become an o!d Coat; Ar. Page, I am glad to fee your Worthips well: I thank 
well: it agrees well paſſant: it is a familiar beait to man, ' you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shale. 
and ſignifies Love. Shal. Maſter Page, I am glad to fee vou : much good 
Shal. The Luce is the freſh-fiſh, the ſait-tiſh is an old | do it your good heart: 1 wiſh'd your Veniſon better ; it 


Coar. was ill kill'd : how doth good Mliſtris Fage? and I thank 
Slen. T may quarter (Coz). you always with my heart, la: with my heart. 
Shal. Yon may, by marrying. Mr. Page, Sir, I thank you. 
Ewans, Itis marrying indeed, if he quarter it. Shel. Sir, Ithank you : by vea and noIdo- 
Shal. Not a whit. AM. Page, 1 am gladto fee you, good Matlter Slender. 


Evans, Yes per-ady : if he has a quarter of your Slez. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir? I heard 
Coat, there is but three skirts for your elf, in my fim-[ fay, he was out-run on Cet/ale. 
ple Conjettures : bur rhat is all one: if Sir fohn Fal-| M.Pa. Itconld not be judg'd, fir. 
ftaffe have committed Diſparagements unto you, lam S&S/e. You'l not confeſs, you'l nor confe(s; 
of the Church, and will-be glad to do my Benevo- | Shal. That he will not, 'tis your faulr, *ris your fault : 
lence, to make Atonements and Compremiſes between | 'tis a good Dog. 

on- | * JA. Page, ACur, fir. 

Shal. The Council ſhall hear it : itis a Riot. Shal. Sir, he's a good Dog, and a fair Dog : can there 

Ewans, It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot: there | be more ſaid ? He is good and fair: Is Sir 7bn Falstaffe 
is no fear of Got in a Riot: The Council(lock you) ſhall | here ? 


you viza-ments in that. good office between you, 
Sha!. Ha; o' my life, if I were young again, the ſword | Ewan. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeak. 
ſhould end it. Shal. He hath wrong'd me (Maſter Page. 
Evans, Itis petter that friends is the ſword, andend tt : A. Pagc, Sir, he doth in ſome fort contels 1t. 


and there is allo another device in ray prain, Which perad-| $47. If it be confeſſed, it is not redretled : is not that fo 
venture prings £00d diſcretions with it: There 1s Ann Page,! (M Pag:)? he hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at a word 
which is daughter to Maſter Toomas Page, which is pretty | he hath, believe me, Revers Shalczy, Efquire, faith, be is 


Virginity. wrong'd. 
 Sien, Miſtris Ann Page ? ſhe has brown hair, and ſpeaks} Mr. Pa. Here comes Sir Jeb. 
like a woman. Fal. Now, Maliter S4a//.2, you't complain of me to 


Evans, It is that ferry perſon for all the.orld, as juſt as the King ? 


you will deſire, .and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, | Sha/. Knight, you hare beaten my men,-Kiff'd my Dex, 
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marriage berween Maſter Abraham, and Nilſtris Ann 
| 


deſire to hear the fear of Got, and not tohear a Riot: rake; Af. Page, Sir, he is within ; and I would I could doa | 
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and broke open mv Lodg. 

Fal. But not kiſs'd your Keeper's daughter. 

$51] Tut, a pin: this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal. 1 will anſwer it ſtraight : 1have done all this : 
That is now an{wer'd. 

$5a/. The Council ſhall know this. 

Fal. *I were better for you if if were known incouncet: 


*vans Pouca werba (Sir Febn) good worts. 
F2.. Good worts good Cabbads: $ 'endler, 1 broke your 
head : what matter have you againſt me ? 

S'c1, Marry Sir, 1 have matter in my head againſt you, | 
and 2g4in{t vour.Cony-catching Raſcals, Bardeſph, Njym 
and fel, 

Bir. You Banoury Cheele. 

©91; 1, *r 18 NO Matter. 

Piff. How now, 1 (epooſtephilus e 

S/n; I, it is no matter. 

Ny, Shice, I ſay, fanca, partes : Slice, that's my hu- 
mor. | 
Slen. Where's $/97p!e, my man ? can you tel!, Cou- 
fm ? 

Evan. Peacel pray you: Now let us underitand ; there 
is three Umpires in this matter, as | underſtand ; cuat 18, 

Maſter Page (fclice;, Maſter Page), and there is my {eli 
{fidelicet, my lelf), and the three party is (laftly, and ti- 
nally) mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

AZ Pa. We three to hear ir, and end it between them. 

Eran. Ferry goot: 1 will make a prief of itin my Note- 
book, and we will afterwards orke upon the Cauſe with as 
great diſcreetly as we Can, 

Fal. Piffol;. 

Pif. He hears with ears. | 

Evan. "The Tevil and his Tam ; what phraſe is this, 
he hears with ear ? why, it is afteCtations. 

Fa/. Piſtol : did you pick M. Senders purſe ? 

Slea. 1, by theſe gloves did he; or | would | might ne- 


ver come in mine own great Chamber again elſe, of leven 


groats in Mill-ſixpences, and two Edward Shovelboards, 
that coſt me two ſhilling and two pence a peice, of Tad 
Miller : by thete gloves. 

Fal. ls this true, Piftel © 

Eyaz, No: it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. 


| Short-cake upon Alhollowmas lait, a fortnight afore AJichg- 


er R 


- 
— 


AM. Page, Wife, bid theſe Gentlemen welcome: come 
we have a hot Veniſon Pa Ity ro dinner: Come RN SHES es 
Il hope we ſhall drink down all unkindneſs, © 

Slen. I had rather than Forty ſhillings 1 had my hnok 
of Songs and Sonnets here : How now Simy/, where have 
you been ? I muſt wait on my (elf, mult 1 ? You have not 
the book of Riddles abour you, have you ? : 


Sim. Book of Riddles ! why; did you not lendit to //!;-+ 
elnas e 
 Shal. Come Coz, come Coz ; weſtay for you : a word 
with you Coz: marry this, Coz : there 1s, as *twere, a ten- 
der, a kind of tender, made a far off by Sir Hugb here : 
|) 
Do you underſtand me ? 


ſhall do that is Reaſon. 

Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. 

Slen. So I do Sir. 

Evan. Gweear to his motions (M. Slexder): Iwill de- 
(cription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen, Nay, I will do as my Couſin Shallow ſays: I pray f 
you pardon me; he's a Juſtice of Peace in his Countrey ; | 
ſimple tho I ſtand here. | 

Evan. Butthat is not the queſtion : the queſtion is con- 
ceininyg your marriage. 

Sal. I, there's the point Sir, | 
Evan. Marry isit: the very point of it, to M. eAnn 
Page. | 
S/en. Why, if it be ſo, 1 will marry her upon any rea- 
ſunable d 
unable demands. 

Eva. But can you afteftion the *o-man ? let ns com- | 
mand to know that of your month, or of your lips: for 
divers Philoſophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the 
mouth: therefore preciſely, can you marry your good will 
to the maid ? ; 

Shal. Couſin Abraham lender, can you love her ? 

Sten. I hope fir: 1 will do as it ſhall becorne one that 
would do Reaſon. 

Ewan. Nay, got's Lords and his Ladies, you tnuſt ſpeak 
poſſicable , if you can carre-her your delires rowards 
her. 

Sal, That you muſt: 

Will you (upon good dowry) marry her ? 


; 


Pit: Ba, thou Mountain Forreigner: Sir Jeb, and | 
Maſter mine, 1 Combate challenge of this Latine Bilboe : | 
word of denial in thy /abras here; word of denial ; oth] 
and (cum thou lie!t. 

Slen. By thele gloves, then 'twas he. 

Nm. Fe advis'd; fir, and paſs good humours: I will ſay 
marry trap with you, if you run the nut-hooks humour 
on me; that is the very note of it. 

S/n. Ey this hat, then he in the red face had it: for tho 
| cannot remember whatl did when you made me drunk, 
yet lam not altogether an Als. : 

Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and fob: ? 

Bar. Whv, fir (for my part) I ſay, the Gentleman had 
drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences, 
| Evan. It is his five ſenſes: fie, what the ignorance is ! 

Bar. And being fap, fir, was (as they ſay) caſheer'd : 
and ſo concluſions paſt the Car-erres. 

S/en. 1, you ſpake in Latin then too: but "tis no matter : 
Ile n&'re be drunk whil'{t I live again, but in honeſt, civil, 
godly company for this trick: It | be drunk, Fle be drunk 
with thoſe that have the fear of God, and not with drunk- 
en knaves. 

Ewan. Sogot udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fa/. You hear all cheſe matters deni'd, Gentlemen, you 
hear it. 

M. Pare. Nay, daughter, carry the Wine in 3 we'] drink 
within. 

Slen. Oh heaven ! this is Miſtris Ann Page. 

M. Page. Kow now Miltris Ford * 

Fel. Miſtris F:rd, by my truth you are very well met: 


by your leave, good Miltris, 


S/c77, I willdoa greater thing than that upon your re- 
quelt (Couſin), in any Reaſon, 

Sal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me ( ſweet Coz ), 
_ | do is to pleaſure you (Coz): can you love the 

1a1d £ 

S/en. I will marry her (fir) at your requeſt : but if there 
be no. great love in the beginning, yer heaven may de- 
creaſe :t upon better acquaintance. when we are married, 
and have more occaſion to know one another: I hope up* 
on familiarity will grow more content : but if you ſays 
marry her 1 will marry her, that I am freely diſſolved» 
and diſlolutely. 

Evan, It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer : ſave the fall is in | 
th*ord diffolutely : the ort is (according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his meaning is good. 

$5, I, I think my Couſin meant well. 

S/. I; orelſe I would I might be hang? (la). 

5h. Here comes fair Miſtris Az»: Would 1 were 
Young for your ſake, Miſtris Ann. 

An. 'l he Dinner is on the Table; my Father defies 
your Worſhip's company. 

Sh; I will wait on him (fair Miſtris 4»). 

Ewan. Od's pletled will : 1 will nor be abſence at the 
Grace. 


S'ez. 1Sir, you fhall find me reaſonable : if it be ſo, I} 


An. WiPt pleaſe your Worſhip to come in, Sir ? 

$/. No, 1 thank you forſooth heartily ; 1am very well. 

An. "The Dinner attends you, fir. 

S/. Iam not a-hungry, I thank you forſooth : Go firrah, 
for all you are my man, go wait upon my Couſin Shallow: 
a Juitice of Peace ſometime may be beholding to his 
friend for a man : I keep but three men and a boy yet, till | 

my 
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my Mother be dead : but what though, yerl live a poor 
Gentleman born. TA | 

Ain. 1 may not go in without your Worſhip; they 
will not fir till you come. 

$1. Pfaith, I'le ear nothing: I thank you as much as} 
though I did. 


Zn. I pray you fir walkin. 
S/ 1 had rather walk here (I thank vou ) I bruis'd | 


my ſhin th'other day, with playing ar Sword and Dagger 
with a Matter of Fence ( three veneys for a diſh of itew'd | 
Prunes ) and by wy troth, I cannot abide the ſmell of 
hot meat ſince. Why do your dogs bark ſo? be there 
Bears i'th* Town ? 

An. | think there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd of. 

$/, Iove the ſport well, bur 1 ſhall as ſoon quarrel at 
itas any manin Exg/and : you are afraid if you fee the 
Bear looſe, are you not ? 

An. 1 indeed vir. 

$!. That's meat and drink to me now: | have ſeen 
Sackerſon looſe rwenty times, and have taken him by the 
Chain: but (1 warrant you) the women have fo cridand 
ſhreekt ar it, that it paſt : Bur women indeed cannot a- 
bide *em, they are very i!l-favoured rough things. 

M. Pa Come gentle M. Slender, come : we ſtay for you. 

S/. Vle eat nothing, | thank you Sir. 

M. Pa. By Cock and Pye you ſhall not chuſe Sir: 
come, come. 

Sl. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

M. Pa. Come on It. 

Sl. Miſtreſs .inne, your ſelf ſhall go firſt. 

An. Not | Sir, pray vou keep on 

$!. Truly I will not go firtt : truly-la : 1 will not do 
you that wrong. 

An. I pray youSir. 

$1. Ple rather be unmannerly than troubleſome ; you 
do your felt wrong indecd 18. Exeunt, 


, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Evans and Simp e. | 


Evan. Go your ways, and ask of DoGtor Cairs houſe 
which is the way; and there dwells one Miſtreſs Lucky, 
which 1s in the manner of his Nurle ; or his dry-Nurle, or 
his Cook; or his Laundry ; tis Waſher, and his Ringer. 

S:m, Well] Sir. 

Evan. Niv, it 1s petter yet: give her this letter ; for 
itis a 'oman that alrogethers acquaintance with Miitrels 
Paze ; and the Letter .1is to defire, and require her to {o- 
licite your Maſters deſires to Miſtreſs Anne Page : 1 pray 
you be gone ; 1will make an end of my dinner ; there's 
Pippins and Cheeſe to come. Exeunt. 


Scena T[ertta. 


wP laſts y Wy 5 / + 7. */2 11 
Entei Faiſtaffe, Thft, Bai 0%; Cy Nm. Piffoll. Page. 


Fal. Mine Hoſt of the Garter, 

 H>. What ſays my Bully Rook ? ſpeak Schollary, and 
wiſely. 

Fal. Truly mine Hoſt, I muſt turn away ſome of my 
followers. 
H).. Diſcard, ( Bully Hercules )caſheer ; let them wag; 
cror, trot. 
Fa!. I fit at ten pounds a week. 


| 
| war } I will entertain Rirdyll: he will Uraw, he will « 1p | 
- z 


Hy. Thou'rtan Emperor ( Ceſar, Keiſar and Phae-| 
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ſaid I well ( Bully H. &y * ) 

Fa. Do lo (good mine Hſe.) 
Fr. I have poke, let him toltlow : ter me fce thee 
froth and live: Iam at a word : follow 

Fat, Bardolfe follow him, a Tarſfter is 3 pod trade: | 
an old Cloak makes a new Jerkin; a witier'd Serury- | 
man, a freth [upfter, 90, adicu. * | 

Ba. It is a life that i have defired : I will thrive. 

Pift.O baſe Hungarian wiehr:wilt thou t!.c >p'port weild. 

Ni.he Was potten in drink:is not the humor COnceited 

Ra. ] am glad jam fo acquit of rhis 1] indertox : his 
Thetcs Weretoo oen ; his fiiching was hke an unskilfy] 
Singer, he ket not time. 

2 I lie good humor is to ſteel at a minnres reſt. 

Fi*, Convey, the wiſe it call: Steal ? fub: a fico for 
the phraſe. 

Fa. Well firs, Tam 21moft out at heels. 

Pi. \\ hy then let Kibes enſue. 

Fa. There is no remedy : I muſt conicatch, I mu?t ſhift. 

Pi]. Young Ravens mu!t have tocd 

Fal. Which of you know Fr of this Town ? 

P:/*. I ken the wight, he 1s of ſubſtance good 

Fi!. Mv honeſt Lads, | will tell vou what lam abovr. | 

F:ſf. Two yards and more. k | 

| 


. 


Fa!. No quips now F:{ts/ : ( Indeed 1am in the Waſte 
wo yards about : bur I am row about no waſte, | am 
adaut thrift : )* briefly, | do mean to mike love to Ford; 
\Vife : Ifpie ererrainment in her : ſhe ditcorries: hel 
carves : ſhe gives the lcere of invitation: 1 can conftrue 
che ation of her famihar ſtile, and the hardeſt voice of 
her behaviour (to be englifh'd right } 2s, 1 am Sir jobn 
Falſtaffes. 

P;/t.-He hath ſtud'ed her will; and tranſlated her 
will: out of honeſty into Engliſh 

Ni. The Anchor is deep : will that humor pats ? 

Fal. Now, the report goes. ſhe has al! che rule of her 
Husbands Purſe : he harha legend of argels. 

Piſt. As many devils entertain : and to ner Boy ſay I 

N:. The humorriſes:it 1s good : humor me the Angels. 

Fal. I have writ me here a Letter :4 her ; and here 
another to Fages Wife, who even now gave me good eves 
roo; ex mined my parts with mvit judicious 1lliads : 
ſometimes the beam of her view, guided my toot : forre- 
times my portly belly. 

Pit. Then did the Sun on Dung-hill ſhine, 

Ni. I thank thee for that humor. 

Fal. O the did fo courſe o're my exteriors with ſuck 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did 
ſeem to fcorch me up like a burning-glats : here's another 
Letter to her : She Lears the purſe rod : She is a tegion 
in Guiana: all gold and bounty; 1 will be cheaters to 
them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to me : they 
ſhall be my Eaſt and Welt-Indies, and I will trade ro them 
both : Go, bear thom this Letter ro Miſtreſs Page; and 
thou this to Miltreſs Ford : we will thrive (Lads) we 
will rkrive. 

Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 

And by my ſide wear Steel? then Lyc:ter take all. 

N:. 1 will run no baſe humor : here take the humour- 
Letter, | will keep the haviourof reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirrah, bear you theſe Letters rightly, 

Sail like my Pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. 

Rogues, hence, avaunt, vaniſh Ike hail-itones ; g0, 
Trudg ; plod away oth? hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack : 
Fa!ſtaffe will learn the honour of the age, 

French thrift, you Rogues, my elf. .and skirted Page. 

P:ſt. Let Vultures gripe thy guts: for gourd, and 
Fullam holds:and high and low beguiles the rich and poor, 
Teſter le have in Pouch when thou ſhalc lack, 

Baſe Phrygian 'T urk. | 

Ni. I have operations, 
Which be humours of revenge, 

Pit. Wile thou revenge ? 

D N.. By 
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Ni. By Welkin and her Star. 
Piſt. With wit, or ſteel ? 
VN. \\ ith both the humaors, TI : | 
[ will diſcuſs the humor of this Love to Ford. 
P:. And1 to Pageſhall eke unfold 
How Fal:taffe ( Varletvile ) 
His Dove will prove : his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft Couch defre. 
Nz. Mv humor ſhall not cool: I will incenſe Ford to 
Jeal with poyſon : I will polleſs him with yellownets, 
for the revol. of mine is dangerous : that is my true hu- 


n7r. 
P:ft. Thou art the Afzrs of Male-contents : T ſecond 


thee: troop on, Exeunt. 


———— 
— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Miitreſs Quickly, Simple, Fobn Rugby, DoCor 
Cai, Fenton, 


Au. Whar, Fobn Rugby, I pray thee go to the caſement, 


Ru. Here Sir. 

Ca. You are Tobn Rr2by, and yon ore Tack Rus! y : 
Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my heel ” the 
the Court, 

Ru. "Ts ready fir, here in the Porch. 

Ca. By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : ove 1; ie 
onblie : dere is ſome Simples in my Cloter, dat I will not 
for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 

Ls, Ay-me,he*!l tind the young man rhere, and be mad 
Cs. O D:able, Diable : vat is in mv Cloſct ? 

Villanie, La-roon: Rugby, my Rapier, 

Lu, Good Maſter be content. 

(#. Wherefore ſhould | be content a ? 

£u. The young man is an honeſt man. 

Ca. What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Cloſet : dere 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my Cloſer. 

Lu. T beſeech you be not fo flegmatick : hear the 
truth of it. Re came of an errand to me from Parſon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Vell. 

$1. I forſooth, to deſire her to— 

24. Peace, I pray you. 

Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue, ſpeak-a your Tale. 

S;. To delire this honeſt Gentlewoman ( your Maid ) 
to ſpeak a good word to Miltreſs Anne Page tor my Ma- 


12d ſee if vou can ſee my aſter, Maſter Door Cai: 
coming : if he do { faith ) and find any body in the 
10uſe, here will be an old abuſing of Gods patience, and 
the Kings Engliſh. 

Ru. Vie go watch. 

fu. Go, and we'll have a poſlet for't ſoon at night, 
(in faith ) at the latter end of a fea-ccal tire: An honeſt, 
willing kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall come in houle 


ſter in the way of marriage. 

24. 'Thiz 18 all indeed-la : but Ile ne're put my finger 
in the fireand need not. : 
Ca. SIr Hugh fend a-you ? Rygby, ballow me fome Pa- 
per : tarry you a littell-a-while. 

2-4. 1 am glad he is ſo quiet : if he had been through- 
ly moved,you ſhou!d hare heard him fo lond,and to me- 
lancholly : but notwithſtanding man, le do for your ma- 


withal: and | warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- 


ſomething peeviſh that way : but no body, but has his 
f.ult : but let that paſs. Peter Simple you ſay your name 
1s. 

$4. I, for fau't of a better. . | 

Lu. And Maſter Slender's your Maſter ? 

S;. I forſooth. 

2, Po's' he not wear a great round Beard, like a 
Glovers pairing-knife ? 

S;. No forſooth : he hath but a little wee-face; with a 
ittle yellow Beard : a Cain-coloured Beard. 

24. Aloftly-tprited man, is he not ? 

S; I forſooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is berween this and his head ; he hath fought with a 
Warrener. | 

24. How ſay you: ol, I ſhould remember him : doe's 
he not hold up his head (as it were? and {trutin his ggte ? 

! $;, Yes indeed doe's he, 

94. Well, heaven ſend Anne Page no worle fortune. 
Tell Maſter Parſon E/2ns, I will do what [ can for your 
Maſter : ne is a gaad girl, and 1 wiſh 

Ru. Out alas: here. comes my Maſter. 

2, We ſhall ali be ſhent : Run in here, good young 
man : g0 into this Cloſet ; he will not _itay long : what 
Ears Kugby ? Febn : what John 1 ſay ? go fobn, go en- 
|[quire for my Maſter, I doubt he be not well, that he comes 
not home : ( and dn, down, adown'a, Cc. ) 

Ca. Vat is you ſing? I do not like des toys: pray 
you go and vetch in ny Cloſer, unboyteen verd ; a Box, 
a grecna Box: do intend vat I ſpeak? a green-a 
BOX. 

Ou. 1 forſooth#le fetch it you! 

{ am glad he went ;not in himſelf : if he had found the 
Lake man, he would: have been horn mad. 

Cas Fe, fe, fe, fe, moi foi, i,fait for ebando, Te man 0 1a 
e. Cort Ja grand affaires. 

©. ls it ris Sir f 
| Ca. Onuy, metie le au mon pocket, de-peech quickly : 
Vere js dat knave Ryghy? - » 

? £4. What 7otn Rngyy, Jobn? 


— 


ec. 


bate : his worſt fau!t js. that he is given to prayer ; he is * grams Doctor my Maſter, (1 may cail him my Maſter, 
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ſter what good I can: and the very vea, and the no is, the 


ook you, for | keep his houſe ; and I waſh, ring, brew, 
bake, ſcour, dreſs meat and drink,make the beds, and do 
all my ſelf. ) 

Sim. *I18 a great charge to come under one bodies 
hand. 

2. Are you a-vis'd o'that ? you ſha!l tindit a great 
charge : and to be up carly, and down late : but notwith- 
ſtanding, (to tel] you in your ear, | won.d have no words 
of it) my Matter himſelf is in love With Miiteſs ine 
Page : but notwithſtanding that I know Annes mind, that's 
neither here nor there. 

Cai. You, Jack'Nape: givie'a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar it isa ſhallenge : I will cut his troat in de Parke, 
and I will teach a ſcurvy Jack a-nape Prieſt to meddle or 
make : — you may be gone : It is not good you tarry 
here ; by gar will cut all his two ſtones: by gar, he 
ſhall not have a ſtone to trow at his dog: 

ui. Alas : he ſpeaks but for his friend. 

Cai. It is no matter'a ver dat: do not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have ine Page for my ſelf? by gar, Tvill kill 
de Jack-Prieſt : and I have appointed mine Hoſt of de 
Garter to meaſure our weapon: by gar 1will my felt 
have Ann Page. 

24i. Sir, the maid loves yon, and all ſhall be well: We 
mult give folks leave to prate: what the good-jer. 

Ca'. Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar, if 7 
have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your head out of my 
door : follow my heels, Rngby. 

£nj. You ſhall have Anne-fools head of your own, 
No; 1 know Z41ns mind for that : that never a woman in 
Windſor knows more cf {ns mind than 7 do, nor can do 
more than 1 do with her, 1 thank Heaven. 

Fenton. Who's within there, hoa * 

Lui: Who's there, 1troa ? Come near the houſe Tpray 
You. 
Fen. How now ( good woman ) how doſt thou ? 

2ui. The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip to 
ack. 

Fen. What news ? how does pretty Miſtreſs Anne ? 


Lrz. In 
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1 be u 2 merry V/1ves of Wind: or. 57 
; tarrach' Ing an ſheisp Tetty, at 1d he teſt. and gen-| 1. Faze, What's the matter, woman : 
ve, 4 One hat % your friend, 1 can rel] you that by the | Wi. FG C Q) woman !-it it werenct for ane tr.5; "7 T4 | 
, | way, I praiſe heaven for it tPect, 1 C id come to fich honour. | 
| Fen. Shall 1 do any good think?& thou? ſhall Inot Iofemy | 4. Page. Hang the tr tle (woman), take the oy 
| {uit ? what 13 it ? difpenſe with rrittes : whar 15 it | 
| Avi. Troth Sir, all is in his hangs atove : but notwith: Mit. 1 ord. [It I would bnt £oto hell for an eternal mo-! 
{ ſtanding '( Malter Fenton), | le! e ſworn on a book ſhe ment, oro | ce u] $  kn'v! d. | 
loves you : Have not your Worſhip a Wart above your ME ge. VV DAt,ton left dIF Acice Fore! theſe ' 
Fve ? will tacks, and fo thou ſhouigPlt not alter the artiCenf thy | 
Fer, Yes marry have I what of that ? Gentry. | 
'9u;, Well, thereby hangs a tale: good faith, it is ſich | 47". or l Wings rn day-light, here, read, red: per 
* another N::; but (1 detcit) an honeir m 1d as ever broke IE NOW | mignt e Knighted : 1 ſhall think the ws ric | 
: bread - we had an hourst 4ll; th a \ art : [ {h Tm” nc Ver "= wn” 0h go my as [ h VC n LWYVECLO ! we ditc © O! 
| laugh but in thar ma Ss COMP ny : but (inde ed) ſhe IS 21- | IC! __ 3 aNdU Yer fie | td nor fivea pratfe 'Vao- 
by ven too much to Allic rolly and muſit 1g, but tor you—— | Men: modenv : and gare ſuch orderly and well | ved 
y Well—-—-g0 to——— Kel r04 ' tN !} unco elinels, that [* would have fwynrn | 
; Fez Well: I ſhall fee her to day: hold, there's money for | ts Uiiponnon wond have gone to the truth ot his | 
p thee : Let me have thy voice in my behalf: if thou ſee{t her | Words : but Taey 49 12 more adhere, and keep place to- | 
' before me, commend me—— BLUUTE 5:1 mk e unured | Pla ms to the Tame of Green- 
b. 244i. Will 1? 1 faith that we will: And I will tell your | ves hat tempeit ( I trua) threw this \Vhale (with f 
r Worſhip more of the V Varr, the next time we have confi Jo ny 1 unsof C Oyl in I11s betly) ) a ſhore at /#724/;x 7 How | 
dence, and of other V Vooers. (1:11 1 be revenged on him ? | think the be't way were to | 
: Fen. VVell: farewell: } am 1n gre at haſte now. 2ntertain him with nope, till the wicked fire of Luſt have } 
: Oi. Farewellto your V Ve orſhip: truly an honeſt Gentle | ;cired him in his own greaſe ; Diu you ever kear the 
J man: bat -{-2 loves him not: for | know Anas mind as well | ike ? : | 
| as another does: out upon't : what have I forgot * tl. Fa re, Letter for Letter ; but that the name of Pap; 
( FO nd 17% dl ers: to thy great comfort in this myi:erv of 
* [[ Opinions, » here” s the twin-brother of thy ] erter; but 
; £4 et thine inherit farſt ; for 1 proteſt mi ine never ſhall: 1] war- 
EK; rant he hath a thoufind of theſe Letters, writ with blank: 
, {pace for dilierent names (lie more): and theſe are of the 
b. Actus Secunduns. Scena Prima. Second Edition : he will print them 0.r of doubt; for he 
| cires not What he puts into the Pres, when meders P ut 
b us two: I had rather be a Giantefs, and he ut de Cr 1Mount- 
| Emer \'iſtris Page. M'f{tri- Ford, Viatter Page, Malter | pg/;,z; Well: 1 will find voutwenty laſcivicus Turtles Sr 
| Ford, V1it Jl, d Mm, —U CiiY, tO, SlLatlow. one Chaſte man. : : 
Mi. Ford, Why, this is the v ery | fame: the very hand : 
Aiiſ.. Pave. VVinat, nave I ſe2n?d T ove-Letters in the] the very words: Whar doth he think « o us £ ; 
, holyday-time of my beaury, and am 1 now aſubyect for iſ. Paze. Nay, | know not: it makes me almoſt rea- 
X them 2? let w- {ce : dy to wrangie with mine own Hon eſly : Pte entertain 
/ my ſelf ike one that I am not acquaimted withal : for 
; Zh me no Realunwiy T lowe yor;, for tho Love uſe Reaſcn | ture umels he knew ſome Strain in me, that 1 know 
Py jor bas Preciſian, be admits Dim 3:1 is Craveſellor © port are | not my ei, he would never have boorded me in this 
. rot Jong 7 e 1/3 1 there”s athy: } In 
merry, Jo ans T: ba. ho, then , eimpatogs you low Aif, Fer, Poording, call it you? Ie beſiire tO keep 
% Crckh. 3 lodeT:? 2 (71 e Lets 7 Im above deck 
” thee ( Miitris Page) at the 2% a ie | Miſ.l'eg:.S0 willT: if he come under my tatches,Fie ne- 
uijice, that I love the, 1 wi # incy lis rot & $.1,-| XEr to Seaagan: ; Ler's b e reveng'd on kim ; jet's appoint 
dier-like phroje, 0:t I ſay, love ict | | [34172 4 MECTINY : GIVE ne Ree ebich his ſuit ; and 
By me, thine (wn true Knich;,by diy or night : 'ead him 07 with a fine baited de'av, till he hath pawn'd 
Or any kind of lie bt, with all 21s might, i's hOTICS 30 oper Holt of rhe Garter. 
For thee to frrhy, John Falſtaffe, Maii.Ferd. Nay, Iw 0 conſent to aft any Villany againfl 
Ne him that may not fi 211y the charineſs of our honeſty : Oh 
What a H:r:d of Fury is this 2 O zvicked, wicked world: | that my hnsband faw this Letter :it would ive eternal food 
t | One that 1s well nigh worn to pieces with age, to his peatoutie. 
| To ſhow himſelf a voung Galimnr? whar unwayed A1i'. P-ge. V'Vhy, look wherehe comes: and my good 
: 3chaviour hath this Flemuth druns rd pickt [man tco: he's as far from jealonſie as I am from gi- 
I'th* devils name) out of my conv: erfar on, that dares 11 | ving him cauſe, and that (I hope) is an unmeaſurable di- 
thi 15 manner alk ay me: \ - hy,he hath ot been thrice in my | [tanCce. 
| C ompany : what ſhouid | ſay to h onS { Was; en frugal of | AZ: _ You are the happier woman. 
| | my mirth (heaven ——_ me): VVby, Fleextibita Eiilinſ A477, Poge. Ler's conſult together againſt this greaſie 
the Parnament for the pur 15 cownot men: how ſha!l Rnmg! at”: £ ore cher. 
. i be reven-*d on him ? for reveng'd | wiil be, as {ure as tits rd. VVell: I hope it be not fo. 
| guts are made of puddings. | P:;*. Hope isa cur: ai-dog in ſome aftairs. 
Mil. Ford. Miſ/ris age, truſt me, I was going to your | Sir , 2% altects chy Wife. 
houſe, Ferd, VVVhy fir, thy Wife is not young; 
'. Mif. Page. And truſt me, I was coming tovou : you took Pi -e Wooes both high and low, both rich and poor, 
very ill. E | both young and old, and one With another (Ford) he loves 
Mij. Ford, Nay, Plene're believe that; I have to ſhew | thy Gally -mawiry { Ford) ) perpend. 
s to the controry., = -d. Love my Wite | 
A Mif. Page. *Faith but you do, in my 1 _ l, f, V Vith liver bt irning en, prevent; 
Mi. Ford. VVell: 1 dot! en: yet | , | could ſhew| Or hon Et 0s 22, Witt | 
you to the Contrary: O Miltris ; Pave, LINC Hand me coun-| Ri 1g-wood at thy heels: O, odious is the name. 
(el. Ferd. V Vha t name, vir ? : 
| I) 2 Piſt | 
rd Cn commanns 
F b 


at 


— 
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| Piff. The horn, 1 fav: Farewell: $9a/. Will you go with us 10 behold it? My mercy oft 
Take heed, have open Eve; for thieves do foot Ly night. | hath had the meaſuring of their Weapons ; and ( think) 
Take heed e're ſummer comes, or Cuckoo-birds do ſing. | hath appointed them contrary places : tor (believe me) f 


Away fir Corporal Nim. hear the Farſon is no Jelter : Hark, I will tel] You what our 
Believe it (Pa7e), he ſpeaks ſence. ſport ſhall be. 
Ford, 1 will be patient : I will find out this. Hoſ?, Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight, my gne{t- 


Vizz. And thisis true: Ilike not the hnmor of lying : | Cavaleir ? 


- 


| 1 : ' LIN : . 
he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours: I ſhould have burn | Sa! None)l proteſt; but Ple give you a pottle of burin'd 
the +14mour'd Letrer to her: but I have a ſword, and it ſha ll | Sack to give me recourſe to him, and tell him my name is 
bite n1992n my neceſſity : he loves your Wife: There's the | Broowz : only for a ]elt. ; 

i , - Þ, - 
ſhort and the long : My name is Corporal Nim : I ſpeak it, | Hof. My hand (Bally): thou ſhalc have egreſs and re- 
and I avonch, *tis true: my name is Nim : and Fa/taffe |greſs (laid I well) ? and thy name thall be Zr c072, It is'a 
loves your Wife: adieu :1 love not the humour of bread | merry Knight: will you go an-heirs ? 
and checſe : adieu. Shal. Have with vou, mine Hoit. 


P.:r» 1he humour of it (quoth'a) ? here's a fellow | Page. I have heard the Frexch-man hath g00d skill in his 


es 


frights En2/iſhout of his Wits. Rapler. 
Fd. 1 will ſeek out Fa/ſt affe. | Shal. Tur, fir: I could have told you more: In the'e | 
Page. I never heard ſuch a drawling affeting Rogue. | times you ſtand on diltance: your Paſles, Stoccado's 
Ford. if 1 do find it: Well. and I know not what: *tis the heart (Malier Page): *u 
ove. 1 will not believe ſuch a Catazan, tho the Prieſt | ere, "tis here : I have ſeen the tice, wirh my long- 
o' th* Fown commended him for a true man. {word, I would have made you tour tall ſclluws $kip like 
Ford. ?Twas a good ſenſible fellow : Well, Rats. 
Pare. Hownow Meg * 11/7. Here boys, here: ſha!l we wag ? 
Mi/. Page. VVhither go you (George) ? hark you. Page; Have with you : Thad rather hear them ſcold than 
AM. Frrd. How now (ſweet Frank), why art thou me- | fight. 
lanch: lly ? Ford. Tho Page be a ſecure fool, and ſtand fo firmly | 
Ford. Imelancholly ! 1am not melancholy : his Wives frailty ; yet | cannot put olf my opinion fo eali-! 
Ger you home, £9. . ly : ſhe was in his company at Pa-e's houte : and what they 


Miſ. Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy head, | made there, I know not. Well : i will look further into t ; 
Now : will you go, Miſtris Poge ? and I have a diſguiſe to ſound Fa//?://e : if I find her honeſt, 

Mi. Pave. Have with you: you'l come to dinner, Geerge?[1 loſe not my labour : it ſhe be otherwile, *tis labour we 1 
Look who'comes yonder : the ſhall be our Meſſenger to beitowed. 
this paltry Knight. Proms 

MiF Ford. I'raſtme, I thought on her : ſhe'le fit ir. 

Mi{. Page. You are come to ſee my daughter A» ? NR gar 

2. I forfooth: and I pray how do's good Miltris I Cn, DIY 
Ann? | 
Miſ. Page. Goin with us and ſee : we have anhours talk Scena Secunda. 
with you. 

Pare. How now, Maſter Ford. 

F,;/. You heard what this Knave tld me, did you not ? 

Page. Yes: and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Do you think there 1s truth in them ? 

Page. Hang*em ſlaves: Ido not think the Enight would | Fal. I will not Tend thee a penny. 
offer it: but theſe that accuſe himin his intent towards our| Pij# Why then the World's mine Oyſter, which1, with 
Wires, are a Yoke of his diſcarded men: very Rogues now | {word will open. | 
they be our of ſervice. Fai. Not a penny : I have been content (Sir) you ſhould 

F:rd, Were they his men ? lay my countenance to pawn: | have grated upon my 

Paze. Marry were they. good friends for three Reprieves for you, and your Coach- 

Ford. 1 like it never the better for tliat. fellow, Nim; or elſe you had Iook*d thragh the grate, 
Do's he lie at the Garter ? like a Gemeny of Baboons : I am damird in hell for ſwvear- 

Paze. I marry do's he : if he ſhould intend this Voyage [10g to Gentlemen, my friends, you were good Soldiers, 
toward my Wife, I would turn her looſe to him; and what and tall fellows, And when Miſtris 2ricet loſt the han- 
he gets more of her than ſharp words, let it lie on my dle of her Fan, I took't upon mine honour thou hadlt it 
head. nor. 

Ecrd; 1 do not miſdoubt my Wife : but I would be loath | Pf. Did'ſt thou not ſhare? had'ſt thou not fiſtee! | 


to turn them together : a man may be too confident : | pence ? | 
would have nothing lie on my head: 1 cannot be thus ſa-| Fa!. Reaſon, you Rogue, Reaſon: think'ſt thou Te 
tified. endanger my ſoul, grazz? Ara word: hang no more about 
Page. Look where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter|ME; I am no Gibbet for you: go, a ſhort knife and a 
comes : there is either liquor in his pate, or money in | throng, to your Mannor of Pickt-hatcht : go, you'l not 
his purſe, when he looks ſo merrily : How now mine bear a Letter forme, you Rogue : you ſtand upon your 
Moſt ? honour : Why (thou unconhnable baſenefs), it is as much 
[/t. How now Bully-Rooke : thou'rta Gentleman Ca- | as I can do to keepthe term ot my honour preciie: I, I: ] 
valerio-Juſtice, I ſay. | my ſelf ſometimes, leaving the ſcar of heaven on the left 

Shal. I follow (mine Hoſt), I follow : Good even, and hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceſlity, am fain 
twenty (good Maſter Page). Maſter Page, will you go with |to ſhuffle, to hedg, and to Iurch; and yer, you Rogue, 
us ? Wehave ſport in hand. will enſconſe your Rags, your Cat-a-Mountain-looks,your 

Hof. Tell bim , Cavalerio-Juſtice : tell him Bully- |Red Lattice Phraſes, and your bold-beating-Oaths, under 
the ſhelter of your honour : you will not do it, you. | 


Enter Falſtafte, Piſto!, Robin, Quickly, TPardolite, 
Ford. 


Rook. 
<þal. Sir, there is a fray to be fou gh: between Sir Hugh, Piſt. 1 do relent: What would thou more of man ? 
the Welch-Prieit, and Cazzs, the French-NoCtor. Reb. Sir, here's a Woman would ſpeak with you. 
Ford. Good mine Hoſt of th* Garter, a word with you.] #Fa!. Let her approach. 
Ht. What fai'it thou, my Bully-Rook ? Li, Give your Worſhip good morrow. 
| Fl. 
x ——— 


WE: 
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Fl. Good morrow, good wife. 

2 «i. Not ſo, and't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Fal Good maid then. 

21, Fle be ſworn, 

As my mother was the firſt hour I was born. 

Fal. 1do believe the ſwearer: what with me ? 

ui, Shall | vouchſafe your V Vorſhip a word or two * 

Fal. Two thoutand (fair woman), and Fle vouchſate 
thee the hearing. 

24. There is one Miſtris Ford (Sir): I pray come a 
little nearer this wavs: I my felt dwell with M. Doctor 
Cars. 

Fal. Well, on: Miſtris Ford, you ſay. 

2. Your Worſhip ſays very true: I pray your Worſhip 
come a little nearer this wavs. 

Fa!. | warrant thee no body hears: mine own people, 
mine own peopte. 

Lui, Are they ſo? Heaven bleſs them, and make them 
his ſervants. 

Fa!l. Well: Miſtris F:;rd ; what of her? 

ui. Why, Sir, ſhe's a gocd creature : 
Worthip's a 
us, I pray — 

Fal. Miltris Ferd : come. Miltris Ford. 

2u;, Marry, this is the ſhort and the long of it: 
have brought her into iuch a Canaries as tis wonderiul : 
the belt Courtier of them all (when the Covrr lay at 
/Vand/or) could never have brought her to ſuch a Cana 
ry: yet there 
men,with their Coaches:I warrant v 
letter afer lerter, gitt after gift, ſmelling fo ſweetly ; all 
musk ; and to ruſhling, | warrant you, % 1f1'k and gold, 
and in ſuch alligant rerms, and in ſuch wine ard ſugar of 
che belt, nd the taireſt, thar would have won anv womans 
heart: and 1 warrant you they could never get an Evye- 
wink of her: 1 had -y ſelf rwenty Angels given me tih1s 
morning ; butIdehs. all Angels (in any ſuch fort 2s they 
fay) but in the way of honeſty: and | warrant you, thev 
could never get aer ſo much as ſip on a Cup with t 
p. 0119 of themall ; 
(wh.ch 1s more), Pentioners, but 1 warrant you all is one 
with her. 

Fal. But what fays ſhe to me? be brief my good ſhe- 
Mercury. 

Qi. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Letter ; for the 
which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times ; and he gi Ives You 
to notihe, that her husband will be ab! ence from his houſe 
_ een ten and eleven. 
Fal. Tenandeleven. 
244. 1, torſooth : and then you may come and ſee t 
picture ( ſheſays) that you wot of: Maſter Ford, her huſ: 
band, will be trom home: Alas ! the ſiveer woman leads an 
11 life with him : he's a very jealouſie-man ; ſhe leads a very 
$92" life with him (good heart). 

. Ten and eleven 

woman commend me to her, 1 will not fail her. 

j, Why, you ſay well: But I have another meſſenger 
to. vo our Worſhip: Miſtris Page has her hearty commen- 
dations to you too: and let me tell you in yourear, ſhe's 
as fartuous a civil modeſt Wife, and one (l tell you) chat 
will not miſs you morning nor evening prayer, asany 15 1n 
Windſor, who ere be the other: and ſhe bad me tell your 
Worſhip, that her hnsband is ſeldom from home ; bur ſhe 
hopes there will come a time.! never knew a woman ſo doat 
upon a man; ſurely I think you have Charms, la: yes in 
truth. 

Fal. Not I, Iaſſure thee; ſetting the attraftion of my 
good parts aſide, | have no other Charms, 


lord, lord, your 


you 


11 Coach after (C OA2ch, 


] 


wanton: well : heaven forgive you, and all of 


and yet there has been Earls ; nay | 


—— 
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The merry IWives of Windfor. a1 | 


err T's ! 
Windſor iC 


word, 


World. 
my puric , 
woman: this 


% - 
©/}#F% c# 
F 


Give hre: 


has been Knights, and Lords and Geitle- | fain ſpeak with vou, ard be acquainted with 


make more of thy old body thaa i kave done ©: will they 
yer lock aiter thee? Wir tl:ou afrer the exrence of 
much money, be now 2 2aincr ? goorg bedvy, Ithank thee ;! 
let chem ſay, *tis grofly cone, toit Le tity done, at- | 
rer | 
Bar. S'r fon, there's ene Maſter Preem below won't | 
th you ; and hath | 
fent your \\ orfhip a moromngs drauc'it of Sac | 
l as ; M14 iS I [ : | 
Boſr. i M1 ' 
Veal. ( MWmMmin: foch Bro are Welcome to ire th 
o'reflows fuck biquer :ah, ah, Miltris 7: d and Niiftris Cove, | 
have | encompaticd yo! {£9 to, FT 
Ford Bleſs you, fir. 
Fal And vou, fir : wonid you ſpeak with me ? 
Ford. 1 make bold to prets 5 With fo li:tle Cparation Up» 
nc | lonyou . 
. Your welcome: what's your wiil ? Give vs !eare, | 
_ 


ou | I. -y F. ve k _ _ « Iv 
EF » Sir. Tam a Gen:icman that have frent much 


nance 


of you. | 
Ferd. Cond Sir fob, I ſne for tro c: 
yon ; for | malt tet you anderftand 
better plight for a Lender, rhan \ : 
hath ſomething emboldned me ro 2215 un 
n : for they fav, if money go before, a dOo1:2 © j 
pen. | | | 
Fa!. One's a good Soldier (fir), and wii on 
Ferd. Troth and I have a ; bage rt money here tronties | 
e;if you will way bear it (Sir 7047), tike all, or halt; 
for eaſing me of the carriage. | 
Fa!. Sir, I know not how | may deſerve to be your Por-! 


CT, 


Ford. 1 will tell you, $ 


2 
Ing, 
TT 
Fal Cry 
Le #s &. 
& 


you) and you have been a man long known ome, tio] 
had never fo good me 
quainted with vou. [ ſhall diſcover a thing O you. Where: 
in | muſt very much lay open mine own impor; 
(good Sir fohn ) as you have oric eve 1 on my tollies, 
you hear them unto!ded, turn another into the Regiite 
of your own, that | may pats with a Reprovi the eatl- 


2uw, Bleſſing on your heart for'r. | 
Fal. Bur I pray thee tell me this : has Ford's Wife, and [er, fith you your ſelf know how ealie it 15 to be fuch an | 
Page's Wite acquainted each ocher how they love me ? Ottender. | 
Li. That were a jeit indeed: they have not fo little] Fal. Very well, fir, proceed. | 
grace I hope » that were a trick indeed : But Miſtris Page Ford. "There is a Genclewoman :n this Town, hor hut- 

would deſire you to ſend her your little Page, of a!l ov. :| band's name is Ferd. 
D J Fs). 


as husband h 


# . | - * » ey F* . 
and truly \1aſter Pars IS ail NONCT man: 


2 ”* : . - 
ids a better life than (16 7, * GOWN at ſhe v 
"1 
> PETR, Cf} Be i | W hen ſhe 1; 


ſay what ſhe will, te 
_ when ſh& liſt; 

: for if there bea kind woman 1n 1 
—_ ſend her your Pe vc 

Fal. Why, I will. 

-24t, Nay, but do to then, and, Io 
and go between you both 
that you 
boy never need to underſtand any thing : for *tis n 
that children Chon'd know any ed 
you know, 


Fa!. Fare thee we.]: commend me tothem both : eh ox 


Clap on more ſails, purſue; up with voir fights : | 

ſhe ismy prize; | | 
' Ca'fd then Ly. | 

Fal. Saiſt thou ſo ( cid jack )? Go rhy wars: |} 


Y / - \ } | - Fg ” 
oh Good Maiter ÞP: 


eak (good Maſter E70:5n) : 
your ſervant. 
Ford. ir, I hear you are a Scholar /1 w:!! be br:2: wit! 


- 4 _ 1» as Sa £1 - . 
as a marvel/0115 infection to the lirtle 


nevera \\'itc 


« I 


all 15 as ſhe u : 2m truly ens. 
, flie 1s one: : 


: CO Kernc 
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- and in any. 
may knov? One 2norl.crs —— hi ! 
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have diſcretion, as they fav, ard know t:! 


| am yet thy cebtor : Loy, 
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s Punk 1s one of C5 ©f< Corrieps: 
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Fat. Well, 1. 

Ford. lhave long lov' her, and | proteſt to yon, beltow: 
ed much on her ; foliowed her with a doating obſervance: 
ngrols'd opportunities to mect her: fee'd every llight oc- 
Calion that could but niggard:y give me fight of her : not 
only bought many preſents to give her, but have given 
Largely to many, to know what ſhe would have given: 
Brielly,| have purſi'd her as Love hath purſued ine, which 
hath Leen on the wing of all occaſions : bur whatſoever | 
have meri:cd, cither in my mind, or in my means, meed [ 
ain ſure ! have received none, unleſs experience be a Jewel 
that 1 have purchaſed at an infinite rate, and that hath 
taught me to lay this : 


© [we like a ſpadow flies, when ſubſtance Love purſues ; 
« Pur{uing that that flies, and flying what purſues, 


F.:! Have vou receiv'd no promiſe of ſatisfaction at her 
hands ? 

I'ord. Never. 

Fa!. Have you importun'd her to ſuch a purpoſe ? 

Fr. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was vour love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair houſe built on another man's gronnd ; 
{ that I have loſt my Editice , by miltaking the place 
where [erected it. 

Fel. To what purpoſe have yon unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When i have told vou that, I have told you all: 
Some ſay, that cho the appear honelt to me, yet in other 
places the enlargeth her mirth ſofar, that there is ſhrewd 
Conſtruction made of her. Now (Sir bz) here is the 
keart of my purpoſe: Youare a Gentleman of excellent 
Breeding, admirable Diſcourſe, of great admittance, Au- 
thentick in your Place and Perſon, generally allow'd for 
your many \War-like, Court-like, and Learned Preparati- 
ons. 

Fal Obir! 

Ferd. Believe it ; ſor you know it: there is money ; ſpend 
-[it, ſpend it, ſpend more : ſpend all I have ; only give me (0 
mnchof your ime in exchange of it, as to lay an amiable 
ſi:ge to the honeity of this Ford's Wife: uſe your Art of 
| woving ; win her to content to you : if any man may, you 
may as f01n as anv. 

F:1 Would it apply well to the veliemence of your 
Alfetion , that 1 thould win what you would en 
joy 2 Methinks you preſcribe to your ſelf very prepolte- 
| roully. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift: ſhe dwells ſo ſecurely on 
the Excellency of her honour, that the folly of my foul 
| dares NOt prefent it ſeif'; as ſhe is too bright to be look'd a- 

gainſt. Now couid 1 come to her with any detection in 
[ mv hand ; my defires had inſtance and argument to com- 
' mend themſeives ; | conld drive her then from the ward of 
| her Purity, her Reputation, her Marriage-Vow, and a 
| choufand other her defences, which Now are to0-r0o 
ſtrongly embatcailed againit me : what ſay you tot, Sir 
| Zobn ? ; 

|” 74, Maſter Broom, I will firſt make bold with your mo- 
| ney z next, give me your hand; and laſt, as] am a Gentle- 
man, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Ford's \\ tte. 

Ford. O good fir ! 
| Fad. I ſay, you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money ( Sir Jobn ): you ſhall want 

1C. 

e's f Want no Miitris Ford (Ma#ter Broom): you ſhall 
want none : | ſhall be with her {1 may tell you) by her own 
appointment : cven as You Came in to me, her aſſiltant, or 
goy-beru een, parted trom me : [ ſay, [ ſhall be with her be- 
rween ten and eleven: for at that rime the jealous-raſcal- 
Iv.knave, her husband, will be forth : come you to me at 
night, you ſhall know I ſpeed. | 

Terd. Tam bleſt in your acquaintance: Do you know 
Ford, Sir ? 
| Fal. Hang Þ 


—— 
—C 


nes as. 


— 


[yet | wrong him, to call him poor : they fay, the jealou « 
wirtolly-knave bath matles of money ; tor the which his 
Wie teems tome well-favour'd. 1 will uſe her as the key 


of the Cuckold-Rognes Cotter ; and there's my Harvelt- | 


home. 

Ferd. 1 would you knew Ford, fir, that you might avoid 
him, it you ſaw hin. 

Fa!, Hang him, mechanical-falt-butter Rogue; I will 
ſtare him out of his Wits : 1 will awe him with my Cud- 
gel : it ſhallhang like a Meteor o're the Cuckold's horns : 
Malter Broom, thou ſhalt know 1 will predominate over 
the Pezant, and thou ſhalr lie with his Wife. Cometome 
ſocn at night: Ford*s a Knave, and | will aggravate his ltile: 
thon (Maſter Broom) ſhalt know him tor Knave and Cuc- 
kold : Come to me. ſoon at night. Ext. 


Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean-Raſcal is this ? my 
heartis ready to crack with impatience : \\ ho ſays this is | 
improvident jealoufie? my Wife hath lent ro him, the hour 
is fixt, the match is made: would any man have thought 
this ? ſee the hell of having a falſe woman : my Bed (hall be 


and I ſhall not only receive this villainous wrong, but itand 
under the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
does me this wrong: Terms, Names: Amaimon lounds well: 
Lucifer well: Barbaſcn well:yet they are Devils additions,the 
names of fiends:But Cuckold, V Virtol, Cuckold : the Devil 
himſelf hath not ſuch a Name. Page is an Aſs,a ſecure As. 
he will truſt his V Vife;he will not be jealous : I will rather 
truſt a Fleming with my Butter, Parſon Hugh, the Welck- 
man,with my Cheeſe, an Iriſhman with my Agna-vite bot- 
tle, ora thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my V Vife 
with her ſelf: "Then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe 
deviſes: and what they think in their hearts they may ef- 
lect, they will break their hearts but they will eftect. Hea- 
ven be prais'd for my jealouſie : Eleven of clock the hour : 
[ will prevent this, detectmy VVife, be reveng'd on Fal- 
#Faffe, and laugh at Page : I will abour it ; better three hours 
too ſoo than a minnte too late : fie, hie, tie : Cuckold, Cuc: | 
| kold, Cuckold. Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Caius, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, 
Page, Hoſt. 


Cairns. Fack Rugby. 

Rog. Sir. 

Caz. Vat is de clock, Jack ? 

Reg. *Tis paſt the hour (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis'd to 
meer, 

Car. By gar, he has ſave his ſoul, dat he is no come: he 
has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come : by gar (Fack 
Rvgbg ) he 1s dead already, if he be come. 

Rag. He is wiſe, fir : he knew your V Vorſhip would kill 
him, if he came. 

Cai. By gar, deherring is no dead ſo as I vill kill him : 
rake your Rapier ( Fack ), I vill tell you how I vill kill 
him. 

Rug. Alas, fir, I cannot fence. 

Car. Villany, take your Rapier. 

Rug. Forbear : here's company. 

Hoſt. *Bleſs thee, bully-DoCtor. 

Shal. *Save you, Mr. Doctor Caizrs. 


abus'd, my Coffers ranſack'd, my Reputation gnawn at, | 


Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor, 

Slen. *Give you good morrow, fir. 

Cai. Vat beall you, one, two, trees, four, come for ? 
Heſt. To ſee thee fight, to ſee the foigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, to fee thee here, to ſee thee there, to ſee thee 


im (poor Cuckoldly knave) I knowhim not :| thy Montant : Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my 


paſs thy Puncto, thy Stock, thy Reverſe, thy Diitance, 
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Franciſco ? ha, Bully? VVharfays my E culapins © my Gat- 
|-n? my hearcof Elder? ha ? 1s he dead, bully-State ? Is 
he dead ? | 

Ca. By gar, he is de Coward-P7ack-Pricit of de vorld : 
he is not ſhow his face. 

Hvſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Urinat: Hector of Greece 
(my boy) 
Cai. | pray you bear witneſs, that me have ſtay ſix or 
ſeven, two tree hours for him, and he is no-Come. | 
Shal.Heis the wiſer man (Mr: Doctor): he 1s a Curer of 
ſouls, and yon a curer of bodies: it you ſhould fight, you 


go againſt the hair of your profeſſions : is it not true, Ma- 
ſter Page? 

Page. Maſter Shallc;z, you have your ſelf beena great 
fighter, tho now a man ot peace. | 

$hal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho I now be oid, and of 
peace, if Iſeea ſword out, my finger itches to make one : 
cho we are Juſtices, and Doctors, and Church-men (Mr. 
Paze), we have ſome ſalt of our Youth in us; we are the 
Sons of Women (Mr. Page). 

Page. "Tis true, Mr. Shallow, 

Shal. It will be found ſo (Mr. Page) Mr. Doctor Car, 
l am come to ferch you home : I am ſworn of the Peace : 
you have ſhew'd your ſelf a-wife Phyſician, and fir Hug/ 
hath ſhown himſelt a wiſe and patient Church-man : you 
muſt go with me, Mre Doctor. 

Heſt. Pardon, Guelſt-Juitice ;a Mounfieur Mock-water. 

Cat, Mock-water *? vat 1s dat ? 

H.ſt. Mock-water, in our Eng/;f Tongue, is Valour 
(Bully}. 
Cai. By gar, then I have as mich Mock-water as de En- 
gliſh-man : (curvy-Jack-dog Prieit : by gar, me vill cut is 
Ears. 

Hoſt. He will clapper-claw thee tigitly (Bully). 


Cai. Clapper de-claw ? vat is dat f 

Hoſt. Thar is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, me do look he ſhall clapper-de-claw me ; 
for by gar, me vill have ir. 

Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag: 

Cai. Me tanck you for dat. 

Hoſt. And moreover (Bully): but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 
Mr. Page, and eek Cawalerio Slender, go you through the 
Town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Hit. Heis there: ſee what humour he isin: and | will 

ring the Doctor about the Fields : \\ il] ir do well ? 


CO EE ton nn cn en I ee OO IT 


man, and friend S;mple by your name ; which wav have | 
you Iook'd for Malter Cazzrs, that calls himſe'f Dif of Hy. 
ick 4 ; 

Sim. Marry fir, the Puty-wary, the Park-rard; every 
way : old Wind/cr way, and every Wav bur the "town 
way. 

Evan. I moſt fehemently defire yon, you will alſo look 
that way, 

Sim. 1 will, fir. 

Evan. 'Plels my foul: how full of Chollars 1 am, and 
trempling of mind : | ſhall be glad if he have deceived me 
how melancholhes Iam? I will knog his Urina!s at out bis 
Knaves Coltard, when I have good opportunities for the 
orke : *Pleſs my foul: To ſhall Kivers to wheſe falls, melc- 
dicus Birds ſings Madrigalls : there will we make cur Peds of 
Reſes, and a thouſand fragrant prſoes: To ſhallow : *Mercy on 
me, I havea great diſpoſitionto cry. Melodiors birds ſorg 
Madrigal When as T ſat in Pabi/on : and a thuuland wa 
gram Poſies. To ſhallow, Ge. ; 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Ev. He's welcome : To ſhallow Rrvers,towhiſe fails. 
Heaven proſper the right : What Weapons is he ? 

Sim. No \Weapon's, fir: there comes my Maſter, Mr. 
Shatlow, and another Gentleman, from Frog-z:re, over the 
{tile, this way. 

Ev. Pray you give me my Gown, orelle keepit in your 
arms. Enter All. 

Shat. How now, Maſter Parſon? Good morrow good 
Sir Hugs: keep a Gamelter from the dice, and a good Stu 
dent from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah ſweet Ann Page 

Page. *>ave you, good Sir Hugh. 

Ev. *Plefs you from his mercy-ſake, all of you. 

Shal. What? the Sword and the Word ? * 
| Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. Par/on ? 

Page. And yourhful ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, this 
raw-rumatick day ? 

Ev. 'I here is Reaſons and Cauſes for ir. 

Page, Weare come to you, to doa good Office, Mr.Par- 


ſen. 
Ev. Fery well : What isit ? 
Page. Yonder is a moſt Reverend Gentleman, who (be- 
like) having received \\ rong by fome perſon, is at moſt 
odds with his own Gravity and Patience, that ever you 
(aw. 

Shal. I have lived fourſcore years, and upward : I rever 


Shal. We will do it. 

All. Adien, good Mr. Doctor. 

| (a. By gar, me vill kill de Prieſt ; for he ſpeak for a Jack- 
an Ape to Ann Pape. 

Hoſt. Let him die: ſheath thy impatience : throw cold 
Water on thy Choller : go about the Fields with me 
through Fregmore; I will bring thee where Miltris Az 
Pageis, ata Farm-houſe a tealting ; and thou ſhalt woo her: 
Cride-game, ſaid | well ? 

Cai. By gar, me dank you vor dat: by garl love you : 
and I ſhall procure *a you de good Gueſt : de Ear], de 
Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my patients. 

Hoſt. For the which, I will be thy adverſary toward Ann 
Page : (aid I well * 

Cai. By gar, *tis good : vell ſaid. 

Hf. Let us wag then. 

Come at my heels Fack Rugoy. Excunt. 


Altus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Caius, 
Rugby. 


Evan. I pray you now, good Maſter S/ender's ſerving- 


im 


' heard a man of his Place, Gravity and Learning, fo wide 
| of his own Reſpect. 

Ev. Whatis he ? 

Page. | think you know him : Mr. DoCtor Caius, the re- 
nowned French Phyſician 

Ev. Got's Will, and his Paſſion of my heart: I had as 
lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of Porredg. 

Page. Why e 

E7:, He has no more knowledg in Hibocrates and Galen, 
and he 1s a Knave beſides; a cowardly Knave as you would 
deſire to be acquainted withal. 

Page. | warrant you, lie's the man ſhould fight with 
him. 

Slen. O ſweet Ann Page. Enter Caius. 

Shal.It appears ſo by his Weapons : keepthem aſunder : 
here comes Doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parſon, keep in your Weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good Mr. Door. 

H-/t. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion : let them keep 
tier Limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh. 

Cas. | pray you let-a- me ſpeak a word with your Ear ; 
Wherefore viil you not meet-a me ? 

Ex. Pray you uſe your Patience in good time. 

Cai. By gar, you are de Coward : de Fack Dog: Fohn 


Ev.Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtocks to other mens 
humours : Idefire you in friendſhip, and will one way or 
other make youamends : | will knog your your Urinal a- 
bout your knaves Cogs-comb. Cai. 


| 


A — 


Kkompany : I think if your husbands were dead, you two 


| 
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(/.4t. Diable Fack Rugby, mine Hoſt de Farteer, have 1 not 
{tay for him, to kill him ? have I not at de place I did ap- 
161.001 
Ez. isT ama Chriſtians-ſoul, now look you; this is the 
p'ac2 appointed ; Ple be judgment by mine Hoff of the 
Garter. 

Hoff. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gan], 
Soul Curer and Body-Curer. 

Cai. 1 dat is very good, excellant, : 

Ho/*, Peace, I fay : hear mine Hoſt of the Garter : 

Am 1 politick? am I ſubtle? am 1a Mach:wel ? 

Shall I loſe my Doftor ? No: he gives me the Potions and 
:he Motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon? my Prieſt ? my Sir 
Hugh? No: he gives me the Proverbs and the No-verbs. 
Give me thy hand (Celeſtial) ſo : Boys of Art, I have deccei- 
ved you both: I have directed you to wrong places : your 
hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burind- 
Sack bethe iſſue : come, lay their ſwords to pawn: Follow 
me, Lad of peace, follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Truſt me, a mad Hoſt : follow, Gentlemen, fol- 
IOW. 

Slen. O ſweet Ann Page. 

Cai. Ha* dol perceive dat? Have you make-a-de-ſot of 
us, ha, ha ? | 

Evan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ſtog : I 
deſire you that we may be friends: and let us knog our 
prains together, to be revenge on this ſame ſcall ſcurvy- 
cogging-companion, the Holt of the Garter. 

Cai. By gar, with all my heart: he promiſe to bring me 
where is A» Page ; by gar, he deceive me too. 

Evan. Well, 1 will ſmite his noddles: pray you fol- 


low. 


French and Welch, 


Scena Secunda, 


Miſt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Hoſt, Evans, Caius. 


Miſe. Page, Nay, keep your way (little Gallant): you 
were Wont to be a Follower, but now you are a Leader : 
whether had you rather lead minc eyes, or eye your Ma- 
ſter's heels ? | 

Rob. Thad rather (forſooth) go before you like a man, 
than follow him like a dwart. 

Mi. Pa. Oyou are a flattering boy ; now | ſee you'l be a 
Courtier. | 

Ford. Well met, Miſtris Page : whether go you ? 

M. Pa. Truly Sir, to ſee your Wife: is ſhe at home ? 

Ford. I, and as idle as ſhe may hang together for want of 


would marry. . 
- M. Pa. Be ſure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty Weather-cock ? 

M. Pa. } cannot tell what (the dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of: What do you call your Knighr's name, 
firrah ? 

Rob. Sir fobn Falſftaffc. 

4. Po. He he ;, I cannever hit on his name ; there is ſuch 
a leagve between my good man and he: 1s your Wife at 
home indced ? 

Ferd, Indeed ſhe is 
M. Pa. By yourleave, fir; Iam fick till I ſee her. 


— — 
—— 


and our revolted Wires ſhare damnation together, Well . 
| will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck the barrow: 
ed Vail of modelty trom the fo ſeeming Mig. 7... t; 
vulge Page himſelf for a ſecure and willy] £45. 
to theſe violent procced:ngs all my neighbours "Why F ſees 
aim. The Clock gives me my Qu, and my alſucarce! = 
me ſearch ; there | ſhall find Fa!faffe: 1 fha!l be ack. 
praiſed for this than mocked; for it is as poſiciy yy 
Earth'is firm, that Fa!ſafc is there : I will £9, 
Shal. Page, Cc. Well met, Mr. Ford. © 


2 a5 the 


Ford. T ruſt me, a good knot : Thave cond Cheer at home 
and | pray you all go with me. : 
Shal. 1 muſt excuſe my ſelf, Mr. F:;/. 
S/en. And fo mult I, Sir ; 
We have appointed todine with Miſtris 45, 
And I would not break with her for n1ore money 
Than le ſpeak of. 
Sval. VVehave lingerd about a match berween A 
Page and my Couſin Slender, and this day we (hall have 
our anſwer. 


$/en. I hope [| have your good Will, father Pave, | 

Page. You have, Mr, Slender, 1 ftand wholly for VOU, | 
butmy V Vie / Maſter BoCtor) is for you altogether. 

Caz. I, be gar, and de Maid 1: love-a-me: my nurſh-a- 
Quickly tell me ſo muſh. ; 

Hof. VVhatſiy you to young M. F:n'i; ? Fle cipers 
he dances he has Eves of Youth : he wric: Verics, he 
ſpeaks Holyday, he fimells 4pri/ and Moy, he will carry*t 
he will carry*c, "tis his buttons, he will carry%t  » © 

Page. Not by my conſent I promiſe you : 1 he Gentleman 


is of no having, he kept company with the wild Prince 
and Pozz,: heisof too high a Region, he knows too mach: 
no, he ſhall not knit a knot in his Fortunes, with the finger 
of my ſubſtance: if he tar:c her, lerhim take her {imply : the 
VVealth I have waits on my conſent, and my content yoes 
not that way. 

Ford | befeech you heartily, ſome of you go home with 
me to dinner: beſides your clicer you ſhall have ſport; I will 
ſhew you a Monſter: Mr. Doctor, you ſhall go, fo ſhall you 
Mr. Page, and you Sir H-gh. 

S$hal. VVell, fare you well : 


Ford. Has Page any brains ? Hath he anyeyes * Hath 
he any thinking ? Sure they flee}; he hath no ute of them: 
why, this boy will carry a Letter twenty mile, as eafie as a 
Cannon will ſhoor point-blank cwelve ſcore:: he pieces out 
his Wives inclination: he grves her folly motion and advan- 
tage ; and now ſhe's going to my Wite, and Fa/ſtaffe's boy 
with her: A man may hear this ſhower ſing in the wind ; 
and Falftaffes boy with ber : good plots; they are laid, 


VVe ſhall have the freer wooing at Mr. P:9:'%. 

Cai. Go home juz Rugby, I come anon « 

Heſt. Farewell my hearts : I will to my honeſt Knight, 
Falftaffe, and drink Canary with him. 

Ford. I think ! ſhall drink in Pipe-V Vine firſt with him : 
Ple make him dance. VVill you go, Gentles ? 

Al. Have with you to fee chis Monſter, Exeunt 


—— — 


Scena Tertiga. 


Enter Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Page, Servants, Robin, 
Falftafte, Ford, Page, Caius, Evans. 


Maif. Ford. VVhat Tohn? what Robert ? 

Miſe Page, Quickly, quickly ? Is the Buck- basket —— 

Mof. Ford. I warrant. VVhat Robin lfay. 

Miſe. Page. Come, come, come. 

Me. Ferd. Here, tet it down 

Miſ. Page Give your men the charge 3 we muſt be 
brief. 

M. Ford. Marry, asI told you before (7h and R:bert), 
be ready here hard-by in the Pro-boute, and When I fud- 
denly call you, come forth, and (withour any palie or 
ſtaggering ) take this basket on your ſhoulders : that done, 
crudg with it in all haſte, and carry it among the V Vhititers 
in Dutcher-Mead, and there empty it in the muddy ditch, 
cloſe by the T hames fide. 

M. Paze. You will do it ? (diretion 

24. Ford. tha” told them over and over ; they lack no 
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Be gone, and come when you are calld. 
Miſ. Page. Here comes little Rovm. 
Miſ.Ford. How now, my Eyas-Musket, what news with 
'ou ? 
? Rob. My M. Sir fohbn, is come inat your back door (Mil 
Ford), and requeſts your company- 

Mil. Page. You little Jack-a- lent, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob.1, Ple be \worn : my Maſter knows not of your be- 
ing here: and hath chreatned to put me into everlaſting 

Liberty, if 1 cell you of it : for ke ſwears he'] rurn me a- 
wa 

Mil. Page. Thou'rt a good boy : this ſecrefie of thine 
ſhall be a Tay/oy to thee, and ſhall make thee a new doublet 
and hoſe, Vle go hide mie. 

Mi[. Ford. Do fo: go tell thy Maſter Iam alone: Miſtris 
Page, remember you your Qu. 

eIliſ. Pape. | warrant thee: if I do not act it, hiſs 
me. 

Mi. Ford. Go to then: we'l uſe this unwholeſome hu- 
midity, this groſs watry Pumpion; we'l teach him to know 
+ urtles from Jays. Enter Fal. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Jewel £ Why, 
now let me die; for l have liv'd long enough : "Thus 1s the 
period of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour. 


—— 


Mif. Ford. O ſiveet Sir Febn. 

Fl, Miſtris Ford, I cannot cog, 1 cannot prate (Mitſtris 
Ford): now ſhall I fin in my wiſh ; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeak it before the beſt Lord, I would make 
thee my Lady. 

Miſ. Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir 7-5z ? Alas, I ſhould bea 
pitiful Lady, 

Fal. Let the Court of France ſhew me ſuch another: ] 
ſee how thine Eve would emulate the Diamond : Thou 
haſt the right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes the 


Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Venetian ad- 
mirtance. 

Miſ. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir-7cn : 

My brows become nothing elfe, nor that well ncither. 

Fal. Thou arr a tyrant to ſay ſo: thou would'it make 
an abſolute Courcier, and the firm fixure of thy foor 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemicir- 
cled Farthingale. 1 fee what thou wert, if Fortune thy 
toe were not, Nature thy friend : Come, thou Canit nof 
hide it. 

Mi. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? Let that perſwade thee. 
There's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, [ cannot 
cog, and fay, thou art this and that, like a many of thele 
lIiſping Haw-thorn buds, that come Ike women in mens 
apparel, and ſinell like Buck/ers-berry in fimpling-time : | 
cannot; but [ love thee, none but thtee ; and thou deler- 
velt it. 

M:f. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir ; 
Page. 

Fal. Thou mighr'ſt as well ſay, I love to walk by the 
Counter-Gate, Which 1s as hateful to me as the reek of a 
Lime-kill. 

Mi. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you, and yon 


| fear you love Mrs. 


ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keepin that mind : Ile deſerve it. 

M:{. Ford. Nay, I mult tell you, ſoyou do ; orelſe | 
could not be in that mind. VVithin. 

Rob. Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Ford, here's Miſtris Page at the 
door, ſwearing, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 

Fal. She ſhail not ſee me ; I will eniconce 
Arras. 

M. Ford. Pray vou do fo; ſhe's a very tatling woman. 
What's the matter ? how now ? Enter Mif. Page, 

Mi. Page. O Miſtris Ford, what have you done ? 
Youraſhanr'd, y'are overthrown, y*are undone tor ever. 

Mif. Ford. What's the matter, good Viiſtris Pape ? 

Miſ. Page, O wella-day, Miltris Fora, having an ho- 


me behind the 


— —_ —_— — — — — — — = _ - — — 


neſt man to your husband, to give hin ſic ca: uſe of ſu* 


pition. e j 
Mi. Ford, What caufe of fi fpiri 10n * 
ME Pare Vhat ca fe oi fuipttions Cut nnon you : 


- - 
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How am1 miſto ok in you! 


Mt. Ferd. Why (alas)! what's be 1TA0RET 7 
M:'. Pape. Your hnsþand's comir At er Our my 
with all the Officers in V//id/cr, to = irc ter a Gentle- 


man that he ſays is here now inthe boi 
le nt, to take an 11] advan 
don 

Miſe Ford. *Tisnot fo, [ hope. 

AM. Page. Pray heaven it be not fo, that you hav e ſi:ch 
a man here : but*ris moſt cerrain your hnsbane's com "Ng 
with balf YV/7»d4/G+ at his heels. to ſearch tor ſuch a on 
come before torell you : If vou know your ſelf clear, why, 
[ am glad of it: butif you ave a friend h 'CTe, CONVEY, con 
vey nm out. Pe not amaz'g, call all yorr lenſes to you, 
defend your Reputation, or bid farewe!l to your good life 
for ever. 

AMiſ. Ferd. What ſhall I do? There is a Gentleman, mv 
dear triend : and T fear not my own ſhame fo much as his | 
peril. I had ratherthana thouſand pound he were ou: of ! 
the houſe. | 

Af. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather, and | 
you had rather) ; your ausband's here at hand, bethit 1K | 
you of ſome conveyance: in th 'e hou! {e yCu cannot aw des 
Oh, how have you deceiv'd re? Lok ;herc 1s a backer, 
he be of any reaſonable hers be; may cre 7 im here, = 
throw foul linnen upon ! Im, as i it were POINT tobuckmng :| 
Or it is whiting time, ſend him by your two men to Da:c- 
-t-Mead. 

Af. Ford. He's too Lig to go in there : What ſhall 1 
do ? 

Fil. Let me ſee*;, let me ſect, O let me ſec*t 
Pie in, Tein: Follow your friends counſel : 3 | le in. | 


; by vour con* 
tage of his abſer '7.CE: YOU are vn- 


9 — 
—” — 


M:.. Pape. Miat , SIT Folia Fa), Fef e, Aret! leie your Let- 
ters, Knight ? 

Fe! I love thee, he!p me away ; let me creep in here: Ple | 
never 


Mt/. Page. Relp to cover your Maſter /boy): Call your 
men { {Mittris For: 1): Y Ou diſlembling Knight. 

Mil. F ord. V Vhar, *© " Rebert, Feln, gotartenp theſe 
Cloathcs wich Mere : VVkere's tke Cowl-ttatf © Look 
how you drumble : - hit them to the Landreſs in D.'c- 
£t-Mead : quickly, come. 

Ford. *Pray you come near : if I ſuſpect without cauſe, 
VVhy then make ſport at me, then let me be your jelt, 
[deſerve it. How now? VVhether bear you this ? 

Ser, To the Landrets, forſooth. 

Miſ. Ford. VVhy, what have you to do whether they 
bearit? You were beſt meddle with Buck-wafhing. 

Ferd. Buck ? I would Icould waſh my ſelf of the Buck : 
Buck, Buck, Buck, I Buck : I warrant you Buck, and of the | 
ſeaſon too, 1t ſhall appear. ; | 

Gentlemen, I have drean'd to night ; Ile tell you! 
my dream: here, here, here be my Kevs; aſcend my | 
Chambers, ſearch, ſeek, find out : Ple warrant we'l un- 
kennel the Fox. Let me itop this way firſt : So, now un- 
Cape. 

Page. Good Maſter Frd, be contented: 

You wrong your ſelf too much, 

F:rd. True (Maſter Page): Up Gentlemen: you ſhall ſee 
port anon: follow me, Gentlemen. 

Evans. "This 1s ferry fantaſtical humours and jealou- 
ies. 

Catz. By gar, "tis nothe faſhion of France ; 1t 1s not jea- 
lous in France Exemurt. 

P1ge. Nav, follow him (Gentlemen), fee theiflue of his 
ſearch. 

Mil. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this ? 

Ai. Ford. I know not which pieates me better, that my 
Husband is deceived, or Sir feb. | 
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_Themenry [Vive [2] of Wind for. \ 


A Poe. VVhata aking was he in when your husbai 
Fe win 1943 in the backer ? 

M7 F:rds Fam half = 24d he will have need of waſh 
ng: { tirow.ns him into the Water wiil do lum a be- 
nelit. 

A417. Parr, Hans him, diſhoneſt Raſcal : 1 would all of 
rhe ſame {train We rem the 1ime diſtreſs. 

11 {think my huzband hath ſome ſpecial ſuſpition 
f P2\7.:/. being here! | never ſaw him ſo groſs in his jea- 

MY; az. | will ay a piot : to try that, and we will yet 


HV 1Te tricks W ith F., : his dilſolure Diſeate will 
[carcg oy tis Medicine. 
11 F-,7d. Sha!l we fend that fooliſh Carrion, Ml. 
2k; ro him, and excuſe his throwing into the \Vater, 
ind give him another hope, to betray him to another pu 
= 

Mil. Paze. We'l doit : let him be ſentfor tomorrow by 
| ike a Hark to have amends. Enter Al. 

Ford. Icannot find him: may be the Knave bragg'd of 
that he could not compals. 

Mii. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mil. "Ford, You uſe me well, Maſt. F: 

Fo; od |, 1,1 doo. 

ALE Peer. Heaven make you better taan your thoughts, 

Ford, Amen. 
E e77/. Pave. 

F,rd. 1,1; Imuſt bearit. 

Eve if ered e any pody in the houſe, and in the cham- 

>ers. 2ad in the coffers, and in the preſſes : heaven forgive 


—_ 
, 


!: dovou? 


You do your ſelf mighty wrong (Mr 


Ci. By gar, norl too : there 1s no bodies. 

P.: xe. Fie, ic, M. Ford, are you not aſham'd ? What 

Soiric, What Devil ſu; ggeits ; this imagination ? 1 would no+ 
1 your Diftemper in this kind, for the Wealth of ///indſor- 
C _ 

1. *Tis my fau't (M. Pare): Tſafter for it. 

. You ſuiter for a pad conſcience : your Wife is as ho- |} 
neſt 2 0mans, as 1 will defires among five thouſand, and 
fivel:acdred roo 

14. By gar, | {ee *tis an honeſt Woman. 
For. VVell: 1 promis'd you a Dinner : come, come, 
walk in the Park : I pray you pardon me: I will hereairer 
nake known to you why 1 have done this. Come Wile, 


come Mi. Z.:-2, 1 pray you pardon me: Pray heartily par- 


don me. 
 Poge. Lersgoin, Gentiemen ; ; but(rruſt me) we'l mock 
him : Ir, f invite you to morrow morning to my houſe to 


afcer wel a birding togecher ; I have a fine 


Shal! IT te 2 


Breatta it: 
Law's ; tor the buſh, 


Fer VV thou maſt very (6! 
lc doth o)jet 1 am too prev of 1! rh, 
der my tate beine gifÞ\d with wy exnoncy 

ſeek to heal it only Ly this Wealth, © 
3eſides theſe, other | | 
Ay Riots paſt, my wild Socier', 

ind tells me, "tis 2 thing impolli'!le 

{ ſhould love thee, but as a nor erty 

An. May be he tells you true. * 

Fez. No, heaven fo ſpeed me inmy time tocome 
Albeitl will | confeſs, thy Fi ather's We ith 
V Vas the firſt motive that I woo"! thee four)» 

Yet Wooing 1 thee, I tt und t! ee OF m re V ue 
| ian ſtamps 1 mn Gol, Or ſums | 111 ſe 1 | Pags: 
\nd *tis the very Riches of thy {c!! 
ty” now | aim ar. 
;, Gentle M. ent (31g 

Yet ſeek my Father's love ' itil ſeck it, fir : 
if opportunity and humbleſt Ut 
Cannot attain it why then ha ark you hither. 

$hal. Break their talk, Miſtris /9;c1 
My Kinſman (yall ſpear for himſe! 

Slen. Vile make a ſhaft or a bole 6 ont: ? 

turing, 

$ hal. Re not diſmaid, 

S/ez2 No, ſhe ſhall not dif 

[ care not for that, 
241i, Hark ye: 
YOu, 
Az. Icome to him. This is my Fatlicr's choice. 
O, what a World of vilde ill-frvour'd fanls 
Looks nandſome in three hundred pounds a year ? 
Lu, And how do's good Maſter Fen:on ? 
Pray you a word with 1 you, 
Shal. She's coming : to her Coz, 
O boy, thou had*ſt a Father. 

S/ene | had a Father (M, 4m) : my Uncle can tell you 

good jeits of him : Pray you, Uncle, tell M. 4zn the jeit, 


ce. 
MsLlid *tis but ven 
1V Me * 


but I am aſfteard. 
M. Slender would ſpeak a 


F-rd. Any thing. 
1-45. It there is one, I ſhall make two in the Compa: 


"- 


"ab, | Ecnere be one or two, I ſhall makcea the turd. 
Fn Pray you gOg M. Page. 
El 43. | pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowlie Knave, mine Holt. 

Cai. Dat is go0d by gar, with all my heart. 


Evan, Alowſie Knave, to have his gibes, and his mocke- 
rics. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Etc; Fenton, Ann Page, Shallow, S!ender, Quickly, 
Page, Mil. Page, 


Fen. Ice | cannot get thy Father's love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him ({w eet Nan). 


1 can tell you how things 20 banter thani cen: 


| 4n. A'as! how then? 


10w my Father itole two Geele out of a Pen, ' good Un- 
cle. 

_ Miſtris 4», my Couſin loves you. 

. 1, that Ido, as well as 1 love any Woman in Gloces 

Ber! rs Cs 

Shal, He will maintain you 1 

Slen. I, that | will : comecur 2 
oree of d. S$qU Ire. 

Sa. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds Join- 
ture. 

Ann, 
ſelf 

Sal. Marry, I thank you for it: 
good comfort : he calls you ( Coz] 
£in. Now Maſter Slender, 
/ez, Now good M:ftris 4m. 
An V Vhar is your Will? 
Slen. My Will ? Od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty jelt in- 


e a Gentlewoman. 
al or long tail, underthede 


Good Maſter £2/;», let him woce for him- 


| thank you for that - 
: le leave you, 


deed: I ne*re made my W ill yet (Ithank heaven): Iam not | 


ſuch a ſickly creature, I give heaven praiſe. 

Ann. | mean (M. Slender), what would you with 
me ? : 

Slep. Truty for mine own part, I weu'd little or nothing 
with you : your Father and my Uncle have made motions: 
if 1t be my luck, ſo: if nor. Gappy man ve his Jokes: rey 
ou may ask 
vour Father : here he comes. ; : 
_ Page, Now Maſter Slender : 
VVhy how now ? V Vhat do's Maſter Fe: 
You wrong me, »oir, thus ſtill ro haunt my houſe : 
| told you, Sir, my daughteris diſpos'd of. 

Fer, Nay, Maſter Page, be not impatient, 

AMif. Page. Good Malter Fentcr, come not 

Fave. She is no match for yon. 

Fen. Sir, will you hear me : 

P age. No, good Matter Fenn 


Love him Caugh ter £m. 


* 


: here £ 


tomy chud 


Come | 
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T be merry Wives of W indfor. 47: | 
- CI err ern renner a os ' | 
Come Maſter $h2//o:p: Come Son Slender, in; 4 Fal Miſire's Ford? Thave hid Ford enorzh: 1s 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Milter Fenton. thrown into the Ford ; 1 bave nv beily full of Par ws 
h Lui, Spear to Mi: ireſs P ge ut Alas the day (gov dl 11; FU mat Wa ar [24-7 | 
Fam Good Miltre(s Page, for that [ love your daug r!Mter | ſhedo's ſorake on with | er mor - they 1 - the:s _ | 
| In ſuch a righreous faſhion as | do, rettion. Commis 
{ Perforce, againlt all checks, rebukes, and manners, Fal. Sn _w_ mINC, to Eiild vpon a ſenlifh Womans 
| muſt advance the colours of my love, Q#:, Well.ſhe laments fr {or ir.rhar if wonntd vern your | 
And not retire. Let me have your god will, heart to fee tt : 8 [it ne d poet this morning 4 bir. _ | 
| eAnne. Good Mother, do not marry me to yon fool. ſhe defires you once more {wo cone ther. | erween cn l 
Mz. Page. | mean it nor, I feex you a better huf- | and nine : [ muſt carry her word quck'y, ſhe'll 1 2 
} band. you amends ] warrant You. | 
£ui. That's my Maſter, Maſter Doctor. Fai. Well, | will vifit her, tell ker t : and 14 or etiint | 
| Anne, Alas I had rather be fer quick i'th earth, what a man is: Let ker Coalider bis trail'y, ard then | 
And bowPd to death with I urnips. judg of my merir. : | 
Mi. Pave. Come, trouble not your felf good Maſter Q:;, Iwllrell lier. | 
F Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : Fal. Do > between rine and ten ſaiſt than 7 | 
| My daughter will, | queſtion how the loves you, Lu; Eight and nne vir | 
t And as1 find her, ſo am | attected : Fal. \W'ell be gone : 1 wifl not mike her. | 
| Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muit needs g01n, _ Peace be with vou Sir. | 
| Her Father will be angry. al. | marvel | heir not of Matter Er 92 : he ſeat me | 
' Fen. Farewell gentle Miſtreſs : farewell Na. Me to ſtay w thin: Thke his money well. | 
ui. Thisis my doing now , Nay fad [, will you caſt | Oh, here he comes. Enter Ford 
away your child on a F ool, and a Piyſician ? For. Bleis you fir. | 
| Lonk on Maiter Fenn, th 1s 15 my doing. F2'/. Now Matter Er:on, von come to know what hath | 
Fen. 1 thank thee : and] pray thee once to night, paſt betwc et read tords wife. | 
| Give my (weer Nan this Ring : ther's for thy pain+-. Fx? For 4 hat indeed | Sir fehn ) 1s my buſineſs. 
Now heaven fend thee good fortune, a kind heart 2 M iter bro] will not he to you, 
he Th a4 woman would run through fire and water for | I was at her houſe the hour ſhe appointed Mme. 
ſach a kind heart. Bntver, 1 w 1d my malterhad Mittris| Fu:4 And fped you vir ? | 
Anne, or | would Matlter $ n4:r had her: or (in tooth ! I Fa! very 11] favourd! v. M..ſter 2r: 
would Malter Fenton n: ad her, I will do whar I can for F rd How vir, 1d ſhe ch UnLe Per determination 2 | 
chem all three, for {o 1 have promis'd. and ile be as good | F:/. No (M. Bro:m) but the weak ou rrut ber hin | 
| as my word, but ſpeciouſly for Maſter penron, Well, I 'bind ( M. Broom ) dwelling in a contmual lpm oi -| 
mult of another errand to vir {bz Falfaffe from my ewo | loufie comes in the iiltant of our enconitcr ater we hd | 
M.ſtrcfles ; whata beait am | tollack it. Exit. embrac'd,kis'd proteited &(as it were)'t ke the protogtte | 
| of our Comedy : aid at his heels a rabb.r of Ii- comna- 
nions, thither provoked 2nd intigated by l1: d:ttemper | 
py Fee. | and ( forfooth ) to fearch his honte ter as wives ove. 
1 Ferd. W hat* tile you were there * 
| | Scena [ ertia. Fa!. White I was there 
} Ford. And did he .earch for von & could not find you ? 
| Fal. You ſh.ll kear.As good Inck would have it.ce rr es 
Enter Falſtaffe, Bardolſe, Quick!y, Ford: in one Miſtris Pave, gives intefhigence of {fd approac! : 
and in her invention, and Fords wives diltraction, tliey 
Fai. Bard»!*e | (av. conveyey me into a Buck-basket. | 
Bar. Here <i : | Ford. A buck basket? f | 
Fal. Gn, fetci me a quart of Sack. put a toſt int | Fa', Yea: a Buck-basket : ram'd me in with foul Shirts | | 
z Havel jiv'd to be cariied in a Backer like a barrow of and >mncks, Socks, foul Stockings, grezfie Napkine, ti1a 
butchers Otfal ; and to be thrown in re [Chames ? \\ ell |( Matter Fro ) there Was the ranxeit compound of | 
if | be ſerved ſich another rrick, t le have mv brains, villanous ſmell that ever offended noltril. 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 


. | 
tane out and butrerd, and g'ie then to a dog tor | 
New-years gifr. The rogues ſlghied me into the river Fz] Nav you fhall hear ( Matter Broom} wat I 
with as little remorte, as they would have drown'd a have ſutfered, to bri ng this woman to evil, for Your 


blind bitches Puppies, tifreen i'th litter : and you m.y | good : Being thus cranyrd in the basker, a coupie of Ferds 
know by my fize, that | have a kind of alacricy in fiak | Knaves. his: hinds were call'd forth by their Nliſtris, 

ing : if the bottom were as deep as hell, | ſhould down. | carry me in the name of foul Cloaths to Dutcher- ny [1 
[ had been drown'd, but that the ſhore was (helvy aud | they rook me on their ſhoulders ; mer the jealous nave 
ſhallow: a death thar | abhor: for rhe water ſwells a | their Maſter in the door ; who ask'd them once or twice 
man ; and what a thing ſhould | have been when I had | what they had in their Backet? 1lquakK'd for fear lett ! 
been ſwell'd ? I ſhould have been a Mountain of Mum- | the Lunatick Knave wou'd have {carch'd ir : bur Fare } 


my. 


— OS 


(ordaining he ſhon!d be a Cuckold) held his hand: well, 
Bar. Here's Miſtreſs 2uick/; Sir, to ſpeak with you. | on went he for a fearch and away went i tor toll 


Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome Sack tro the Thames \ 
| 


Cloaths : But mark the fjequel] ( Matter &r 0 ) | lufte- 
water : for my belly's as co!d as if I had fwallowed ſnow- hs : fictt, an intollera- 


red the pangs of three ſeveral deaths 


, balls for pills ro cool the reins. Call her in ble fright, to be detefted with a jealou- rotten Lett wea 
Bar. Come in womane I nter Quickly. ther : next tobe coimpals'd like a good Fiibo in the Cir- 

) 2u. By your ieave: 1 cry your Merc Cy 2 cumference of a peck, hiit to pone, 11CEt to tead. and 
then to be [topc 11 l%e a ltrong d d1{hiiation with fthnk 


Give your worſhip good morrow, 
Fal. Take atv. 4y ;he ic C |; Ih CCS . 
Go, brew mea porr!e of Sack hvely. 


ing Cloatlis, that iretted in their Own preale: think of 


chat, a man of my Kidney ; hink ot that, that am as tub- 


jet to heat as Bitter: a man of continual ditio:ution, 


| Bard. With Eggs Sir ? 
2 Fal. Simple of ir telf? Fle no- Pullet-Sperm in my | and thaw : it was a miracle to {cape fultocation. And 1m 
brewage, tiow now ? the height of this Bath ( when | was more than hait 
9-:. Marry Sir, I come to your worſhip from Mi. Ford. | itew'd in greate ) like a Dutch-difh: tobe tl rown inc | 
rae 
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1 be nierry Vtves of Wind'cr. 5 | 


the 1 harnes, and cool'd oh wing hor, in that ferge like a 
[Horſhoe ; think of that : h fling hot, think of that ( Ma- 
fer Bree ”. ) 

Fer4. in good ſadneſs Sir, | am ſorry, that for my ſake 
yon inficrea allthis. My uit then 1s deſperate : You'll 
underiake her no more ? 

Fa!l. Maſtce Brown : 1 will be thrown into Erna, as I 
have bee: n vito 'Ihames, cre 31 will leave her thus; ber 
hisband 1s iis morning gone a birding: | hare received 
f.om her «© Nether ambuflie of meeting : *rwixt eight and 
ninews tie hunr ( Maſter Eroum. ) 

Fer:l. *T1s palt cight already SIC. 

Fa! isit 7 1 will thenaddreis me to my appointment. 
Come, to nic at Your convenient letfure, and you ſhall 
know how [fpecd : and the conc!ufion ſhall be crowned | 
with vour enjoying her: adieu, vou fhall have her 
( Maitcr Broom ) Maſter Pro:m, you ſhall cuckold 
Ford, Ext. 

I $4 Hum: ha? is this a viſion? is this a dream ? 
do l ilcep ? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford; 
there” $a hole made in your belt coat (Maſter F'7d:) this 

is to be married ; this *tis to have Linnen, and Buck- 
baskers : V\'c!], | will proclaim my felt what 1 am: 1 
willnow take the Leacher: heis at at my houſe: he cannot 
ſcape me : 'tis impoſſible he {ſhould : he cannot creep into 
- ha;f peany purie, nor into a Pepper-box : But tcit the 

vil that guides him, ſhould aid him, I will ſearch im- 

_ ble places : tho what i am, I cannot avoid ; yet to 

be what I world not, ſhall not make me tame: If | ha 


| 


horns, to make vac mad, [ct the proverb go with me, I Ie 
Le horn-med. 
Excunt. 


Scena Prima. 


Actus & 


LuAr F115. 


Will. Artticics arc Forrewed cf tle Hiereny:; <1cle 
thus declined, £ WY G11! Yr gi 9:11 4lITO kics | xe, hc. 

Evan. Numiniati- 6 lv, . Lig; Frey Fes a 
Genitivo bujus: Well. wh at is yorr oe a12TE Ci 

Will. Accuſative h.ni 

Evan. | pray you lu. ve YOUr 1em; emLrance (child ) Ac- | 
enſativo, [ HT, D6/ 'Ly T5 

Out. Hang bor is Latire-'or Pacen. I warr: nt you. 

US. I.cave you. | vrabbles Coman ) V\ hetisthe Fucg- 
tive caſe ( WW: fs?) 

IWill. O, Vadetiv (O). 

Evan. Rem. emb er William Focati ITC, 'S £77 

©4;. And that's a gnod root, | 

Dian. Cm an, forbear I, 

Mi. Page. Peace. 

Ewan, \\ hat 1s yon r Ceniive cole ;lural ( Viiiliam®) 

Will. Genititve c, ile f Sh : 

Evan. |. | 

IWill. Gonitize horim, harem, Lorum. 

Qui. 'Vengeance of Ginyes caſe ; tie 6n lier : 
name her ( child) if ſte te a where. 

Eva. For ſhame o*mar. 

Qu: You &o ill ro teach the chi'd ſuch words: he! 
teaches him to hic, and to hac ; which they'll do tft c 
nough of themſelves, and to call horum ; he upon you. | 

Evan. O'man, art thon Lunaries ? haſt thou no un-; 
deritandings for thy Caſes, and the num! ers of the Gen-| 

| 


—_ 
- —— 2 


never | 
| 


ders? lhou art as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures as | wow? 4 
Ee | delires. 

Mil. Page. Prethee hold thy peace. 

Evan, Shew me now (11://ic:2 ) tome declerifions cf | 
your Pronouns. 

Will. Forlooth; IT have forpor. 

Eva. It 15 Qui, que, qued ; if you forget your Quies, 
your Ques, and vour Quods, you mult Le preeches : Go| 
your ways, and play, £0. 


Enter M:&re/s Pave, Quickly, William, Evans. 


M. Pa. He is a better Scholar then I thought he ww: 'S.| 
Eva. He is a good ſprag memory : Farewell 2 a. ! 
Miſ. Page. Adieu good Sir Hrgh. 


Get you home boy, Come we ſlay too long. EE 


MY. Page. Ishe at M. Ford: already think tliou ? 
. 9%, SurekCis by this ; or will be preſently ; but tru- | 
ly he is very couragious mad, about his throwing into 
the water. Miltrels Ford deſires you to come ſuddenly. 

Fil. Page. Vie be with her by and by : le but bring 
my young inan here to School : look where h's Maſter 
comes, *us a playing-day 1 ec : how now Sir Hugh, no, 
S hool to day ? 

-2. No: Maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play» 
F Weſiing of his hearc, 

1. Pate. Sir Huzb, my Husband ſays my Son pro- 
fits nc thing in the worid at his Book: I pray you ask' 
1m ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva. Come hither 1/llam ; hold up your head:come. | 


A:{;{. ae. Comelirrah; hold up your head ; . anſiver| 
your Ma iter, be not afraid. 
van. William, how many Numbers is in Nouns ? 
Wil. I wo. 
©:4. Truly, I thought there had been one Number 
more, becauſe they fav, od's Nowns 
Eran. Peace, your ratlings. \\ bat is ( Fair ) William * 
W:ll Pt cher. 
Qu. Poulcats ? there are fairer things than Poulcats, 
ſure, 
Zan. Yon are a very ſimplicity o'man: I pray yon 
| 298 ap \\'hat 1s ( Lap:s ) W ilizam ? 
IW:ti. A ſtone. 
van. And whatis a Stone (William ? ) 
Ill]. A Pecble 
Ewan, No ; itis Lop.s: 1 pray you rememverin Your 
JCal. 


IW:ll. * 
Evan. | hatis a good 117]jam: What is he (William ) 


' that does tknd I: Ces. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falſ*affe, Mil. Ford, Mil. Page, Servants, Ford, 
Prove, Cains, Evans, Shal!tay. 


Fal. Mifreſ Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my ſuf- 
ferance; I ſee vou are obſequious in vour love. and | pro- 
 fels requital toa hairs breadth, not only Miſtreſs Ferd, in 
| the ſimple office of love, but in all the accouſtrement, 
compiement, and ceremony of it : bur are you ture of 
; your husband now ? 

A. Ford. He'sa birding ( ſweet fir 7obn. ) 

Mr. Page. What hoa, goſſip Ferd : whar hoa. 

Mzif. Ford. Step into thichamber, Sir Fon. Enter. 

Miſ. Page. Row now ( ſweet heart )) who's at home 
| belides your ſelf? 

Aiſ. Ford. Why none but mine own people, 
| Mil. Page. Indeed ? 

Ai Ford. No certainly : ſpeak louder. 

M1. Page. Truly, lam foglad you have no body here. 

Mil F.rd 1 hy ? 

iſ. Page. Why woman, your husband is in his old, 
lines again : "be fo rakes on yonder with- my husband, ſo 
rails againſt all married mankind ; ſo curſes all Eves 
daughters, of what complexion ſoever; and fo buffets 
| himſelf on the fore-head : crying Peer: out, pcer-out, 
that any madneſs | ever yet behe!d, ſeem'd bur tameneſs, 
civility, and patience to this his diftemper he is in nol ; 
| am glad the far Knighe is not here: 


Ai. Ford, 
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1 be merry Wit 


ts 


ves of Windlor. a9 


Mil. Ford. Why do's he talk of him * 


ried out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a Basket : 


make another experiment of his ſuſpition : But | am glad} 
the knight is not here ; now he ſhall ſee his ovn foote-, 
ry. 

M1. Ford. How near is he,Miſtris Page ? 

Mt. Page. Hard by, at ret end,he will be here anon. 

Mi/. Ford. | am undone, he Rnmgnt is Iicre. 


him, away with him: Betrer ſhame than murther. 
Mi Fird. Which way ſhould he go? How ſhould! 
beſtow him ? Shall ] put him into the basket again ? 


Mav I not £0 out ere he come ? 

Me. Pave. Alas: three of Maſter Fords brothers watch 
the door with P iſtolls, thar none ſhall iſſue out : otherwiſe 
you m'ght ſlip away ere he came: Bur what make you 
here ? 

Fal. What ſha!l 1do? Fle creep up into the cuimney. 
AMif. Fird There they always uſe to diſcharge the 


Preſs. Cotter, Chelt, Trunk, Well, Vaulc, but he hath 


houſe. 

Fal- Vle go out then. 

Mi{- Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance, you 
die Sir John, unleis you go out diſguis'd. How might we 
diſguiſe him ? 

Miſ. Page. Alaſs-the-day I know not, there is no wo 
mans Gown big enough for him : otherw iſe he might put 
on a Hat, a Mutller, a Kirchitt, and fo eſcape. 

Fal. Good: hearts deviſe ſomething: any extremity, 
rather than miſchief. 

Miſ. Ford My Maids Aunt, the fat woman of Brain- 
ford, has a Gown above. 

Mzſ. Page. On my word it will ſerve him: ſhe's as 
big aShe is: and there's her thrumb Hat, and her Mutter 
too : run up Sir Job. 

Miſ. F:rd. Go, go, ſweet Sir fohn: Miſtris Page and 
[ will look ſome linnen for your head, 

Mi. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you ſtraight: 
put on the Gown the while. Exit. 
Miſ. Ford. | would my husband would meet him in this 
ſhape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford: he 
ſwears ſhe's a Witch, forbad her my houſe, and hath 
threatned to beat her. 

Ms. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cudgell : 
and the Devil guide his cudgell afterwards. 


Mif. Ford. Ple firit direct my men, what they ſhall 
do with the Basket: Go up, Ile bring linnen for him 
{traight, 

M1. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varlet, 

We cannot miſule him enough : 

We'll leave a proof by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 

We do not act, chat often jeſt and laugh, 

'Tis 0d, but true, ſtill Swine eats all the draugh. 

Mt. Ford. Go firs, take the Biker again on your 
ſhoulders: your Maliter is hard at door : if he bid you ter 


Mif. Page. Of none but him, and {wears he was Car- 1 Ser. Come, come, take it up. 


Proteſts to my husband he 1s now here, and hath drawn{ .1 Ser. ] ho! pEnot, 1 had as liet bear f yep uch Lead. 
him and the reſt of their company from their ſport, to Ford. [but if 1t prove true (Matter P oe) | ave you anv 


Miſ. Page. W hy chen you are utterly ſhami'd, and he's ; 
but a dead man. Whata woman are you ? away Wit « ine” ie: any lonyer, you mutt be pi! 


Fal. No, Ple come no more i'th Basket : Enter. 


an abſtract for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes | cloathes ? Fo OMe, away. 
to them by his Note: There is no hiding you 1n the _ Empr v the acket I fay. 


Miſ. Ford. Butis my husband coming ? Mil. Ford. VVhy tis my Maids Aunt of Zrainfive, 

Mi Page. Il ingood ſadneſs is he, and ralks of the Baſ-| Ford. A VVitch, a Quean, an 0!d4 cozening Quean : 
ket too, howſoever he hath had intelligence. ; Have I not forbid her my houſe ? SIC comes 5 of errands 

Mi. Ford. We'll try that; for Pie appoint my men | do's ſhe ? VVe are ſimple m en, we Jo not know what's 
tocarry the basket again, to meer him at the door with | brought to paſs under the proteſſioa of Fortune telling. | 
it, as they did laſt time. She works by Charms, by Spells, by tliFi ure, and fiich 

Miſ. Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently : let's g0 | dawbry as this is, beyond our Elemeat: we know no 
dreſs himlike the Witch of Brainford. thing. Come down you VVicch, you tag vou, come | 


— — inns en no 


it down, obey him : quickly, dif atch. Eater + 


54 
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2 Ser. Pray heaven itbe not full of the Kni ight again 


way thento unfool me again ? ><a down! the Bas}cr villain: | 
ſomebody call my wife: Youth in a Bas! ct : Oh you 2 an- | 
| derly Raſcafs, there*s a knot : 2-ying, @ pack, a con!; b 
Cy againſt me : Now ſhall the Vevit be hanvd. Vhuor, | 
| Wiſe I fay : Come, come forth : belo!d what bo 
clothes you ſend for to bleach 

Page. Why, this paſſes Mr. Fr: you are nct 1 
| Eva, ms. Why, this is Lunaticks: 113 's md as a n 
PE. 
| Shai. Indeed M. F.rd, this is not well indced 
| Ford. So a y I too fir, come hitter Mili Ford, Mitte, 
| Ford, the honeſt wo! _ te moucit wite, 1: verruct 
creature, that hath the: jcal is fool ro her kucbang : 1 
\uſpect without cau'e (Mittris | Gol ? 
| Mii.  Ferd. Heaven be my witne's you do.if you ſuſpect? 


me 1n any diſhoneſty. 
' Ferd, Well ſaid brazen-face, ho!d it ow: : Conte for 
Sd hae 


Birding-pieces: creep into the Kill-hole, age. This paſſes. | 
Fal. Where is it ? 07 Fo Are you not aſham's, let the cloaties alone, | 
Mi. Ford. He will ſeek there on my word: Neither | Ford [ ſha; | find you anon. | 


I, , 
Evan 5. ?Tis unreaſonable ; Will you take up Your wire 


b ST) 


Mor *0r4. Why man, why £ 

Ferd Ma lter Pave, as | am a man, there was one cc 
vey'd out of my % e yelte rday in 1; e actzer; 1 
| not he be there again? in my toule 199 | 
intelligence is true, mV jealouſie 1s reat: 
' out all the linnen. 

Mi/. Ferd. if you find a mian there, Ie 1:51} die a F! 
death. 

Pace, Here's no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mir. ; 
wrongs you. : 

Eves: AL. Ford. vou muſt pray. and nor fol ow the 1; 


ginations of your own | cart: tits 18 jealounes. 


ForA. Well, he's not hcrelT iteek tor. 
Pave. No, nor no whereelle but n your brain. 
Ferd. Help to ſearch my houſe this one tme: 1 Tf | 


not whatl teek, fhew no colour of my extremity - Ly 

me for ever be your Table-ſport: Let them fay of me 2 

jealous as Fo-d, that ſearch ied a hollow Wall-nur for tis 
Wives Lemman. Satistie me once more, once more tearc! 
with me. 

M:f. Ford. What hoa (Miſtris Page) come vou and | 
the old woman down: my Husban: 3 will come inr9 the | 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman? what o!d woman's that ? 


» 4 + 4 
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down I ſay. | 
Atil. Ford. Nav, good (ſweet h USDarg, 30d gt 
men, let him not ſtrike the old wom Emer Fal.| 


Mil. Page. C Come Mother Pre G4 Come 1 o1VE IC \ Gul | 
hand. | 
Ford. Vle Prat her : Ont of my GOOT you VVitch, you 
Hag, you Baggage,you Pouicart, you Kunmon,ou! 
conjure you, Ile Fortune-tell you, | 


- 
— 


AL;ſ. Page. Ar? vou not aſham'd ? 
" ink you = kill d the Poor Woman. 
E Ai. Ford. | 
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717 tcrd. Nay he will do it, *tis a goodly credit for; Page. Tis well, *tis welt, no more : ; 
youll. : . Be not extream 1n ſubmiſſion, as in oftence, | 
" F 4.44 ng her Witch, | £ Butler our plot 29 forward : Let our Wives 1 

Fans. By yea, and no, I think the o'man is a Witch | Yet once again (to make us publick ſport) : 
*1doed : 1 ike not when a o'man has a great peard; [ ſpie | Appoint a meeting with this old far fellow, ; 

| ; great peard under his Mutter. \V here we may take him, and difgrace him for it, | 


Forde WAY you follow Gentlemen, I beſeech you fol- Ford. "There isno better way than that they ſpoke of. 
'ow : ſex but the iſſue of my jealouſie : If 1 cry out thus , Page. How * to ſend him word they'll meet him in the | 
upon 430 rryal, never trult me when | open again. Park at midnight ? Fie, fie, he'll never come 

Page, Lets obey his humour a little further : v4. YOU ſay he hath been thrown into the River : 
Come Gentlemen, Exennt. and has been grievouſly peaten, as an Id o'man: me 
AM. ?are. Traſk mehe beat him moſt pitifully. thinks there ſhou:d be terrours in him, that he ſhould no 
«/ Ford, Nay by th*Maſs that he did not: he beat ror ack Me thinks his fleſh is puniſh'd, he ſhall have no | 

7 p clires. 


es nd un SE 


him molt unpitifully, me thought. 249 OG 
Mil Pave, Ple have the cndgel hatlow'd , and hung | #/ ge. 50 think : t09- 

o're the Altar, it hath done meritorious fervice. Al. Ford. Devile Out how youll uſe him when he comes. 
Mziſ. Ford, What think you? May we with the warrant And et us ewo cevife to bring hiri thither. > 
of Womanehood, and the witneſs of a good conſcience, Af. tage. There 1s an old tale goes, that Herne the | 


zs <& L » ie a , © - » - 
purſae him with any further revenge ? Hunter ( fomerime a Keeper in 1/74/c Forreſt) 


Mil. Page The {þirit of wantonneſs is ſure ſcar'd out Dot 808 the \Winter tune at ſtil of midnighr 

of him; if the Devil have him nor in fee-ſimple, with fine dtp round about an Oak, with great ragg*d horns, 
and recovery, he will never, I think, in the way of watte, And there he blaſts the tree, and takes the Cattel, 
attempt us again. And makes mitch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain ] 


3437: + ord. Shall we tell our husbands how we have | 1a molt hideous and dreadful manner. 
j You have heard of ſach a ſpirit, and well you knoxy 


£ 


_- 


ST” if crane the | The ſuperſtitions idle-headed-Z/4 
Mi. Pr2e Yes, by all means: if it be but to ſcrape the UPCriritions 19! aed-74 | 


figures out of your husbands brain : if they can hind in Receiv d and did deliver to OUT age 
their hearts, the poor unvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any | 1 his cale of Herne the Hunter for a truth. 

further afſhited, we two will flill be the miniſters. Page. \\ hy yet there want not many that do fea 
Miſ Ford Ile warrant they'l have him publickiy ſham'd, In deep of night " walk by this Hernes Oak : 

and methinks there would be no period to the jelt,fhould | But what of this : Ae | 

he not be publickly ſham'd- Hr” Mif Ford. Marry this is our device, | 
2M:\ oge. Come to the Forge with it, then ſhape it : | That Fa/affc atthar Oak ſhall meer 
| would not have things cool, NE þ 


| And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 


Scena Tertia. Like Urchins, Oupies, and Fairies, green and white, 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolffe. 


P:zr, Sir, the German defires to have three of your 
horſes: the Duke himſelf will be to morrow at Court,and 
they are going to meet him. 


With ſome dittnfed ſong : Upon their fight 
\Ve two, in great amazedneſs will flie ; 


G ; a ons, 
77:4. What Duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly ? | Then let them all encircle him abour, 
And Feiry-like to pinch the unclean Knight ; 


[ vai ri EW _ vary NT WE JHOnT WReO THE And ask him why that hour of Fairy Revel, 
Gentiemen, Fey a. [n their ſo ſacred paths, he dares to tread 
Ker. Sir? I'le cail them to you. In ſh: ® 
Pojt. They ſhall have my horſes, but I''e make them | *."] ts j vp ; 
pay : Ple face them, they have had my houſes a week at | | x es HG _ tell the res 
command: 1 | ave tutn'd away my other guelts,they muſt pe or panda tie il <vPARG wm found, 
come off, Ple ſawce them, come. Exeunt. | and burn him with their Tapers, 

A. Pzze. The truth being known, 
: | We'll all preſent our elves ; dif-horn the ſpirit, 
And mock him home to Hor. 

Ford. The Children mult 
Scena Cuarta. Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'r Cot. 

Ewan. | will teach the children their behaviours : ard 
TI ESE [ will be like a Jack-a-napes alſo, to burn the Knight with 
Enter Page, Ford, Miltris Page, Miſtris Ford, my Taber. 

and ENANS, Ford. That will be exccllent, 
le go buy them vizards. 

Enos: ?Tis one of the beſt difcretions of a o'man as Mil. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the Fairies, | 
ever | did look upon. finely attired in a robe of white, 


Pave. And did he ſend you both theſe Letters at an in- Page. That filk would 1 go buy, and in that time 
? Shall M. S/ender ſteal my Nan away, 


ſtant ? | 2:0: ftraig! 
A. Page Within a quarter of an hour. And marry her at Eaten : go, fend to Fa/ſ?affe ſtraight, 
Frd Pardon me (wife ) henceforth do what thou wilt : Ford. Nav, Fle to him again in name ot Broozz, 
C p : . ; _ _ $ 
[ rather will ſuſpect the Sun with gold, He'll tell me all his purpoſe: ſire he'l come, 


Then thee with wantonneſs; Now doth thy honor ſtand | Af. Page. Fear not you that : Go ger us properties 
(In him that was of late an Heretick ) And tricking for your Fairies. 
{ As firm of faith, Evans. Let us about it, 


It 
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{t is agmirable pleaſures, and ferry honeſt knaveries. 
MI: Page. Go Mil. Ford, ws 

Sep quickly to Sir Fobn, to know his mind: 

'& tothe DoCtor, he hath my good will, 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page : 

That S/ender (though well landed) is an Ideot : 

And he, my Husband belt of all attects: 

The Door is well money'd, and his friends 

Potent at Court : he, none but he ſhall have her, 

Though twenty thouſand worthier come to crave her. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Hoſt, Simple, Falſtaffe, Bardolfe, Evans, 
Cayus, Quickly, 


Hof. What would'ſt thou have ? (Boor) what ? (thick- 
skin) ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs : brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap. 
Sim. Marry fir, I come to ſpeak with Sir Fobn Fal- 
ſtaffe from M. Slender. ; 
Mp. There's his Chamber, his Houſe, his Caſtle, his 
Standing-bed and Truckle-bed : *tis painted about with 
the [tory of the Prodigal, freſh and new: go, knock and 
call: he'll ſpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee : 
Knock I ſav. | 

Sim. "There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up 1n- 
to his Chamber: TI le be fo bold as ſtay, fir, till ſhe come 
down : I come toſpeak with her indeed. 

H:/t. Ha? a fat woman? The Knight may be robb'd : 
le call, Bully-Knighr, Bully-Sir Fob»: ſpeak from thy 
Lungs Military : Art thou chere ? It is thine Hoſt, thine 
Epheſian calls. 

Fal. How now, mine Hoſt ? 

Hoſt. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar 'tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : Let her deſcend (Bully) let 
her deſcend : my Chambers are honourable: Fie, priva- 
cy ? Fie. | 
Fal. There was (mine Hoſt) an old fat woman even 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. 

Sim. Pfay you fir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford? 

Fa/. I marry was it (Muſſel-ſhell) what would you 
with her ? 

Sim. My Maſter (Sir ) my Maſter Slender ſent to her, 
ſeeing her go through the ſtreets, to know (Sir) whether 
one Ni (Sir) that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain, or 10. 

Fal. 1 ſpake with the old woman about it. 

S112. And what fays ſhe, I pray Sir ? 

F/. Marry ſhe ſays, thar the very ſame man that 
beguiPd Maſter $/:nder of his Chain, cozen'd him of 
it. 

Sim. I would I conld have ſpoken with the woman 
her ſelf, I had other things to have ſpoken with her too, 
from him. | 

Fa!. What are they ? let us know. 

Hof. 1, come: quick. 

Fa!. I may not conceal them (fir) 

Hof. Conceal them, or thou di'it. | 

Sim. hy fir, they were nothing but about Miſtris 


S:m. I thank your worſhip : 1 ſha!l make my maſter 
glad with theſe ridings, | 
Heoſf. Thou art clarkly : thou art clarkly (Sir J-bn ) 
was there a wiſe woman with thee ? 

Fal. I, that there-was ( mine Ff ) one that hath 
taught me more wit, than ever llearn'd tefore in my life : 
and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my 
learning. 


Enter Bard:lth. 
Bar. Out alas (fir) cozenage: meer cozenge. 
Hoff. Where be my horſes? ſpeak weil of them, vat- 
letto. | 
Bar. Run away with the cozeners: for fo ſoon as 1 
came beyond Ezten, they threw me off ſrom behind 
one of tnem in a flow of myre; and fer f|wrs, and 
away 3 like three German-Devils; three Doctor Fau- 
FMJLeS. 
H:5t. They are gone but to meet the Duke (villain ) 
do not lay they be fled: Germanes are konelt men. 
Enter Evans. 
Evan. Where is mine Ht ? 
Hos?. What is the marter fir ? 


friend of mine come to town, tells me there i5 three Co- 

zen-Jermans that has cozen'd all the H-;#: of Read:xg.,ot 

Maidenhead , of Cole-Brock, of horſes and money : l tell 

you for good will (look you) you are wiſe, and full of 

gibes, and vlouting-ſtocks: and *ris not convenient you 

ſhould be cozened. Fare you well. Extt. 
Enter Cajus. 

Cai. Ver'is mine H-f# de Farteer ? 

Ho#t. Here (Maſter Doctor) in perplexity and donbtful 
delemma. 

Cai. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-a-me, datyou 
make a grand preparation for a Dude de famany: by my 
trot: der is no Duke dat the Court is know, to come : [ 
tell you for good will : adieu; 

Ext. 

Hoſt. Huy and cry (villane) go: aſſiſt me Knight, 
am undone : flye, run: hu and cry (villane) I am undone. 

E xtt. 

Fal. 1 would all the world might be cozen'd, for I have 
been cozened and beaten too: if it ſhould come to theear 
of the Court, howl have been transformed ; and how my 
transformation hath been waſh'd and cudgeld, they 
would melr me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor 
Fiſhermens boots with me: 1 warrant they would whip 
me with their fine wits, till 1 were as creit-faln as a dri'd 
Pear : I never proſper'd, fince I forſwore my ſelf at Prime- 
ro: well, if my wind were but long enovgh, 1 would re- 
pent: Now ? whence come you ? 

Enter Quickly. 

2s. From the two parties forfooth. 

Fal. The Devil take one party, and his Dam the other : 
and fo they ſhall be both beſtow'd ; | have ſuffer'd more 
for their ſakes, more than the villanous inconlcancy of 
mans diſpoſition is able to bear. 

ui. And have not they ſuffer'd ? Yes, I warrant, 
ſpeciouſſy one of them ; Miſtris Ford; good heart)1is beaten 
black and blew,that you cannot ſee a white ſpot about her 

Fa!, What tclPit- thou me of black and blew? | was 
beaten my elf into all the colours of the Rain-bow : and 
[ was like to be apprehended for the Wirch of Zramf:rd, 
but that my admirable dexterity of wit,my counterfeiting 
the ation of an old Woman deliver'd me, the Knave 


Anne Page, to know it it were my Maltcrs fortune to have 


her or no. 


Fal.* Tis, *tis his fortune, 


ttt 


Sim, What Sir. | 
Fal. To have her, or no: go; fay the woman told me 


| >—_— ——__ 


(o, 
Sim. "May I be boid to fay fo, fir ? 
Fa). 1 fir: like who more bold. 


Conſtable had ſet me ith” Stocks, ith* common Stocks for 
a Witch. 907 

Qui. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your Chamver, you 
ſhall hear how things go,and/1 warrant) to Four Content : 
here is a letter will {ay ſomewhat : (good hearts) what a- 
do here is to bring you together ? Sure one of vou do's 
not ſerve heaven well, that you are lo croſs'd, 
£XCmmT. 


| Fa/. Come upinto my Chamber. 


Scena 


E 2 


Evan. Have a care of your entertainments: there is a |} 


| 


— 
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| * . . » . * WMS: Me. oa 
third time: IT hope good Iuck lies in odd numbers, Awy, | 
- þ 


-— _—_ 


$0, they lay there is Divinity in odd numbers, citheri, 
| nativity, chance, or death : away. | 
| 2ar.Tle provide you a chain, and le do what 1 canto 


OY 


; 


. Sec 
a A On. te ett a 
_ —_ « q 


| | 

Scena Sex1a. get you a pair of horns. | 
| Fal. Awayl fay, time wears, hold np your head ang | 

q' Enter Fentan, Holt. MINCE» How now M. Breom * Maſter Bro mM, the matter 


| | will be known to night, or never. Be you in the Park |} 
| | nts about midnight, at Hernes-Oak, and you ſhall fee won- 
Hef. Nafter Fenton, talk not to me, my mind 1s hea- } ders. 


Yo oe 
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þ vy : | will gire over all. | Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday (SIT) as you told 
Fen. Yer hear me ſpeak : afſiſt me in my purpoſe, me you had appointed ? 
| And (as 1am a Gentleman) Fle give thee Fal. 1 went to her (Maſter Brom) as you ſee, like a 
| A hundred pound in gold, more than your loſs: | poor-old-man; But I came from her ( Maſter Broom) like | 
H-ſ?. 1 will hear you (Maſter Fenton) and I will (at the | a poor-old-woman; that ſame Knave (Ford her husband) | 
leaſt) keep your counſel. hath the fineſt mad Devil of jealoufie in him (Maſter 
Fen. From time to time, I have acquainted you Broom) that ever govern'd Frenzie. I will tell you, he beat 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page, me grievouſly, inthe ſhape of a woman : (for in the ſhape 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection, of a man (Maſter Broom) I fear not Goliah with a Wea- | 
(So far forth, as her ſelf might be her chuſer) vers beam, (becauſel know alſo, life is a Shuttle) I am | 
Evento my wiſh; I have a letter from her in haſte, goalong with me,Ple te!l you all (Maſter Breom:) | 
Of ſlich contents, as you will wonder at; fince I plucke Geeſe, played trewant, and whipt top, 1 
The mirth whereof, ſo larded with my matter, knew not What *twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted Ple tell you ſtrange things of this Knave Ford, on whom 
Wrthout the ſhew of both : fat Sir Fobn Falſtaffe to night I will be revenged, and I will deliver his wiſe 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeſt into your hand. Follow, ſtrange things in hand (Maſter | 
[ie ſhew you here at large (hark good mine Ho7:) Broom) follow. Exeunt. | 


Tonight at Hernes Oak, juſt 'twixt twelve and one, | 
Muſt my ſweet Naz preſent the Fairie Queen : | 
The purpoſe why, is here? in which diſguiſe 
White other jets are ſomething rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to flip. 

Away with Slender, aad with him at = Scena Secunda. | 
{mmediately to marry : She hath conſented : Now Sir, | 
Her mother, (even ſtrong againſt that match, Enter Pape, Shallow, Slender. | 
And firm for Doctor Caizzs) hath appointed [| 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 

While other ſports are tasking of their minds, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prieſt attends 
Straight marry her: to this her mothers plot 

She (ſeemingly obedient) likewiſe hath 

Made promiſe to the Doctor : Now thus, it reſts, 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white; 

And in that habit, when Slender ſees his time 
'T'o take her by the hand, and bid her go, 

She ſhall go with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to the Doctor ; 

For they muſt all be mask'd and vizarded ) 

That quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 
With Ribands-pendant, flaring *bout her head ; 
And when the DoCtor ſpies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſent to go with him. w — 

He#. Which means ſhe to deceive ? Father, or Mo- 
ther ? 

Fen. Both (my good Hoſt) to go along with me, Scena Tertia. 
And here it reſts, that you'l procure oe Her 
'To ſtay for me at Church, *twixt twelve and one, | "EP 
And Þ che lawful name of marrying, Enter Miſt. Page, Miſt. Ford, Caius, | 
To give orr hearts united ceremony. _ 

Heo#t. Well, husband your device ; Fle to the Vicar, 
Pring you the Maid, you ſhall not lack a Priett. 
| Fen. So ſhall 1 evermore be bound to thee 

Beſide, Vie make a preſent recompence. + Exeunt- 


Page. Come, come : we'll couch ith Caftle-ditch , 
till we ſee the light of our Fairies. Remember ſon Slender, 
my: daughter. 

Slen, I forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, and we have a 
nay-word how to know one another. |1 come to her 1n 
white, and cry Mum ; ſhe cryes Budget, and by that we 
know one another, 

Shal, That's good too: but what needs either your 
Mum, or her-Budget ? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ſtruck ten a'clock. 

Page. The night is dark, Light and Spirits will become 
it well: Reaven proſper our ſport. No man means evil 
but the Devil, and we ſhall know him by his horns. Let's | 
away : follow me. Exeunt, 


—— 


IEEE Caged. OE 


Miſ. Page. Mr. DoCtor, my daughter is in green, when 
you ſee your time, take her Ly the hand, away with her 
to the Deanry, and diſpatch it quickly : go before into 
the Park : we two muſt go together. 

Cai. I know vat I have to do, adien. Ext. 

Mil. Page. Fare you well (fir) my husband will not re- 
TY joyce ſo much ar the abuſe of Fa/faffe, as he will chaſeat 
p the Doctors marrying my daughter : = = no — 
| ena Prima. better a little chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 
ns _—— _—_ ries Mif. Ford, Where Nan now? and her troop of Fat- 
ries? and the Welch Devil Herne ? ; 

Enter Falſtaffe, Quickly, and Ford. Miſ. Page: They are all couch'd in a pit hard by He ves 
Oak, with obſcur'd Lights; which at the very inſtant of 


Fal. Prethee no more pratling: go, le hold, thisis the | Falfaffe. and our meeting, they will at once diſplay to the | 
| nn night. — Ht, | 


—— oF 


— 


— 
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{ But thoſe that ſleep and think not on their fir*, 


: 
; Mil.Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him. : = Pift. Elves, liſt your names : Silence You airy toys. | 
Mis Page. If he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd: If -ricket, to Windſor Chimneys (halr thor! ieap: | 
he b-amaZ'd, he will be mock'd. = Where hresthou find'it uncak'd, and ticatths nnfivept, | 
Mil. Ford. We'll betray him,fire'y, | L here pinch the Maids 2s blucas Bilbery, | 
Mil. Page. Againſt ſuch Lewditers, and their Lechery, Our radiant Queen hates Siurs and S[!!r'rery. | | 
| | Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. : Fai. They are Fairies, he that fpe2ks rothem hall die. 
Mi. Ford. The hour draws on: to the Oak, to the | Ile wink and £oucl : Nomantheir wor ks mult eye. | 
ts | Oak. Exewnt. | Fwy. Where's Bede? Go you,and where vou find a Maid | 
Thar ere ſhe ſleep has thrice ker prayers t2id, | 
"RA <7 —— | Raiſe upthe Orszans of her fintaſre. 

Slcep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy, | 
Scena Quarta. | Pinch them, arms, legs, backs; ſhcu'tders, tides and ſhins | 
1 Lui. Abour, abour : 


Search Wind/ur Caltle (Flves) within, and ovr. 
Strew good Itck (Onphe:) on every facred room, 
That it may ſtand till the perpetual doum, 

Evans. Trib, trib, Fairies: Come, and remember your | In ſtate as wholcſom, asin {rare *tis flcs 

| parts : be pold (I pray you) follow me intothe par, and | Worthy the Owner, and the Orcrer it 

| when l give the watca-'ords : do as] bid you: come, come, | The ſeveral Chairs of Order. look vou tcowr, 

crib, trib. Exe. | With juyce of Balm ; and eicry precious flowr, 

| Fach fair Initalment, Coat and fev'ral Creit, 

_— — | With loyal Blazon erermore be blct. 

| And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you fing 

; Like to the Garrer-Compatls in a Ring, 

CENG Quinta. 'Thexprellure that it bears: Green ler it be, | 
More fertile frefh tl:en all tic field ro fee : 
And, H. ny Scit . Qui Mal-y-Fanſe, wrie 

In Emrold-tutfs Flowers, purple, blue, and white, | 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroiderie, 

Backled below fair Enight-hoods bending knee ; 

Fairies uſe Flowers for their Characterie, 

Fa]. The //ind/or Pell hath ſtruck twelve: the Minute | Away, diſperfe : Burt till *tis one a clock, 

draws on: Now the hot-bloodied-god afliſt me: Remem- | Our dance of cuſtom round about the Oak 

er Fove, thou waſt a Bull for thy Europa, Love ſet on | Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. 

thy horns. O powerful Love, that'in ſome reſpetts| Ewv.Pray you lock hand in hand,vour ſelves in order ſet: 
makes a Beaſt a Man : in ſome other a Man, a Beaſt. You | And twenty Glow-worms ſhall our Lant-horns be 

were alſo (Fapiter) a Swan, for the love of Leda: O omni- | To guide our Meaſure round atont the tree. 

potent Love, how near the God drew to the complexion | Bur ſtay, | finell a man of middle earth. | 
{of a Gooſe: a fault done firſt in the form of a Beaſt, (O] Foal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Fairie, 
Fove, a beaſtly faulr:) and then another fault, in the | Leſt he transform me to a piece of Cheeſe. 

ſerablance of a Fowl, think on't { Fove)) a foul-fanle, | Pi. Vild worm, thou walt ore-look*d even in thy 
When gods have hot backs, what ſhall poor men do ? | birth. : | | 
{For me, I am here a Windſor Stag, and the fatteſt (I] .2u. With tryal-fire touch me his finger end: 
think) th the Forreſt. Send me a cool rut-time ( Fove) | If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend | 
or who can blame me to piſs my Tallow? Who comes | And turn him to no pain : bur if he {tarr, | 


Enter Erans and Fair ics: 


Ezter Falltalte, Miſtris Page, MiKris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton, Caius, Piſtoll. 


_—— 4 a. A, Me 


here ? my Doe ? [t is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 
M. Ford. Sir 7:hz? Artthou there (my Deer? ) Piſt Acryal, come. | 
[Aly male-Deer ? Evans, Come, will this wood take fire ? | 
. 


Fal. My Doe with the black Scut? Let the skie rain Po-| Fa/. Oh, oh, oh, 
ratoes: let it thunder, to the tune of Green ſleeves, hail- | 2. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted indefire, 
kiſſing Comfits, and ſnow Eringoes: Let there come a | About him (Fairies) ſing a ſcornful Rime, 


tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter me here. And as you trip, {t] pinch him to your time. | 
M. Ford. Miſtris Page is come with me (ſweet heart.) | 
Fal. Divide me like a Brib'd- Buck, each a Haunch : I The Song. 


will keep my ſides to my ſelf, my ſhoulders for the fellow | Fiz on inf] phantaſic : Fie on Lutt and Liyxurie 
of this walk; and my horns I bequeath your husbands | L:/# ;s bat a bloody fire, kindled with unchaſt deſire. 
Am I a Woodman, ha ? Speak I jflike Herne the Hunter ? Fed in heart whoſe flames aſpire, 


Why, now is Cuyi4 a child of Conſcience, he makes reſti- As thenghts d» blow them higher and higher. | 
tution. AsI am a true ſpirit, welcome. Pinch bim (Fairies) mutually : pmch him for bis Villanie. | 
M. Page. Alas, what noiſe ? Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
M. Ford. Heaven forgive cur fins. Till Candles, and Star-light, and Meen-ſhine be out. p 
Fil. What ſhon!d this be ? 

Af. Ford. M. Page. Away, away. Page. Nay do not flye, I think 1 have watcht you | 
Fal. I think the Divil will not have me damn'd, now : Will none but Hermze the Hunter ſerve your 
Leaſt the Oyl that's in me ſhon1d. ſer hell on fire ; turn? | 
He would never elſe croſs me thus. M. Page. 1 pray you come, hold up the jeſt no higher. | 


Now (good Sir fobn) how like you #indſor Wives? 


; airies. p e fai 
Enter F See you theſe husbands? Do nor theſe fair Oaks 


Lui Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, Become the Forrelit better then the lown? | 
Yon M2on-ſhine Revellers, and ſhades of night, Ford. Now Sir, who's a Cuckold now ? 
You Orphan heirs of fixed deſtiny, Mr. Broom, Falſtaff's a Knave, a Cuckoldly Knare, 

Attend your offize, and your quaiity. Here are his horns Maſter Brcom : 
Crier Hob-gob!i1, make the Fairy O yes. And Maſter £rcor, he hath enjoved nothing of Ford, 
E 3 Bur| 
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money. which mult be patd ro Mr. Broom, his horles are 
arreited for it, M. Broom. 

M. Frd: Sir fobz, we have hadill luck : we could ne- 
ver meet : I will never take you for my Love again, but 
| | will always count you my Deer. 

F':/. I do beginto perceive that Iam made an Aſs. 

Ford. 1, and an Ox to: both the proots are extant. 

F:l. And theie are not Fairies : 

{ was three or four times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yetthe guiltineſs of my mind, the ſuddain 
{1irprize of my powers, drove the groſsnels of the fop- 
xy into a receiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all 
me and reaſon, thatthey were Fairies. See now. how 
vit may be mede a Jack-a-Lent, when *tis upon ill im- 
2loyment. 

Evm. Sir fobn Falftaffe, ſerve Got, and leave your 
Jefires, and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford, Well ſaid Fairy Hugh. 

Evan. And leave you your jealouzies too, Ipray you- 

Ford. | will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou art 
abie to wooe her in good Eng/z:ſh. 

Fa!. Have I laid my brain in the Sun and dried it, 
chat 1t wants matter to prevent ſo groſs ore-reaching as 
chis? Am Iridden with a Welch Goat too? Shall I have 
. [a Coxcombe of Frize? *T'is time | were choak'd with a 
piece of toaſted Cheeſe. 

Erans. Seeſe is not good to give putter ; your pelly 1s 
all puter. 

Fa/. Szeſe and Putter ? Have I liv'd to ſtand at the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of E72/iþ? This is e- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
the Realm. 

Mif. Page. Why Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
'Jto hell, thatever the Devil could have made you our de- 
light. 

ind What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax ? 

Miſ. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford, And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan ? 

Pave. And as poor as Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Evan. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, and 
Sack, and Wine, and Metheglin, and to drinkings, and 
'wearings, and ſtaring ? Pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, Iam your Theame : you have the ſtart of 
me, I am dejected: 1 am not able to anſwer the Welch 
Flannel, Ignorance it ſelf is a Plummet ore me, uſe me as 
you will. 

* Ford. Marry ſir, wee'l bring you to Windſor to one 
Mr. Broome, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have been a Pander: overand above that you 
{have ſuffer'd, I think, to repay that money will be a bi- 

ting ailliction, 

Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou ſhalt eat a Poſlet 
to night at my houſe, where | will deſire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee : Tell her Mr. Slender 
hath married her daughter. 

Mi{. Page. Doftors doubt that ; | 
If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is (by this) DoCtor 
Cains*s wite. 


—. 


Enter Slender: 
Sen. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page. 


ur his buck-basker. his Cudgel, and twenty pounds of 


| (wing'd me. Jf I did not think it had been Arne Page, | 


| Page. Son ? How now ? How now ſon, 
Have you diſparch'd ? 

S/en. Diſpatch'd ? Pie make the beſt in Gloſterſlire krow 
on't : would | were hang'd la, elle. 

Pagc. Of what, fon ? 

Slen, I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miſtris Anne 
Page, and ſhee's a greatlubberly Boy: If it had not been 
ith” Church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould have 


would I might never ſtir, and 'tis a Poſt-maſters Boy. 
Paze. Upon my lite then, you took the wrong. 
Slen. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, when 

I took a Boy for a Girl: If I had been married to him, 

(for all he was in womans apparel) I would not have had 


him. 
Page. Why, this is your own folly, 


By her garments ? 

Slen. I went to her in green, and cry'd Mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Anneand I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a Poſt-maſters Boy. | 

Miſt. Page. Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpoſe: turn'd my daughter into white, and indeed ſhe 


Enter Cajus. 

Caj. Ver is Miſtris Page: by gar Iam cozoned, I ha 
married one Garloon, a Boe; oon Peſant, by gar. A Boy, 
itis not An Page. by gar, Iam cozoned. 

M. Page. Why? did you take her in white ? 

p Caj+ I be gar, and *tis a Boy : be gar, lle raiſe all Wind- 
or, 
Ford. This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton ? | 
An. Pardon good father, good my mother pardon. 
Page. Now Miltris : | . 
How chance you went not with M. Slnder ? 
Msi/. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, Maid ? 
Fen. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it, 
You would have married her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love : 
The truth ts, ſhe and I (long ſince contratted) 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diffolve us : 
Th? offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 
Of diſobedience, or unduteous title, 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curſed hours 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her! 

Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy : 

In Love, the heavens themſelves do guide the ſtate, 
Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. 

Fal. lam glad, though you have tane a ſpecial ſtand 
to ſtrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy 
What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be erhbrac'd. 

Fal. When night-dogs run, all ſorts of Deer are chac'd. 

Mi. Pa. Well, I will muſe no further: M. Fenton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days : 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, 
Sir Fohn and all. 

Ford. Letit be ſo (Sir Fobn: ) 

To Maſter Broom, you yet ſhall hold your word. 
Exeunt. 


| 


For he, to night ſhall lye with Miſtris Ford. 


Mea» 


Did not Itell you how you ſhould know my daughter 


1s now With the Doctor at the Deanry, and there married. | 


| 
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Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Eſcalus, Lords. 


Duke. 
"IN. AN F, Scalus. 
= J Xe Eſca;, My Lord. (ties to unfold 


My W- Duke. Of government. the proper 

Ja * Would ſeemin me OO and 
v& \ iſcourle. 

SH/,N/ Since I am put to knuw, that your 

TOES (own Science 

CHOW Exceeds (in that)the liſts of all advice 

My ſtrength can give you : Then no more remains. 

But that, to your ſufficiency, as your worth is able, 

And let them work : The nature of our people, 

Qur Cities inſtitutions, and the [erms 

For Common Juſtice, y*are as pregnant in 

As Art, and prattiſe hath enriched any 

That we remember: I here is our Commiſſion, 

From which, we would not have you warp; call hither, 

[ fay, bid come before us Angelo: 

What figure of us think von, he will bear. 

For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial ſoul 

Elected him our abſence to ſupply ; 

Lent him our terror, dreſt him with our love, 

And given his Depurtation all the Organs 

Of our own power : what think you of it? 

Eſc 'fany in Vienna be of wort 

To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, 

Itis Lord Angelo. 


” 
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Enter Angelo. 


Duke. Look where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, 

I come to know your Graces pleaſure. 

Dake. Angels : 

There is a kind of CharaQter in thy life, 

That to th'obſerver, doth thy hiltory 

Fully unfold : Thy felf and thy belongings 

Are not thine own fo proper, as to walte 

Thy ſelf upon thy vertues; they on thee: 
Heaven doth with us, as we with 1 orches do, 
Not light them for themſelves: For it our vertues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 

As if we had them not: Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Burt co fine iſſues: nor Nature never lends 

The (malleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 

Bur like a thrifty goddeſs, ſhe derermines 

Her ſelf the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and uſe; but I do bend my ſpeech 
Toone that can my. part in him advertiſe; 
Hold therefore Angels : 

In our remove, be thou at full, our ſelf : 
Vortality and Mercy in Vienna 

Live inthy tongue and heart : Old Eſcalus 
Though firſt in quettion, is thy ſecondary. 
Take thy Commuſſton. 

Ang. Now good my Lord 

Let there be ſome more telt made of my mettle, 
Before ſo noble and fo great a figure 


Be ſtampe upon it. 
Dyk. No more evaſion : 
\Vehave with a leaven'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your hononrs : 
Our haſte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
[hat it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion'd 
Marters uf needful value : We ſhall write ro you 
as time, and our concernings ſhall importune, 
cow it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here Sofare you well: 
To th'bopetul execution dol leave you, 
Of your Commiſſion. 
£ing. Yet give leave (my Lord ) 
Thar we may bring yoa ſomething on the way. 
Du«k. My haſte may not admit it, 
Nor need you (on mine honour) have to do 
vV ith any ſcruple: your {cope is as mine own, 
50 to inforce, . or qualitte the 1 aws, 
\s co your ſoul ſeems good : Give me your hand, 
le privily away : | love the people, 
ar do nor like to ſtage me tn their eyes: 
hough it do well, [| do not reliſh well 
Faeir lond applauſe, and aves vehement : 
Nor do [| think the man of ſafe diſcretion 
hat do's affect it. Once more fare you well. 
Ang. The heavens give fatery to your purpoſes. 
E c. Lead forth and bring you back in happineS. 


E'c. I ſhall defire you, Sir, to give me leave 
['o hare tree ſpeech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look imo the botrom of my place : 
\ power 1 have, bur of what ſtrength and nature, 
am not yet inſtructed. 

Ang. "Tis fo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
ind we may ſoon our ſatisfaction have 
Ceonching that point. 


E/c, Ihe wait upon your honour. Exeunt, 


_— 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter Lucio, and two other Gentlemen. 


Luc. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compoſition with the King of Hungary, why then all the 
Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the Ring of 
Hungaries. 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Luc. Thou could'ſt like the Santimonious Pyrat, that 
wet to Sea with the ten Commandments, but ſcrap'd one 
out of the Table. 

2 Gent. Thou ſhalt not ſteal? 

Luc. 1, thatheraz'd. 

1. Gent. Why? '"rwas a Commandment to command 
the Captain and all the reit from their funCtions: they 


pur forth to ſteal: There's not a Souldier of us all, that in {: 


the 


III 
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Duke. I thank you, fare you well Exit» 
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the chankſgiving before meat, do relliſh the petition well 
that prays for peace. 

2 Gent. T never heard any Snuldier diſlike it. 

Lu: 1believe thee: for] think thou never was't where 
Grace was laid. 

2 Gur. No? adozentimes at leaſt, 

1 Gezr. What? in meeter ? 

Lc. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gez', 1 think, or in any Religion. 

Lrc I, why not? Grece, is Grace, Jeſpight of al! con- 
troverſie : as for example; Thou thy ſelf arc a wicked 
vill in, deſpight of all Grace. 

1 Gent, Well : there went but a pair of ſheers between 
us. 

Luc. 1 grant: as there may between the Liſts and the 
Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. 

1 Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvelt ; 
thou'rt a three pil'd-piece I warrant thee: lthad as het 
be a Liſtof an En2/; Kerſey, as be pil'd, as thou arc pil'd, 
for a French Velvet. Do I ſpeak feelingly now ? 


feeling of thy ſpeech: I will, out of thine own confeſſion, 
learn to begin thy health ; but whilſt I live, for get to 
drink after thee. 

1 G-nt. I think T have done my ſelf wrong, have l not ? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou haſt ; whether thou are tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawd. 

Luc. Behold, behold, where Madam 11:t:gati5n comes. 
[ have purchas'd as many difeaſes under her Roof, 

AS COM? LO ——— 

2 G:;.t. To what I pray? 

Luc. Judge. 

2 Gent. 'T'o three thouſand Dollours a year. 

1 Gent. I, and more. 

Luc. A French Crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diſeaſes in me; but 
thou art full of error, I am ſound. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would ſay) healthy : but fo 
ſound, 2s things that are hollow ; thy bones are hollow ; 
Impiety has made a feaſt of thee, | 

1 Gent, How now, which of your hips has the moſt 
profound Sciatica f | 

Bawd. Weil, well: There's one yonder arreſted, and 
carried to prion, was worth live thouſand of y ou all. 

2 Gent. Who's thatlI prethee ? 

Bawd. Marry fir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to priſon ? tis not fo. 

Bawd. Nay, bnt 1 know *ts 16: I ſaw him arreſted ; 
ſaw kim carried away : and which is more, within thele 
three days his head to be chopt off, 

Luc. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it ſo: 
Art thuuſurc of this ? 

Gawd. Tam too ſure of 1:: and itis for getting Madam 
Talietta with child. 

Luc. Believe me this may be : he promiſed to meet 
me two hours ſince, and he was ever preciſe in promilſe- 
peeey 

2 Gent. Beſides you know, it draws ſomething near to 
the ſpeech we had to ſich a purpoſe. 

1 Gent, Þut moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 

Luc. AWay, let's go learn the truth of it. EF xeunt. 

Bawd. Thus, what with the war ; what with the ſwear, 
what with the gallows, and what with poverty, I am cu- 
ſtom-ſhrunk. How now ? whar*s the news with you ? 

Emter clown. 

Clow. Yonder man is carried to priſon, 

Phwd. Well: what has he done? 

C!:2y. A woman- | 

Paw. But what's his offence * TD 

Clow. Groping for Trowrs ina peculiar River. 

Faw. What ? is there a Maid with child by him ? 

Claw, No : bur there's a woman with Maid by him: 
yon have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ? 
| Baw, What Proclamation, man? 


Lc. 1 think thou doſt : and indeed with moſt painful | 


Clov. All houſes in che Suburbs of Viena muſt be 
pluck'd down. 
Baw. And what ſhall become of thoſe in theCitie?. 


| 


Clow. They ſhall ftand for ſeed: they had vone Gown 

too, but that a wiſe Burger pnt in for them. © 
3aw. But ſhall aJl our houſes of retorc in the Suburks 
be pulPd down ? 

Clown. To theground Mittris, 

Baw. Why liere's a change indeed in the Common- 
wealth : what ſhall bccome of me ? 

Clow. Come: tear not you : good Counſellors lack no 
Clients: though you change your pluce, you need not 
change your Trade: Ile be your Taptter tall ; courare, 
there will be pity taken on you; you tliat have worn 
your eyes almoſt out in the ſervice, you will be conſi- 


| 
dered. | 
. , P . . F 
Baw. What's to do here, Tlomas Turſter ? let's With- | 
draw, ; | 
.%* . . [ 
Clow. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Provoſt 
to priſon: and there's Madam Ju{rr. Excuut, 


I . —— .—— 


Sceena tertia. | 


Emer Proveſt, Claudia, Fuliet, Officers, Lucie, | 
and two Gentlemea. 


Cla. Fellow, why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'world > 
Bear me to priſon, where 1 am commitred. | 
Pro. T doit not in evildiſpoſition, 
But from 4»;ze!lo by ſpecial charge. 


Clau. Thuscan the demy-god (Authority) 
Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight 
The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will, 
On whom it will not (fo) yet ſtill is jult. ; 

Luc.\Why how now Clzud;o ? whence comes this reſtraint. 

Claz. From too-much liberty, (my Lzcic) liberty, 

As ſurfeir is the father of much fait, | 
So every ſcope by the immoderate ue 
Turns to reſtraint : our Natures do purſue 
Like Rats that ravin down their proper Bane, 


the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedome , 


| 


A thirſty evil, and when we drink, we die. 
Luc, if I could ſpeak. fo wiſely, under an arreſt, 1 
would ſend for certain of my Creditors: and yet, to fay 


as the mortality of impriſonment : what's thy offence, 
Claudio ? 
Cla. What (but to ſpeak of) would oftend again. 
Luc. What is't murder ? 
Cla. No. 
Luc. Letchery ? 
C la. Call it fo. | 
Pro. Away, fir, you nwſt go. 
Cla. One word, good friend : 
Lucio, a word with you. | 
Luc. A hundred : 


kt. A. — 


If they'ldo you any good : Is Letchery ſo look'd after ? q 


Cla. Thas ſtands it with me : upona true contract | 
| gat poſſeſſion of Fultetta's bed, | 
You know the Lady, ſhe is faſt my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward Order. 'This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a Dowre 
Remaining in the Cotter of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it chances | 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutual entertainment 
With CharaQter too groſs, is Writ in Fulzer. 

Lic. With Child, perhaps? 

Cl/a. Unhappily, even o. 

And the new Deputy, now for the Duke, 


Whe the 's 


| —OT EO 
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-,Or in hiseminence that fi!ls it up 


—— 
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Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of newne!s, 
Or whether that the body publick be 

A horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 
Who newly in the ſeat, that it may know 

He can command , lets it ſtrait feel the ſpur 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 


[ tagger in : But this new Governour 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 

Which have ( like unſcowr'd Armor ) hung by th*wall 
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and for a name 

Now puts the drowſie and neglected Act 

Freſhly on me : *tis ſurely for a name. 


thy ſhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if ſhe be in love, may 
ſigh itoff : Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. 

Cla. I have done fo, but he's not to be found. 

[ prethee ( Lvcio ) do me this kind ſervice : 

This day, my ſiſter ſhould the Cloyſter enter, 

And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 

Implore her inmy voice, that ſhe make friends 

To the ſtrift Deputy : bid her ſelf affay him, 


"Medjure for Medſare. 


Luc. I warrant it is: and thy head ſtands fo tickle on | 


| Dead to infliction, to themſelves are dead, 
And liberty plucks juſtice by the noſe ; 
The Baby bears the Nurſe, and quite athyzart | 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It reſted in your Grace 
To unlooſe this tied-1p Juſtice, when von1 nleas'd : 
Anditin you more dreadful would have feem'd 
Than in Logd Angelo. 

Duke. 1 do fear, roo dreadful : | 
Sith *twas my fault to give the people ſcope, + | 
"T would be my ryranny to ſtrike and gall thern, ' 
For whatI bid them do: For we bid this be done 
When evil deeds have their permiflive paſs, 
And nor the puniſhment : therefore indeed ( my father } | 
I have on Angelo impo&d the office, my 
Who may in th'ambuſh of my name ſtrike home, 
And yet, my nature never inthe tight 
Todo inflander : And to b:hold his ſway | 
| will, as *twere a brother of your Order, 
Viſit both Prince and people : Therefore 1 prethee 
Supply me with the habir, arid inſtruct me 
How I may formally in perſon bear 
Likea true Fr:er : Moe reaſons for this ation 
At your more leiſure, ſhall | render yon; 


4 


[ have great hope inthat : for in her youth 

There is a prone and ſpeechleſs Dialect, 

Sach as move men ! beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art 
When ſhe will play with reaſon, and diſcoutſe, 

And well ſhe can perſwade. 

Lac. 1 pray ſhe may; as well for the encouragement 
of the like, which elſe would ſtand upon grievous impo- 
ſition: as for the enjoying of thy life, who would be ſor- 
ry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt, ara game of Tick-tack: 
Fle to her. 

Cl. 1 thank you good friend Lucte. 

Luc. Within two hours. 

Cla. Come Officer, away. Exeunt. 


Only this one : Lord Angelo is preciſe, 

Stands at a guard with envy : ſcarce confeſſes 

Thar his blood flows : or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than ſtone : hence thall we ſee 

If power change purpoſe: what uur Seemers Ve: Avetds. 


= 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter I/abell, and Franciſca a Nin. 


I/a. And have you Nuns no farther priviledges ? 
Nun. Are not theſe large enough ? 
I/a. Yes truly ; | ſpeak nor as deſiring more, 


Enter Duke, and Frier Thumas. 


Duke. No : holy Father, throw away that thought, 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a compleat boſom : why, I defire thee 
To give me ſecret harbour hath a purpoſe 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 
Fri. May your Grace ſpeak of it. 
Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you 
How T have ever loved the life remov'd 
And held in idle price to haunt aſſemblies 
Where youth and coſt, and witleſs bravery keeps. 
I have delivered to Lord Angelo 
( A man of ſtrifture and firm abſtinence ) 
My abſolute power, and place in Viewa, 
| And he ſuppoſes me travail'd to Poland, 
( For fo I have ſtrew'd it in the common ear ) 
And fo it is receiv'd : Now ( pious fir ) 
You will demand of me, why 1 do this. 
Fri, Glagly, My Lord. 
Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes, and moſt biting Laws, 
( The needful bits and curbs for head-ſtrong weeds) 
Which for this fourteen years, we have let ſlip, | 
Even like an ore-grown Lyonina Cave 
That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond Fathers; 
Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, 
Only to ſtick it in theit childrens fight; 
For error, not to uſe : in time the rod 
More mock'd than fear'd : ſo our Decrees, 


—— 


Scena Quarta. 


| Turn you the key, and know his buſineſs of him ; 


Bur rather wiſhing a more ſtrict reſtraine 
Upon the Siſterhood, the Votariſts of Saiat Clare 
Lucio within. 
Luc. Hoa ? peace be in this place. 
Iſa Who's that which calls ? 
Nan. Itis a mans voice, gentle I/abella, | 


You may, I may not: 'you are yet un{worn : 
When you have vow'd, you mufc not ſpeak with men, 
But in the preſence of the Prioreſſe ; | 
Then if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſhew your face ; 
Or if you ſhew your face, you muſt not ſpeak : 
He calls again : I pray you anſwer him. 
1'a. Peace and proſperity : who is't that calls ?. 
Luc. Hail Virgin, (if you be) as thoſe cheek-Roſes 
Proclaim you are no leſs : can you ſoſteed me, 
As bring me to the ſight of 1/abella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair Siſter 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? | 
I/a. Why her unhappy brother ? Let me ask, 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
| am that [/abella, and his Siſter. 
Luc. Gentle and fair: your brother kindly greets you ; | 
Not to be weary with you ; he's in priſon. | 
I/a. Wo me, tor what ? 
Luc. For that, which if my ſelf might be his Judge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with Child. 
Iſa. Sir, make me not your ſtory, 
Luc. 'Tis true ; I would not, tho'tis my familiar fin, 
With Maids to ſeem the Lapwing, and to jeſt 
Fongue, far from heart : play withall Virgins fo : 


|{ hold you as a thingen-skied and fainted, 
By 


Y 
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By your renouncement an immortal fpirit, 
And to tera!k'd with in fincerity, 
As with © Saint. | 
Iz. You doblaſpheme the good in mocking me. 
Luc. No not believe it : fewnels, and truth; *tis thus, 
Your brother and his lover have imbrac'd ; 
As thoſe that feed grow full : as blolloming Time 
That from the ſeednels, the bare fallow brings 
To reeming foyſon : even fo her plenteous womb 
Fxorelierh his full Tilth and Husbandry. 
Iz. Some one With child by him ? my Coſen Fulict ? 
Lc. lsſhe your Colen ? 
Ia. Adoptedly, as ſchool-maids change their names 
By vain, tho apt affection. 
Luc. She it 1s. 
12. Let him marry her, 
L:ic. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many Gentlemen ( my elf being one ) 
In hand, and hope of attion : but we dolearn, 
By thoſe that tZnow the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-ont, were of an infinite diſtance 
From his true meant'deſign : upon his place, 
( And with full line of his authority ) 
Governs Lord Angelo; A man whoſe blood 
's very ſnow-broth : one, who never feels 
1 he wanton ſtings and motions of the ſenſe; 
Put doth rebate, and blunt his natural edge 
\With profirs of the mind : Study, and falt. 
He ( to give fear to uſe, and liberty, 
\W hich have for long run-by the h1deous Law, 
As Mice by Lyons ) hath pickt out anatt, 
Under who'e heavy ſenſe, your brothers life 
Falls into forſeit : he arrelits him on it, 
And follows cloſe the rigor of tne Statute 
To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Unleſs you have the grace by your tair prayer 
To to'ten 47eo : And that's my pith of buſineſs 
'Twixt you, and your poor brother, 
1': Poth he fo, 
Seek his lite ? 
Ln. Has cenſured him already, 
And as i Lear, tie Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's Execution. 
la Alas: Wiat poor 
\bilitie's in me, to do him good ? 
Luc. Altay the power you have. 
[/a. My power? alas, I doubr. 
Luc. Our doubts are traytors 
\nd makes us loſe the good we ofr might win, 
By fearing to attempt : Go to Lord Ange/o, 
And let him learn to know, when Maidens ſue 
Men give like gods: but when they weep and kneel, 
All rheir petitions, are as tru!y theirs 
As they themſelves would owe them. 
1a. Ile fee what | can do. 
Luc. Bur ſpeedily. 
I/a. | will about it ſtrait ; 
No longer ſtaying, but to give the Mother 
Notice of my affair: I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : ſoon at night 
ile ſend him certain word of my ſuccels. 
Le. I take my leave of you. 
'/z, Good fir, adieu. Exeurt. 
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Tnter Anzelo, E/caits, and ſervants, J iuſ-ice. 


15. We muſt not make a ſcar-crow of the Law, 


o 


>etring it upto fear the Birds of prey, 
And Jer it keep one ſhape, till cuſtome make ic 
Their Pearch, and not their terror, 
E/c. I, but yer 

Ler us be keen, and rather cuta little, 
Than fall; and bruiſe to death : alas, this Gentleman 
Whom I would fave, had a moſt noble father 
| Let but your honour know 

(Whom believeto be moſt ſtrait in vertue ) 
Thatinthe working of your own affeCions, 
Had time co-heard with Place, or place with wiſhing 
Or that the reſolute aCting of our blood, ; 
| Could have attain'd th'efle& of your own purpoſe 
Whether you had ſometime in your life : 
Err'd in this point, which now you cenſure him, 


And pulPd the Law upon you. 


Ang. *Tis one thing to be tempted ( E talus ) 
Another thing to fall : I not deny 
{ The Jury paſſing on the priſoners life 
| May inthe ſworn-twelve, have a thief, or two 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made to Juſtice 
That Juſtice ſeizes ; What knows the Laws 
That thieves do paſs on thieves? *Tis very pregnant 
The Jewel that we find, we ſtoop and take'r, 
Becauſe we ſee it ; but what we do not ſee, 
We tread upon, aad never think of it. 
You may not ſo extenuate his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults ; but rather tell me 
When 1, that cenſure him, do ſo offend, 
Let mine own Judgment pattern out my death, 
| And nothing come in partial. Sir, he mult die, 

Enter Provoſt. 

E/c. Be it as your wiſdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Proveſt? 

Pro. Here if it like your Honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio | | 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning, 


Bring him his Confeſlor, let him be prepar'd, 
For that's the utmoſt of his Pilgrimage. 

E/:. Well : heaven forgive him ; and forgive us all ; 
Some riſe by ſin, and ſome by wertne fall : 

Some run from brakes of Ice, and anſwer none, 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 
Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers. 

E!b. Come, bring them away : if the!e be good people 
in a Common-weale, that do nothing but uſe their a. 
buſes in common houſes, I know no law : bring them a_ 
way. 

Ag. How now ſir, what's your name? And what's 
the matter ? | 

E/b. If it pleafe your honour, Iam the poor Dukes 
Conſtable, and my name is E/b5y ; 1 dolean upon Juſtice, 
fir, and do bring in here before your good honour, two 
notorious Benefactors. 

Ang. BenefaCtors? Well: What Penefactors are they ? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

Elb. If it pleaſe your Honour» I know not well what 
they are: But preciſe villans they are, that I am ſure of, 
and void of all prophanation in the world, that good 
Chriſtians ought to have. 

Eſc. This comes oft well : here's a wiſe Officer. 


Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? Elbow is 
'0ur name ? 

Why do'ſt thou not ſpeak Elbow ? | 

Clo. He cannot fir : he's our at Flbow. 

Ang. What are you fir? 

Elb. He fir, a Tapfter fir: parcel Bawd : one that 
ſerves a bad woman : whoſe houſe fir was ( as they fay ) 
pluckt down in the Suburbs: and now ſhe profeſles a 
hot-houſe ; which, I think is a very 111 houſe too, 

E/c. How know you that ? | 

Elb. My wife Sir, whom I deteſt before heaven and 
your honour, 


Eſc. How 
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. How? thy wite. 
El | Sir : whom I thank heavenis an honeſt woman. 
Eſca. Do'ſt thou deteſt her therefore ? 

E!b. Ifay fir, I will dereſt my ſelf alſo, as well as ſhe 
that this houſe, if it be not a Bawds houſe, it is pity of her 
life, for itis a naughty houſe. 

En, How do'it thou know that, Conitable ? 

Elb. Marry fir, by my wite, who, if ſhe had beena wo- 
man cardinally given, might have been accuſed in forni- 
cation, adultery, and all uncleannels there, 

= By the womans means : : 

/b. 1 fir, by Mittris Over-dows means : 

in hi face, lo thedefi'd him. 

Clo. Sir, if it pieaſe your honour, this is not ſo. 

Els. Prove it betore thnele Varlets here, thou honoura- 
ble man, prove it. 

E/c. Do you hear howhe miſplaces ? 

| Clo. Sir, ſhe came in great with child ; and longing 
( ſaving your honours reverence) for ſtew'd Prewns; 
we had buttwo in the houſe, which at that very inſtant 
time ſtood, as it were in a fruit diſh, ( a diſh of fome three 
pence ; your honours having ſeen ſuch diſhes) they are 
not China-diſhes, but very good diſhes. 

Eſc, Go too, g9 too : nomatter for the diſh fir. 

Clo. No indeed fir not of a pin: you are therein in the 
right : but,to tie point *: as | ſay, this Miſtris E!/5o,being 
(as Iſay) with child. and being great bellied, and longing 
( as I fajd ) for prewns : and having no more in the diſh 
(as I ſaid) Malter Frorh here, this very man, , having eaten 
thereſt (as1 ſaid ) and (as Ifay ) paying tor them very 
honeltly : for, asyou know Maſter Froth, 1 could not 
give you three pence again. 

Fro. No indeed. 

C/o. Very well: you being then(if you be remembred) 
cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid Prewns, 

Fro. 1 101 did indeed. 

Clo. Why, very well : I celling you then (if you be 
remembred ) that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept very good 
dyet, as | told you. Fro. All this is true. 
Clo. Why very well then. 


but as ſhe ſpit 


what was done to E/bows wite, that he hath cauſe to com- 
plain of? Come me to what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 
 E/c. No fir, nor I meanirt not. 
i -- Ca, 


died atHallowmas:Was't not at Hallowmas Maſter rob ? 

Fro. All-hallond-Eve. 

Clo. Why very well : I hope here be truths: he fir, fit- 
ting ( as lſay )in a lower Chair, Sir, *rwas in the bunch 
jof Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to fit, have 
you not ? 

Fro. I have fo, becauſe it is an open room, and good 
nf \WinteTre 

Why very well then: I hope here be truths. 

Ang. This will laſt out a night in Ruſſia, 

When nights are longeſt there: ile take my leave, 
And leave you tothe hearing of the cauſe, 

Hoping youl tind good caule to- whip them all. Exz7. 
E/. 1 think no leſs: good morrow to your Lordſhip. 
Now fir, come on : What was done to E/5os wife, once 

more ? 

Clo. Once fir? there was nothing done toj her once. 

E!b. I beſeech you fir, ask him what this man did to 
my wife. 

Clo. I befeech your honour, ask me. 

E/c. Wellfir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 

C/o. 1 beleech you fir, look in this Gentlemans face , 
good Maſter Froth look upon iis honour ; *tis for a good 
purpole ; doth your honour mark his tace ? 

Eſc. Ir, very well. 


E/c. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the ptirpoſe ; 


Sir, but you ſhall come toit, by your Honours 
leave: And1I beſeech you, look into Maſter Fr«:h here 
ſir, a man of four-ſcore pound a year; Whoſe Father 


| E*. Well, 


Cl5. Nay, I befeech vou mark it well. | 
| do fo. 

Clo. Doth your l0nour fee 

Efc. W by no. 

Cle. Tle be fuppos'd upona book, his face is the werſt 
thing about him: good then: if his face be the worlt 
thing about him, how could Maſter #r::L do the Conlta- 
bies wife any harm? 1 Wou:'d know that of your ho- 
nour. 

E/c. He's in the right ( Conſtable ) what fay you to 


* 
- 


any harm in his face ? 


E!5. Firſt, and it like you, the houſe js a reſpeted 
houſe ; next, this is a retpected fellow ; and his Miſtris is 
a reſpected woman, 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is a. more reſpected per- 
fon than anv of us all. 

E!5. Variet, thou liet; thou leſt wicked Varter : the 
time 1s yet to come, that ſhe was ever relpectcd with man, 
woman, or child. | 

Cls. Sir, ſhe was reſpected with him before he married 
m her, 

Which is the wiſer here ; 
this x ch 

Elb. O thon Caitiff: O thou Varlert : O thon WiC wy 
Hanniva: | reſpected with her, etore | was married to her? | 
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If ever | was refpected with ker, or ſhe with et not | 

your Worſhip think me the poor Dukes Officer x 

this, thou wicked Hazz:b:/, or Fle have mine on = 

_— 0 thee. | 
If he took you a boxoth'ear, vou might have} 

Yol ur ation of ſlander too. 

b. Marry 1 thank your good Worſhip tor it : what 
is'r —_— Worſhips pleaſirre 1 ſhall do with this wicked | 
Cairift ? 

E/c. "Truly Officer, becauſe he hath ſome ctiences in | 
him, that thou would'lt diſcover, if thou could it, ler him 
continue in his courles, till thou knowlt what they are 

E!/b. Marry | thank your Worſhip tor it : 7 hou (ceſt 
thou wicked Varlet now. what's come upon tice. 1hou 
art to Continue. 

E/c. Where were you born, friend ? 

Frath. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

E/c. Are you of fouricore Poundsa year ? 

Freth. Y es, and't picaſe you tir. | 

Ee. +. So: what trade are ye of, fir? | 

Clo. A Tapfter, a poor \\ idows Tapſter. | 

E/:. Your Miſtris name ? 

Clio. Miltris Over-dn [ 

E/c. Hath ſhe had any more than one husband ? 

C19. Nine, fir: Over-d-n by the lait 

E/c. Nine? Come hither to me, Maſter Fre: 
Frot;, | would not have you acquainted with 'Laptters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Fro:þ,and you will hang them: 
get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

Fro. Ithank your Worſhip : for mine own part, I ne- 
ver come into any room in a Taphoule, but lam drawn 
in, 

E/c: Well: no more FF it Maſter Frer>: farewell : | 
Come you huther to me, 21. Taniter : what's your name | 
2” Ll, om ? | 

» Com Pep. 

bo: . Whar ell 

Ch. So fir. © 

Eſc. Troth, and your Pum is the greateſt thing about 
you, ſo that in the bealtliett tenſe, you are Perpey the 
great ; Pompey, you are partiv a Bawd, Puzpey 5 howſoe- 
ver you colour it being a Tapſter, are vounct ? come,tel 
me _ ir ſhall bethe better tor You. 

Truly tir, L am a poor tellow that w ou:d hve. 

_ {C« \ How would you live Poxzpey ? by being a Bawd? 

what do you think of the Trade 7 ome) ? Sita lawful 
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Trade? 
(o. If the Law would allowir, fir. 
Eſc. Bnethe Law will nor allow it Perypey, 107 it ſhall 
[not be allowed in Viewna. Cle. Do's 
 ——————— 
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C/o. Lo's your Worſhip mean to geld and fplay all the | 
Youth in i! e City £ 

F., No: Pompey. 

C/.. Truly-Sir, in my poor opinion. they will to't then: 
if your Worſhip will rake order for the Drabs and Knaves, 
vou nced not to fear the Bawds. 
Ef. There are pretty Orders beginning, I can tel] you: 
[t is but beading and hanging, 

Cc. If you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten vear together, you't be glad to give out a Com- 
miſlion for more heads : If this Law hold in Viewna ten 
vears Ile rent the faireſt houſe in it after three pence a 
Pay : If you live toſce this come to paſs, ſay, Poxpey told 
you fo. 

Ef. Thank you, good Pompey ; and in requital of your 
Propheſie, bark you: 1 adviſe you let me not find you be- 
fore me again upon any complaint whatfoever: no, not 
for dwelling where you do : If I do, Pompey, 1 ſhall beat 
you tovocur Tent, and prove a ſhrewd Cz/z7 to you : In 
plain dealing, I ſhall have you whipt: So for this time, 
Pempey, tare vou well. 

Cle. I thank your Worſhip for your good counſel; but 
[ ſhall follow it as the fleſh and fortune ſhall better de:er- 
mine. V\\hip me? no, no: let Carman Whip his Jade, 
The valiant heart's not whipr out of his Trade, Exit. 

E/. Come hither to me, Maſter Elbow : come hither, 
Maſter Conſtable : how long have you been in this place of 
Conſtable ? 

Elb. Seven vear and a half, fir. 

Eſc. Thought by the readineſs in the Office, you had 
continued in it ſome time : you lay, feven years toge- 
cher. 

"El5. And a half, fir. 

Eſc. Alas! it hath been great pains to you : they do you 
wrong to put you ſooft upon't : Are there not men in your 
Ward ſufficient to ſerve it ? 

E!b.*Faith fir, few of any Wit in ſuch matters: as the\ 
are choſen, they are glad to chooſe me for them : I doit for 
ſome piece of money, and go through with all. 

Eſc, Look you bring me in the Names of ſome fix or ſe- 
ven, the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. 

E'b. Toyour Worſhip's hone, fir.? 

E{c. To my houſe: fare you well: what's a clock, think 
you ? 
T F=#. Eleven, fir. | 
E/c. 1 pray you go home to dinner with me. 
Tuſt. I humbly thank you. 
E/c. It grieves me forthe death of Clandjo: 
But there's no Remedy. 

| Fuſt. Lord ngelo 1s fevere, 

E/+. It is but needful : 
Mercy is not it ſelf, that oft looks fo: 
Pardon is ſtill rhe Nurſe of ſecond wo : 
But yet, poor Claud:o, there is no Remedy, 
Come lir. - Exernt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoſt, Servant. 


Ser. He's hearing of a Cauſe: he will come ſtraight: 
Ile tell him of you. 
Pro. Pray you do: Vle know 
His pleaſure : may be he will relent : alas ! 
He hath but as offended in a dream : 
All Sets, all Ages ſinack of this vice, and he 


Todie for't! 


ny I EO 


Enter Angelo. 


Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provoſ? * | 


— 


Pro. Is it your Will C/udio ſhall die to morrow? 
Ang. Did notItell thee yea ? hadit thou not order ? 
Why doit thou ask again ? | 
Pro. Lelt I might be too raſh : 
under your good correction, 1 have ſeen 
When after Execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o're his doom, 
£2. Goto: let that bemine: 
Do you your Office, or give up your Place 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. ; 
Fro. I crave your Honour's pardon : 
What ſhall be done, fir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She's very near her hour. : : 
41g. ifpote of her 
To ſome more fitter place, and that with ſpeed. 
Ser. Here is the ſiſter of the man condemn'g 
Delires acce's to you. : 
lng. Fiath hea ſiſter ? | 
Pro. I, MV good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
And to be iliwrily o! aviſter-hood, 
[t not already. 
Hinge ell: let ter be admitted : 
See you the Fornicatrets be remov'd : 
Let her have needfal, but not laviſh mears : 
There ſhall be order for'r. 


Enter Lucio and I{abella. 


Pro. *Save your Honour. 
Ang. Stay a lutie while : yare welcome : What's your | 
Will? 
I/ab. I am a wotul Sutor tg your Honour, 
Pleaſe but your Honour-hear me. 
Anz. Well : what's your ſuit? 
I/ab. There isa Vice that moſtI do abhor, 
And molt deſire ſhould meer the blow af Juſtice, 
For which 1 would not plead. but that I muſt, 
For Which 1 muſt not plead, but that Iam 
At war *twixt will and will nor. 
Ang. Well: the matter ? 
1/av. I havea brother is condemn'd to die, 
{ do beſeech you let it be his fault, 
And not my brother, 
Pro. Heaven give thee moving graces. 
Ang. Condemnthe fault, and not the ator of it: 
\ hy every fault's condemn'd e're it be done : 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Function 
To fine the faults, whole tine ſtands in Record, 
And let gobv the ator, 
I/ab. Oh juſt, but ſevere Law : 
[ had a brother then, heaven keep your honour. 
Luc. Giv't not o're fo : to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down betore him, hang upon his gown : 
You are too cold : if you ſhould need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue deſire it; 
To him, I fay. 
I/ab. Muſt he needs die ? 
Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 
1/ab. Yes : I do think that you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. 1 will not do'r. 
1/ab. But can you if you would ? 
Ang. Look, what I will not that I cannot do. 
I/ab. But might you do't, and do the World no wrong, 
If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine is tohim ? 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd-: *tis too late. 
Luc. You are too cold, 
1/ab. Teo late ? why fo ? I that doſpeak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the King's Crown, nor the deputed Sword; 
The Marſhal's Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe, 
Become them with one half ſo good a grace 
As mercy does: If he had been as you, and youas he, |} 
Yoy 
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You would have ſlipt lize him, bur he, like you, 
Would not have been ſo ſtern. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. 

1/a5. I would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were 1/abe/: ſhould it then be thus ? 
No : 1 would tell what *twere to be a Judg, 
And what a Priſoner. 

Luc. 1, touch kim : there's the vein. | 
Ano. Your brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
And you but waſte your words. 

1[{:b. Alas! alas! 

\Vhy, all the ſouls that were, were forfeit once, 
And he that might the vantage belt have took, 
Found out the Remedy : How would you be, 
If he, which is the crop of Judgment, ſhould 
But judg you as you are? Oh, think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 


1 Like man new-made. 


Zng. Be you content (fair Maid), 

[ris the Law, not I, conderan your brother : 

Were he my kin{man, brother, or my ſon, 

It ould be thus with him : he muſt die to Morrow. 
1/ab. To morrow ? Oh, that's ſudden : 

Spare him, ſpare him : 

He's not prepar'd for death : even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowl of ſeaſon : ſhall we ſerve heaven 
With le$ reſpect than we do miniſter 


VVho is it that hath drd for this Oftence ? 
There's many have committed it. 
Luc. 1: well faid. 


Thoſe many had not dar'd to do that evil, 

if the firit, that did th” Edict infringe, 

Had anſwer'd tor his deed Now 'tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and hke a Prophet, 
Lcoks in a glaſs that ſhews what future evils 
Either now, or by remiſsneſs, new conceiv'd, 
And ſo in progrels to be hatch'd, and born, 
Arenow to have no ſucceſlive degrees, 

Bur-here they live toend. 

1/25, Yet ſhow ſome pity. 

47. 1 ſhewit moſt of all when I ſhew Juſtice: 
For then I pity thoſe | do not know, 

V Vhich a diſmiſs'd Offence would after gaul 
And do him right, that anſwering one toul wrongs 
Lives not to act another. Be ſatishied : 

Your bfother dies ro morrow : be content. 

I/a. So you mult be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he thar ſuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
Tohave a Giant's ſtrength ; bur it 18 tyrannous 
To uſeir like a Giant, 

Luc. That's well faid. 

1/a. Could great men thunder 
As Fove himielf do's, Fowe would ne're be quiet : 
For every pclting petty Officer 
VVould uſe his heaven for rhunder : 

Nothing but thunder : Merciful heaven, 

Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulphurous bolt 
Splir'ſt the un-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 

Than the ſoft Mertil : O but man! proud man ! 
Dreit in a little brief anthority, 

Moſt ignorant of what he's molt aflur'd 

(His glaſſie Eſſence), like an angry Ape, 

Plays ſuch phantaſtique tricks before high heaven, 
As makes the Angels weep ; who with our ſpleens 
VVould all themſelves laugh mortal. » 

Luc. Oh, to him, to him Wench: he will relent : 
He's coming : I perceivet. 

Pro. Pray heaven the win him. 

Ia. V Ve cannot weigh our brother with our ſelf: 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : *tis Wit in them, 
But inthe lets toul Prophanation. 

Luc. Thou'rt i'right (Girl): more of that. 


——__—_—. 


To our grols ſelves ? good, good my Lord, bethink you : 


Ang. The Law hath not been dead, thoit hath ſlept : 


— 


1/av. 'I hat in the Captain's but a cholle: ick word 
VVhich in the Soldier is flat blaſphemy, ; 
Luc. Art advie'd of that? moreon c. 
Any. Why do you, put theſe ſay ings v;on me ? 
I/a. Becauſe AuthCrity, thoir err li'e others, _ 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it {@1f, . 
* . 4 
Thar $kins the Vice ©& th* top: g6 to vonr boſam, 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 
That'slike nfy brother's fanlt: if it confets 
A natural guilrineſs, ſuch as is his, 
Ler it not found a thought upon your tongue 
Againſt my brother's life. : 
Ang. She ſpeaks, and cis ſuch ſenſe, 
That my ſenſe breeds with it : fare vou well. 
I/a. Gentle my Lord, turn back. * 
Ang. 1 will bethink me : come again to morrow. 
1/a. Hark, how Vle bribe you : good my Lord turn 
| back. : 
Ans. How? bribe me ? 


you. 

Luc. You had marr'd all elſe. 

I/a. Not with fond Sickles of theteſted-gold, 
Or tones, whoſe rate are either rich or poo, 
As fancy values them : bur with true prayers, 
Thar ſhall be up at heaven, ard enter there 
E're Sun riſe: prayers from preſerved ſouls, 
From faſting Maids, whoſe minds are degicate 
Tonothing remporal, 

Ang. Well: cometo me to morrow. 

Luc. Go to: *"t3 well : away. 

Ia. Heaven keep your honour ſafe. 

f4ng. Amen : 

For | am that way goivg to temptation, 
Where prayers croſs. 

/a. At what hour to morrow 
Shall Iatrend your Lordſhip ? 

Arg. Atany time *fore-noon. 

I/a. "Save your honour. 

Ang. From thee : even from thy Vertue. | 
Whar's this? What's this? Is this her faulc, or mine? * 
The Tempter, or the Tempted, who fins moſt ? ha ? 
Not ſhe : nor doth ſhe tempt: bur itis 1, 

Thar, lying by the Violet in the Sun, 


Exeunt, 


Do as the Carriondo's, not as the flower, | 
Corrupt with vertuous ſeaſon: Can it be, | 
That Vodelty may more betray our ſenſe, | 
Than Womans lightneſs ? having waſte ground enough, 


And pitch our evils there ? Oh fie, fie, fie : 

\\ hat doſt thou ? Or what art thou, Angelo? 

Dott thou defire her fouly, for thoſe things 

That make her good? Ohler her brother live: 

Thieves for their Robbery have anthority, 

V Vhen Judges ſteal themſelves : What ! do I love her, 

That 1 defire to hear her ſpeak again? | 

And feaſt upon her Eyes e VVhar isitI dream on ? 

Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

V Vith Saints doſt bait thou hook : moſt dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To fin, inloving Vertue : never could the Strumper, 

VVith all her double Vigor, Art, and Nature, 

Once ſtir my temper : butthis vertuous Maid 

Subdues me quite : Even till now, 

VVhen men were fond, I ſmil'd, and wondred how. 
Ext. 


6r 


Shall we deſire to raze the Sanfuory, 


# of - ? 
|. Ta. I, with ſuch gifts that heaven ſha!l ſhare with 
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Sceana tertia. 
Enter Duke, and Prowoſe. 


Dr:k. Hail toyou, Provoſt : fol think you are. 
Pro. 1 am the Prevoſt : what's your will, good Fr/er * 
DB:1k. Bonrd by my Charity, and my bleſt Order, 
I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here in the Priſon: do me the common right 
 Tolet meſee them: and ro make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may miniſter 
To them accordingly. 
Pro. 1 would do more than that, if more were needful. 
Enter ]ulier. 
Look here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
VVho falling in the flaws of her own Youth, 
Harh bliſter'd her Report : She is with child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd: a young man 
More fit to do another ſuch Oltence, 
Than dee for this. 
Dub. VVhen muſt he die? 
Pro. As 1 dothink, to morrow. 
[ have provided for you : ſtay a while, 
And you ſhall be-conducted. 
Duk. Repent you (fairone) of the fin yon carry. 
- ul. 1 do; and bear the ſhame molt patiently, 
Dru.l'le teach you how you ſhall araign your conlcience, 
And try your penitence, if it be found, 
Or hollowly put on. 
ul. Tle gladly learn. 
Duk. Love you the man that wrong'd yon * 
#4l. Yes, as llove the woman that wrong'd him, 
Duk. So then it ſeems your moſt oftenceful act 
VVas mutually committed. 
Jul. Matually. 
Puk. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his? 
F:/. Ido confeſs it, and repent it (Father). 
Duk. "Tis meer to (daughter), bur leſt you do repent 
As thar the ſin hath brought you to this ſhame, 
V Vhich ſorrow is always toward our ſelves, not heaven, 
Showing we won!ld not ſpare heaven, as we love it, 
Butas we ſtand in fear. 
Fu!, I dorepent me, asit is an evil, 
And take the ſhame with joy. 
Duk. "There reſt : 
Your partner (asT hear) muſt die to morrow, 
And I am going with in{truction to him : 
Grace go with you, Benedicite- : Exit. 
Ful. Muſt die to morrow? Oh injurious love, 
That reſpits me a life, whoſe very comfort 
Is {till a dying horror. 
Pro. *Tis pity of him. Exeant. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Angelo. 


An. VVhen I would pray, and think, I think, and pray 
To ſeveral ſubjefts: heaven hath my empty words, 
VVbilſt my Invention, hearing not my tongue, 

Anchors on [/abe! : heaven in my mouth, 

As if 1 did but only chew his name, 

And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil 

Of my conception: the ſtate whereon | ſtudied 
Is like a gocd thing, teing often read, 


Grown feard, aud tedious : yea, my Gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride 
Could I, with boot, change for an idleplume 
Which theair beats for vain : Oh place ! oh form ! 
How often doſt thou with-thy caſe, thy habir 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the witer ſouls 
To thy falſe ſeeming ? Blood, thon are Blood, 
[.et's write goad Angell on the evils horn, 
'F.s not the devils Creſt : how now? who's there? 
Enter Seryant. 
Ser. One 7/ave!, a fiiter, defires acceſs to you, 
nz. leach her the way : Oh heavens 
\hy do's my blood thus muſterto my hearr. 
Making both ic unable tor ir ſelf, ; : 
And ditpolleſſing all my other parts 
Oi: neceliary hitnets © | 
> play the foolith chrongs with one that ſwounds, 
Come all trohelp him, and fo ſtop ihcair 
By which he ſhould revive: and even fo 
The general ſubjetts-to a well-wifhr ing, 
Quit their own part, and in obſequicus tondneſs 
Crowd to his preſence, where their uutaught love 
Mutt needs appear Olfence : how now fair Maid ? 
Enter Tabe!la. 
I/a. lam come to know your pleaſure. (me, 
4g. Thatyou might know it, world much better pleaſe 
Than to demand what cis : your brother cannot live, 
Ta. Even ſo : heaven keep vour Honour. 
Ang. Yet way he live a while : and it may be 
As long as you or ] : yet he mutt die. | 
I/a. Under your Sentence ? 
47. Yea. 
[/.z. VVhen, I beſeech you ? that in his Reprieve 
(Longer or ſhorter ) he may be {o fitted, 
That his foul ficken not. * 
Arg. Ha? he, theſe filthy Vices : It were as £ood 
To pardon him, that hath from Nature ftoPa = 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their ſawcy ſweetneſs, that do coin heavens Image 
[n ſtamps thatare forbid : *is all as calic, 2 
Faiſely to takeaway a life true mide, | 
ASto put met:le in reſtrained means, | 
To make a falſe one. 
I/a.” I'is ſet down ſo in heaven, but not incarth. 
__ <ing.Say you fo? then] ſhall poze you quickly. 
W hich had you rather, that the moſt uit Law 
Now took your brother's life ; and to redeein him, 
Give up your body to ſuch {weet uncleannels 
As ſhe that he hath ſtain'd? 
I/a. Sir, believe this, | 
[had rather give my body than my foul. 
Ang. I talk not of your foul : our compelÞd ſins 
Stand more for number than for accom pr. 
1/2. How ſay you ? | 
Ang. Nay, Flenot warrant that : for I can ſpeak 
Againit the thing | ſay : Anſwer ro this, 
I (now the Voice of the Recorded Law) 


Pronounce a ſentence on your brother's life : 
Might there not be a charity in ſin, 
To fave this brother's life ? 
I/a. Pleale you to do'r, 
Fle take it asa peril ro my ſoul : 
iris nofinatall, but charity. 
Ang. Pleas'd you to do't ar peril of your foul, 
\Wereequal poize of finand charity. 
Ia. That I do beg his life, if it be ſin, 
Heaven let ifie bear it ; you granting of my fuir, 
If that be fin, Ple make it my Morn-praver, 
'To have it added to the faults of mire, 
And nothing of your anſwer. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me : 
Your ſenſe purſues not mine : either you are ignorant, 


Or ſeem ſocrafty ; and that's not good. 
T{a. 


—__— 


Þ ® 


342% 


AA 3: 
F 


EE vs," 


ee A a 


ant SDL bt 


| + eaſure for Meaſure. F 2 


EY —OC—  —— 


1/a. Let me be ignorant, andin ngthing good, 
Bur graciouſly to know l amno better. 

Ang. Thus \Viſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 
When it doth tax it ſelf : As theſe black Maſques 
Proclaim anen- ſhield beauty t:n times louder 
Than beauty could diſplayed : Burt mark me, 
To be received plain, Ple ſpeak more grols : 
Your brother is to die. 

I/a. 50. 

Ang. And his Offence i fo, as it appears, 
Accountant to the Law upon that pain. * 
I/a. True. 

Ang. Admit noother way to ſave his life 

( As I ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 

Bur in the loſs of queſtion), that you, his ſiſter, 
Finding your ſelf defir'd of ſuch a perſon, 
Whoſe credit with the Judg, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the Mannacles 
Of the all-building Law : and that there were 
No earthly mean to ſave him bur that either 
You mult lay down the treaſures of your body, 
To this ſuppoſed, or elle to let him utter, 

What would you do ? 

['a. As much for my poor brother as my ſelf: 
Char is, were [| under the terms of Death, : 
Th impreſſion of keen Whips, 1'1d wear as Rubies, 
\nd {trip my ſelf to death, as ro a bed, 

[hat longing have been fick for, e're 11d yeild 
My body up to ſhame. 
Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 
I/a. And "twere the cheaper way : 
Netter it were a brother di'd at once, 
Than that a ſiſter by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 
Anz. \\ere not you then as cruel as the Sentence 
That you have ſlinde:'d fo ? 

I/a. ignominy i1 Ranſom, and free Pardon, 
Are of two houſes : lawful Mercy 
ls nothing kin to fon] Redemption. 

Ang. You ſzemn'd of late to make the law a Tyrant, 
And rather prov'd the fliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

I/a. Oh pardon me, my Lord: it oft falls olit 
To have what we would have : 

We ſpeak not what we mean : 
I ſomething do excuſe the thing | hate 
For his advantage that 1 dearly love. 
Ang. Weare all frail. 
1/a. Elſe let my brother die, 
If not a fendary but only he 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weaknels. 

ng. Nay, Women are irail too. 

Iſa I, as the glatſes where they viewthemſelves 3 
Which are as eaſie broke as they make forms: 
Women ? help heaven, Men their creation mar 
In profiting by them: Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are aft, as our complexions are, 

And credulous to falſe prints. 
Ang | think it well : 
And from this teſtimony of your own Sex 
(Since | ſuppoſe we are made to be no ſtronger 
Than faults may ſhake our frames), let me be bold : 
I do arreſt vour words : Be that you are; 
That is, a Woman: if you be more, you'r none. 
If you, be one (as vou are well exprelt 
By all external warrants ), ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. 

[/a. Thave notongue bur one; gentle my Lord, 
Let me intreat you ſpeak the former language. 

Ang Plainly conceivel love you. 

I/a. My brother did love fu/zer : 

And yourell me, that he ſhall die for't, 
Ang. He ſhall nor, 1/abel, if you give me love: 
I/a. Lknow your Vertue hath a licence in't, 


Which ſeems a little fouler than it is, 
Topluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me on mine Vonour, 
My words expreſs my purpoſe 

1'a. Ha ? Littie honour to be much believ'd, 
And molt pernicious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming, 
| will proclaim thee, Angelo : look for't: 
Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or with an out-ſtrerch'd throat Ple tell the World aloud 
What man thou arr. 

Ang. \\ ho will believe thee, 1abe't 
My unſoil'd name, th' autterenck of my lik, 
My vouch againit you, and ny place i' tl? vate, 
Will to your accufition over-weigh, 
Thar you ſhall ftiflein your own Report, 
And ſmell of calumny, 1 have begun, 
And now 1 give my ſenſual race the rein : 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite ; 
Lay by all nicery, and prolixicus bluſhes 
Thatbaniſh what they (ue tor. Redeem thy brotker 
By yielding up thy body to my Will, * 
Or elſe he mult nor on:y de tne death, 
But thy unkindnels ſhall his death draw ont 
Tolingring liifferance: Anfwer me to morrow, 
Or by the attection chat now enides me moſt, 
Ile prove a 'T'yrant tohim. As tor vou, 


[/a. 'T'o whom ſhould | complain ? [id 1 cell this, 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths 
That bear in chem one and the lelt-fame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof 
Bidding the Law make curtſic ro the r Wil, 
Hooking both right and wrong t+ ih” apperite, 
To follow as it draws le to my brother ; 

'Tho he hath fal n by prom; ture © che blood, 
Yet hath he1in lim ſuch a mind of Honcur, 
That had he cweanty head; t» render down 

On twenty bloody biocks, he !d 1 ed rhem up, 
Betore his fiiter ſhou:d her body itoop 

'To ſuch abnorr'd pollution. 

Then !/abc live chatite, and brother dic ; 

+ More than our brother 1s our Chaltity, 

[le tel: him yet oft nes Requrir, 


Say What you can, my talle o're-weighs your crue Ext. 


And fic his ning to death tor ws fouls Reſt. Exit 


Atlus Tertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt, 


De. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angels? 
Cl:u. The miſerable have noother Medicine 


die. 

Dk. Be abſolute for death: either death or life 
Shill thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life 3 
[f 1 do loſe thee, Idoloſea thing 
That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art; 
Servile to all the skyie influences, 

That doſt this habitation where thou keep'ſt 
Hourly affift : Meerly thou art Death's fool ; 
For him thou labour'tt by thy flight ro ſhun, 
And vetrunn'ſt toward him till: Thon art notnobie ; 
For all th* accommodations that thou bear'ſt, 
Are nurſt by baſeneſs : Thou'rt no way valiant; 
For thou dolt fear the ſoft and tender fork 
of a poor worm : thy belt of reltis ſleep, 
And that thou oft provok'lt, yer grolly fear'ſt 
Thy death, which is nomore : 'Fhou artnot thy (elf; 
For thou exiſts on many a thouſand grains 
F 
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But only hope: Þ have hopeto live, and am prepar'd to 
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That iffne ont of duſt : Happy thou art not ; 
For what thou halt not, ſtil] cho" ſtriv?ſt to get, 
And what thou haſt forgettit : Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange efiects, 
\frerthe Moon : If thou artrich. thou rt poor ; 
For Fkean Aſs, whoſe back with Ingots bows, 
{hu bear'ft thy heavy Ricaes bur a journey, 

+1 death unloags thee: Friend, haſt thon non© 
| Fr thine ovwn bowels which do call thee fire ? 
he meer «1uhon of thy proper loyns 
'0 curle the Gert, Sarp:go, and the Rheume, 
| For ending thee no ſooner: Thou haſt not youth, nor age; 
24jr, a8.it were, an after-dinners ſleep 
Dreaming on both ; for ail thy bletſed youth 
"ecomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
| Of palſied-E!d : and when thou art old, and rich, 
| hou haſt neither heart, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy Riches pleatant : whats ver in thus 
Thar bears the name of lite ? Yer 1n this lite 
Lie hd moe thoutand deaths; yet death we ſea”, 
That makes theſe odds all even. 

C/art., 1 humbly thank you. 
To lue to live, + find I ſeek todie, 
And {eek.ng death, find life : Let it come on. 

Enter Habella. 

1:5, What hoa? Peace here ; Grace and good Com- 
pany. 

ro. Who's there ? Comein: the wiſh deſerves a wel- 
come. 
Duk. Dear fir, ere long Te viſit.you again. 
('/a. Moit holy fir, I thank you. 
17. My buſineſs is a word or two with Claudio, 
Pro. And very welcome : look Signior, here's your fi- 
ſter. 
Duk. Prev25t, a word with you. 
Pro. AS many as yon pleale. 
D:&. Bring them to ſpeak where I may be conceal'd, yet 
hear them, Exemunt. 
Clz. Now filter, what's the comfort 
Jie. \\ nv, 
As all comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indzed : 
Lord #nygelo having attairs to heaven, 
intends you tor his ſwift Ambaſlador 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leiger : 
Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed, 
To morrow you let on. 
Cl2. 15 there noRemedy ? 
1/z. None but ſuch Remedy, asto ſave a head 
To cleave a heart in twain. 
Clz. Lut is there any ? 
1a. Yes, brother, you may live : 
There is a devilliſh mercy in the Judg; 
If you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But ferrer you till death. 

Cla. Perperual durance ! 

1/z. 1 juit, perpetual durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the \\ orlds vaitidity you had 
To a determin'd ſcope. 

Cle, But-in what nzrure ? 

1/a. in ſuch a one, as you conſenting to't, 
Wouls bark your honour ſrom that trunk you bear, 
1 And teave you naked. 

C21. Let me know the point. 

1:2. Oh, I do fear thee, Claud:o, and I quake, 
Leit thou a feavourous life ſhould'ſt entertain, 
And fix or ſeven Winters more reſpect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'it thou die ? 
The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſ1on, 
| And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, 
in corporal {uftierance, finds a pang as great 
As when a Giant dies. 

Cla. Why give you me this ſhame? 
Think you cana reſolution ſeeeh -- 
From flowry tenderrel(s? It | muſt dic, 
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Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 


"The pendant World : or to be worſe than worlt 


| wilt encounter darknels as a bride, | 
And hug it in mine aims. 

[/a. 'There ſpake my brother : there my father's gave | 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muſt die : £ | 
1 hou art toonoble to conſerve a life 
[n baſe appliances, This outward {ainted Deputy 
Whoſe ſetled vilage, and deliberate word | ©? 
Nips youth 1” tl” head, and follies doth emmeay, 
As Falcon doth the fowl: is veta devil: 
His filth within being calt, he would appear 
A pond gs deep as hell. 

Cla. The Princely Angel, ? 

[/a. Oh tis the cunning Livery of lic!l, 

The damned body to inveſt and cover - 

In Princely gardes: doit thou think, C/z#d;s, 

It 1 would yeild him my Virginity, | 
Thou mighr' be freed. : 

C!2, Oh heavens, it cannot be. , 

{/a. Yes, he would giv'tthee ; from this rank Offeyce 
So to offend him ſtill This night's the time | 
Thar I ſhould do what1 abhor to name, | 

{ 
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Or clſe thou dieſt to morrow. 
C/a. Thou ſhalt not do't. 
{/a. Oh, were it but my life, 


[le throw it down for your deliverancs | 
As frankly as a pin. a 
C/z.'1 hanks dear 1/abel. ? 

k 


J/a. Be ready, Clandio, for your death to morron, , 
Cla Yes. Has he atteQtions in him, 
Thatthus can make him bite che Law by th* noſe, | 
Whenhe would force it ? ſurc it is no fin : 


Iſo. Which is the leaſt ? | 
Cla. If itit were damnable, he being fo wiſe, | 

Why would he for the momentany trick 

Be perdurahly fin'd? Oh [/abe!. 
1/a. What ſays my brother ? | 
Cla. Death is a feartul thing. 
I/a. And ſhamed life a hatetul. | 
C/o. I, but rodie, and go we know not where: 

Tolie in cold Obſtruction, and to rot 

This ſenſible warm motion, to become 

A kneaded clod ; and the delighted ſpirit 

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 

[n thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice, 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 

And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 


Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain thought, 
[magine howling, *tis too horrible. 
The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life 
That age, ach, penury, and impriſonment 
Can lay on Nature, isa Paradiſe 
To what we fear of death. 
I'a. Alas! alas! 
Ca. Sweet ſiſter let me live. 
What ſin you do to ſavea brother's life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed fo far, 
That it becomes a vertue. 
1/2. Oh you beaſt ! 
Oh faithleſs coward ! oh diſhoneſt wretch ? 
Wilt thou be made a man our of my vice * 
[s*rnot a kind of ince{t, to take life 
From thine own filters ſhame ? What ſhould I think * 
Heaven ſhield : my mother plaid my father fair : , 
For ſuch a warped flip of Wilderneſs 
Ne're iſſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, periſh : Might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed: 
le pay a thouſand prayers for thy death ; 
No word to fave thee. 
Cla. Nay, hear me, 1/abel. 
T/a. Oh, tie, fie, fie, 
Thy lin's not accidental, but a trade ; 
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Mercy to thee wonld vrove it felf a Bawd : 

? Tis beſt that thon dieft «ny 

Cl. Oh hear me, T/ub:! uke ſteps m. 
Du. Vouchſafe a word, wank ſiſter, but one apa 

['a, Whar is your will ? 

Du. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure: 1 world by 


require, is likewiſe your own benefit. 

i/z. I have no ſuperfluous leiſure ; my ſtay muſt be ſtolen 
out of other affairs : but I will artend you a white. 

Du. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt between you 
and your ſiſter. Arge/s had never the purpoſe to corrupt 
her ; only he hath madean aſſay of her vertue, to practiie 
his judgment with the diſpoſition of Natures. She (having 
the rruth of honour in her) hath made him that gracious 


denial, which he is moſt glad ro receive: lam conftellor to 
/noe!o, and | know this to be true; therefore prepare your 


ſelf to dearh: do not ſatisfie your reſolution with hopes 
that are ftalhible; to mcrrow you muſt die: go to your 
knees, and make ready. 

Cla. Let measkmy fitter ror I am ſo out of love 
with life, that i will tueto be rid of 1t. E--:it 
Du. told you there : ewes Prevoſt, a word With 
you. 

Pro. What's your w [1 father)? 

Du That now you are come, you will be gone : leave 
me a while with che Maid ; my mind promiſes with 1n\ 
habit, no loſs ſhall touch her by my company, 

Pro. In good time. Exit 


good; the yoodnels that 1s cheap in beauty, makes beau- 
ty briet in goodneſs ; but grace being the foul cf y ur 
com; lexion. thall kee p the body of it ever far : the al? 
fault that Angelo hath made to you, Forture hath cun- 
vey'd to my Underſtanding ; and but that frailty hath Ex- 
amples for his falling, | ſhould wonder at Argelo : how will 
you do to content this Subſtitute, and to fave your bro- 
ther ? 

I/z. 1 am now going to reſolve him : I had rather my 
brother die by the Law, than my 1on ſhould be unlaw- 
tully born.” Bur On) how mnc'1 is the good Duke de- 
ceiv'd in :4n9-1o : if ever he re'urn, and I can ſpeak to 
him, I will open my lips in vain, or diſcover his govern- 
nienr. 

Du. 'T har ſhall not bemuch 
now ſtands, he will avoid your accufation : he made trial 
of you only. 'I heretore faſten yourear on my advilings 
to the love | have in doing good a Remedy pr: ents it ſc It. 
| do make my ſelf beiteve that you may molt uprigh eon! 
iv do a poor wronged Lady a merited benetic : redeem 
your brother from the angry [aw 4 dono ſt.iin to your 
own gracious perſon and much pleaſe the abſent Duke, 
if peradventure he ſhall ever return to have hearing of this 
buſineſs 

I/a. Let me hear you ſpeak, father : I have ſpirit to do 
any thing that appears not foul in the truth of my ſpt- 
rit. 

Du. Vertue is bo!d, and goodneſs never fearful : Have 
you nor heard ſpeak of Mariana, the litter of Frederich, the 
great Soldier, who miſcarried at Sea ? 

Iſa. 1 have heard of che Laly, and good words wer 
with her name £ 

Drs. She ſhould this 4gelo have married; was affianced 
to her by Oath, rhe nuprial appointed: berween which time 
of the contract, and Iimr of rhe ſo emmity, her brother 
Frederick was wrack: at Sea, having in that periſhed Vellel, 
the dowry of his fitter : but mark how heavily this bete! to 
the poor Gentlewoman; there ſhe loit a Noble and Re- 
nowned brother, in lis love IT: ever molt kind 
and natural: with him the portion and tinew of her forty; 
her m ey krag te with both, her combinate-husd 
this well-ſeeming Angelo 


amiſs: vet as the matter 


Iſa. Can this be - ſo 4 did Ar gelo ſo leave her ? 
Du. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with | 


and by have ſome ſpeech with you : the ſatisfaction 1 wou: d| [Mz 


Dau, The hand thar hath made you fair, hath made you | 1!i | frame. 


_ — CO — ——  —- — 


his comfore:{w-:llowed his 


Is 'ows Whole pretending in her, 
diſcoveries of difhonour : in few words, beſtou - Her on 
ner Own lame! , Winch ſhe ver wears for his-ſake: and 
- } | 4 - » x* > . 'y 

ne, 4 marble to her Crs, is Waſhed with them, bo” rejernts 


| HG 
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in this ;:! > LS 

it will ler this man live ® But how out of this can ſhe a- 
vail ? E- | 
Du. |tis a Rupture that yon may caſily heal: and rhe 


cure of it not only faves your brother, ba ic keeps yo utrom 
di onnge: in doing it. 


7 


[/z, Shew me how (gocd father) 

Du, 1 his fore-named Maid hath yer in her the cont 
Nuance of her hrſt afiettion : his vrjuit ur kindrets k Nt 
in all Reaſon ſhou'd have qrerched her Les e:) 

Lke an im; edument | in ihe Current 
tent and anculy : Go you to nv 
ring with a plaufib! e Obedience; : 
othe point: only reer,yeur felt to this advantage 
Grit, thar vour ftay with him may net 
time may have al! ſhadow ard h erce< i it; and t 
Infwer to com enience : this beirg granted in conrte: and 
now follows all: we ſhall advite this wronzved \.aid to 
tee up vour appointment. v0 in your ,| ice: it the en- 
counter acknow.cds it | 
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ſe;f hereatier, it may com. el 
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| 1-M to her recaompeince: and here, by this is vorr Iro- 
| tf) or faved, ) ur honnitr 11! rat its POE I AT; na 
| ac nt-ved, and tec reupt 1 eEpifry fca.cd te Maid | 
and 1 nike fit HOP bt oe! Þr : Pf YOU K © 
| Welt ro Carry this, as You may. the dc tiblonele of rhe be- } 
nefir defends the þ ef rom reproot. V\ hat think you ef ; 
it? 
[/a. The image of it pives me content are: dy, ard | 
cruſt it will grow to a molt prof,,crous | ales ON. | 
Du. It lies much 'n-your holding up: ' 


| 
| 


> VCU ſpeedily 
if for this night he 1ntreat vou to > bis Led. give 
wm promie of farisfadtion 1 will preſently tot Le cs 
there at the moated Grange reſides this dejzected 1rrians : 
at tnat place call upon me, anddilpaich with Arge!s, thar 
it may be quickly 


5 Ang: /o; 


;. I thank you for this comfort: fare you we!l, good fa- 
ther. Ext. 
Enter Elbow, Clown, Officers. 

F:/. Nay, if there be no Remedy for it. bot that you 
will needs buy and {ell men ard women like beaſts we 
(hall bave all the world drink brown and wane batrard 

D.. Oh keavens! whar ftuft 1s bere ? | 

le. *T was never merry world fince of two vf1res the j 


EY s put down, and the worter allow'd {y «d; rf 
y [ wa furr'd gown to keep him warm, and turr'd wi: ti] 
Fe rd Li mb «ins 100, to fi grfie, that Cratt being r:Ctics 
nan! » ſtands tor the fac! 18. | 


d Come YOUr Way, vir 


'bleſs you, g eG0d fathe 


Fu And you gord brother father: what Offence harh 
this man made You, fr ? 
E!5. Marry, fir, he hath offerded the Law ; ard. fif, wel 


— —O—— — 


| The « e\ 
| \Vhat "tis £9; 
| From their abominable and beaitly touches 

' So thinkingly depend, ng 2 Go mend, go mend- 
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| w—_} lir, | Wou Id prove 


Thou vil prove his. 'Take him to prifon, Oheer : 


take kim robe a thief roo, fir - for we have fi an d upon h; m 
lir, a ſtrange Pick-lock, which we have fent to the Lepu- 
Y. 

. Fie, firrat, abawd, a wicked bawd : 

1] char chou cauſeſt ro be done, 

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 

cram a maw, or cloath a back 

From ſuch a filthy Vice : ; ſay to thy {elt, 


| drink, I eat away my {clt, and live: 
Canlt thou believe thy living i is a lite, 


Cle. Indeed it do's itink in ſome fort, fir: 


Mn & 
. Nay, if the devil have given chee proof { for lifts 


Cor- 
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Correction and inſtruftion muſt both work, 
Ere this rude beaſt will profit. 

Elb. He muſt before the Deputy, fir; he has given him 
warning : the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-maliter: if he 
be a Whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as 
good go a mile on his errand. 

D#. That we were all, as ſome would ſeem to be, 

Free from all faults, as faults from ſeeming free. 
Enter Lucio. 

Elb. His neck will come toyour waſte, a Cord, fir. 

Cle. 1 ſpy comfort; I cry bail: Here's a Gentieman, and 
a friend of mine. 

Luc. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the wheels of 
Ceſar ? Artthou led in triumph ? What, is there none of 
Pigmali:n's Images newly made woman to be had now, 
for putting the hand in the pocket,and extraCting clurch'd* 
What Reply ? Ha ? What faiſt thou to this Tune, Matter 
and Method ? Is't not drown'd ? th” laſt Rain? Ha? What 
ſaiſt thon, Trot ? Is the World as it was, Man ? Which 1s 


— _ 
——— 


it? 

Ds. Still thus, and thus : ſtill worſe ? 

Luc. How doth my dear Morſel? thy Miſtris ? Procures 
ſhe ſtill ? Ha ? 

Clo. Troth, fir, ſhe hath eaten up all her Beef, and ſhe 1s 
her ſelf in the tub, EY 

Luc. Why, *ris good : It is theright of it:.it muſt be fo. 
Ever your freſh Whore, and your powder'd Bawd, an un- 
ſhuni'd conſequence, it muit be ſo. Art going to Priſon, 
Pompey ? 

Clo. Yes, faith, fir. | 

Luc. Why, *tis not amiſs, Pompey : farewel : go ſay, I ſent 
thee thither: for debt, Pompey ? Or how ? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Luc. Well, then impriſon him : [f impriſonment be 
the due of a bawd, why, tis his right. Bawd is he doubr- 
leſs, and of antiquity too : Bawd born: Farewell, good 
Pompey : Commend me to the priſon, Pompey: you will 
turn good Husband now, Pompey ; you will keep the 
houſe. 

Clo. Thope, fir, your good Worſhip will be my bail. 

Luc. Noindeed will I not, Pompey ; it is not the wear : ] 
will pray (Pompey) to encreaſe your bondage, if you take it 
not patiently : Why, your mettle is the more : Adieu, tru- 
| ſty Pompey. 

Bleſs you, Frier. 

Ds. And you. 

Luc. Do's Bridget paint ſtill, Pompey? Ha? 

Elz. Come your ways, fir, come. 

Cle, You will not bail me then, fir? 

Luc. Then, Pompey, nor now : What news abroad, Frier? 
Whatnews ? 

E!b. Come your ways, ſir, come. 

Luc. Goto kennel (Pompey). go: 

What news, Fr:er, of the Duke ? 

Du. I know none : can you tell me of any ? 

Luc. Some ſay, he is with the Emperor of Ruſſia : other 
ſome, he is in Rowe - but where is he think you ? 

Du. 1 know not where : but whereſoever, I wiſhhim 
well. 

Luc. It was a mad fantaſtical trick of him, to ſteal from 
the State, and uſurp the Beggary he was never born to : 
Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abſence : he puts tranl- 
greſſionto'. 

Du. He do's well int. | 

Luc. A little more lenity to Lechery would do no harm 
in him : ſomething too crabbed that way, Frer. 

Da. Itis too general a Vice, and ſeverity mult cure it. 

Luc. Yes, in good ſooth, the Viceis of a great kindred ; 
it is well allied ; but it is impoſſible to extirp it quite , 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put down. They ſay, 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman , after 
this down-right way of Creation : 1s it true , think 


you? 


Excunt: 


—_— — 


the way ? Is it fad, and few words ? Or how ? The trick of 


Du. How ſhould he be made then ? 

Lc. Some report, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some. that 
he was begot between two Stock-fiſhes. Bur it is certain 
that when he makes water, his Urine is congeal'd ice : that 
| know to be true ; and he is a motion generative : that's N- 
fallible. 

Du. You are pleaſant, fir, and ſpeak apace. 

Luc. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, for the 
Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to rake awiy the life of a man? 
Would the Duke that is abſent have done this ? Fre he 
wou!d have hang'd a man for the getting a hundred Ba- 
ſtards, he would have paid for the nurſing a thouſand; He 


inſtructed him to mercy. 

Du. I never heard the abſent Duke much detetted for 
Women ; he was not inclin'd that wav. 

Luc. Oh, fir, you are deceived. * 

Du. *Tis not poſſible. 

| Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifcy:and 

his uſe was, to put a Ducket in her Clack-difh: the Duke 
had Crotchets in him, He would be drunk too, that let me 
inform you. 

Du. You dohim wrong ſurely. 


Duke; and l believe I know the cauſe of his withdraw- 
Ing. 

Du. What (I prethee) might be the cauſe ? 
| Luc. No: pardon: *Tis a ſecret muſt be lockt with- 
in the teeth and the lips : but this I can let you under- 
_ , the greater file of the Subject held the Duke to be 
wiſe, 

Du. Wiſe ? Why no queſtion but he was. 

Lu: A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Du. Either this is envy in you, folly. or miſtaking: The 
very ſtream of his life, and the buſineſs he hath helmeg 
muſt upon a warranted need, give him a better proclama- 
tion. Let him be but teſtimonied in his own bringings forth 
and he ſhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, a State( 
man, and a Soldier: therefore you ſpeak unskilfully : or 
if yout knowledg be more, it is much darkened in your 


malice. 

Luc. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Du. Lovetalks with better knowledg, and knowledg 
with dear love. 

Luc. Come, fir, I know what I know. 

D. I can hardly believe that, ſince you know not what 
you ſpeak. Butif ever the Duke return (as our prayers are 
he may), let me deſire you to make your anſwer before 
him : if it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you have courage to 
maintainit : Jam bound to call upon you, and Ipray you 
your name? 

Luc. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the Duke. 

Du, He ſhall know you better, ſir, if I may live to report 
you. 

Luc. I fear you not. 

Du. O, yon hope the Duke will return no more : 
or you 1magine me too unhurtful an Oppoſite : but in- 
deeds can do you little harm: You'l forſwear this a- 
gain 

Luc. Ple be kang'd firſt : Thou art deceived in me, Frier, 
But no more of this. Canſt thou tell if C/audio die to mor. 
row, or no ? 

Du. Why ſhould he die, fir ? 

Luc. Why ? For filling a Bottle with a Tun-diſh : 1] 
would the Duke we talk of were return'd again : this 
ungenitur'd Agent will un-people the Province with 
Continency. Sparrows muſt not build in his houle-eves, 
becauſe they are lecherous : The Duke yet would have f 
dark deeds darkly anſwered ; he would never bring them 
to light : would he were return'd. Marry, this Clau- | 
dio1s condemned for untruſſing. Farewel, good Frier, 1 
prethee pray for me: The Duke (1 fay to thee again) 


wouid eat Mutton on Frydeys, BRe's now paſt it; yet 
(and I fay to thee) he wonld mouth with a beggar, tho 


Ono Wy 
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had ſome feeling of the ſport; he knew the ſervice, and thar | 


Luc. Sir, I wasan inward of his : a ſhy fellow was the | 
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ſhe ſmelt brown-bread aud Garlick : fay, that I faid fo: 
Farewel. 
D«. No might nor greatneſs in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whitelt vertue ſtrikes. What King fo i{trong 
Can tie the gall up in the ſlanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 
Enter Eſcalns, Provoſt, and Bawd. 

E/c, Go, away with her to priſon, 
Bawd. Good my Lord, be good tome; your Honour is 
accounted a merciful man : good my Lord. 
Eſc. Double, and trebble admonition, and ſtill forfeit in 
the ſame kind ? This would make mercy ſwear, and play 
the 'T'yrant. 
Pro. A Bawd of Eleven years continuance, may it pleaſe 
your Honour, 
haw !. \y Lord, this is one Luci-'s information againſt 
me : Mittris Kare Keep d:2-n was with child by him in 
the i2nke's time ! he promis'd her marriage: his chiid is 
41 Year and a Quarter ol, come Philip and ach : i have 
kep: it my felt; and tee how he goes about to abuſe 
me. 
£E/c. T hat fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe : Let him 
be call*'d before us. Away with her to priſon: Goto: 
no more words. Provoſt, my Brother Angels will not be 
alcer'd ; C!auio rift die to morrow : Let him be fur- 
n-\h'd with Divinez, and have all charitable prepararion. If 
mv brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould not be fo with 
luUM. 
Pro So, pleaſe you, th's ricr hath been witch him, and 
advis'd him for-ch' entertainment of death, 

Eſca. (00d even, good father. 

Du. Blifs and goodnets on you. 

E'/c. Ot whence are you ? 

Du. Not of this Country, tho my chance is now 
Fo ule it for my time: Iama hrother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 
In ſpecial buſineſs trom his Holineſs. 

Eſc. What news abroad ? th* World ? 

Ds. None, but that there 1s ſo gre-t a Fever on good- 
neſs. that the diliolution of it muſt cure it. Novelty 1s 
only inrequeit ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of courſe, as it is vertnovs to be conitant in any 
undertakiug. There 1s ſcarce truth enough alive to make 
Socienes ſecure ; bur ſecurity enough to make Fellow. 
ſhips accurir. Much upon this Ridgele rons the wiſdom of 
the World : This news is old enough, yer it is every 
days news. I pray you, fir, of what diſpoſition was the 
Duke ? 

Ec. One, that above all other ſtrifes, 

Contended cfpecially ro know himſelf. 

Du. What pleaſure was he given to ? 

Eſc. Rather rejoicing to ſeee another merry, than mCr- 
Gentleman of all Temperance. Bur leave him to his e- 
vents, With a prayer they may prove proſperous ; and 
ler me deſire to know how you find Claudio prepar'd * 
Lam made tounderitand, that you have lent bim Vilitatt- 


Du.He profeſles to have reccived no liniſter meaſure from 
his Judg, but molt willingly humbles himielf to the deter- 
mination of Juſtice: yet had he framed to himſeit (by the 
inſtruction ot his frailty ) many deceiving promiles of lite, 
which I (by my good leifare) have difcredited to him, and 


1 now 15s te relolv d to dic. 


E'c. You have paid the Heavens your Funclion, and 
the Priſoner the very debt of your Calling. I have Ia- 
bour'd for the poor Geneleman, to the extremelt {hore of 
my modeity, hut mv Prother-Juſtice have [ found fo fe- 
vere, that he hath torc'd me to tell him, heis indeed J2- 
ltice 

Du. If his own life 
Anſwer the itraitaeſs of his proceeding, 

It ſhall become bim well: wherein if he chance to fail, he 


| hath ſentenc'd himſelf. 


Du. Peace be with you. 
He who the ſword of Heaven will bear, 
Should be as ho!y as ſevere : 
Pattern in himſelf to know, 
Grace to ſtand, and Vertue go : 
More nor leſs toothers paying, 
Than by ſelf-Offences weighing. 
Shame to him whoſe cruel ſtriking, 
Kills for faults of his own liking: 
1 wice trebb'e ſhame on Angels, 
To weed my Vice, and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man with.n him hide, 
Tho Angel on the Outward fide? 
How may likeneſs made in crimes, 
Making practiſe on the rimes, 
To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Molt ponderuus an- ſubſtantial things ? 
Craft againſt ViceI muſt apply. 
Wich 27g: /o roright ſhall he 
His Old berroathed (but deſpiſed) : 
So ditguiſe ſhall by th* diſguiſed 
Pay with falſhnod falſe exaQting, 
And perform anold contraCting., 


— 


E/c.1l am going to viſit the priſoner: Fare you well Exit. 


Exit. | 


Aftus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Mariana, and Boy, ſinging 


Song. Take, Oh take theſe lips away, 
that (o ſweetly were forſworn, 
£nd thoſe eyer : the break of day 
lights that do miſlead the M:rn; 
But my kiſſes bring again, bring again, 
Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain, 


Enter Duke. 


| 


Aa. Break off thy Song, and haſte thee quick away : 


Here comes a man of comfort, whoſe advice 

Hath often ſtilPd my brawling difcontent. 

[ cry you mercy. fir and well conld wiſh 

You had not found me here ſo muſical : 

Let me excuſe me, and believe me ſo, 

My mirth :t much difpleas'd, bur pleas'd my wo; _ 
Du. *Tis good, tho Muſick oft hath ſucha charm 

To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 


| pray you tell me, hath any body enquir'd for me here 


todiy ? much upon this time have I promis'd here to 


meet. 


Mar. You have not beenenquir'd after: lhave fat here 


a!l Gav. 


Enter label. 


|  D#. 1 do conſtantly believe you: the time is come, 
evennow. [ ſhall crave your forbearance a lictle; may be 
| will call upon you anon, for ſome advantage to your 


t&if. 
Mr. | am always bound to you. 
Du. Very well mer, and well come : 
\Vhat is the news from this good Deputy ? 
1/a. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Brick, 
Whoſe Ieftern ſide is with a Vineyard backt ; 
And to that Vineyardis a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger Rey : 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the Vineyard tothe Garden leads ; 
There have I made my promiſe, upon the 
Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him. 


Ext. 


Du. Btt ſhall you on your knowleds find this way ? F 
4, 
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7/7. T have tane a due and wary note upon't, 
With whitj ering, and moſt gmilry dihgence, 
In action 211 of precept, he did ſhow me 
Che way twice o'Te- 
Pu. Are there no other tokens 
Perweenvou greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
[/z. No : none but only a repair ? th dark, 
And that 1 have poſſeſt him, my molt ltay 
'Can Lebut bricf: tor 1 have made him know, 
| have a Servant comes with me along, 
Thar ftzvs npon me, whoſe pertwaſion 1s, 
[ come about my brother. 
D::.? Tis well Lorn up. 
[ have not yet made known to Mariana. 
f E-ter Mariana. 
A word of this : what hoa, within, come forth ; 
[ pray you be acquainted with this Maid ; 
She comes to do you good. 
I/a. 1 do deſire the hike. | 
D« Do you periwade your ſelf that I reſpect you ? 
Mar. Good Frier, I know you do, and have found it. 
Du. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a itory ready for yourear : 
I ſhall attend your leiſure ; but make haſte; 
Thexaporous night approaches. | 
Mar. Wilt pleaſe you walk aſide ? Exit, 
Du Oh place, and greatnels : millions of falſe Eyes 
Are ſtnck npon thee: Volumes of Report | 
Run with theſe falſe arid molt contrarious Queltis 
Upon thy doings: thouſand eſcapes of Wit 
Make thee the father of their 1dle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancies. Welcome. how agreed ? 
- Enter Mariana and 1ſabel. 
1a. She 1 take the enterprize upon her, father 
[f you adviſe it. | 
Da. It is not my conſent, 
But my intreaty too. 
Ta, Little have you to ſay 
When yon depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
Rememicr now my brother. 
| e Mar. Fear me nor. | | 
Du. Nor gentle daughter, fear-you riot at all: 
leis your husband ona pre-contract : 
' Tobring you thus together, 'tis no fin, 
Sith that the Juſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us go, 
Our Corn's to reap, for yet our J'ythes to ſow. 


Exenxt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoſt, and Clown. 


Pro. Come hither, ſirrah: can you cut off a man's 
head ? 

Clo. If the man be a Batchellor, fir, 1 can : 
But if he be a married man, he's his wives head, 
And I can never cut off a womans head. | 

Pro. Come. fir, leave me your ſnatches, and yeild me a 
direct anſwer. To morrow morning are to die Claudio and 
Barnardine : here is in our priſon a common Executioner, 
who inhis Office lacks a helper ; if you will take it on you 
to aſſiſt kim, it ſhall redeem you from your Gyves: it not, 
you ſhall have your fulltime of impriſonment, and your 
deliverance with an unpitied whipping ; for you have been 
a notorious bawd. : 

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out of 
mind, but vet I will be content tobe a lawful hangman : ] 


| would be glad toreceive ſome inſtruction trom my tellow 


artner. ; 
Pro. What hoa, 4bbor/cn : where's Abhorſon there ? 


Enter Abhorſon. 
Av. Do you call fir ? 
I rc. Sirrah, here s a fellow will help von to morrow in 
your execution : if you think it meet, compound with him 
by the year, and let him abide here with you : if nor, uſe 


eltimation with you : he hath been a Bawd 


myltery. 

ro. Go to, fir ; you weigh equally; a feather will turn 
the Scale, | Exit. 
_ Co. Fray fir, by your good favour: for ſurely. fir, a good 
favour you have, bur that you have a hanging look: Do 
you call, fir, your Occupation a Myltery ? 


For the moſt gentle C/2udi9. Welcome, father. 


Ahh. 1, fir, a Myſtery. 

C/o Painting, fir, | have heard ſay, 1s a Myſterv : and 
painting, do prove my Occupation a Myttery : but what 
Myitery there ſhould be in hanging, if 1ſhould be hang'd, 
| cannot imagine. Z Z 

Aovh. vr, it is a Myſtery. 

Clo. Proof, 

Ab), Every true man'sapparel fits your Thief. 

C/o, If it be coo lictle for your Thief, your true man 
chinksit biy erovgh. It itbe roo big tor your Thief, your 
Thief thinksit lictle enough : So every true man's apparel 
fits your 1 hict 

Enter Provope. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? 

C/o. Sir, | will terve him: for I do find your Hangman is 
a more penitent I rade than your Bawd: he doth oftner 
ask forgiveneis. 


morrow, four a clock. 
_ £bh, Come 0: (Bawd), 1 will inſtruct thee inmy Trade: 
follow. 
C/o. | dodeſue to learn, fir: and 1 hope; if you have oc- 
cafion to uſe me for your own turn, you ſhall find me 
y*are. For truly, fir, tor your kindneſs, I owe you a good 
curn. Ext. 
Pro. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio 
Th*one has my pity: not a jot the other, 
Being a Murtherer, tho he were my brother. 
Exter Claudio. 
Look, here's the Warrant, Cl:udio, for thy death: 
L 1s now dead midnight, and by Eight to morrow 
Thou muſt be made immortal. Where's Barnard;ne ? 
C/a. As falt lock'd upin ſleep as guiltleſs labour, 
\\ hen itlies ſtarkly in the Traveller's bones. 
He will not awake. 
Pro. W ho can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare yourſelt. But hark, what noiſe ? 
3eaven give your ſpirits comfort : by and by : 
| hope it is ſome Pardon, or Reprieve 


Enter Duke, 


Du. The beſt, and wholſom'ſt ſpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Proweſt : Who call'd here of late? 

Pro. Now lince the Curphery rung. 

Du. Not [/abe!, 

Pro. No. 

Du. They will then er't be long. 

Pro. What comfort is for C/aud!, ? 

Du. There's ſome in hope. 


Pro, It is a bitter Deputy. 

Du. Not fo, not ſo: his life is parallel'd 

Even With the ſtroke and line of his great Juſtice : 

He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 

That in himſelf which he ſpurs on his power 

Toqualihe in others : were hemeal'd with that 

Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; 

But this being ſo, he's juſt. Now are thev come. al 
11s 


1m for the preſent, and diſmiſs him: he cannor plead his i 


J] . - ® - . * . : 
Avi. A Bawd, Sir? fieupon him, he will diſcredit our } 


* \ pe . ” : 4 es ” * 
your \\ hores, fir, being membersot my Occupation, uſing 


rc, You, firrah, provide your Block and your Axe to} 


G_ 
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This is a gentle Prove, ſeldom when 
'The ſteeled Gaoler 1s the friend of men : 
How now? what noiſe ? "That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte 
"That wounds th* inſiſting Poſtern with theſe ſtrokes, 
Pro. 'There he muſt ſtay until che Officer 
Ariſe tolet him in : be iscall'd vp. 
Du. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet * ? 
But he mult die to morrow ? 
Pro, None, fir, none. 
Du, As near the dawning, Prowo/f, as it 15, 


You ſhall hear more ere morning. 

Pro. Happiiy. 
You ſomething know: yet I believe there comer 
No countermand: no ſuch example have we : 
Leſides, upon the very ſiege of Juſtice, 
Lord 47ge/o hath to the publick ear, 
Profelt the contrary, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Dr. This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And here comes Clandio's pardon? 

Mc]: My Lord hath fent you this note, 
And by me this further charge, 
That you ſwerve not from the ſmaſleſt Article of it, 
Neither in time. matter, or other circumſtance. 
Good morrow : for as | take it, it isalmoſt day. 

Pro. I ſhall obey him. 

Dru. This is his ParCon purchas'd by ſuch fin, 
For which the Pardoner himſelf is in: 
Hence hath Offence his quick celerity, 
When it is born in high Authority : 
When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy's ſo extended, 
That for the faults love, is 1? Offender friended 
Now Sir, what news ? 

Pro. 1] told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remits 
In mine Office, awakens me 
With this unWonted puerin gon, met! 10! 
For he hath nor us'd it betore. 

Du. Pray ict's licar, 
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-»71 « OM it t/ 112 Wo mul? yer Acliwer 
Tis fail not to do your Oj:« e, 6s you will anſwer it a! yorrr 
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WW hi it -fay you to this, fir ? 


th* afternoon ? 
Pro. A Bub2ian born: but here nurſcup and bred, 

Vu _ is a priſoner, nine years old. 

. How came it, 


it was ever his manner to do fo. 
Pro. His friends ſtill wrought Reprieves for him : 
Angelo, came not to an undoubrful proof: 
Du. [t is now apparent * 
Pro. Molt manifeſt, and not denied by himſelf. 
Du. Hath he born himſelf penitently in priſon ? 
How ſeems he to be touch'd ? 


but as a drunken ſleep, careleſs, wreakleſs, and fearicſs of 
whar's paſt, pretenr, or to come: infenſible of mortality, 
and deſperately mortal. 

on He wants advicc. 

; He will kearnone: hehathevermore had the liber-!. 
ty ah the priſon : give him leave to eſcape hence, he would 
not : drunk many time3 a day, if not many Cays entirely 
drank. We have very oft awak'd him. as if to carry him 


it hath not moved him at all. 
D#. More of him anon: 'There 15 written in your brow, 


| 
Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadtuily,' 


to Execution, and ſhew*d him a ſeeming Warrant for it ; 


et Cl 1:10 be ex* VOUu, 


2 & you ſhall anon over-read it at your pleafure: whe oVCY. 
re | ſhall find within cheſe two days he will be heres a 


Du. What is that Þ, rrnardine, Who isto be exccnted in! chance nothing of what is writ. 


| 


thac the ablent Duke had not eithcr ; Byrmnmr din 
Jeliv cr'd him to his liber ry,or exccuted him * I have heard} viſe him for a better place. Yet you are amaz'd, bur this 


. _ ; | Clear dawn. 
And indeed his tact, till now in the government of Lord? 
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Proveſt, honeſty and con "Y ncy 3 if I read it not truly, 
my ancient «kill bepuil les me: but in pot ge ifs of my 
cunning, I will lay my ſelf in! a7; ard Cla 
you have warrant to execute, is no preater r forſeit to the 
Law than Arze!-, who bath fentenc'd tim. To make vou 
underſtand this in a manifcited cfiedt Tcrave but four days 
reſpite: for the which, you arc to do me both a preſent 
mm a dangerous courtetie. R 
. Pray fir, in what ? 
Ma In tlie delaying death. 


, Whom here 


— —  w—— — a 


Pro. &lack ! how may 1 do it * Having the hour limited, 
and an expreſs command, nds r penalty, to deliver his 
head inthe view of Angelo, [ may m ake my cale as (a: b; 'S, 


to crols this in the ſmalleſt. 
D#u. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant vov, 

[f my inſtructions may be your gi ide : HT 

Let this arnardine be this mori. ng executed, 

And tis head born to Az: 
Pro, 4ng'!o hath ſeen them both, 

And will diſcover the favour. 

Du On, deaths a greatdifgu''er, and yon may add to 
ſhave the he: id, and tie the beard, and fav. It was the de- 
fire of the penirent fo be jo barb'd bet ore 15 death: you | 
know the courte is common. If : nmrg fall to vou | 
upon tas, more than thanks and as fortvne. by the 

Saint Whom | protets, I will plead againft it with my 
life. : 

Pro Pardon me, good father; it is 2721 

Puke, Were you tworn to the Duke, 

2 


C_— OO. _—— 


_ — 


n{tmy Oath. 
or to the Lepu- 


——_— 


ty : | 
”r9, To lum, and to his Subſtirutcs. | 
P-, You will think vou have made no Offence, if the 
Ke AV ouch the jultice of your dealing ? 
7. Put what likehhoog is in that ? 
i)::. Nor a reſemb!ance, but a certainty : yet fince I 
'ee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity. nor | 


periw-fion, can With eaſe attempt von, I w "11 go tur- 
ther than I meant, to pluck all ſears our of you : Look | 
; You fir, here is the hand and ſeal of the Duke : you know 
| the Ch aracter, I doubtnor, and the Signet is not ttrange to 


Po. Tknow them both. 
D#. The Contents of this is the return of the Duke; 


—m=— 


21 thing which Ange/o knows not; for h rery* ay TCe- 
ceives Letters of ſtrange tenor, perch: > of the Duke's 
death, perchance entering into ſome Monattery, but by 
Look, tl unfolding ftar 
calls up the ſhepherd: pur not your {elf into amazement, 
how theſe > things ſhould be ; all difficulties are but eaſie 
when they are known, Call your E xecutioner, and oft with 
-*$ head: I will give him a preſent ſhriſt, and ad- 


— 


—— 


ſhall abſolucely reſolve you: Come away, it is almoft 


Ext. 


_—— 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter Clown, 


Clo. i am as well acquainted here, as I was in our | 
houſe of profeſſion : one would think it were Miſtris O- | 
zer-dcrzs own houſe ; for here be many of her Old 
Cuſtomers: Firſt, here's Young Mr. Raſh: he'sinforafj 
Commodity of Brown Paper, and Old Ginger, nineſcore 
and ſeventeen Pounds ; of which he made hive Marks 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much in re- 
quelt ; for the Old Women were all dead. Then is there 


here one Mr. Caper, at the ſuit of Maſter Toree-P:ie, the 
- Mos / 


—— — 


hs. 


Diſpatch it preſently 3 the hour draws en 
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Mercer, tor ſome four ſuits of Leach-colour't Satten, 
which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here 
young Dizy, and young Mr. Deep-wor, and Mr. Copper- 
pure, aud Matter Starve Lackey, the Rapier and Dagger 
man, and young Drophezre, that kilPd lulty Pudding, and 
Mr. Fortb-light, the 7ilter, and brave Mr. $5cety, the great 
Traveller, and wild Ha!f-Carze, that ſtabb'd Pots, and, I 
think, forty more, all great doers in our trade, and are now 


for ihe Lord's luke. 


Enter Abhorſon. 

Abh. Sirrah, bring Barnard hither. 

Clo. Maiter Pornardine, vou muſt riſe and be hang'd, 
Maſter Barnerdine. 

bb. What hoa Barzardine. 

Barnardine with; 

Rr. A poxo? your throats: who makesthatnoiſe there? 
What are you ? 

Clo. Your friend, fir, the Hangman : 

You mult be fo good, fir, to riſe, and be put to death. 

Br. Away you Rogue, away, I am fleepy. 

| Abb. Tell him, be muſt awake, 
And that quickly too. 

Clo. Pray Maſter Barnardine, awake till you are execu- 
ted, and ſleep afterwards. 

Abi. Go in to him, and fetch him our. 

Clo. He is coming, ſir, he is coming : 1 hear his ſtraw 
[rusfle. 
Enter Barnardine. 

Abh. 1s the Axe upon the block, firrah ? 

Clo. Very ready, fir. 

Bar, How now Abherſor ? 

Whar's the news with you ? 

Abh, Truly fir, 1 would deſire you to clap into your 
prayers : for look you, the 'Warrant's come. 

Bar. You Rogue, 1 have been drinking all night, 
| am not fitted tor'r. 

Clo. Oh, the better, fir : for he that drinks all night, and 
is hanged berimes in the morning, may ſleep the ſounder 
all the next day. 

| Enter Dukes 
Abb. Look you, fir, here comes your ghoſtly father : do 
we jeſt now think you ? 
D-:. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how haſti- 
ly you are to depart, Iam come to adviſe you, comtort 
you, and pray with you. 
Bar. Friar, not |: | have been drinking hard all night, 
and will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall beat 
out my brains with billets: I will not conſent to die this day, 
that's certain. 
Ds. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you look 
forward on the journey you ſhall go. 
Bar. 1 {wear 1 will not die to day tor any man's perſwa- 
ſton. 
D#. But hear you. 
Bar. Nota word : if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
come to my Ward : for thence will not I to day. 


Exit. 
Enter Provoſt. 

Du. Unkit to live, or die : Oh gravel heart : 
After him (fellows) : bring him to the block. 

Pro. Now ſir, how do you find the Priſoner * 

Du. A crrature unprepar'd, unmeet for death : 
And to tranſport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 

Pro, Here in the priſon, father, 
There died this morning of a cruel Fever, 
One Kegar ine, a moſt notorious Pirate, 
A manof Claudio's vears: his beard and head 
Juſt of colour. What if we do omit] 
This Reprobarte, till he were well enclin'd, 
And fatisfie the Deputy with the viſage 
Of Rogozine, more like to Claudio? IG 
Du. Oh, *tis an accident that heaven provides: , ; 


es on, — =" 


, 


| Prefixt by Angelo: See this be done, 
And ſent according to command, whiles | 
Perſwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Pro. "This ſhall be done (good father) preſently : 

But Barnardine muſt die this afternoon : 

And how ſhall we continue Clardio, 

To fave me fromthe danger that might come, 
[f he were known alive ? 

Du. Let this be done : 

Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio : 
Ere twice the Sun hnth made his journal greeting 
To yond generation, you ſhall find | 

Your ſafety manifelted. 

Pro. Iam yourfree dependant. 

Ds. Quick, diſpatch, and ſend the head to Anvelo. 
Now will l write Letters to Angelo, *t 
(The Priwvoſt he ſhall bear them) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſs to him | am near at home : 

And that by great injunctions I ara bound 
To enter publickly : him Fle deſire 
To meet meat the conſecrated Fount, 
A Leagne below the City : and from thence 
By cold gradation, and weal-ballanc'd form, 
We ſhall proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Provoſt. 

Pro. Here is the head, Ple carry it my ſelf. 

Du. Convenient is it : Make a ſwift return; 

For I wonld commune with you of ſuch things 
That want no ear but yours. 4 
Fro. Ple make all ſpeed. 

: Iſabel within. 
1/a. Peace hoa, be here. 
Du. \ he tongue of 7/abel. She's come to knoiy, 
[f yer her brother's pardon be come hither : 
2ut i will keep her ignorant of her good, 
lo make her heavenly comforts of deſpair, 
\Vhenit is leaſt expected. 

Enter I(abella. 

Ia. Hoa, by your leave. 
Du. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daugh- 
ter. 
1/a- The better given me by ſo holy a man: 
Hark yet the Deputy ſent my brother's pardon ? 
Du, He hath releas'd him, 1/abel, from the World ; 
His head 1s off, and ſent to Angelo. 
I/a. Nay, but it is not ſo. 
Du. It 1sno other. 
Shew your wiſdom, daughter, in your cloſe patience. 
I/a. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes, 
Du. You ſhall not be admitted to his ſight, 
1a. Unhappy Claudio, wretched 1/abel : * 
injurious World, moſt damned Angelo. 
Du. This not hurts him, nor protits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore, give your cauſe to heaven : 
Mark what I ſay, which you ſhall find 
By every ſyllablea faithful verity. 
Ihe Duke comes home to morrow: nay, dry your Eyes: 
One of our Covent, and his Confeſlor, 
Gives me this inſtance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcalns and Angelo, 
Wo do prepare to meet him at the gates, (dom 
There to give up their power: if you can pace your wil- 
In that good path thatl would wiſh it go, 
And you ſhall have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your heart, 
And general Honour. 
I/a. 1 am directed by you. 
Du. This Letter then to Frier Peter give : 
'Tis that he ſent me of the Duke's return ; 
Say, by this token, I deſire his company 
At Mariana's houſe to-night. Her caule, and yours, 
File perfeCthim withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke: and to the head of Angelo 


Ext. 


Accuſe him home and home. For my poor (elf, 


Tam 


ht 


— 


— —  — 


_ 


Ext. : 


; 
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| am combined by a ſacred Vow, 

And ſhall be abſent, Wend you with this Letter : 
Command thele fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart : truſt not my holy Order 

[f 1 pervert your courſe : Who's here ? 

Enter LuCl. 


Luc. Good'even : 

Frier, where's the Proveſt ? 

Dk. Not within, fir. 

Luc. Oh pretty Iſabella; T am pale at mine heart to 
(ee thine Eyes ſo red : thou mult be patient; I am fain 
to dine and ſup with water and bran : I dare not for my 
nead fill my belly. One fruittul Meal would ſet me to't : 
but they ſay, the Duke will be here to morrow. By 


ved. 
Duk. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholding to your 


Reports; but the beſt is, he lives not in them. 

Luc. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke ſo well as I do: 
he's a better Woodman than thou tak*ſt htm for. 

Dyk. Well : you'l anſwer this one day. Fare ye well. 
Luc. Nay, tarry, Fle goalong with thee. 

| cantell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Dk, You have told me too many of him already, fir, if 
they be trne : if not true, none were enough. 

' Luc, 1 was once before him for getting a Wench with 
child. : 

Puk. Did you ſuch a thing ? 

Luc. Yes marry did I; bur I was fain to forſwear it; 
They would elſe have married me to the rotten Medler. 

" Duk. Sir, your company is fairer than honeſt : Reſt you 


well. 
Luc. By my troth Ple go with thee to the lane's end : if 


| TP 

] The Pro vs [t knows Our purpoſe and our plot : 
abel, 1lov'd thy brother: if the Old fanra- { I he matter being afoor, keep your in{truct 

my Troth, 1{abel, ov d tny Drotner: it tne anta- ; ! NC INATLET DEINg aroor, Keep VOUr INtTuction, 

ſtical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had li-; And hold you ever to our ſpecial drift, 

Tho ſometimes you dn blench from this to thar, 

As cauſe doth minilter : Go call at F/-4is's houſe, 

And tell him where | itay : give the like notice 

To Valencires, Rowland, and to Cralls 

| *— 4 . . .. $hq 

And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate : 

Burt ſend me F/2w:;7s flirt, 


— _— 


| With ranſome of ſuch ſhame : Would yer! - had livd. 


Alack, when once our grace we have for29 
Nothing goes right, we would, and we wou!d not. FE. 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Duke, and Frier Peter. 


Duk, Theſe Letters at fit time deliver me. 


+ Peter. Ic ſhall be ſpceded well. 


TE II EEE ooo —  _ 


Enter Varrius:. 


Duk. I thank thee, Varrizs ; thou haſt made rood haſte: 


Come, we will walk : There's other of our friend 
Will greer us here anon : my gentle V arr. Exennr. 


baudy talk offend you, we'l have very lictle of it : nay, 
Friar, I ama kind of a Bur ; I ſhall {tick, hn 


| would fay the truth ; but toaccnſe him fo, 
Thar 15 your part ; yet Iamadvisd to do it: 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 


Eſc. Every Letter he hath writ, hath diſvouch'd other. 

Ang. In moſt uneven = Ay manner, his actions 
\ſhew much like to madnetS* pray heaven his wiſdom be 
not tainted : And why meet him ar the gates, and dellver 
our authorities there ? 

Eſc. I gueſs not. 

Ang. And why ſhould we proclaim it in an hour before 
his entring, that if any crave redreſs of injultice, they 
ſhould exhibit their petitions in the ſtreet ? 

Eſc. He ſhews his Reaſon for that: to have a diſpatch of 
Complants.and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which 
ſhall then have no power to ſtand againſt us. 

Ang. Well: I beleech you let it be proclaim'd betimes 
'th* morn ; Ple call you at your houſe : give norice to fuch 
A of ſortand ſuit as are to meet him. 

E/c. I ſhall, fir: fare you well. 
eAng. Good night. 

This deed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
| And dull to all proceedings. A defloured Maid, 

{ And by an eminent body that enforc'd 

The Law againſt it ? But that her tender ſhame 

Will not proclaim againſt her Maiden los, 

How might ſhe tongue me ? yer Reaſon dares her no ; 
For my authority bears off a credent bulk, 

That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He ſhould have liv'd, 


Exit. 


He ſays, to vail full purpoſe. 


He ſpeak againſt me on the adverſe fide. 
I ſhould not think it ſtrange ; for'r's a Phy ſick 
That's bitter to ſweer end. 


Where you may bave ſuch vantage on the Duke, 


Twice havethe Trumpets ſounded : 
The generous and graveſt Citizens 


[Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous ſenſe, 
Might in the times to come, have ta'ne revenge 


{by {o receiving a diſhonour'd lite, 


"HI 


— —— —-_ - 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter I{abella and Mariana. 


I/a. Ta ſpeak fo indirectly 1 am loath : 


Mar. Berul d by him. « | 
I/a. Beſides, he tells me, that if peradventure 


Enter Peter. 
Ma-r.1 would Frier Peter — 
I/z. Oh peace ; the Frier is come. 
Peter. ComelT have found you outa ſtand moſt fir, 


He ſhall not pals you. 


Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Dukeis entring : 


Therefore hence away. Excunis 
} 


Actus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Anz:/o, E[caints, Lucio, 
Citizens at ſeyera! do's 


Duk. My very worthy Cozen, fairly met; 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad co tee you, 
Ang. Eſc. Happy return be toyour Royal Grace, 
Duk, Many and hearty thinkings be to you both : 

We have made enquiry of you, and we hear 

Such goodneſs of your Juſtice, thatour foul 
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Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Cannot bur yeild you forth to publ:ck thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 
Ang. You make my bonds ſti!l greater. ; 
Du. Oh, your deſert ſpeaks loud, and 1 ſhould wrong 
To lock it in the wards of covert boſom, 
When it deſerves with Characters of Braſs, 
Aforted refidence *gainſt the tooth of time, 
And razure of Oblivion : Give me your hand, 
And let the ſubject ſee, tomake them know, 
. That outward courteſies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep Within : Come Eſcals, 
You mult walk by us on ourother hand : 
And good ſupporters are you. 
Ezter Peter and Iſabella. 
Pct. Now 1s your time: 
S-cak lond, and kneel before him. 
1 a. Juſtice, O Royal Duke, vail your regard 
Upona wrong'd (I wonld fain have ſaid, a Maid): 
On worthy Prince, diſhonour not your Eye 
By throwing it on any other Object, 
Till vou have heard me in my true complaint, 
And give me Juſtice, Juſtice, Jultice, Jultice. 
| Du. Relate your wrongs ; 
In what, by whom ? be briet: 
Here is Lord Angelo ſhall give you Juſtice ; 
Reveal your ſelf to him. 
Iz. Oh worthy Duke, 
You bid me ſeek Redemption of the Devil : 
Rear me your felf;- for that which I muſt ſpeak 
Muſt either puniſh me, not being believ'd, 
Or wring redreſs from you : 
Hear me; Oh hear me here. 
Ang. My Lord, her wits, Ifear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a ſuitor to me for her brother, 
Cut of by courſe of Juſtice. 
I/a. By conrle of Juſtice ! 
Ang. and ſhe will-tpeak moſt bitterly. 
Ia. Moſt ſtrange; but yet moſt truly will I ſpeak, 
That AT2clo's foriworn : is it not ſtrange ? 
That 4z:c!.*s a murtherer-: is*t not ſtrange *? 
That Ange/o 1s an adulterons thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin violator : 
Is it not ſtrange ? and ſtrange ? 
Du, Nay, it is ten times ſtrange. 
1/a. Itis not truer he is Avge/-, 
Than this is afl as true as it is ſtrange : 
Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To th* end of reckoning. 
Du. Away With her : poor ſoul, 
She ſpeaks this in th” infirmiry of ſenſe. 
1/z. Oh Prince, 1 conjure thee, as thou believ'ſt 
There is another comfort than this World, 
That thou neglect me not, with that Opinion, 
That Iam touch'd with madnefs : make not impoſlible 
That which but ſeems unlike: *cis not impoſlible 
But one, the wicked'(t Caititte on the ground, 
May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as ult, as abſoJute 
As Anzelo: even ſo may Argelo 
In all his dreſſings, caracts, titles, forms, 
Bean Arch-villain : believe it, Royal Prince, 
1f hele leſs, he's nothing ; but he's more, 
Had I more name for badnels. 
Da. By mine honelty, 
If ſhe be mad, as 1 believe no other, 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As ere | heard in madnels. 
1/4, O gracious Duke, 
Harp not on that ; nor do not baniſh Reaſon: 
For inequality ; but let your Reaſon ſerve _ 
To make the truth appear, where it ſeems hid, 
And hidethe falſe ſeems true. 
Du. Many thatare not wed 
Have ſure more lack of Reaton : 


What would you ſay ? 

1/a. I am the ſiſter of one Claudio, 
Condemn'd upon the att of Fornicatior 
Tolofe his head, condemn'd by Angelo Yy 
| (in probation of a Siſterhood) 

Was ſent to by my brother, one Lucto, 
As then the Meſlenger. 

Luc. That's I, and*r like your Grace: 

I came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord 4»»e!: 
For her poor brother's pardon. i 

1/a. That's he indeed. 

Du. You were not bid to ſpeak. 

Luc. No, my good Lord, 

Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 

Du. I wiſh you now then: 

Pray you take note of it : and when you have 
A buſineſs for yourſelf, pray heaven you then 
Be perfeCt. , : 

Luc, I warrant your honour. 

Du. The Warrants for your ſelf : take heed to't. i 

Iſa. This Gentleman told ſomething of my tale. * 

Luc. Right. | 

Du, it may be right, but you are ith? wrong 
To ſpeak before your time : proceed. 

I/a. I went 
To ng Caitiff Deputy. 

Du. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 

Iſa. Pardon it. 

The phraſe is to the matter. 

Du. Mended again: the matter: proceed. 

1/a. In brief, toſet the needleſs by : 

How I perſ{waded, howT pray'd, and kneel'd, 
How he refel'd me, and how 1 repli'd 

(For this was of much length) ! the vile concluſion 
| now begin with grief and ſhame to utter, 

He would not, but by gift of my chaſte body 

To his concupiſcible intemperate Juſt, 

Releaſe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My ſiſterly remorſe confutes mine honour, 

AndI did yeild to him : But the next morn betimes, 
'His purpoſe forfeiting, he ſends a Warrant 

For my poor brother's head. 

Ds. 'This is moſt likely. 

1/a. Oh that it were as like as it is true- (ſpeak'ſt ; 

Du.By heaven(fond wench),thou know'ſt not what thou 
Orelſe thou art ſuborn'd againgghis honour 
In hateful practiſe: firſt, his ri 
Stands Without blemiſh : next, it imports no Reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf : if he had fo offended, 

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off: ſome one hath ſet you on : 
Confeſs the truth, and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cartſ{there to complain. 
Iſa. And is this all ? 
ThenOh you blefſed Miniſters above, 
Keep me in patience; and with ripened time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenauce: Heaven ſhield your Grace from wo. 
As I thus wrong'd, hence unbtelieved go. 
Du. I know you'ld fain be gone: An Officer : 
To priſon with her : Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and aſcandalous breath to {ail 
On him ſonear us ? This needs muſt be pract'te : 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 

1/4. One that I would were here, F'riz7 Lodowick. ; 
Du. A ghoſtly Father belike : 

Who knows that Lodowick ? 

Luc. My Lord, | know him ; *tis a medling Frier ; 
| do not like the man : had he been Lay, my Lord, 
For certain words he ſpake againir your Grace 
In your retirement, 1 had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 

Du. Words againſt me? this a good Frier belike, 
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And to ſet on this wretched woman ere 

Againſt our Subltirate : Let this F---r be found. 

Luc. Bat yeſtzrnight, my Lord, ſh2 and chat Freer, 
I ſaw them atthe prifon : a ſawcy Frecr, 

A very ſcurvy fellow. 

Pet. Bleſſed be your Royal Grace : 

[ have ſtood by, my Lord, andI1 have heard 

Your Royal Ear abus'd : firſt hath this woman 


| Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, 


Whois as free from touch, or ſoil with her, 

As ſhe from one ungot. 

Du. We did believe no leſs. 

Know you that F-ier L14owick which ſhe ſpeaks of ? 
Pet. Il know him for a man divine and holy.; 

Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary medler, 

As he's reported by this Gentleman : 

And on my truſt, a man that never yet 

Did (as he vouches) miſreport your GraCe- 

Lc. My Lord, molt villanouſly; believe it. 

Pet. Well; he in time may come to clear himſelf; 
Bur at this inſtant he is ſick, my Lord, 

Of a ſtrange Fever: upon his meer Requeſt, 
Being come to knowledg, that there was complaint 
Intended again(t Lord Angelo, came l hither 

To ſpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and falſe : and what he with his Oath, 

And all probation, will make up full clear 
Whenſoever he is convented : Firſt, for this woman, 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 

So vulgarly and perſonally accug'd, 

Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her eyes, 

Till ſhe her ſelf confeſs it. 

Du. Good Freer, let's hear it : 

Do you nor ſinile at this, Lord An» els ? 

Ah heaven ! the vanity of wretched ſools ! 

Give us ſome ſeats: come Couſin Angelo, 

In this Ple be impartial: be you Judg 

Of your own Cauſe : Is this the Witneſs, Frier * 


Enter Mariana. 


{ Firſt, let her ſhew her face, and after ſpeak. 


Mar, Pardon, my Lord: I will not ſhew my face 


| Until my husband bid me. 


Du. What, are you married ? 
AMar. No, my Lord. 
Da. Are you a maid ? 
Mar. No, my Lord. 
Ds. A Widow then ? 
Mar. Neither my Lord. 
Du. Why, age you nothing then? neither Maid, Wt- 
dow, nor Wife ? 
Luc. My Lord, ſhe may bea Punk : for many of them 
are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife. | 
Ds. Silence that fellow : I would he had ſome cauſe to 
prattle for himſelf. 
Luc, Well my Lord. 
Mar. My Lord, I do confeſs I ne*re was married, 
And I confeſs beſides, I am no maid: 


Ll have known my husband, yet my husband 

Knows not that ever he knew me. 

Luc. He was drunk then, my Lord ; it canbe no better. 
Du. For the benefit of ſilence, would thou wert ſo too. 
Luc, Well, my Lord. 

Du. This is no Witneſs for Lord Angelo. 

M:r. Nowl come to't, my Lord. 


| She that accuſes him of Fornication, 


inſel-ſame manner doth accuſe my husband, 
And charges him, my Lord, with ſuch a time; 
When Ile depoſe I had him in mine arms, 
With allch' etteCt of Love. 

Ang. Charges ſhe moe than me ? 

Mar. Not that I know. 

Du. No? you fay, your husband. 


| Meaſ ure for Meaſure. 
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| This isthe hafid which with a vow'd contract, 


Mar. Why, juſt, my Lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows, that he ne're knew my body : 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows [/abel-. y 
Ang. Tins isa ſtrange abuſe: Ler's ſee thy face. 
Mar. My husband bids me ; now | will unmask. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, | 
Which once thou ſwor'ft was worth the looking on: 


Was faſt belockt in thine: This is the bod 
Thar took away the match from 1/abe!, 
And did ſupply thee at thy Garden-houſe 
[n her imagin'd perſon: 

Du. Know you this woman ? 

Luc, Carnally, ſhe ſays. 

Da. Sirrah, no more. 

Luc. Enough, my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord, | muſt confeſs know this woman ; 
And five years ſince there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my ſelf and her; which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promis'd proportions 

Come ſhort of compoſition; bur in chief, 

For that her Reputation was diſ-valued 

In levity : ſince which titne of five years, 

| never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour, 

Mar. Noble Prince, 

As there comes light from heaven,and words from breath, 
Asthere is ſenſe in truth, and truth in vertue, 
lam afhanced this man's Wife as ſtrongly 
As words could make up Vows: And my good Lord, | 
But Tueſday night laſt gone, in's Garden-houſe 
He knew, me as a Wife. As this is true, 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees ; 
Orelſe for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 
Ang. 1did but ſmile tiff now, 
Now, good.my Lord, give me the ſcope of Tuftice : 
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive 
Theſe poor informal women are no more 
But inſtruments of ſome more mightier member 
That ſets them on. Let me have way, my Lord, 
To find this practice ont. 
Du. I, with my heart ; 
And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure. 
Thou Fooliſh Frier, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that's gone ; think ft thou thy Oathe, 
Tho they would ſwear down each particular Saint, 
Were teſtimonies 'gainſt his worth and credit, 
That's ſeal'd in approbation ? You, Lord Eſcalus, 
Sit with my Couſin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuſe, whence tis deriv'd. 
There is another Frier that ſet them on ; 
Let him be ſentfor. 
Per. Would he were here, my Lord; for he indeed 
Hath ſet the women on to this complaint : 
Your Prevoſt knows the place where he abides ; 
And he may fetch him. 
Du. Go, do it inſtantly : 
And you my noble and well-warranted Couſin 
Whom it concernsto hear this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as ſeems you beſt 
In any chaſtiſement : 1 for a while 
Will leave you; but ſtir not you till you have 
Well determin'd upon theſe ſlanderers. Ex. 

Eſc. My Lord, wel do it thronghly : Signior Lact, did | 
not you ſay, you knew that Frier Lodewick to be a diſhoneſt 
perſon? : ; 

Luc, Cucullus non =_ Meonachwm; honeſt in nothing buc 
in his cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villanous | 
ſpeeches of rhe Duke. b 

E/c, We ſhall intreat you to abide here till he come, and 
inforce them againſt him : We ſhall find this Frier a nota- 
ble fellow. 

Luc. As any in V:ewna on my _ 
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you (ſhall ſeehow Ple handle her. 
* Luc. Nothbetter than he, by her own Report. 

Fc. Sav you ? 

Luc, Marry fir, 1 think if you handled her privately, 
She ſhould ſooner confeſs; perchance publickly ſhe'ld be 


ef. = 3 
| aſkanr'd. 


| 


| Enter Duke, Provolt, Iſabella, 


Eſc, 1 will go darkly to work with her. 

Luc. That's the way : for women are light at mid- 
night. 

Eſc. Come on, Miſtris : here's a Gentlewoman denies all 
that you have ſaid. 

Luc. My Lord, here comes the Raſcal I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Prewo/e. | | 

Efe. Invery good time : ſpeak not you to him till we 
call upon you. x 

Luc. Mum. 

E/e. Come fir, did you ſet theſe women on to ſlander 
Lord Angelo ? they have confels'd you did. 

Dn. * 1's falſe. 

E/e, How ? know you where you are ? 

Du. Reſpect to your great place; and let the Devil 
Be ſometime honour'd for his burn\mg throne. 
VVhere is the Duke ? *cis he ſhon!d :car me ſpeak. 

Ee. The Duke's in us: and we 1wili!,car you ſpeak: 
Look you ſpeak juſtly. 

D4. Boldly at leaſt. But Oh poor fouls, 
Come you to ſeek the Lamb here of the Fox ? 
Good night to your Redf2f5: is the Puke gone ? 
Then is your cauſe gone too: 'The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thus toretort your manifeſt appeal, 
And put your tryal in the Villain's mouth 
VVhich here you come to accule. 

Luc. This is the Raſcal: this is he I ſpoke of. | 

Ee. VVhy, thou unreverend and unhallowed Frier : 
Ist not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
To accuſe this worthy man; butin foul mouth, 
[And in the witneſs of his proper ear, 

Tocall him Villain; and then to glance from him 
{ To th Duke himſelf, to tax him with injuſtice ? 

Take him hence ; to th* Rack with him : we'l towze you 
Joynt by joynt, but we will know his purpoſe : 
VVhar? unyulſt? 

P#. Benot fo hot : the Duke dare 
No more ſtretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own : his Subject am I not, 
Nor here Provincial: My buſineſs in this State 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna ; 
{VVhere'l have ſeen corruption boyl and bubble, 
{Till-it o're-run the Stew : Laws for all faults, 
; Bur faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong ſtatutes 
{ Stand like the Forfeits in a Barber*s-ſhop, 
| As much in mock as mark. 
| Eſ(c. Siander to thi State : 
| Away with him to priſon. | ; 
5. \\Vhar canyou vouch againſt him, ſignior Lucic * 
| Is this the man that you did tell us of? 
' Loc. *Fis he, my Lord: come hither Goodman Bald- 
227e: do vou know me 2. 
* D-.1 remember you, fir, by the ſound of your voice: 
| met you at the priſon in the abſence of the Duke. 

Luc. Oh, did you ſo? and do you remember what you 
21d of the Duke ? 

Bu. Molt notedly, fir. 

Lye. Do you fo, fir? And was the Duke a fleſh-mon- 
er, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to 
? 

Dz. You muſt (fir) change perſons with me, e're you 
make that my Report : you indeed ſpoke ſo of him, and 
much more, much worle. 


| 
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teaſure for Meaſure. 
E/e. Call that ſame 1/abe/ here once again; I would ſpeak| Lye. Oh thou damnable tellow ! did not] pluck thee by 
| with her: pray you, my Lord, give me leave toqueſtionz! the Noſe for thy ſpeeches ? 
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Ds. 1 proteſt, 1 love the Duke as 1 love my ſelf. 

Ang. Hark how the Villain would Clofe now after kis | 
treaſonable abuſes. | 

_ Eſc. Such a tellow is not to be talk*d withal : Away with 

him to priſon : Where is the Prowo/f? away with him to ; 
priſon : lay bolts enough upon him: let him {peak no more: * 
away with thofe Giglets too, and with the other confede- 
rate companion. 

Dr. Stay, fir, ſtay a while 

ing. What, refilts he ? help him, Lucio. 
Luc. Come fir, come fir, come fir : foh fir: why von | 
bald-pated lying Raſcal : you muſt be hooded, mutt you? 
ſhow your knave's viſage, with a pox to you : ſhow your 
eep-onting face, and be hang'd an hour : will't not 
O 


Du, Thou art the firſt knave that e're mad'ſt a Duke, 
Firſt, Proveſ, let me bail theſe gentle three : | 
Sneak not away, fir ; for the Frier and you 
Muſt have a word anon : lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prove worſe than hanging. 

Du. What you have ſpoke, I pardon : fit you down: 
We'l borrow place of him Sir, by your leave: 
Halſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can dothee Office ? If thou haſt, 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no lovger our. 

Ang. Oh my dread Lord, 

| I ſhould be guiltier than my guiltineſs, 

To think I can be undiſcernable, 

\WhenlI perceive your Grace, like power Divine, 
Hath look'd upon iy paſles : Then, good Prince, 
No longer Se//i5» hold upon my ſhame ; 

But let my trial be mine own confeſſion : 
Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 

is all the grace l beg. 

Du. Come hither, Mariana : 

Say : was't thou ever contracted to this woman ? 

Ang. | was, my Lord. 

Du. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly. 
Do you the Office (Frer) which conſummate : 
Return him here again : go with him, Proſe. 

Eſc. My Lord, I am more amaz'd at his diſhonour, 
Than at the ſtrangeneſs of ir. 


Extt. 


Du. Come hither, 1/abel : 
Your Frieris now your Prince : As I was then 
Advertifing, and holy to your buſineſs 
(Not changing heart with habit), I am till, 
Atturried at your ſervice, 

I/a. Oh give me pardon, 
That I, your Vaſſal, have imploy'd and piin'd 
Your unknown Soveraignty. 

Du. You are pardon'd, I/abel : 
And now, dear Maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, 1 know, fits at your heart : 
And you may marvel, why I obſcur'd my felt, 
Labouring toſave his life ; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power: 
Then let him beſo loſt : Oh moſt kind Maid, 
It was the ſwift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with ſlower foot came on, | 
That brain'd my purpole : but peace be with him : 
Thar life is better life, paſt ſearing death, 
Than that which lives to fear : makeit your comfort, 
S0 happy Is your brother, 
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Enter Angelo, Maria, Peter, Provoſt. 


1/a. Ido, my Lord. 

Du. For this new-married man, approaching here, 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well-defended honour ; you mult pardon 


| 
1 
| For Mariana's ſake: Put as he adjudg'd your brother, | 
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Being criminal, in double violation 

If facred chaſtity, and of promiſe-breach, 
Chereon dependant for your brothers life, 

The very mercy of the Law crys out. 

Moſt audible, even from his proper tongue, 

An Angelo for Claudio 4, death for death : 

Haſte itill pays haſte, and leiſure anſwers leiſure; 
Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meaſure : 
Then Angelo, thy fault's thus manifeſted : 

Which tho thou would'ſt deny, denies thee vantage- 
We docondemn thee to the very Block = 
Where Claudio ſtoop*d to death ; and with like haſte, 
Away with him. 

eMar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, ; 

I hope you will not mock me with a husband ? . 
Du- It is your hnsband mock'd you with a husband, 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit : elſe imputation, 

For that he knew yuu, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his poſſeſſions, 
Alrho by confiſcation they are ours, 

We do enſtate, and widow you withal, 

To buy you a better husband. 

Mar. Oh my dear Lord, 

[ craveno other, nor no better man. 

Dn. Never crave him : we are definitive. 

Mar. Gentle my Leige. | [ 
Du. You do bur loſe your labour. 

Away with him to death : Now fir, to you. 


Lend me your knees, and all my life to come, 
le lend you all my life to do you ſervice. 
Ds. Againſt all ſenſe you do importune her : 
Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror, 

Mar. Iſabel : 
Sweet [/abel, do yet but kneel by me, 
Hold up your hands, ſay nothing : le ſpeak all, 
They ſay, beſt men are moulded out of faults; 
And for the moſt, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : So may my husband. 
Oh I/abe/: will you not lend a knee? 

Du. He dies for C/audio's death. 

I/a- Moſt bounteous fir, 
Look, if jt pleaſe you, on this man condemn'd, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly think, 
A due ſincerity governed his deeds, 
] Till he did look on me: Since itis fo, 
Let him not die : my brother had but Juſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he di'd. _ 
For Angelo, his a&t did not o're-take his bad intent, 
And mult be buried but as an intent | 
Thar periſh'd by the way : thoughts are no ſubjects; 
Intents, but meerly thoughts. 

Mar. Meerly, my Lord. 

Du. Your ſuit's unprofitable : ſtand up, | ſay : 
[ have bethought me of another fault. 
Provoſt, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unuſual hour ? 

Pro, It was commanded fo. 

Du. Had you a ſpecial Warrant for the deed ? 

Pro. No, my good Lord; it was by private meſſage. 

Du. For which I do diſcharge you of your Office : 
| Give up your keys. | 

Pro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. | 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not ; 
Yet did repent me after more advice ; 
For teſtimony whereof, one in the priſon, 
That ſhould byprivate Order elſe have dr'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. 

Du, What's he ? 

Pro. His name is Barnardine. 
Du. I would'ſt thou haſt done ſo by Claudio : 


_—_— 


Mar. Oh my good Lord, ſweet Iabe/, rake my part | 


Go fetch him hither ; ler me look upon him. 
Eſc. Iam ſorry one fo learned, and fo wiſe 
As you, Lord Angelo, have [till appear'd, 
Should flip fo groſly, both in the hear of blood, 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 
Ang. 1 am ſorry, that ſuch ſorrow | procure ; 
And ſo deep ticks itin my penitent heart, 
That I crave-.death more. willingly than mercy : 
"Tis my deſerving. and I do intreat ir. 


Enter Barnardine, and Provoſt, Claudio, Julietra. 


Du. Which is that Barnardine ? 
Pro, This, my Lord. | 
Du. There was a 7rier told me of this man: 


| Sirrah, thou art aid to have a itubbarn ſoul. 


That apprehends no further than this World, 

And ſquar*ſt thy life accordingly : T how'rt condemred : 

But for thoſe earthly faults, | quit then all : F 

| pray thee take this mercy to provide 

For better times tocome: Frier, adviſe him ; 

| leave him to your hand.” What muffled fefllow's that ? 
Pro. This is another priſoner that I ſav'd, 

Who ſhould have di'd when «© {audio loſt his head, 

As like almoſt to Claudio as himſelf 

Du. If he belike your brother, for his ſake 
[s he pardon'd, and tor vour lovely fake 
Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine; 

He is my brother too: Bur firter time tor that : 

By this Lord Angelo perceives he's fate : 

MethinksI ſee a quicking in his eye : 

Well, Angelc, your evil quits you well : 

Look that you love your Wife : her worth worth yours. 
| find an apt remiſſion in my ſelf: 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon, 

You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a cowats; 

One all of Luxury, an aſs, a mad man: 

Wherein have | ſo deſerv'd of you, 

That you extol me thus? | 

Luc. *Faith, my Lord, I ſpoke it but according to the | 
trick : if you will hang me for it, you may : bucI had rather 
it would pleaſe you, | might be whip. 

Du. Whipt firſt, ſir, and hang'd after. 

Proclaim it, Prow4/t, round about the City : 

If any woman wrong'd by this lewd fellow 
(As Ihave heard him ſwear himſelf, there's one 
Whom he begot with child), ler her appear, 
And he ſhall marry her : the nuptial finiſh'd, 
Let him be whip'd and hang'd. 

Luc. 1 beſeech your Highneſs, do not marry me to a 
Whore : your Highneſs ſaid even now, I made you a Duke, | 
good my Lord do not recompence me in making me a 
Cuckold. . 

Du. Upon mine honour thou ſhalt marry her; 

Thy ſlanders forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy.other forfeits : take him to priſon. 
And fee our pleaſure herein executed. 

Luc. Marrying a punk, my Lord, is preſling to death, 
Whipping and hanging. 

Du. Slandering a Prince deſerves it. 

She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you reſtore. 


'{ Joy to you, Mariana ; love her, Angelo : 


| have confeſs'd her, and | know her vertue. 

Thanks, good friend Eſcalus, for thy much goodneſs} 
There's more behind that is more gratulate : 
Thanks Proveſt for thy care and ſecreſie; 

We ſhall imploy thee in a worthier place: 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 

The head of Regozine for Claudic's, 

Th Offence pardons it ſelf. Dear [/abel, 

| have a motion rhuch imports your good, 

Whereto if you'l a willing ear incline, ; 

What's mine is yours, and whar is yours is mine: 

So bring us to out Palace, where we'l ſhow 

What's yer behind that's ineer you all ſhould know, 
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The Scent Vienna, 
The Names of all the Adors. 


Vincentio, the Duke. 
| Angelo, the Deputy. 

Eſcalus, an ancient Lord. | 
Claudio, a young Gentleman. | 


Provoſt. 

og: [ 2. Friers. 

Elbow, a ſimple Conſtable. 
Froth, a fooliſh Gentleman. 
Clown. 

 Abhorſon, an Executioner: 
Barnardine, a diſſolute priſoner. 
Iſabella, ſiſter to Claudio! 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo, 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Franciſco, « Nun. 


LuCio, a fantaſtique. 
{ 2: Other like Gentlemen« 


| Mifris Over-don, a Baw4. 


= 


THE 


Comedy of Errors. 


V—— 


Afus Primus. 


— 


Scena Prima. 


Dl 


Enter the Duke of Epheſus, with the Merchant of Syracuſa, 
Taylor, and other attendants. 


Merchant. 


+ Roceed Salinws to procure my fall, 
A And by thy doom of death end woes 
(and all. 
Duke. Merchant of Syracuſe, plead 
Þ (no more : 
mM FL ER 1 am not partial to infringe our 
. Q | "4 ) (Laws : 
XII MNNA9 The enmity and diſcord which of 
(late 


Sprung from the rancorons Outrage of your Duke, 
To Merchants; our well-dealing Countrymen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods, 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks: 
For ſincethe mortal and inteſtine jars 
Twixt thy ſeditious Countrymen and us, 
t hath in ſolemn Synods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracuſians and our ſelves, 
T*admit no traffick to our adverſe Towns : 
Nay, more; if any born at Epheſus ; 
Be ſeen at any Syracuſian Marts and Fairs : 
Again, if any Syracuſian born, _ 
Come tothe Bay of Ephbeſzs, he dies : 
His goods confiſcate to the Duke's diſpole, 
Unleſs a thouſand Marks be levied 
| To quit the penalty, and ranſome him: 
Thy ſubſtance, valued at the highelt rate, 


Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd to die, 

Mer. Yet this my comfort, when your words are done, 
My woes end likewiſe with the Evening Sun. 

Du. Well, Syracuſian, fay in brief the cauſe, 
Why thou departed'ſt from thy native home ? 
And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſzes ? 

Mer. A heavier task could nor have neen im pog'd, 
ThanlIto ſpeak my grief unſpeakable: 

Yet that the World way witnels, that my end 
Was wrought by Nature, not by vile Ottence, 
Tle utter what my ſorrow gives me leave : 

In Syracuſe was ] born, and wed 

Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 

And by me too, had not our 4p been bad : 
With her 1 liv*din joy, ovr Wee lth encreaft 

By proſperous Voyages I c:'-n made 

To Epidemium, till my FaCtor's death : 

And he great ſtore of goods at random leaving, 
Drew me from kind embracements of my ſpouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was not fix months old, 
Before her ſelf (almoit at fainting under 

The pleaſing puniſhment that women bear) 
Had made proviſion for her following me, 

And ſoon, and fafe arrived where | was : 

There had fhe not been long, but ſhe became 

A joyful mother of two goodly ſons : 

And, which was ſtrange, the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names. 
That very hour, and in the ſelf-ſame Inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 6 

Of ſuch a burthen, Male-twins both alike : 
Thoſe, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my ſons, 

My Wife not meanly proud of two ſuch boys, 


| Cannot amount untoa hundred Mark ; 
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viade daily motions for our home return : 
{lnwilling I agreed ; alas! too ſoon we came aboard. 
A league from Epidamium had we faiPd 

Before the always wind-obeying deep, 

Gave any tragick inſtance of our harm : 

Burt longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obſcured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which tho my ſelf would gladly have embrac'd, 
Yetthe inceſſant weeping of my Wife, 
Weeping before for what ſhe ſaw muſt come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc*c me to ſeek delays for them and me : 
And this it was (for other means was none) : 
The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boar, 

And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us. 

My Wife more careful for the latter born, 

Had faſtened him unto a ſmall ſpare Maſt, 
Such as Sea-faring men provide for ſtorms : 

To hun one of the other twins was bound, 
VWhiPt Thad been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus diſpos'd, my Wife, and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faſtned our ſelves at either end the Maſt, 

And floating ſtraight, obedient to the ſtream, 
Was carried towards Corzmmth, as we thought. 

At length the Sun gazing uponthe earth, 
Diſperit thoſe vapours that offended us; 

And by the benefit of his wiſh'd light, 

The Seas was calm, and we diſcovered 

Two Ships from far} making amain to us : 

Of Corinth that, of Fpidaurus this ; 

But e're they came, Oh letme ſay no more ; 
Gather the ſequel by that went before. | 
Du. Nay, forward Old man, do not break off o ; 
For we may pity, tho not pardon thee. 
Mer. Oh had the gods done ſo, I had not now 
Worthily rerm'd them mercileſs to us : 

For e're the Ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty Rock; 
\Which being violently born up upon, 

Our helpful Ship was ſplitted in the midſt : 

So that in this unzuſt divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of us alike, 

What to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 

Her part, poor ſoul, ſeeming as burdened, 
Witt leſſer weight, bur not with lefſer wo, 

Was carried with more ſpeed before the wind, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 


|By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 


At length another Ship had ſeiz'd on us ; 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 


{Gave helpful welcome to their 'Shipwrackt gueſts, 


And would have reft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their Bark been very flow of fail; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courſe, 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my blifs, 


That by misforttines was my life prolong'd, * 
To tell fad ſtortes of my own miſhaps. 

Du. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorroweſt for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full, 
What hath Sefall/n chem and thee till now: 

e Her. My youngeſt boy, and yet my eldeſt care, 
At A years became inquiſitive” : 
After his brother 3 and imporrtun'd me, 
That his attendant (for his caſe was like, 
_ n L. brother, but _ his _ 
Might bear him company in the queft of him: 
Whom whiP[f Vabored of a love to fee, 
[ hazarded theloſs of whom I lov'd. 
Five Summers have l ſpent in fartheft Green, 
Roming clean through the bounds of Aſia, 


_—cﬀ 


And coaſting homeward, came to F;be/z : 
Hopeleſs to find, yet loath to leave unſought, 
Or that, or any place that harbours men : 

But here muſt end the ſtory of my life, 

And happy were in my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. | 
Du. Haple fs Egecn, whom the fates have mark: 
To bear th® extremity of dire miſhap : 

Now truſt me, were it not againſt our Laws, 
Againlt my Crown, my Oath, my Dignity, 

Which Princes would, they may not diſanull, 

My ſoul ſhould ſue as advocate for thee: 

Burt tho thou art adjudged to the death, 

And paſled ſentence may not be recall 'd, 

But to our honours great diſparagement ; 

Yet will I favour thee in what 1 can 

Therefore, Merchant, Ple limit thee this day * 

To eek thy help by beneficial help: 

Try allthe friends thou haſt in Epbeſus : 

Beg thou, or borrow, to makeup the ſum, 

And live: if no, then thou artdoom'd to die : 
faylor, take him to thy cuſtody, : 

Fay. I will, my Lord. 

Mer. Hopeleſs and helpleſs doth Fgeon wend, 
But to procraſtinate his liveleſs end, 


Exeunt. 


Enter Antipholis, Erotes, « Merchant, and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Eridaminm, 

Leſt that your goods be too ſoon confiſcate : 

This very day a Syracuſan Merchant | 
[s apprehended for arrival here ; 
And not being able to buy our his life, | 
According to the Statvre of the Town, | 
Dies e'rethe weary Sun ſets in the /e/ : 
There 1s your money that I had to keep. 
Ant. Go bearit tothe Centaure, where we hoſt, 
And ſtay there, Dromio, till Il come to thee: 

Till that Ple view the manners of the Town : 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 

Peruſe the traders,. gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return and ſleep within mine Inn; 

For with long travel I am ſtiff and weary, 

Get thee away. 

Dro. Many aman would take you at your word, | 
And go indeed, having ſo gooda means. 


Exit Dromio. 
Ant. A truſty villain, fir, that very oft, 
When Iam dull with care and melancholly, , 
Lightens my humorr with his merry jeſts. 
What, will you walk wirh me abour the Town, 
And then go to the Inn and dine with me ? 
E. Mer. lam invited, fir, to certain Merchants, 
Of whom l hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon ; ſoon at five a clock, 
Pleaſe you, Ple meet with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward conſort you ri!l bed-time : 

My preſent bufineſs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewel till then: 1 will go lofe my life, 
And wander up and down to view the Ciry. | 

E. Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content» . 
#14 al Exent. 
Ant. He that commends me to my 'own content, 
Commends mego the thirig I cannot get: 
[tothe world am like a drop of water, 
'That inthe Ocean ſeeks'another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, ' 
(Unſeen inquiſitive) confounds himelt: 
Sol, to find a Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueſt of him (unhappy) loſe my elf. 


.Y 
” 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 


Here comes the Almanack of my true date: | 


Whatnow ? How chance thou art return'd fo ſoon. 
| G 23 E. Dro | 
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E. Dro. Return'd fo ſoon, rather approacht too late : 
The Capon burns, the Pig falls from the ſpit : 
The clock hath ſtrucken twelve upon the bell : 
My Mittris made it one upon my cheek : 
She is {© hot becauſe the meat is cold : 
The meat is cold becauſe you come not home: 
You come not home becauſe you have no ſtomach : 
You have noſtomach having broke your faſt: 
Bur we that know what 'tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to day. 

Ant. Stop in your wind, fir: tell me this I pray, 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 

_ E. Dre. Oh, fix pence thatT had a Wedneſday laſt, 

To pay the Saaler for my Miltris Crupper ? 
The $z4lcr had it, fir ; 1 kept it not. 

Ant. 1 am notin a ſportive humour now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being {trangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great a charge from thine own cuſtody ? 

E. Dro. | pray you jeſt, fir, as you fit at dinner : 
I from my Miſtris come to you in poſt : 
If I return, I ſhall be poſt indeed: 
For ſhe witl ſcour your fault upon my pate: 
Metinks your maw, like mine, ſhould be your Cook, 
And ſtrike you home without a meſſenger, 

Ant. Come Dromis, come, theſe jeits are out of ſeaſon ; 
Reſerve them till a merrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gavein charge to thee ? 
E. Pro. To me, fir ? why, you gave no gold to me. 
Ar:t. Come on, fir knave, have done your fooliſhneſs, 
And tell me how thou haſt diſpos'd thy charge ? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Home to your; houſe(the Phenix, fir), to dinner : 
My Miltris and her filter ſtaies for you. 
Ant. Now as I ama Chriſtian antwer me, 
In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my money : 
Or I ſhall break that merry ſconce of yours 
That ſtands on tricks when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand marks thou hadſt of me ? 
E. Dro. | have ſome marks of yours upon my pate: 
Some ot my Mittris marks upon my ſhoulders: 
Bur not a thouſand marks between you both. 
if I ſhould pay your Worſhip thoſe again, 
Perchance yeu will not bear them patiently. 


The Comedy of Errors. 


Aftus Secundus. 


Enter Adriana, Wife to Antipholis Sereptus, w4th 
Luciana, her Siſter. 


Adr. Neither my husband, nor the ſlave return'd 
Tharin ſuch haſte 1 ſent to ſeek his Maſter : 

Sure, Luciana, it is two a clock. 

Luc. Perhaps ſome Merchant hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good filter, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is Maſter of his liberty : 
Timeistheir Maſter; and when they ſee time, 
They'le go or come : if ſo, be patient, ſiſter. 
Adr. Why ſhould their liberty than ours be more ? 
Luc. Becauſe their buſineſs ſtill lies out adoor. 
Adr. Look, when I ſerve him ſo, he takes it ill, 
Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
Adr. There's none but aſſes will te bridled fo. 
Luc. Why, head-ſtrong liberty is laſhc with woe : 
There's nothing ſituate under heavens eye, 
But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in skie. 
The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males ſubjefts, and at their controuls : 
| Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 

Lord of the wide world, and wide watry ſeas, 


Indued with intellectual ſenſe and ſoul, 
Of more preheminence than fiſh and fowl, 
Are Maſters to their females, and their Lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Adr. This ſervitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Notthis, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 


Luc. Ere I learn love, Ile practiſe to obey. 
Adr. How if your husband ſtart ſome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home again I would forbear. 


Ant. Thy Miſtris marks? what Mittris, ſtave, haſt thou ? 
E.Dro.X our Worſhip's Wife, my Miltris at the Phenix ? 
She that doth faſt till you come home to dinner : 

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. \V hat, wilt thou flour me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, fir knave. 

E. Dro. What mean you, fir? for God ſake hold your 
Nay, and you will not, fir, Ple take my heels. (hands: 


Exit Dromzo Ep. 


Ant. Upon my life, by ſome device or other, 
The Villain is o're-wrought of all my money. 
Then ſay, this Townis tull of cozenage : 

As nimble Juglers that deceive the eye: 
Dark-working Sorcerers that change the mind : 
Soul-killing Witches that'deform the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks ; 
And many ſuch like liberties of fin : 

If it prove ſo, Iwill be gone the ſooner : 

Fe to the Centaur to ſeek this ſlave : 

I greatly fear my money is not ſafe. 


Ext. 


Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvel tho ſhe pauſe ; 
They can be meek that have no ather cauſe : 
A wretched foul bruis'd with adverſity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry : 
But were we burd*ned with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more we ſhould our ſelves complain : 
So thou that haſt no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs patience would relieve me: 
But if thou liveto ſee like right bereft, 
This fool-beg'd fpatience in thee will be left. 

Luc, Well, I will marry one day but to try: 
Here comes your man, now is your husbaad nigh. 


Enter Dromio Eph. 


Aadr. Say, is your tardy Maſter now at hand ? 
E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witneſs. 
Ate. Say, didſt thou ſpeak with him? know'ſt thou his 
mind | 
E. Dro. I, I, he told his mind upon mine ear, 
Beſhrew his hand, I ſcarce could underſtand it: ; 
Luc. Spake he ſo doubtfully, thou could'ſt not feel his 
meaning £ 
E. Dro. Nay, he ſtruck ſo plainly, I could too well feel 
his blows; and withal ſo doubtfally, that I could ſcarce un- 
derſtand them. 
Aar. But fay, I prethee, is he coming home ? 
It ſeems he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 
E. Dro. Why, Miſtris, ſure my Maſter is horn-mad. 
Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ? 
E. Dro. I mean not Cuckold-mad ; 
But ſure he is ſtark mad : 
When 
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Adr. But were you wedded,you would bear ſome ſway. 
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When Ideſir'd him to come home to dinner, 

He ask*'d mie for a thouſand marks in gold : 
'Tisdinner-time, quoth | : my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burn, quoth I : my gold, quoth he: 
Will you come, quoth 1? my gold, quoth he: 
Where is the thouſand marks I gave thee, Villain ? 
The Pig, quoth 1, is burn'd: my gold, quoth he : 

My Miſtris, fir, quoth I: hang up thy Miſtris ; 

I know not thy Miſtris ; out on thy Miſtris. 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

E.Dro. Quoth my Maſter : I know, quoth he, no houſe, 
no wife, no Miſtris: ſo that my errand, due unto my 
tongue, I thank him, I bare home upon my ſhoulders: for 
in concluſion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home. 

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 

For God's ſake ſend ſome other Meſlenger. 

Aadr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acroſs. 

Dro. And he will bleſs that croſs with other beating: 
Between you I ſhall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence prating peaſant, fetch thy Maſter home- 
Dro. Am I ſo round with you as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you do ſpurn me thus ? 

You ſpurn me hence, and he will ſpurn me hither : 

If I laſt in this ſervice, you muſt caſe me in leather. Exit. 

Luc, Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face ! 

Adr. His company mult do his minions grace, 
WhiPſ{I athome ſtarve for a merry look : 

Hath homely age th* alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath waſted it. 
Are my diſcourſes dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and ſharp diſcourſe be marr'd, 
Unkindneſs blots ir more than Marble hard. 

Do their gay Veſtments his affeCtions bait ? 
That's not my fanlt ; he's maſter of my ſtate. 
What Ruines are in me that can be found, 
By him not ruin'd ? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures.- My decayed fair, 

A ſunny look of his would ſoon repair. 

Bur (too unruly Deer ) he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home; poor I am bur his ſtale. 

Luc. Selt-l\arming jealouſie ; fie, beat it hence. 

Ad. Unfeeling fools can with ſuch wrongs diſpenſe : 

I know his eye doth homage other-where ; | 

Orelſe wt at letsit but he would be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promiſed me a chain, 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 

I ſee the Jewel belt enamaled 

Will loſe his beauty : yet the gold bides ſtill 

Thar others touch, and often touching will : j 

Since that my beauty cannot pleaſe his eye, 

ble weep (what's left) away, and weeping die. 

Luc. How many fond fools ſerve mad Jealouſie * 

Exeunt, 


Enter Antipholis Erotes. 


Ant. The gold I gave to Dromi is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful ſlave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeek me out 
By computation, and mine hoſts report, 
I could not ſpeak with Dromzo, ſince at firſt 
| ſent him from the Mart : ſee here he comes- 


Enter Dromio Syracuſan. 


How now, fir ? is your merry humour alter'd ? 

As you love itroaks, ſo jeſt with me again : 

You know no Centaur ? you receiv'd no gold ? 

Your Miſtris ſent to have me home to dinner ? 

My houſe was at the Phz»;x ? Walt thou mad, 

That thus ſo madly thou didfſt anſwer me ? | 
S. Dro. What anſiver, ſir ? when ſpake I ſuch a word ? 


E. Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour ſince. 
8. Dro. I did not ſee you ſince you ſent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. Villain, thou did'ſt deny the golds Receit, 

And told*ſt me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 

For whichI hope thou felr'ſt | was diſpleas'd. 

S. Dro. 1 amglad toſee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jelt, I pray you,. Maſter, tell me ? 

Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'ſt thou 1 jeſt?hold,rake thou that,and that. BeatsDrs. 

S. Dro. Hold, fir, for God's ſake, now your jeſt is earneſt: 
Upon what bargaindo you give it me ? 

Ant. Becauſe that I familiarly ſometimes 
Do uſe you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your ſawcineſs will jeſt upon my love, 

And make a Common of my ſerious hours. 

When the Sun ſhines ler fooliſh gnats make ſport, 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams : 

[f you will jeſt with me, know my aſpeCt, 

And faſhion your demeanor to my looks ; 

Or I will beat this method in your iconce. & 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it? ſo you would leave batter- 
ing, I had rather have ita head: and you uſe theſe blows | 
long, I muſt gera ſconce for my head, and inſconce it too, 
or elſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders: bur 1 pray, fir, 
why am I beaten? \ 

Ant. Dolt thou not know ? 

S. Dro. Nothing, fir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dro. I, fir, and wheretore ; for they ſay, every why 
hath a wherefore. 

Ant. Why, firſt for flouting me, and then wherefore, for 
urging it the ſecond time 20 me. 

S. Dro. Waxs there ever any man thus beatenout of ſea- 
ſon, when in the Why and the Wherefore is neithet Rime 
nor Reaſon. Well, ſir, | thank you. | 

Ant. Thank me, fir, for what ? 

S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this ſomething that you gaveme 
for nothing. | 

Ant. Ile make you amends next, to give you nothing for | 
ſomething. But ſay, fir, is it dinner-time ? 

S. Dro. No, fir: I think the Meat wants that I have. 

Ant. In-good time, fir ; what's that ? . 

S\ Dre. Baſting. 

Ant. Well, fir, then *cwill be dry. 

S, Dre. If it be, fir, I pray you eat not of it- 

Ant. Your Reaſon ? 

S. Dre. Leſt it make you chollecick, and purchaſe me 
another dry. balting. 

Ant. Well, ſir, learn to jeſt in good time : there's atime 
for all thingy, 

S. Dro. I durſt have denied that before you were ſo chol- 
lerick. ' 

Ant. By what Rule, fir? 

S. Dro. Marry fir, by a Rule as plain as the plain bald 
pate of Father 7:me himſelf. 

Ant. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by Nature. 

Ant. May he not doit by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro, Yes, to pay a fine for a Periwig, and recover the 
loſt bait of another man. 

Ant. Why, is Time ſuch a niggard of hair, being (as it 
iS) ſo plentitul an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that he beſtows on beaſts ; 
and what he hath ſcanted them in hair, be hath given them |} 
1nN Wir, 

Avit, Why, but there's many a man hath more hair than 
Wits 

S. Dro. Not a man of thoſe but he hath the wit to loſe 
his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didit conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 


S. Dro. 
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itin a kind of jollity. 
Ant. For what Reaſon ? 
$. Dro. For two, and ſound ones too. 
Ant. Nay, not ſound ones I pray you. 
S. Dro. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure in a thing falling. 
S. Drs. Certain ones then. 
An. Name them. 


Y 


porrage. 


time for all things. 
hair loſt by nature. 


time to recover. 


wafcs us yonder ? | 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
p C 


Adr.1, 1, Antipholis, look ſtrange and frown ; 
Some other Miſtris hath ſome ſweet aſpects: 
Tam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 


That never words were muſick to thine ear, 
That never Object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat {weet-ſayour'd in thy taſte, 


That thou art then eſtranged from thy ſelf? 
Thy ſelf, I call it, being ſtrange to me : * 
That undividable Incorporate 

Am better than thy dear ſelf's better part. 
Ah do not tear away thy ſelf from me ; 

For know my love: aseaſie maiſt thou fall | 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again - 
Without addition or diminiſhing, 

As take from me thy ſelf, and not me too. | 
How dearly wouldit touch thee to the quick;, 
Should'ft thou hearT were licentious ? - 

And that this body conſecrate to thee, 

By Ruffian Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Would*ſt thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face, 
And tear the ſtain'd «kin of my Harlot-brow, 


And break it with a deep-divorcing-vow ? 


| 


| am poſſeſt with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of luſt : 
For if. we two be one, and thou play falſe, 

I do digeſt the poyſon of my fleſh, 

Being ſtrumpered by thy catagion. 


The time was once, when thou unurg?d would'ſt vow, 


Unleſs] ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to thee. 
How comes it now (my husband), Oh how'gomes it, 


” 
7 
oy 


And from my falſe hand 'cut the Wedding-Ring, 


I know thou canſt ; and therefore ſee thou do it. 


Keep then fair league, and truce with thy true bed : 


I live diſtain'd, thou undiſhonoured. | 
nt. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you 

In Fybeſus t am but two hours old, 

As ſtrange untoyour town as to your talk, 

Who every word by all my wit being ſcann'd, 

Wan s witin all one word to underſtand. 


not; 


S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt ; yet he loſeth | Denied my houſe for his, me for his Wife, 


S. Dro. The one to ſave the money that he ſpends intry- | 4dr, How ill agrees it with your gravity 
. .* o . * - <3 £ at . 
ing ; the other, that at dinner they ſhould not drop in his | 'To counterfeit thus groſly with your flave, 


An. You would all this time have prov'd, there isno | By it my wrong, youare from me exempt, 

S. Dro. Marry, and did, fir; namely, no time to recover | Come, I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine : 
An. But your Reaſon was not ſubſtantial, why there isno | Whoſe weakneſs married to thy ſtronger ſtate, 
S. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himſelf is bald, and there- | If ought poſſeſs thee from me, it is drols, 


fore to the World's end, will have bald followers. 
An. 1 knew *twould be a bald concluſion : but foft, who | Who all for want of pruning, with intruſion, 


— 


Luc. Fie, brother, how the World is chang'd with you : 


When were you wont to uſe my fitter thus ? 
She ſent for you by Drc2i0 home to dinner. 
Ant. By Dremio? 
Dro. By me. 


Adr.By'thee ; and thus thou didſt return ſrom him, 


That he did buffer thee, and in his blows, 


| 


— 


Ant. Did you converſe, fir, with this Gentlewoman * 
What 1s the courſe and drift of vour compact ? | | 

S. Dre. 1, fir? Inever ſaw her till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou lieſt ; for even her very words 
Didſt thou deliver to mc on the Marte, * 

S. Dro. I never ſpake with her in all mv life, 

Ant. How can ſhe thus then call ns by our names 
Unleſs it be by inſpiration ? , : 


Aberting him tothwart mein my mood ? 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Thou artan Elm, my husband, I a Vine: 

Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate : 
Uſurping lvy, Brier, or idle Moſs, 


InfeCt thy Sap, and live on thy confuſion. 

Ant. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me for her 
theam: 

What, was I married to her in my dream ? 

Orſleep I now, and think T hear all this ? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiſs ? 

Until I know this ſure uncertainty, 

Ple entertain the free*d fallacy. 

Luc, Dromio, Go bid the ſervants ſpread for dinner, 

S. Dro. Oh for my beads, Icroſs me for a finner. 
Thisis the Fairy land : Oh ſpight of ſpights : 

We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights : 
If we obey them not, this will enſue, 
They 1ſuck our breath, or pinch us black and blew, 

Luc, Why prait'ſt thou to thy ſelt, 

Dromio, thou Dromio, ſnail, thou ſlug, thou ſot ? 

S. Dro. I am transformed, Maſter, am I not ? 

Ant. Ithink thou art in mind, and fo am T. 

8. Dro. Nay, Maſter, both in mind and in my ſhape; 

Ant. Thou haſt thine own form. 

S. Dro. No: lam an Ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tis to an Af. 

S, Dro. "Tis true, ſhe rides me, and I long for graſs: 
"Tis ſo: Iam an Af: elle it could never be : E 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will | be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whilſt Man and Maſter laughs my woes to{({corn : 
Come, ſir,fto dinner: Dremio, keep the gate : 
Husband, Ple dine above with you to day, 

And ſbrive you of a thouſand idle pranks : 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your Maſter, 

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 

| Come ſiſter : Dre, play the Porter well. 

Ant. Am1 in earth, in heaven, or in hell? | 
Sleeping, or waking, mad, or well advis'd : 
' Known unto theſe, and to my ſelf diſguis'd ? 

Ile fay as they ſay, and perſevere to : 

Andin this miſt at all adven:n:; es go. 

| S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall [be Yorter ar the gate ? 
Aadr.1, and let noneenter, leſt 1 break your pate. 
Luc, Come, come, 4ntiphulis, we dine yoo late: 


— 
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Aus Tertins.. Scena Prima. | 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, biz 970» Dromio. Angelo, ad 
Goldſmith, and Balthd#ar zhe Merchant. - | 


E. Ant. Good fignior Ange!, you muſt excuſeus all : 
| My 
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My Wife is ſhrewiſh when keep not hours ; 

Say, that | linger*d with you at your Shop 

To ſee the making of her Carkaner, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

But here's a villain that would face me down, 

He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg'd him with a thouſand Marks in gold ; 

And that 1 did deny my Wife and Houle: 

Thou drunkard thou, what did'ſt thou mean by this * 

F. Dro. Say what you will, fir, but 1 know what 1 know, 

That you beat me at the Mart,l have your hand to ſhow: 

If the skin were parchment, & the blows you gave were ink, 

Your hand-writing would tell you what I think. 

E. Ant. I think thou artan als. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo itdorh appear 

By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the blows I bear : 

[ ſhould kick being Kickt ; and being at that paſs, 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an als. 

E. An.Y*are fad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our cheer 

May anſwer my good will,and your good welcome here. 

Bal.I hold your dainties cheap,fir,& your welcome dear. 

E. Ant. Ah ſignior Balthazar, either at fleſh or fiſh, 

A table-full of welcome makes icarce one dainty diſh. 

Bal. Good meat, fir, is common, that every churl attords. 

Ant. And welcome more common; for that's nothing 
but words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry 
feaſt. 

Ant. 1, to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing Gueſt : 

But tho my cates be mean, take them in good part; 

Better cheer may you have, but not with better heard. 

But ſoft ; my door is lockt; go bid them ler us in. 

E. Dro. Maud, Briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ginn. 

S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horſe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idiot. 
Patch. 

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 

Doſtthouconyurefor wenches,thatthou call'ſ for ſuch ſtore, 

When one is one too. many ? go get thee from the door. 

E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtays inthe ſtreet. 

S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, leſt he 
catch cold on's feet. 

E. Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the door, 

S. Dro. Right, fir, Ve tell you when, and you'l tell me 


wherefore. 
| Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner ? I have not din'd to 

day. 

S. Dro. Nor to day here you mult not : come again when 
you may. | 

Ant. What artthou that keep'ſt me out from the houſe 
I owe ? 

S. Dro. The Porter for this time, fir, and my name is 
Dromio. | | 

E. Dro. O Villain, thou haſt ſton both mine Office and 
my Name. A 


The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
If thou had'ſt bid Dromio to: day in my place, 

Thou wouP'ſt havechang'd thy face for a name, or thy 
; name for an aſs. 


Enter Luce. 


 Lxc. What acoile is there, Dromio? who are thoſe at the 
gate ? : 
E. Dro. Let my Maſter in, Luce. | 
Luc. Faith, no; he comes to0 late ; and fo tell your Ma- 
ſter. 
E. Dro, O Lord, I muft laugh: have at you with a Pro- 


verb. 
1Shall I ſet in my ſtaff. 
Luc. m_— at you wich another ; that's when? can you 
tell * 


{wer d him well. 


Ant. Do you hear, you Minion, you'l let us in, 1 
hope ? 

Luc. I thought to have askt you. 

S. Dro. And you ſaid, no. 

E, Proj, come, help, well ſtruck ; there was bloyy for 

ow, 

Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luc. Can yourell for whoſe ſake ? 

E. Dro. Maſter, knock the door hard. 

Luc. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. You'l cry for this, Minion, if I beat the door 
down, * 


Luc. What needs a!l that, and a pair of ſtocks in the 
Town? 


Enter Adriana. 


S. Dro. By my troth, your Town is troubled with unrn: 
ly boys. 

m_ Are you there, Wife ? you might have come be- 
ore. 


Adr. Your Wife, fir knave? goget you from the door. 


£0 lore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, fir, nor welcome; we would 
fain have either. 

Baltz, In debating which was beſt, we ſhall part with 
neither. 

E. Dro. They ſtand at the door, Maſter; bid them wel- 
come hither. 

Ant. There is ſomething in the wind, that we cannot 
ger in. 


thin. 
Your — here 1s warm Within : you ſtand here in the 
cold. 
It would make a man as mad asa Buck to be ſo bought and 
ſold. 
Ant, Gofetch me ſomething, Ple break ope the gate. 
S. Dro. Break, any breaking here, and Ile break your 
knaves pate. ; 
E. Dro. Aman may break a word with you, fir, and 
words are but wind , 
[, and break it in your face, fo he break it not behinde. 
S. Dro. It ſeems thou wanr'ſt breaking ; Out upon thee, 
hinde. 
E. Dro. Here's too much : Out upon thee ; I pray thee !er 
me in. 
S. Dro. I, when fowls have no feathers, and fiſh have no 


fin. 
Ant. Well, le break in: go borrow mie a Crow, 


For a fiſh wichour a fin, there's a fowl withour a feather : 

If a crow help us in, firrah, we'l pluck a crow together. 
Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch meg an Iron Crow. 
Balth. Have patience, fir : Oh let it not be 10. 

Herein you war againlit yotir Reputation, 

And draw within the compaſs of ſuſpect, 

Th*unviolated honofr of your Wife. 

Once this your long experience of your wiſdom, 

Her ſober vertue, years, and modeity, 

Plead on your part ſome cauſe to you unknown ; 

And doubtnot, fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 

Why art this time the doors are made again!t you. 

Beruld by me, depart in patience, 

And ler us to the Tyger all codinnet, 

And about evening come your ſelf alone, 

To know the Reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint : 

If by ſtrong hand you ofter to break in 

Now in the ltirring paſſage of the day, 


A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 


| S. Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haſt an-/ And that ſuppoſed by the common Rour, 


Againſt your yet ungalled eftimarion, 


That 


_ A 


Adr. Whois that at the door that keeps all this noiſe ? { 


E. Dre. If you went in pain, Maſter, this knave would | 


E. Dro. You would fay fo, Maſter, if your garments were | 


E. Dro. A crow withour feather, Maſter, mean you {© * 


| 
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That may with foul intruſion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 
For ſlander iives upon fucceſſion ; 
For everhous'd where it once gets poſſeſſion. 

Ant. You have prevail'd ; 1 will depart in quiet, 
Andin deſpight of mirth mean to be merry : 
| know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 
Pretty and witty, Wild, and yet too gentle ; 
There will we dine : this woman that I mean, 
My Wife (but I proteſt without deſert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 
To her will we to dinner : get you home, 
And fetch the chain ; by this I know *tis made ; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; _ 
For there's the houſe : That chain I will beſtow 
(Fe it for nothing but to ſpight my Wife) 
Upon my hoſteſs there : good fir, make haſte : 
Since mine own doors refuſe to entertain me, 
Ple knock eiwſehere, toſee if they'l diſdain me. 
Ang. Ile meet you at that place, ſome hour, ſir, hence. 
Ant. Do fo: this jeſt ſhall coſt me ſome expence. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracuſa. 


Fulia. And may it be, that you havequite forgot 
A husband's Office ? Shall Antipholis, 
Fven in the ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 
Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate? 
If you did wed my ſiſter for her wealth, 
Then for her we3lths-ſake uſe her with more kindneſs: 
Or if you like elſewhere, do it by ſtealth , 
Muffle your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindneſs : 
Let not my ſiſter read it in your eye: 
Be not thy tongue thy own ſhames Orator : 
Look ſweer. ſpeak fair ; become diſloyalty : 
Apparel Vice like Vertues harbinger: 
Bear a fair preſence, tho your heart be tainted ; 
Teach (in the carriage of a-holy Saint ; 
Be ſecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 
What ſimple thief brags of his own attain ? 
"Tis double wrong totruant with your bed, 
And let herread it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baſtard-frame, well managed ; 
Ill deeds'are doubled with an evil word : 
Alas poor women, make us not believe 
(Being compaY of credit), that you love us : 
Tho others have the arm, ſhew us the ſleeve: 
We in your motion run ; and you may move us. 
Then gentle brother, get you inagain ; 
Comfort my ſiſter, chear her, call her Wife : 
'Tis holy ſport to be a little vain, 
When the ſweet breath of flattery conquers ſtrife, 
S. Ant. Sweet Miſtris: what your name is elſe, I know 
not ; 
Nor by what wander you do hit of mine : 
Leſsin your knowledg, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Than our earths wonder, more than earth, divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and ſpeak : 
Lay open to my earthy groſs conceit: 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, ſhadow, weak, 
The foulded meaning of your words deceit: 
Againſt my ſouls pure truth, why labour you, 
To makcit wander in an unknown held ? 
Areyou agod ? would you create me new ? 
Transform methen, and to your power Vle yeild, 
But if that lam l;then wellI know, 
Your weeping ſiſter isno-Wife of mine, 


- | Nor to her bed a homage do 1 owe : 


' Far more, far more to you do-l decline : 

Oh train me not, ſweet Mermaid with thy note, 
' Todrown mein thy ſiſters flood of tears : 
Sing Siren for thy ſelf, and I will dote: _ 
Spread ore the ſilver waves thy golden hairs, 


"Y 


And as a bed le take thee, and there lie : 

Andin that glorious ſuppoſition think, 

He gains by death that bath ſuch means to die : 

Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe fink. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reaſon ſo 2 
Ant. Not mad, but mated, how, 1do not know. 
Luc.Itis a fault that ſpringeth from youreye. 
Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair Sun being by. 


Luc. Gaze when you ſhould, and that will clear your | 


ſight. | 

Ant. AS good to wink, ſiveet love, as look on night. 

Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my ſiſter ſo. 

Ant. Thy fiſters ſiſter. 

Luc. That's my ſiſter. 

Art. No : it is my ſelf, mine own ſelfs better part: 
Mine eyes clear eye, my dear hearts dearer heart, 
My tood, my fortune, and my ſweet hopes aim, 
My ſole earths heaven, and my heavens claim. 

Luc. All this my filter is, or elſe ſhould be. 

Ant, Call thy elf, ſiſter ſweet ; {for 1 am thee : 
Thce will I love, and with thee lead my life : 
Thon haſt no husband yet, nor [no wife: 

Give me thy hand. » 

Luc. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : 

ble fetch my filter, to get her good will. 


Enter Dromio, Siracuſa. 


wy a how now, Dromis, where runn'ſt thou ſo 

faſt ? 

S. Dro. Do you know me, ſir? Am I Dromia? Am 1 
your man? Am I my ſelf? 

eAnt. Thou art Dromzo, thou art my man, thou art 
thy ſelf. 


Dro.lam an aſs, I ama womans man, and beſides my | 


ſelf. 
_ 4s womans man ? and how beſides thy 
elf? 


Dro. Marry fir, beſides my ſelf, I am due to a woman. | 
One that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have f 


me. 
Ant. What claim lays ſhe to thee ? | 
Dro. Marry fir, ſuch claim as you would lay to your 
horſe ; and ſhe would have me as a beaſt ; not that I being 


a beaſt, ſhe would have me, bnt chat ſhe being a very beaſt- | 


ly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. Whartis ſhe? 

Dro. A very reverent body : I, ſuch a one as a man may 
not ſpeak of, without he ſay, fir reverence : I have but 
lean luck inthe match ; and yet is ſhe a wondrous fat mar- 
riage. 

Ant. How doſt thou mean, a fat marriage? 

Dro. Marry fir, ſhe's the Kitchin-wench, and all greaſe, 
and I know not what uſe to put her to, but to make a Lamp 
of her, and run from her by her own light. 1 warrant, her 
Rags, and the Tallow in them, will burna Poland Winter: 
if ſhe lives till doomſday, ſhe'] burn a week longer than 
che whole World. 

Ant. What complexion is ſhe of ? 

Dro. Swart, like my ſhooe, but her face nothing like ſo 


clean kept: for why? ſhe ſweats, a man may go over- | 


ſhoees in the grime of it. 
Ant. That's a fault that wates will mend. 


Dro. No, fir, *tis in grain z Noah's flood could not dof 


ik. 
Art. What's her name ? 
Dyo. Nell, fir: but her name is three quarters ; that's an 
-_ and three quarters will not meaſure her from hip to 
Ip. 
Ant. Then ſhe bears ſome breadth ? 
Dro. Nolonger from head to foot, than from hip to hip: 
- is ſpherical, Ike a globe: I could find out Countries in 
er. 
Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? . 


| 


| 
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Dro. Marry fir, in ker buttocks; | found wt out by the 


bog 5 : 
eAn:. Where Gertland ? 
Dro, found itby the barrennefs, hard in the palm of 


the hang. 

nt, Where France © 

Dro. Inter forehead, arm'd, and reverted, making war 
again!t lier hatr. 

Ant. \\nere Enzland ? 

Dre, Hook'd for the chalky Cliffs, but I could find no 
whirenef. in them : Put 1enels, it{tood in her chin, by the 
alt kheume that ran between France and it. 

Ant. Where Spam -_ 

Dro. Faith I fawitnot; burlT felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. Wlicre Amorica, the Indies * 

Bro. Ol fir, upon ker noſe, all o're embelliſhed with Ru- 
bies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich alpect to 
the hot breath of Sp, who ſent whole Armadoes of Car- 
ra(ts to be ballaſt at her nole. 

Ant. Where ſtood Be/pia, the Netherlands ? 

Dro. Oh fir, 1 d:d not look fo low. To conclude, this 
drudg, or Diviner, laid claim to me, call'd me Dromr, 
ſwore] was afſur'd to her, told me what privy marks I had 
about me, as the marks on my ſhoulder, the Mole in my 
neck, thz great Wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, 
ran from her, as a Witch. And 1 think, if my breaſt had 
not been made of faith, and my heart of ſteel, ſhe had 
transform'd me toa Curtal dog, and made me turn ' 
wheel. 

Ant. Go hie thee preſently ; poſt to the Road ; 


i. 


Ma 


th. 


Ard if the wind blow any way from ſhore, 
L will not harbour in this Town to night. 

if any Park pur forth, come tothe Mart; 
Where will walk cill thon return tome: 

[f every one knows us, and we know none, 


|*Tis time I think to trudg, pack and te gone. 


Dre. As from a Bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my Wife. Exit, 
Ant. There's none but Witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore'*tis high time that 1 were hence : 
She that doth call me husband, even my foul 
Doth for a wite abhor : but ker fair ſiſter, 
Polſeſt with ſuch a gentle ſoveraign grace, 
Of ſuch inchanting preſence and diſcourſe, 
Hath almoit made me Traitor to my felt : 
Butleait my (elf be gnilty'to (elf-wrong, 
le itop mine ears againit the Mermaids ſong, 


£nter Angelo with the Chain, 


Any. M. Antipholis. 

44* 1, that's my name. . 

| Ang. Iknowit well fir, lo, here's the Chain : 
[ thought ro have rane you at the Porpentime : 


| The Chain unfiniſhr made me ſtay thus long. 


Ant. Whartis vour will that 1 ſhall do with this ? ; 

Ant. What pleate your ſelf, fir : 1 have made it for 
you. 

Ant. Make it for me, fir ! I beſpoke it not. 

Anz. Not once, not twice , but twenty times you 
have: 


Go home with it, andpleaſe your Wife withal ; 
And ſoon at ſupper-time Ile viſit you, 
And then receive my money for the Chain. 
Ant. I pray you, fir, receive the money now, 
For fear vou ne're ſee Chain, nor money more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, fir : fare you well. Exit. 
At. What I ſhould think of this, I cannot tell : 
ut this I think, there's no man is fo vain, 
That would refuſe fo fair an ofter'd Chain. 
! {ee a man here needs not live by ſhitts, 
\When in the ſtreets he meers ſuch golden gifts : 


If any ip put out, then ſtrait away. 


Vieio the Mart, and there for Dromzo tay : 
Exit, 
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Altus Quartus. Scena Prima. | 


Ezter a Merchant, Goldſmith, and an Officer. 


eMHMer. You know ſince Pentecoſt the ſum is due : 
And ſince l have not much importun'd you ; 
Nor now | had not, but that | am bound 
To Perſia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfaCtion ; 
Or Ile attach you by this Officer. 
Gel. Even juſt the ſum that Ido owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholis ; 
And inthe inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of mea Chain : at five a clock 
[ ſhall receive the money for the ſame : 
Plealeth you walk with me down to his houſe, 
| will diſcharge my bond, and thank you too. 


Enter Antipholis Epheſ. Dromio from the Ceurtezans. 


Offi. That labour you may ſave : See where hecomes 
Ant. Whilel goto the Gold/3nirb's houſe, go thou 

And buy a Ropes end that will I beſtow 

Among my Wite, and their Confederates, 

For locking me out of my doors by day : 

Bur ſoft : | ſee the Gold/mth : get thee gone ; 

Buy thou a Rope, and bring it home to me. 
Dre. | buy a thouſand pound a year; I buy a Rope. 

Exit Drem:s. 

Eph. Ant. A man is well hope up that truſts to you: 

I promiſed your preſence, and the Chain; 

But neither Chain nor Gold/mith came to me : 

Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 

[f 1t were chain'd together : and therefore, came not. 
Gold. Saving your merry humour, here's the Note, 

How much your Chain weighs to the utmoſt Raccat : 

The fineneſs of the Gold, and chargeful faſhion ; 

Which doth amount to three odd Duckets more 

'Than | itand debted to this Gentleman : 

[ pray you ſee him preſently diicharg'd ; | 

For he is bound to Sea, and ſtays bur for it. 
Ant. 1am not furniſh'd wich the preſent money : | 

Beiides, I have ſome buſineſs in the Town; 

Good Signior take the ſtranger to my houſe, 

And with you take the Chain, and bid my Wife 


= — 


Disburſe the ſum on the receipt thereof: 
Perchance I will be there as ſoon as you. | 
Gold. Then you will bring the Chain to her your | 
ſelf. | 
Ant. No: bear it with yon, leſt 1 come not time e- | 
nough. | 
Geld. Well fir, 1 will: Have you the Chain about 
700 * 
, Ant. And if I have not, fir, Ihope you have: 
Or elſe you may return without your meney. 
Gold. Nay, come, 1 pray you, fir, give me the Chain: 
Both Wind and Tide ſtays for the Gentleman; 
And I too blame have held him here too long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to excuſe 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porpentine : 
[ ſhould havechid yon for not bringing it; 
Bur like a ſhrew, you firſt begin ro brawl. 
Mer. The hour ſteals on; I pray you, fir, diſpatch. 
Gold, You hear how he importunes me the Chain : 
Ant. Why, give it to my Wife, and fetch your money. 
Go!d. Come, come; you know I gave it you even now. 
Fither ſend the Chain, or ſend me by ſome token. 


Ant. Fie, now you runthis humour out ot breath : 


'Come, where's the Chain ? I pray you let me {ce ir. 
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Mer. Nv bulineſs cannot brook ti1is dalliance : 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anfiwer me, or no: | 
'f not, le leave him tothe Officer. | 
Azt.{ anſwer you ? Why ſhould Ianſwer you ? 
G:!4. The money that you owe me for the Chun. 
/int. lowe you none till I receive the Chain. 
Go/d. You know I gave it you half an hour fince. 
nt. You gave me none: you wrong me much td ſay 
{o, 
Go!d. You wrong me, fir, indenyingit : 
Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 
Aer. Well, Officer, arreſt him at my ſuit. 
Off. 1do; and charge you inthe Duke's Name to obey 
me. 
Gold. This touches me in Reputation. 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me ; 
Or l attach you by this Officer. 
Ant. Conſent to pay that I never had: 


— 


| Arreſt me, fooliſh fellow, if thou dar'ſt. 


Gold. Here is thy fee ; arreſt him, Officer. 
[ would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 
If he ſhould ſcorn me ſo apparently. 
Offi. 1 do arreſt you, fir ; you hear the ſuit, 
Ant. 1do obey theetill I give thee bail. 
But firrah, you ſhall buy this ſport as dear 
As all the metal in your ſhop will anſwer. 
_ Gold. Sir, fir, 1 ſhall have Law in Epheſus, 
To your notorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


Enter Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 


D;e. Maſter, there's a Bark of Epidamium, 
Thar itays bur till her Owner comes aboard ; 
Then, fir, ſhe bears away. Our fraughtage, fir, 
| have convey*d aboard ; and I have brought 
The Oy/, the Ba/ſamum, and Aqua-vite. 
The Shipis in her trim ; the merry wind 
lows fair from land : they ſtay for nought at all, 
Burt for rheir Owner, Malter, and your elf. 
Ant. How now! a mad man ! Why, thou peeviſh ſheep , 


1 \What Ship of Epidamium ſtays for me ? 


S. Dro. A Ship you ſent me to, to hire wattage. 

An:. Thou drunken ſlave, | ſent thee for a Rope ; 
And told thee to what purpoſe and what end. 

S. Dro. You ſent me for a Ropes end as ſoon : 
You ſent me tothe Bay, fir, for a Bark. 

Ant. 1 will debate this matter at more leiſure, 


1 And teach your ears to liſt me with more heed : 


To Adriana, Villain, hie thae ſtrait : 

Give her this key, and tell her in the Desk 
That's cover*d o're with Turkiſh Tapiltry, 
There isa purſe of Duckets let her fend it: 


' Tell her, I am arreſted in the ſtreet ; 


| 


And that ſhall bail me : hie thee ſlave ; be gone: 
On Officer to priſon till it come. | 

S. Dro. To Adriana , that is where we din'd 
Where Dow/ſabel did claim me for her hnsband : 
She isr00 big, I hope, for me to compals : 
Thither I muſt, altho againſt my will : 
For Servants muſt their Maſters minds fultil. 


Exeunt. 


Ext. 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Ah Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ? 
Might*ſt thou perceive auſterely in his eye, 
'I kat he did plead in earneſt, yea or no ?. 
i ook'd he or red or pale, or ſad or merrily ? 
\\V hat Obſervation mad'ſt thou in this caſe, 
Of his heart's Meteors tilting in his face ? 
Luc. Firſt he denied you had in him no right. 
Adr. He meant he did me none ;, the more my ſpight. 
Luc. Then {wore he, that he was a ſtranger here. 
Adr. and true he ſwore , though yer forſworn he 
Were. 
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L.uc. Then pleaded | for you, 
Air. And what faid he ? 
Luc, That lovel begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr. With what perſwaſion did he tempr thy love ? 
Luc. With words that in an honeſt ſuit might move : 
Firit, he did praiſe my beauty, then my ſpeech. 
Adr. Did*lt ſpeak him fair ? 
Luc, Have patience beſeech. 
Adr, 1 cannot, nor will not hold me ſtill : 
My tongue, tho not my heart, ſhall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and ſere, 
[[-ftac'd, worſe bodied, ſhapeleſs every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worſe the mind. 
Luc. VVho would be jealous then of ſuch a one ? 
Noevilloſt is wail'd when it is gone. 
Adr. Ah ! bur I think him better than I ſay: 
And yet would herein others eyes were worſe : 
Far from hernelt the Lapwing cries away : 
My heart prays for him, tho my tongue do curſe. 


Enter $S. Dromio. 


R __ Here: go: thedesk, the purſe: ſweet now make 
aſte. 

Luc, How haſt thou loſt thy breath ? 

S. Dro. By running faſt. 

Adr, VVhere is thy Maſter, Dyomio ? Is he well ? 

S. Dro. No: he's in Tartar limbo ; worſe than hell : 

A devil in aneverlaſting garment hath him ; 

One whoſe hard heart is button'd up with ſteel : 

A Fiend, a Fairy, pitilefs and ruff: 

A Wolf; nay, worſe, a fellow allin Buff; 

A back-triend, a ſhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paſlages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands : 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws drifoot well ; 
One that before the Judgment carries poor ſouls to hell. 

Adr. VVhy man, what is the matter ? 

G Dro. | do not know the matter: he is reſted on the 
caſe. 

Adr. VVhat, ishe arreſted ? tell me at whoſe ſuit ? 

S. Dro. I know not at whoſe ſuit he is arreſted: well : 
but he'sin aſuit of buff which reſted him ; that I can tell: 
tee you ſend him Miſtris Redemption, the money in his 

esk ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, ſiſter: this I wonder ar. 

Exit Luciana, 
That he unknown tome ſhould be in debt : 
Tell me, was he arrefted on a band ? 
S. Dro. Not on a band, but on a ſtronger thing ; 
A chain, a chain : doyou not hear it ring ? 

Adr. V Vhat, the chain ? 

S. Dro. No, the bell : *tistime thatI were gone : 

It was Two e'rel left himy and now the clock {trikes One. 
eAdr. The hour's come back! that did I never hear. 

S. Dro. Oh yes ; if any hour meet a Sergeant, a turns 
back for very fear. 

F He. As if Time were in debt: how fondly do'ſt thou rea- 
on ! 

S. Dre. Time isa very bankrout, and owes more than he's| 
worth to ſeaſon. 

Nay, he'sa thief too : have you not heard men ſay, 
That time comes ſtealing on by night and day ? 

If 1 be in debt and theft, and a Sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not Reaſon to turn back an hour ina day ? 


Enter Luciana. 


Luc. Go, Dromio ; there's the money ; bear it ſtraight, 
And bring thy Maſter home immediately, | 
Come ſiſter, Iam preſt down with concett : 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. 
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Enter Antipholis Siracuſtan. 
An. S. There's not a man 1 meet but doth ſalute me, | 
As if | were their well acquainted friend, 
And every one doth call me by my name: 
Some tender money to me , fome invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for k indneſſes ; 
Some offer me Commodities to buy, 
Even now a tailor calld me in hi: ſhop, 
And ſhow?d me Silks that he had bought for me, 
And thercewithal took meaſure of my body. 
Sure thele are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromnuo, Sara. 

S. Dro. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for : what 
have you got the pifture of old Adam new apparel'd ? 

Ant, What gold is this ? What Adam do'ſt thou 
m2 an * 

S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the Paradiſe : but 
that Adam that keeps the priſon 5 he that goes in the | 
calves-skin, that was kil'd for the Prodigal : he tht | 
came behinde you fir, like an evil Angel, and bid you for- | 
lake your liberty. 

An. 1 unde:ſtand thee not. | 

S. Dro. No? why tisa plain caſe: he that went like | 
a Baſe Viol ina caſe of leather ; the man fir, that when | 
Gentlemen are tired gives them a fob, and reſts them - 
he ſir that takes pity on decayed men, and gives thern 
ſuits of durance : he that ſets up his relt to dv more cx- 
ploits with his Mace, than a Mris Pike. | 

Ant. What ! thou mean't an officer ? 

S. Dre. | ſir, the ' Serjeant of the Band : he that brings | 
any man to anſwer it that breaks his Band z one that 
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith, Ged give 
you good reſt. 

Ant. Well fir, there reſt in your ſoolery. 

[s there any Ship puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Way fir, I brought you word an hour fince 

that th? Bark Expedition put forth to night , and then, 
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were you hindred by th: Serjzant to tar:y for the Hoy 
Delay, Hzre are the Angels that you fent for to deliver 


ou. 
. Ant. The f.llow is diftrat, and fo am 1, 
And here we wander in lituſtons : 
Some bleſſ:d power dclizer vs trom hence. 

Enter a Curtizan. 

Cur, Well met , well mer, Miſter Antipholrs. 
I fee fir, you have found the Goldimith now: 
Is that the Chain you promig'd me to day 

Ant. Sathan avoid, I charge thce tempt me not, 


S. Dro. Maſter , is this V.i{tris Sathar ? 
Ant. 1t is the dcvil. 
S. Dro, Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the d-vils dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
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lter be wile, and if you pive it herathe devil will ſhake her 
Chain, and fright us with it. 
Cur. | pray you fir, my Ring, or elſe the Ching 
I hope you Go not mcan to cheer me to * 
Art. Avant thou wich : Come Dremio let vs £0: 
S. Dro. Flie pride, iays the P:acok, Mitts that 
you know. Exnrit. 
Cur. Now out of donbt Antiphelis is mad, 
Elte would he ncver fo demean hamicl!, 
A Ring hc hath ot mine worth torty Duckets, 
And 'vr the {ime he promi,”d me a Chain, 
Loth one afid other he denies me now : 
[he reaton mat | gather he is mad, 
C Beſides this preſent inſtance of his rage, ) 
Is a mad talc he told to day at dinner, 
Of his own doors bring ſhut 2painſt his entra-ce: 
Brlike his wife acquainted with his firs ; 
On purpole ſhut tne doors aganiſt his way. 
My way is now to hie home to his houſe | 
A:.C tell his wife that bcing Lunartick, : 
He ruſh'd int» my hceule, and took pur ee 
My Ring away. This court?! ft  chootz, 
For iorty Quckets 1s too much r0 | 
Enter Antiyholis k phef. with a Taylor. 
An. Fear mcnuc lai, will nor D!cuk 2\W Ys, 
Ile give thre ere | leave thee fo much Muiuey, 
To werranr thee as | am retted tc, . 
My wite 1s 1n a wayward moot! to Cav, 
' 
{ hat | {hould be wrricd in Eprejus, 
[ relt you *Fwill 19424 harſh}; 4 hr cars, 
Entir Oromo tpn. with a ropes enl. 
Here comes my Mn, | think ke brizs the mo eV. 
How now fir? Have you that I fent you for ? 


E. Dro. Herc”s that I wairant you will pay them all, 
Anti. But where's the Money ? | 
E. Dre, Why fir, I gave the Money for the Rope. 
Ant. Five hundred Duckets villain for a rooe ? 
E. Dro. lleterve you lir, five hurdr«d at the rate, 
Ant. To what end Gid | bid thee hie thee kome ? 

E. Dro. To a ropes end lir, and to that en am 1 rc- 
turn'd. : 

Art. And to that end fir, I will we!come you. 

Offi. Good fir be paticnr, 

E. Dro. Nay "us for me to be paticnt, I am in adver- 
lity. 

Offi. Good now ho!d thy tongre. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather periwate him to hold his hands. 

Arti. Thou whorlon leniles * "itlain- 

E. Dro. | would I were terlic!s fir, that I might not 
fecl your blows. 

Anti, Thou art fenfible in nothing. but blows, and 
fo is an Aſle, 


thereof comes that the wenches ſay God d.m me, That's 
as much to fay, G2d make me a light wench. It is writ- 
ten they appear to men like angels of light, light is an 
effcF of fire, and fire will burn : ergo, light wenches will 
burn, come not near her, 

Cur. Your man and you are marvellous merry fir. 

Will you go with me, wee'll mend our Cinner here ? 

S. Dro. Maſter, if you do, expe {poon-meat, or þbe- 
ſpzak a long ſpoon. 

Ant, Why Dromio ? 

S. Dromio. Marry he muſt have a long ſpoon that muſt 
eat with the devil, 

Ant. Acoid thou fiend, what tel't thou me of fſup- 
Thou art, ( as youare all ) a forcereſſc ? ( pivg ? 
| conjure thee to leave me, and.be gone. 

Car. Give me the ring of mine you had atCinner, 

Or for my Diamond the chain you promis'd, 


9X 


E. Pro. | am an Aﬀe indeed, you may prove it by 
my long ears, L have ferved him from the hour of my 
Nativity to this inſtant, and have nothivg at his hands 
for my ſervice but blows. When 1 am cold, he heats 
me with beating ; when l am warm, he cools me with 
beating: I 2m wak'd with it when 1 ſleep, rais'd with 
it when I fit, driven out - of doors with it when 1 £9 
rom home, welcom'd home with it when I return ; nay 
| dear it on my ſhoulders, as a begger woont her brat, 
aad I think when he hath Iam'd me, I ſhall beg with 
it from door to door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Conrtizan, and a Schoel- 

maſter , Called Pinch, 
| Ant. Come go along, my wile is coming yon- 
der. 

E. Dre, Miſtris reſpice fincm, reſpe& your end, or r2- 
ther thr prophcſie like the Parrot, beware the ropes end. 


And Ile be gone fir , and net trouble you. 
S. Dro. Some devils as& but the pzrings of ones nail, 
a ruſh, a hair, a drop of; blood, a pin, a nut, a cherry- 


Ants. Wilt thou ſtill ralk ? Feats Dro, 
Cur. How fay you now ? Is not veur husband mad ? 
Aarti. His incivilicy confirms no |: iſe : 


ſtone : but ſh: more covetous, would have a chain, Ma- 


Good Door Pinch, you are a Cor jurer. 
H EfAab'ith 
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Efa blith him in his true ſence again, 


And | 
Luc 
(nr. 


will pleafe you what you will demand. 


. Alas how -hery and kow ſharp helocks, 


Mark. how he trembles in his extaſie. 


Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 


oulſe. 


Ant. 


There is my hand, and let jt feel your ear. 


Pinch. 1 charge thee Satan, hous'd within this man 
To yecld poſſcifion to my ho!y prayers, 
And to th; ſtate of darkaels hie thee ſtraight, 
. corjure thee by all the Saints in Heaven. 


Aztt. 


Air. 
Ant. 


Peace doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. 
Oh th at thou wer'c not, poor diſtreſſed ſoul, 
You minion you, are theſe your Cuſtomers? 


DN * this companion with the ſaffron face 


£ 
. 
- 
% 
\ 
v 


#F 
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Ji. uron me the guiltie Coors were ſhut, 


\cvel and feaſt it at my Houle to day, 
Vn 
\n 1 depied toenter in my houſe, 


© ku+band, God doth know you din*d at hom?, 


| Where would you had remaind until this time, 
Free from theſe Nanders, and this open ſhame. 


A't. 
thou ? 
Dro. 
A it 


Dro, 


gut 


Divd at home? Thou Villain, what faycſt 


E'r {50th ts ſay, you did not dine at home. 
Vere not my doors lockt up, and I ſhut ou: ? 
Perdie , your doors were lockt, and and you ſhut 


A ti. And did not ſhe her {elf revile me there? 


Drs. 


Art. 


e? 
Dy» 


Fol! 


4 ; 


Dro, 

That ſince have felt the vigor of his rage. 

Aar. 

Pinch. It is no ſhame, the fellow finds his vatn, 

And yeelding to him, humors wcll his frenſie. 

+ Thou haſt fuborn'd theGoldſ{aith to arreſt me, 
MH ir. 

By Drom# here, who came in hatt for it. 
D706. 

But {u 


Szns Fable, ſhe her {:1f revi'd you there. 
D.d not her Kitchen-maid rail, taurt, and fcorn 


(ertis ſhe Cid, the Kitchen veſtal ſcorn'd you: 
And did not 1 in rage depart from thence ? 
In veritie you Cid, my bones bear witnels, 


It's good to ſmooth him in thete contraries ? 


Alas, | ſent you Money to redeem you, 


Money by m: ? Heart an good will you might, 


ely Maſter not a rag of Money. 
Ant. W-ntſt not thou to her for a purſe of Duckets? | 
Adri. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 


Lic. and | am witnels with her that ſhe did. - 


D-0, 
That 


God and the Rope-maker bear me witnel:, 
was fent for nothing but a rope. 


Pinch. Miſtcis, both maa and Maſter is poſl:ﬀt, 
{ kn:w it by their pale and deadly looks, 
They muſt be hound and laid in fome dark room. 
Hint. 


Say whercfore didft thou lock me forth to Cay» 


And why coſt thou deny the bag of gold? 


cue ? 


Adr. \did not gentle hucband lock thee forth. 
Dre. 
But 1 confe{+ fir, that we were lock'd out, 
Adr. 
Ant. 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a toathſome abj2& ſcorn of me : 
Bur with thele nails Vie pluck out theie falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhameful ſport. 


And gentle M. I receiv'd no go'd : 


Diſſ:mbling Villain, thou ſpeak'it falſe in both. 
Difſem"ling harlot, thou art fille in all, 


Enter three or four, and offer to bind him: 
He ſtrwoes, 


Alr. Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me. | 
| Pich, More company, the fend is ſtrong within him. 
L:c. & ye me poor man, how pale and wan ke looks, 
eMAnt. What, will you murther me, thon Jay!or thou? 
L am thy priſoner, wilt thou ſuftcr them to make a ref{- 


Off. Maſters let him go : he is my prifoncr, and you 
ſhall not have him. | 
Pinch, Go bind this man, for hcis ſrantick too, 


1 be Comedy of Errors. 


| 


Adr. What wi't thou do, thou pcevith Cice ? 
Haft thou delight ro fee a wretched man X 
Do outrage and Ciſplealure to kimiclt > 
Offi. Ne is my pritoner, if | let him po, 
Tie debt he owes will be requir'd of me, 
Har. 1 will dilcharge thee ere l 0 from thee 
Peir we fo:thwith unto his Credutor, ; 
And knowing how the Gebt prows I will Pay it. 
Good Maſter DoQor {ce him tate conve jd 
Home to my hcute, ch mo# unhappy Cay, 
Ant. Oh moſt vnhappy ſtrurmpe. ' 
Dro. Maſter, | am here entred in bend ſor vey, 
Ant, Out on the Villain, whtretore doft thuu rad me * 
Dro, Will you be bound for no:hing ? be mad, «5 os 
maſter, cry the devil, £ Oe 
Luc, God hel poor ſouls, how id!ely do they talk / 
Aar. Go bear him hence, fiter g9 102 with me : | 
Say now , Whole tuit is he arrcſtcd at? 
Exeunt. Manet Offic, Airi, Luci Comin an, 
Of. One Angelo a Goldlmith, do you knew him > 
Ar. I know the man : what is the ſum he owes : 
Off. Two hundred Duckets, | | 
Adr Say, how grows it due? 
Of. Duc for a Chain your husband had of him. 
Air. He did beſpeak a Chain for me, but had it not 
Conr, When as your husband all in rape to Gay. | 
Came to my houſe, and took away. my Ring, 
ſhe Ring I ſaw upon his finger now, ; | 


l 


>traight aiter did | meet him with a Chain, 
Aar. ic may be fo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come Jaylor, bring me where the Gold{mith is, 
| long to know the truth hereof at large. 
Enter Antzpholis Siracuſian with his Rapier drawy 
and Dromio Sirac. ; 

Lac. God for thy mercy, they are looſe 221in, 

Aadar. And come with naked {words, r 
Let's call more help to have them bound apain. 

* all 

Off. Away, they'l kill us. TIO 

Exeunt omnes, as faſt as may b: . ti | 

F. Ant. | fee theſe Witches wg who x Fro: aps 

S. Dro She that would be your wife, now ran fr om YOU 

Arxt. Come to the Centaur , fetch cu: Ruff from thence : 
| long that we were ſafe and found aboard. 

Dro. Faich lay hcre this night, they will ſurely do 
us no harm - you ſaw they ſpake us fair , give us gold, 
m2 thinks they ate ſuch a gentle Nation, that but for 
the Mountain of mad fleſh that claims marriave of me 
I could find in my heart to ſtay here ill and turn Witch, 

Ant, I will not ſtay to night for a'l the Town | 
Theretore away, to get our ſtuff aboard,  Exexm. 


Ms 


Actus Cuintus. Scana Prima. | 
oy 


Enter the Merchant and the Gollſmith 


Geld. 1] am forry Sir that Thave hindred you, 
But I proteſt he had the Chain of me, 
Thovgh moſt diſhoneſtly he did deny it. 
Mer. How is the man eſteem'd here in the Citie 2 
Gold Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Ot credit infinite, highly belov'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the Citie : 
His word might bear my wealth at any time, 
Aer, Speak ſoftly, yender as I think he walks, 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio again, 
Gold. "Tis ſo : and that ſelf-chain about his n:ck, 
Which he forſwore (moſt monflrouily ) to have. 


Signior Antipholis , wonder much 


That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 


Good fir eraw near to me, I'le ſpeak to kim :; | 


And ; 


9g» 
. 
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> 
* 


{beC omedy of Errors. 


And not without tome tcandal to your tel, 
With circumtznce and oaihs, fo ro deny 
This chain, which now you wear to openly,. 
Beſide the charge, the ſhame, imprilonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend, 
Who bur for ſtaying on our Controverſie, 
Had hoiſted fail, and put to fea to day : 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
Ant. 1 think 4 had, 1 never did deny it. | 
Mer. Yes that you did fir, and foriwore it too. 
Ant. Who heard me to deny it or fortwear it ? 
Mer. Theſe ears of mine thou knowſt did hear thee : 
Fie on thee wretch, *tis pity that thou liv'f 
To wals where any honeſt men reſort. 
Ant. Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus, 


| He prove mine honour, and my honeſty 


Againſt thee preſently , if thou Gar'lt ſtand : 
Mer | dare and do defie thee for a villain. 
They draw. Enter Adriana, Luctana, Conrtezan, and others, 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not ior Gods fake, he is mad, 
Some get within him, take his ſword away : 
Binde Dromio t00, and bear them to my houle. 
S Dro. Run maſter run, for Gods ſake take a houſe, 
This is ſom2 Priory, in, or weare {poi'd. | 
Exeunt to the Praory- 
Enter Lady _ 8 EPI 
bb. Be quiet people 3 wherefore throng you Mhither : 
pr Ferch my Lars. diſtrafted husband hence 3 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faſt, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 
Gold, 1 knew hz was not in his perfe& wits. 
Mer. | am ſorry now that | did draw on him. 
Abb- How long hath this poſſeſſion held the man ? 
Adr. This week he hath beca heavy, lower, lad, 
And much diff-rent from the man he was : 
But till this afternoon his paſſion 
Ne're brake inte extremity of rage. 
Ab. Hath he not loſt'much wealth by wrack at Sea , 
Buried ſome dear friend, hath not elle his eye 
Stray's his affeion in unlawful love, 
A fig prevailing much in youthful men , 
Who give their eyes the liberty -of gazing. 
Which of theſe ſorrows is he {ubjeR to ? 
Adr To none of theſe except it be the laſt , 
Namely, {ome love that drew him oft from home, 
Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him. 
Ad. Why fo 1 did. 
Ab. 1, but not rough enough. 
Ad. As roughly as my modeſty would let me. 
eAb, Haply in private, 
Ad, And m aſſemblies too. 
Ab. 1 but not enough, 
Ad, It was the copy of our conference. 


In bea he ſl:pt not for my urging it, 


Alone, it was the ſubje& of my 'Theam : 
In company | often glanced it : 
Still did 1 tell himy it was vild and bad, 

Ab. And thereof came it that the man was mad. 
The venomovs clamours of a jealous woman , 
Poyſons more deadly than a mad dogs tooth, 


| ar board he fed not for my urging it : 
| 


It ſeems his {{:eps were hindred by thy railing, 

And thereof comes it that his head is light, : 
Thou fai'ft his meat -was fawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Unquiet meals makes ill digeſtions, 

Thereof the raging fire- of feaver bred, 

And what's a Feaver but a fit of Madneſs? | 
Thou ſay*& his ſports were hindred by thy brawls., 
Sweet recreation barr'd what doth enſue, 

But muddy and Qull melancholly,* + 

Kinſman to grim and comfortlels deſpair, 

and at her heels a huge infeQtious troop 


{Of pale diſtemperatures, and foes to life- 


in food, in ſport, and life-preſerving reſt 


—————_ 


| And take perforce my husband from the Abbeſſe. Exexnz. 


'To be ditiurb'd, would mad or man or beaſt : 
The conſequence js then, thy jealous fits 
Have ſcar'd thy Husband from the uſe of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him bur mildly, 
When he demean'd himſelf rough, rude and wildly. 
Why hear you thoſe rcbukes, and anſwer not > 

Ad. She did betray me to my own reproof 
Good peeople enter and lay hold on him. : 

Ab. No, not a creature enters in my houſe. 

Ad. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth. 

Ad. Neither : he took this place for lantuary, 
And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, : 

Or lole my labour in sfſaying ir. 

Ad. 1 will attend my Husdand, be his Nurfſ- 
Diet his ſicknels, for it is my Office, y 
And will have no Attorney but my {elf, 

And therefore l:t me have him home with me, 

Ab. Be patient, for | will not let him ſtir 
Till I have us'd the approved means | have. * 
with wholſome Sirrups, Drugs, and holy 
To make of him a fond __ again: en og 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. 
Therefore depart and leave him here with me: 

Ad. | will not hence, and leave my Husband here - 

Andill it doth beſeem your holineſs 
To ſeparate the Husband and the Wife. 

eAb. Be quiet and depart, thou ſhalt not have him 

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity, 

eAd. Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feet 
And never riſe until my tears and prayers ; 
Have won his Grace to come in perſon hither, 


Emer Merchant and Goldſmith. 
Mer. By this I think the Dial points at tive : 
Anon 7me ſure the Duke himfelf in perſon 
Comes this way to the Melzncholly vale ; 
The place of death an: ſorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the Abbey hcre, 
Gold, Upon what cauſe ? 
Mer, To fee a reverend Syracuſian Merchant ; 
Who put unluckily into this Bay K 
Againſt the Laws and Statutes of this Town, 
Beheaded publickly for his offence, 
Gold. Sec where they come, we wili behold his death. 
Emer eAdriana and Luci). 
Luc. Kneel to the Duke betore he paſſe the Abbey- 
Enter the Duke of Epheſus, and the Merchant of Syra- 
cuſe bareheaded, with the Flead/man, and other Officers. 
Duke. Yer once again proclaim it publickly, : 


If any friend will pay che fumme for him, 
He ſhall not die, fo mich we tender him. 
Emer Adriana. 

Aar. Juſtice moſt tacred Duke againſt the Abbe{G 
Dwke- She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady. | 
It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrong. 

Ad. May it pleaſe your Grace, 
Whom I made Lord of me, and all 1 had, 
(At your impotent Letter ) this ill day, 
A moſt outragious fit of madneſs took him, 
That deſp*rately he hurried through the ftreet, 
With him his bondman, all as mad as he; 
Doing diſpleaſure to the Citizens, 
By ruſhing in+ their houſes : bearing thence 
Rings, Jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
Once did 1 ger him bound, and {ent him home, 
Whilſt to take! order for the wrongs 1 went, 
That here and there his fury had commited, 
Anon, / wot not, by what ſtrong eſcape 
He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himſelf, 


Met us again, and madly hent'on vs, 


_ Chacd 


Each one with ireful paſſion, with drawn Sword; | 


; 


«ntipholis my husband, 


—— —— 


I 


— — —— — 


oma 


GO T be Comedy of Errors. 


ore 4ivay © il railing ot more aid, | 
We cam? 274in to bind them : thea they fl:d 


[150 this 2 boy, Whither we purtu'd them, 

ind heres the Abb:tJe ithuts the gates On us, 

Ard will no: fuſf:r us to fetch him aur, 

Nor {en kin torin that we may bear him thence. 
Fh:refore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth , and born hence for help. 

D:\;s Long fince thy hu:band ferv'd me in my Wars, 

AQ 1 to thee ingzgd a Priaces word, 
A ken thou Cid'ſt make him mafter of chy bed , 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go fome of you knock at the Abbey gate, 
Ani hid the Lady Ahbels come to me :; 
| will determine this before I ſtir. 

Enter a Meſſenger: 
 AMefſ. O Miſtris, Miſtris, ſhift and fave your felf; 
| My maſter and his map are both broke looſe, 
{ Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the DoQor, 
| Whoſe beard they have (ing'd off with brand's of fire, 
And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
Great pails of pudled myre to quench the hair z 
My Mr. pr:aches patience to him, and the while 
{is man with Sciſſors nicks him like a fool : 
And ture (unleſs you fend ſome other preſent help) 
Between them they will kill the Conjarer, 

Ad. Peace fool, thy Maſter and his man are here, 
And that is fall: thou doſt report to us. 

Af. Miftris, upon my life I tell you true, 

{ have not breath'd almoiſt fince I did lee it. 

He cryes {or you , and vows it he can take you, 
To fcorch your tacc, and to Cisfigure you. Cry within. 
Hark, harlk, | hear him Miſtcis: flie, be gone. 

Dake. Come, ſtand by me, fear nothing : guard with 
Faincrds. 

44. &y me, itis my kusband :; witneſs you, 

Th:t ke is born about invilible, 

Even now we trous'd him in the Abbey here. 

And now hee's there, paſt thought of humane reaſon. 
| Enter E. Antipholis, and E. Dromio of Epheſus. 

E. «Ant. Juſtice moſt gracious Duke, oh grant me Juſtice, 
Even for te fervic? that long liace I did thee, 

When | bcftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep «kars to fave thy life , even for the blood 
That then I loſt for thee, now grant me Jultice. 

Aer. Fit. Unleſs the fear of death doth make me 
dote, | fre my ton eAntiprolis and Dromio. 

E. eAnt, Juſtice C ſwect prince ) againſt that woman 
She whom chou c2viitto me tro be my wite ; (there ; 
That hath abuſed and diihonoyred me, 

Even in the ſtrength and height of injury : 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That She tis day hath ſhamelets thrown on me. 
| Dubs, D fcoves how, and thou ſhalt find mc juſt, 
[\ 


E. Ant. This day (great Duke)ſhe ſhut the doors upon me. 
\'h:1: ſhe with Hartlots fealted in my houſe. 
Dube. A grievous fault : ſay woman didfſt thou ſo ? 
4, No,my good Lord. My ſelf, he, and wy Sificr, 
"To Gay 01d Cine togethier : fo befall my foul, 
is this 1s £-I{e he burthens me withall, 
Inc. Note may lleck on Cay, nor ſleep on night, 
2+ the tells to your Tiip'nnets fimple truth, 
'* Gold. Opery rG women ! Thev are both forſworn, 
| in ths the Mad min july chargeth them. 
| E. 4nt. My Licge,l am adviſed what I ſay, 
either difturh 4 with the clic of Wine, 
e heady-raſh provek d with raging ire, 
ht my wv "4 m:i;;ht Tie one wiler mad. 
his woman lo 122 me out this day fromdinner z 
h-r-Gaidſmith therc. were ae not pack'd with her, 
"ou'd witnels it : for he was with me then, 
\\ho parted with m2 to go fetch a Chain, 
Prom:tiag 10 b:1ng 'T to the Poypentine 
Where Balth«zar and I did Cine together. 
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Our dinner Gone, and hr not c: ming thither , 
| went to feck him. In the ſteer | ract hin, 
And in his company that Gent!eman. 


{ There did this perjur*d Goldimiti: txcar me Gown, 


Thar I this day from him receiv'd the Chain, 
Which God he knows, | faw n»t. For the which 
He did arreſt me with an Officer. 

| did obey, and fent my Peſant home 

For certain Duckets : he with none return'd., 
Then fairly | befooke the Officer 

To go in perion with me to my houſe, 


Of vild Confederates: Along with-them 

They brought one Pzxch, a hungry lean-tac'd Villain : 
A meer Anatomy, a Mountebank. : 
A thred-bare Jugler, and Fortune-teller, 

A needy-hollow-ey*d-ſharp-lookin;-wretch : 

A living dead man. This pernicious {lave, - 

Forf{ooth too kon him as a Conjurer : 

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulſ., 

And with no-face (as were ) out-facing me 

Cryes out, | was poſſeſt; Then altogether 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 

And ina dark and dankiſh vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound together 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds aſunder, ; 

| gain'd my freedome , and immediately 

Ran hither to your Grace, whom | belecch 

To give me ample {atisfaction 

For theſe deep ſhames, and great indipnities. 


That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 
Dike- But had he fuch a Chain of thee, or no ? 
Gold. He had my Lord, and when he ran in hcre 

Theſe people ſaw the Chain about his neck. 

Mer. Belides, I will be ſworn thele ears of mine, 
Heard you confels you had the Chain of him, 
After you firſt for{wore it on the Mart, 

And thereupon | drew my {word on you : 

And then you flzd into this Abbey here, 

From whence | think youare come by miracle. 

E. Ant, | never came within theſe Abbey walls, 
Nor ever didſt thau draw thy iword on me : 

[ never {aw the Chain, fo help me heaven : ; 

And this is falle you burthen me withall. 

Duke. Why what an intricate impezch is this 2 


| think you all have drunk of C:zces Cup: 

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been, 
lf he were mad, ke would not plead (9 colcly: 
You fay he Cin'd at home, th: Goldimith here 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what ſay you? 


Duke. Saw'l: thou him enter at the Abbey here ? 


| think you 4re all mated, or fark mad. 
Enter one to the Abveſſe. 

Fa. Moſt mighty Duke, vouctiate me ſpeak a 
Haplyl tee a friend will fave my life, 

And pay the ſumme that may deliver me, 

Duke. Speak freely Syracuſan what thou wilt. 

Fath. Is not your name fir, call Antipholis ? 
And is not that your bond-man D#omio ? 

E. Dro. Within this hour I was his bondman ſir 
But he I thank him gnaw'd in two my cords, ; 
Now am I Drown, and his man unbound. 

Fath. | am ſure both of you rememher me. 

Dro. Our lelves we do remember fir, by you: 
For lately we were bound as you are now. 

You are not Pizches Patient, are you Sir ? 


{ well. : 


By thiway, we met my wife, her litter and a rabble more 


Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far [ witneſs with him : 
"Y 


E. Dro, Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Po: pentine. 
Cur, H: Cid, and from my finger ſnatch: that Rins. 
E. Ant. *Tis true ( my Liege ) this Rings I hadot ber. | 


Car. As fure(my Liege) as1do fee your Grace, 
Diuthe, Why this is firange : Go call the Athbeſſe hither; 


Fathcr. Vihy look you flrange on me? you know me 
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TheC omedy of Errors. 
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at. 1 never (aw you in my life till now- 
- — grief hath chang'd me ſince you ſaw me laſt, 
And careful hours with tymes deformed hand, 
Have written ſtrange defeatures 1 My face : 
But tell me yet, doſt thou not know fy voice ? 
Ant, Neither. 
Fat. Dromio, nor thou. 
Dro. No truſt me (ir, nor I. 
Fat. 1 am ſure thou doſt. 
E. Dromio. | ſir, but 1 am fure I donot, and whatſoever 
a man denies, you are'now bound to believe him. 
Fat. Not know my voice ! oh times extremity, 
Haſt thou ſo crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue 
[n ſeven ſhort years, that here my only Son 
Knows not my feeble Key of untun'd cares ? 
Tho now this grained face of mine be hid 
[n ſap-conſuming Winters drizled (now, 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up : 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memory : 
My waſting lamps from fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears alittle uſe ro hear : 
All theſe old witneſſes, 1 cannot err. 
Tell me, thou art my Son Antipholiss, 

Ant. I never ſaw my Father in my life. 

Fa, But ſeven years ſince, in Syracuſe BOY» 
Thou know'ft we parted, but perhaps my Son, 
Thou ſhan'ſ to acknowledg me in milery. | 
Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the City. 
Can witneſs with me that it is not fo, 
| ne're ſaw Syracuſa in my lite. | 
Duh, I tell thee Syracuſan, twenty yeats 
Have | been Patron to Antipholis, 

Ouring which time he nere ſaw Syracuſe. 
[ ſee thy age, and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter the Abbe ſſe with Antipholis Siracuſan, 
and Dromuo Sirac. 


Abbeſs, Moſt mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong- 
ed. 
All gather to ſee them. 
Adr. I ſce two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me, 
Dake. One of theſe men is genius to the other : 
And (6 of theſc which is the natural man, 
And which the ſpirit ? who deciphers them ? 
S. Dromio. | Sir am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dre. 1 Sir am Dromio, pray let me ſtay. 
S. Ant, Egeon art thou not ? or elle his ghoſt. 
S. Drom, Oh my old Maſter, who hath bound him 
here ? 
Abb, Who ever bound him,l will looſe his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty : 
Speak old Egeoy, if thou be'ſt the man 
That had'ſt a Wife once call'd Zmilia, 
That bore thee at a burthen two fair Sons? 
Oh if thou beſt the fame Egeon, {peak ; 
And ſpeak unto the ſame «Emilia. 
Duke. Why here begins this morning ſtory right : 
Theſe two Antipholss, theſe two fo like, 
And theſe two Dromio's, one in ſemblance : 
Beſides her urging of her wrack at Sea, 
Theſe are the Parents to theſe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Fat. If 1 dream not, thou art e/f&ml:ia, 
If thou art ſhe, tell me where is that Son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 
Abb. By men of Epidamizm, he, and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But by and by, rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my Son from them, 
And me they left with thole of Epidaminm, 
What then became of them I cannot tell, 
[, to this fortune that you fee me in, 


Dute. Artipholis thou cam'ſt from Cormth firſt, 

S. Ant. Nofir, not 1, | came from Syracuſe. 

Dake. Stay, ſtand apart, | know not which is which. 

E. Ant. | came from Corimh my moſt gracious L110. 

E. Dro. And I with bim. "iP. 

E. Ant. Brought to this Town by that mot famous 

Warriour, 

Duke Menapbon, your mult genowned Uncle, _ | 
Aadr. Which of you twodCid Cine with me to day ? 
S. Ant. I, gente Miftris. 

Adg- And are not you my husband ? 
E. Art. No, | fay nay to that. 
S.eApt. And ſo do l, yetdid the call me fo; 

And this fair Gentlewoman here 

Did call me Brother. What [ told you then, | 

| hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good, 

[f this be not a dream 1 ſee and hear. * 

Goldſmith. That is the Chain, Sir, which you had of =: 
S. Art. Ithink it be Sir, Ideny it not. 
E. Ant. Andyou fir for this Chain arreſted me, 
Gold. I think I did Sir. I deny i: nor. 
eAdr. lent you money Sir to be your bail 
By Dromo, but I tiunk he brought it nor. 
E. Dre. No, none by me. 
S. Ant. This purſe of Duckets I receiy'd from yOu 

And Dromio my man did bring th-m me : 

| ſee we ſtill did meet cach others man, 

And I was tane for him, and he for me, 

And thereupon thele errors are aro. 
E. Ant. Thele Duckets pawn! ſor my Father here. 
Dk. It ſhall not need, thy Father hath his life, 
Cur. Sirgpl muſt have that Diamond from you. 

E. Ant, There takeir, and mnch thanks for my gocd 


cheer. . 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the pains 
To go with us intothe Abbey here, 
And hear at large dilcow ſc all our fortunes, 
And all that are aſſembled in this place : 
That by this fympathized one dayserrot, 
Have ſuffered wrong. Go keep us company, 
And we ſhall make full ſatisf-Rion. : 
Thirty three years h.vel been gone in travel 
Of you my Sons, and till this preten:t hour 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 
The Duke my Husband, and wy children both, 
And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, 
Go to a Gollips feaſt, and go with me, 
After 1o long grief ſuch Nativity. 
Duke. With all my heart ''e Gollip at this feaſt. 


Exturt omnes. Manet the two Dromios's and 
two Brothers. 


S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall] fetch your Rtuffe from ſhipboard? 
E. An. Dromuo, what ftuffe of mine haft thou imbars'd? | 
S, Dro. Your goods that lay at loft, fir, in the Centaur. 
S. Ant. He ſpeaks to me, Iam your Mafter Drom!o. 
Come go with us, we'l look ta that anon, 
Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him- 
S. Dro. Theres a {at friend at your maſters houſe. 
That kitchin'd me fr you to day at dinner : 
She now ſhall ;z my ſiſter; not my wife: 
E. D. Mcthinks you are my glaſs, and not my brother : 
| ſee by You, I am a ſweet fac'd youth, 
Will you walk in to ſee their Goſſiping ? 
S. Dro, Not I Sir, you are my Elder. | 


Exit. 


| $. D. We'll draw Cuts for the Signiority; till then, lead 


jon 


E, Dro. That's a queſtion, how ſhall] try it. 


thou firft, 
E. Dro. Nay then thus. 
VVe came into the world like Brother and Brother : 
And now lets go hand in hand, not one before another. 
- Exeant. 


Much 


—— 


Much ado about Nothing. 


Aftus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Leonato Gevernour of Meſlina, Innogen his 
wife, Hero bis Daughter, and Beatrice, his 
MN eece, with a HHeſſenger; 


Leonato. 
1, SIAN IYy,, Learn in this Letter, that Don Peter 

& of eArrazon comes this night to 
Meſſma, 

Meſſ. Be is very near by this: he 
was not three Leagues off when I left 
him, 

Leon. How many Gentlemen have 
you loft in this ation ? 

: e(. But few of any tort, and none 
of n2me. | w 

Leon. A vitory is twiceit ſelf, when the atchiever brings 
home full number : I find here that Dor Peter hath beitow- 
ed much honour on a young Florentine, celled Claitdio, 
ef. Much deſerv'd on his part, and equally remembred 
by Dor Pedro, he hath born himielf beyond the promile 
o! his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb, the feats of a 
Lion, he hath indeed betrer bettered expectation, than 
you mult cxpz& of me to tell you how, 


much glzd of it, | 

Mef. | have already delivered him Letters, and there 
appears much joy in him, even {o much, that joy could not 
ſhew it {elf modeſt enough, without a badg of bitternels. 

Leo. Did he break our into tears ? | 

Hef. In great mealure. 

Leo. A kind overflow of kindneſs : there are no faces 
truer, than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd ; how much better is 
it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. | pray you, is Siguior Mountanto return'd from 
the Wars, or no ? 

74:/. \ know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
ſuch in the Army of any fert. 

Leo, What is he that you ask for, Neece ? 

H.ro, My Couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Meſ. O he is return'd, and as pleaſant as ever he was. 

Bezt. He fet up his Bills here in Meſſina, and challeng'd 
Cupid at the flight : and my Uncles fool reading the Chal- 
lenge, ſublcrib'd for C»pid, and chaileng'd himat the Bur- 
bolt. 1 pray you, how many hath he kill'd and. eaten in 
theſe wars? But how.many hath he kill'd? for indeed, 1 
promiſe to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. *Faith Necce, you tax Signior Bexedick too much, 
but he*l meet with y ov, I doubt it not. 

Meſ. He-hath done good ſervice Lady, in thoſe wars. 

Bea. You had muſtyviQuals,and he hath holp to eat it:he's 
a very valisnt Trancher-man, he hath an cxceſſent ſtomack. 

Mef, And a good Soldier too, Lady. - 

Beat. And a good Soldier to a Lady, But what is he 
toaLord? - | 

Meſ. A Lord to a Lord, a Man to a Man, tuft with 
all honourable virtues. 

Beat, It is fo indeed, he is no lefs than a ſtuft man: but 
ſor the ſtuffing well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. Y ou muſt not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a kind 
of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick, and her : they 
never meet, but there is a Skirmiſh of Wit between them. 


| 


Leo. He haih an Uacle here in Meſſina will be very | 


| 


| 


{ 


I 


Beat, Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laſt conflif, 
four of his five wits went halung off, and now is the whole 
man govern'd with one: fo that if he have wit enouch to ! 
keep himſclf warm, let him bear it for a diſfcrence between 
himſelf and his horſe. For it is all the wealth that he hath 
left, to be known a reaſonable creature. Who is his Compa- 
non now ? He hath every month a new ſworn Brother. 

Ae). Is it poſſible? 

Beat. Very eaſily poſſible : he wears his faith but as the | 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Meſ. 1 tee (Lady) the Gentleman is not in your books. | 

Beat. No,and he were, I would burn my ſtudy.But 1 pray 
you who is his Companion? Is there no young ſquarer noiv. | 
that will make a voyage with him to the Devil ? ; 

Meſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Claudio, | 

Beat. O Lorc,he will hang vpon kim like a diſeaſe ; he | 
is ſooner caught than the Pcſtil:nce, and thetaker runs pre- | 
{ently mad. God help the noble Clau11o, if he have cauokr 
the Benedich,, it will coſt kim a theuſznd pound ere it be | 
cur'd, | 

Mef. 1 will hold friends with you, Lady. | 

Beat. Do good friend. : 

Leo. You'l ne*re run mad Nzece, 

Beat. No, not till a hot Fanwary. 

Me].” Don Pedro is approach'd. 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balithzzar, 

and John the Baſtard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to mect 
your trouble: the faſhion of the world is to avoid coft , 
and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſs 
of your Grace: for, trouble being gone, comfort ſhould 
remain: but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 
and happineſs takes his leave, 

Pedro, You embrace your charge more willingly : ] 
think this is your davghter, 

Leo. Her Mother hath many times to!d me ſo. 

Ben, Vere you in doubt, that you askt her ? 

Leo. Signior Benedick, no, for then were you a Child. 

Pedro, You have it full Bexedich, we may gueſs by this, 
what you are,being a man, truly the Lady fathers her ſelf : 
be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable father. 

Ben. If Signior L*onato be her Father, ſhe would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders for all 2eſſina, as like him 
as ſhe is. 

Beat. 1 wonder that you will ill be talking , Signior 
Benedick,, no Body marks you. 

Ben, What my dear Lady Diſdain! are you yet living ? 

Beat. Is it poſſible diſdain ſhould die,while ſhe hath ſuch 
meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick,? Courteſic jt fell 
muſt convert to difdain, if you come in her preſc.nce. 

Ben, Then is Courteſie a turn- coat, but it is certain Iam 
loved of all Ladies,only you excepted : and I would I could 
find in my heart thatl had not an hard heart, for truly l 
love none. 

Beat. A dear happineſs to women, they wou!d elſe have 
been troubled with a pernicious Sutor. I thank God and my 
cold blood, I am of your humour for that, I had rather hear 
my Dog bark at a Crow, than a man ſwear he loves me_ 
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1man, but he will wear his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I never 


jdumb man, I would have you think ſo ( but on my alle- 


Much ado about Nothing. 
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Ben. God keep your Ladiſhip ſtill in that mind, fo ſome 
Gentlctman or other ſhall ſcape a predeſftinate ſcratcht 
face. 

Feat. Scratching could not make it worſe,- and *twere 
luch a face as yours were. _ 

Ben. Well you are a rare Parrat teacher, 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue,is better than a Beaſt of yours. 

Ben, 1 would my horſe had the {peed of your tongue, and 
ſo good acontinuer; but keep your way a God's name, I 


have done. ; 
Beat. Youalways end with a Jade's trick, I know you 


tf 61, 
: Pedro. This is the ſum of all : Leonato, Signior Clandzo, 
and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Leonato hath invite 
you all, | tell you we ſhall tay here, at the leaſt a month, 
and he heartily prays fome occaſion may detain us lon- 
ger : | Care {wear he is no hypocrite, but prays from hi 
heart. 

Leon. If you ſwear, my Lord, you ſhall not be forſworn . 
let me bid you welcome, my Lord, being reconciled to the 
Prince your Brother ; 1 owe you all duty. 

Fehn, 1 thank you, 1:mnot of many words, but I thank 

OU. 
. Leon. Pleaſe it your Gracelead on ? 
Pedro. Your hand Leonato, we will go together, 


Exeunt, AManet Benedick and ( laudio, 


Claus. Benedick, did thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato. 


Ben, Inoted her not, but [look?*d on her. 

Cl. Is ſhe not a modct young Lady ? 

Ben, Do you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould Co, 
for my 4mple true judgment ? or would you have me ſpeak 
after my cuſtom, as being a profeſſed tyrant to their ſex ? 

Clau. No, I prethee ſpeak in ſober judgment, 

Ben.Why ifaith methinks ſhe's too low for an high praile, 
too brown for a fair praiſe, and toolittle for a great prailc; 
only this commendation I can afford her, that were ſhe 0- 
ther than ſhe is, ſhe were unhandſome ; and being noother 
but as the is, 1Jo not like her. 

Clan. Thou think*R I am in ſport, I pray thee tell me 
trvly how thou lik'ſt her. ; 

Ben, Would you buy her, that you enquire after her ? 

Clau. Can the world buy ſuch a Jewel? 

Ben. Yea, and 2 caſe to put it into, but ſpeak you this 
with a {ad brow ? O: do you play.the flouting Jack, to tell 
us Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vu/car a rare Carpen- 
ter : Come, in what Key ſhall a man take youto go in the 
Song. 

Clau. In mine eye, 
lookt on. 

Ben. I can ſee yet without SpeRacles, and1I fee no ſuch 
matter : there's her Couſin, and ſhe were not poſſeſt with 
a furv, exceed: her as much in beauty, as the firſt of May 
doth the laſt of December : but I hope you have no intent 
to turn husband, have you ? 

Clau. 1 would ſcarce truſt my ſelf, tho I had ſworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Ben, Istcome to this? in faith hath not the world one 


ſhe is tae ſweeteſt Lady that ever I 


ſee a batchelor of threeſcore again ? goto ifaith, and thou 
wilt needs thruſt thy neck into a yoke, wear the princ of it, 
and ſigh away Sundays * look, Don Pearo is Feturned to 


{eck you. 
Enter Don Pedro, Fohn the Baſtard, 


Pedr, What fecret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonzto ? 

Bened, 1 would your Grace would conſtrain me to 
tell. 

Pedro: 1 charge thee on thy allegiance, 

Ben, You hear, Count Claudio, I cannot be ſecret as a 


| 


pid. 


thou wilt quake for this ſhortly, 


grance, mark you this, on my allegiance) he is in love, 
with whom ? now that is your Graces part - mark 
how ſhort his anſwer is, Hero, Leonato's ſhort Daugh- 
ter, 
Clax. If this were fo, ſo were it uttered. 
Bn. Like the old Tale, my Lord, itis not lo, nor *twzs 
not 10: but indeed, God forbid it ſhould te fo. 
Clax, If my paſſion change not ſhertly, God forbid i: 
ſhould be otherwiſe. 
Pedro. Amen, if youlove her, for the 
worthy. 
Clas. You ſpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord, 
Pedro. By my troth I ſperk my thought. 
Clas. And in faith, my Lord, 1 ſpoke mine. 
{ow And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, 1 ſpeak 

ine. 
Clas. That I love her, 1 feel. 
Fed, That ſh e is worthy I know. | 
Ben. That I ncither feel how ſhe ſhou!d be loved, nor | 
know how ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the opinion that fire | 
cannor melt out ot me, 1 will dycin it at th: ſtake. | 

Ped. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretick in the deipight | 
of beauty, 

Clan. And never could maintain his part, but ia the force | 
of his will. | 

bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her : that ſhe | 
brought me up,l likewiſe give her moſt humble thanks : but | 
Nat Lwill have a rechate winded in my forcnead,ur hang my | 
bugle in an inviſible baldrick, ail women «il pardon | 
me : becaule I will not Co them the wrong :o miſtruit any, + 
I will do my ſelf the right to icut noe © and the fine | 
» ( for the which I may go the finer ) 1 wil live a Batche- 
or. 

Ped. I ſhall fee theeere I die, look ple with love. 

Gen. With anger, with ſickneſs, or with hunger , my 
Lord, not with love; prove that ever | lovte more bl»od | 
with love, than I will get again with erioking, pick out | 
mine eyes with a Ballet-makers pen, and harg ne 
up at the door of a brothel-houle for the fign of blind Cu | 


Ped. Well, if ever thou do' (all ſrom this faith, thou | 
wilt prove a notable argumeat. ' 

Bene. If 1 do, hang me ina bottle like a Cat, and ſhoot | 
at me, and he that hits me, let him be clapt on the ſhoulder; 
and calld «Adam. | 

Ped, Well, as the time ſhall try: in time the ſavage Bu} 
Coth bear the ycke. 

Lene, The ſavage bull may, but if ever the ſenſible Be- 
necick bear ir, pluck off the bulls horns, and ſer them in 
my torchead, and let me be vildly paintedy and in ſuch great | 
Letetrs as they write, Here is good horſe to hire : lt them 
Ggnific under my ſign, Here you may ſee Benedick the mar- 
ried man. 

_ ii this ſhould ever happer, thou wouleſt be horn 
mad, 

Fe. Nay if Cupid have not ſpent all his Quiver in Fenice, 


LaCy is very wcl. 


Bene, | look for anearthquake too then. 

Ped. Well, you will temporizz with the hours in the 
mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leonats's, com- 
mend m2 to him, and tell him 1 will not fail him at ſupper, 
for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. | have almoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an Em- 
baſſage, and fo I commit you. 

Clax. To the tvition of God. From my houſe if I had 
if, 

Pedro. The ſ1xth of Fuly. Your loving friend, Benedick, 

Bene, Nay mock not, mock not ;, the body of your dif. 
courle is ſometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
are but ſlightly baſted on neither : e*'re you flout old ends} 
any further, examine your conſcience, and fo I leave you. 

Ex. 
Clan. My Liege, your Highneſs row may do me 
00d. 
, Ped, My lov? isthine to teach, teach it but how, , 
Ar 
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| Iwere thus cver-heard by a man of mine : the Frince dif- 


lie felf: but 1 will acquaint my danghter with all , that ſhe 


--.:492 


An1 thou ſhalt ſee ho apt it is to learn 

Any hard Leſſon, that may do thee good. 
Clax. Hath Leonato any ſon my Lord? 
Pedro. No child but Here., ſhes his onely heir. 

Doſt thou affe&t her, Claud:o? 
Clau. O my Lord, 

When yeu went onward on this enced ation, 

| look?d uponcher with a fould:ers eye, 

That 114d, but had a rougher task in hand, 


Than to dr:ve liking to the name of love: 
But now 1 am returs.'C, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant - in their rooms 
Come thronged ſoft and delicate dclires, 
Ali prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying 7 lik*d her ere | went to wars. 
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: 
I{ thou doſt love fair Hers, cheriſh it, 
And 1 will break with her : waſt not to this end, 
That thou began'fſt to twiſt fo fine a ſtory ? 
. Clan. Bow ſweetly do you miniſtcr to love, 
That know loves gricf by his complexion , 
But leſt my liking might too ſuddain ſeem, 
| would have faly'd it with a longer treatile. 
Pedro, What need the bridge much broader then the 
The faireſt grant in the neceſſity : ( floud ? 
Look what will ſerve, is fit: *tis once, thou loveſt, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy, 
| know we ſhall have revelling to night, 
[ will aſfume thy part in ſome dilguile, 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio, 
[And in her bolome Ile unclaſp my heart, 
And take her hearing priſoner with a force 
And ſtrong incounter of my amorous tale : 
Then*after , to her father will / break, 
And the concluſion 13, ſhe ſhall be thine, 
11n practiſe let us put it preſently. 
Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato. 
Les. How now brother, where is my couſin your ſon : 
hath he provided this muſick ? 
O14. He is very buſfic aboor it; but brother , I can tell 
you news that you yet dream'd not of. 
Leo. Are tlicy good ? 
Gld. As the event ſtamps them, but they have a good 
cover : they ſhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in a thick Pleached alley in my orchard 


covered to Claudio that he loved my Neece your daugh. 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance, 
and he found her accordant, meant to take the preſent time 
by the top, and inſtantly break with you of it. 

Leo. Bath the fcllow any wit, that told you this ? 

Old. A good ſharp fellow , 1 will ſend for him , and 


queſtion him your ſelf. 
Leo. No, no: we will hold it as a dream, till it appear 


may be the þ:tter prepared for anſwer , if peradventure 
this be true : goyou and tell her of it: couſins, you know 
what yeu have todo, Ol cry you mercy friend , go you 
with me and I will uſe your skill, good couſin have a care 
this buſic time» Exennt 


Enter Sir John the Baſtard, and Conrade his c:mpanion. 


drow ſie,and tend on no mans buſineſs; __ 
and claw no man in his humour. Ps LN ns 
Con, Yea, but you muſt not make the full 
£ * . 0 f [ 
till you may do it without controllment ; my rt ” 
late ſtood out againſt your brother , and he bath tane 
you newly into his grace , where ir it is poſſible you 
_— oo root oy dy the fair weather that you ha 
your elf, it 15Snecctul that cali 
Loy <odoy you frame the ſcalon for your 
Zobn. I had rather be a canker in a h 
; ; 5 eCge th 
in bisgrace, and-it beter fits my blood to. be rope 
all, then to faſhion a carriage to rob love from any : in this 
( though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man ) 
it muſt nor be denied but I am a plain dealing villain, ] 
= truſted with a muzzel, and infranchiled with a clo 
þ erefore I have decreed , not to ling io my cape : ifl ha 
| = Tron '1 _ bite . if Thad my liberty, I would do 
King: 1n the mean time, | 
ſeek not to alter me. RO OR OO PIO 
Conr, Can you make no uſe of 
| 10 your diſcontent ? 
Zohn, I will make all uſe of it, for 1 uſe it mcks 
Who comes here ? what news Burachio. 


Enter Borachio, 


Bora. 1 came yonder from a great ſupper F 
| th 
your brother is royally entertained by _ ney pea 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage, ; 
—— bags = Model to build miſchief 
? at 1s he for a fool t *'s hi 
ee at betroth's himſelf co un- 
Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand 
Jobn. Who, the moſt exquiſite (laudio? 
| _ Even he. 
.D_ proper ſquire 3 and who ,and who which way 
Bor. Marry on Hers, the daughter and Heir 
| | of Leonato. 
E ory A very forward March-chick, how come you 
Bor, Being entertain'd for a perſumer , as 1 
. { O 
king a muſty room, comes me the Prince ſevy Clandio 
hand in hand in fad conference: ] whipt behind the Ar: 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon that the Prir.ce ſhould 
wooe Hero for himfelf, and having obtain'd her , oiy 
her to Count Claudio, eh 


Enter Leonato, his brother, his wife, Here his dawshter, 


Con. What the good year my Lord, why are you thus 
out of meaſure ſad? _ 

Fobn. There is no meaſure in the occaſion that breeds, 
therefore the ſadneſs is without limit. 

Con You ſhall hear reaton, 

Fobn. And when I have heard it, what bleſſing bringethit ? 

Con. If not a ptefent remedy, yet a patient fufterance, 

Fobn, | wonder that thou(being,as thon failt thou art,boin 
under Saturn) gocſt about to apply a mortal] medecine to a 
nortifying miſchief : / cannot hide what ] am : I muſt be ſad 
when 1 have caulſe,and ſmile at no mans jefts; eat whenl have 


\omach, and wait for no wans leiture: ſleep when I am | 


| Leon, Then half Signior Benedict's tongue in Coun, 


Fohn. Come, come, let us thither, this m [ 
to my diſpleaſure , that young ftart-up bath alle 7 _ 
of oy overthrow: if I can croſs him any way ibid 
my tclf every way ; you are both ſure 

_ To the death my Lord. BONG 

Jobn, Let us to the great ſupper, their cheer i 
greater that I ſubdued, would the cook = of bs wee 
ſhall we go prove what's to be dore? 
Bor, We'll wait upon your Lordlhip. 


Extunt. 


Actus Secundus. 


and Beatrice his necce, and kinſman, 


Lena. Was not Count Fo 

=_ if —_— t John here at ſupper ? 

Beat. How tartly that Gentleman looks: 

{ee him, but I am Carney an hour — 7 Os 

Hero. He is of a melancholly diſpoſition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made juft in 
the mid-way between him and Benedick, the one is too 
like an image, and ſaies nothing , and the other too like 
my Ladies eldeſt ſon, evermore tatling. 


Fobn 


- 


By 


$4 


—— — 
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|- Beatrice, 1 have a g90d eye Uncle, | can fee a Church 


—— — 
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Fobns mourn , and nhait Count 
nior B-ne {cos tice. 

Beat. With a 29294 leg anl a g9509 foot unckle, and 
money enough 1n t:ts purſe, fucr a min would win any 
woman in the world, if he coult pet her good will, 

Leon. By my troth N:ece, thou wit never get hee ta 
husband, if tt12u be {© ſhrewd of tay tongue, 

Prot. Infaith hs; £530 curit, 

Beat, Too cut is mare than cur{t, | ſhall leſſen Gods 
ſending that way : for it 154aid,, & »d fendz a curſt Cow 
ſhort horns, but to a Cow t50 curit he leads none. 

Len, So, by beins too curſt, God will fend no horns. 

Beat. |, if hz tend mz no hu5vand, for the which 
bleſſ1 19 , | am at him upon my kaees every morning and 
evenins : Locd,l could not endure a hu:band with a beard 
on his tac?, | had rather lie in the woollen, 

Leon. You 17 light up3n a hy»b4ind that hath no beard. 

Beat. Whit ſhould 1 do with hin? drefſe him in 
my apparel, and mzk2 him my waiting-gentle woman ? he 
that hath a beard {s more chan a youth: and he that hath 
no heard is lefſe then a man: and he that is more than a 
youth, is not for m2 : an he that is 1:{s than a man, | am 
not jor him : therefore | will even take fix pence in ear- 
neſt »f the Bzarhecd and l-ad his Apes into hell. 

Jeon, Well then, 20 you into hell. 

Beat. No, but t» the gate , and there will the Devil 
tneert me lie an o!d Cuckold with his horns on his head, 
and fay per vouto heaven Beatrice , get you to heaven, 
here's no place for you maids, fodcliver I up my Apes, 
and away to S:int Peter: for the heavens, he ihews me 
where the B1:chelliors fir, and there live we as merry 2s 
the Gay is lung. p 

brot, Well Neece , I trult you will be rnd by your fa 
ther. 


and {ay , as it pleafe you : but yer for all that couſin, let 
nim bz a hand{om fellow , or ele make another curtifie , 
and tay, father, as it pleales me. 

Leon. Well Neece, 1 hope to ſee you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of ſome other mettal 
than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be overma: 
fred with a piece of valiant duſt ? to make account of 
her life to a clod of cold wayward marle ? no Uncle , Pl: 
none : Adams (ons zre brethren , and truly | hold ita fin 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon. Dwghter , remember. what | told you, if the 
Prince do {ollicite you in that kind, you know your anſwer. 

Beat, The fault will be in the muſick, couſin, if you 
be not woo'd in good tim? : it the Prince be too impor- 
tant,tell him there is mealure in every thing, and ſo dance 
out the anſwer; for hear me Hero, wooing, wedding, and 
repenting , is as a Scorch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 
Pace : the firſt ſui: is hot and haſty like a Scotch jigg, 
( and full as fantaſtical ) the wedding mannerly modeſt, 
( as 2 mealare ) full of ſtate and anchentry, and then comes 
repentance , and with his bad legs falls into the cinque- 
{pace faſter and fuſer, till he links into his grave, 
| Leon. Confin you apprehend paſling ſhrewdly. 


by Cay livhr. 

Leon, The revellers are entring brother , make good 
room. 

Enter Prince, Pedro, Claudio, Benedicke, and Bal- 

thazar, or dumb Jobn, Maker: with a drum. 

Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Hero, So you walk foftly , and look ſweetly , and fay 
nothing, I am yours for the walk, and eſpecially when |] 
walk away. 

Pedro, With me in your company. 

Hero. 1 may ſay fo when | pleaſe. 

Pedro, And when pleaſe you to fay fo? 

Hero. When I like your favour, for God defen1 the 


Much 11) about Nothing. 
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Pearo, My vilor is Philemons roof, within the houſe 


| is love. 
| Hero, Why then your viſor ſhould be thatcht, 
Petro. Speak low 1f you ſpeak Love. 
bene, Well, | would you did like me. 
| Mas. So would notl for your own {ake, fyr 1 hare 
| many ill qualities. 
| Bene. Which is one ? 
Masi, | fay my prayers aloud. 
bene, 1 love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 
Mas. Gd match me with a good danzer. 
Ba'ith, Amen. 
Mas. An God keep him out of my ſight when the 
dance is dove : anfiwer Clerk. 
Laith. No more words, the Clerk is anſwered. 


| 
| 
| 


th:mo, 

eAnth, At a word, I am not. 

Urſuia. | know you by the wagling of your head, 

eAnth. To tell you rue, I counterfeit him. 

Urſu. You could never do him fo ill well unleſs you 
were the very man: here's his dry hand up and down , 
you ar? he, you are he. 

Anth. At a word, 1 am not. 


an cnd. 
Beat. Wil you not tell me who told you fo? 
Bene. No, you ſhall pardon me. 
Beat, Nor will you tell me who you are ? 
Kene. Not now, 


Bat. Yes faith , it is my couſins duty to make curtſie, | 


Urſula. 1 know you well enough, you are Signior As- 


4 


Urſu'a. Come, come, do you think 1 'd> noe know | 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide it felf? g» | 
to, mumm2, you are he , graces will appear , and there's * 


| 
| 
| 
| » 
\ 
; 
[ 
| 


Feat, That I was CifCainſul, and that ] had my good | 


wit out of the hundred merry tales : well,this was Signior | 


LY 


Beneacke that faid fo, 
Bene. Whar's he ? 
Bear, 1 am ure you know him well enough, 
Bene. Not I, believe me. 
Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 
Bene. I pray you what is he? 


Beat. Why he is the Princes jeſter , a very Cull fool , 
onely_ his gift is, in deviſmg impoſſivle Nlanders , none 
but Libertines Celight in him, and the commendation is 


beat him ;1am ſure he is in the fleet, 1 would he had 
boarded me. 

Bene. When I know the Gentleman, I'iz tell him what 
you lay. 

Keat. Do, do, hee'] but break a compariſon or two 
on me, which peradventure ( not markt, or net l:vgh'd 
at ) ſtrikes him into melancholly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing ſaved , for the fool will eat no ſupper that 
night, We muſt follow the Lezders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Rea. Nay , if they lead to any ill, 1 will leave them 
at the next turning. E xens:.. 

Muſick, fur the dance. 


withdrawn her father to break with him aboutit: the 
Ladies follow her, and bur one vitor remains. 
Bora. And that is Claudio , I know him by his bearing 
Fobn Are not you Signior Beneaiche ? 
Clan. You know me well, [ am he, 


love, he is enamor'd on Hero, Ipray you diflwade him 
from her , ſhe is no equal for his birth : you may do the 
part of an honeſt man in it. 

Clau. How know you he loves her ? 

Fobn. | heard him {wear his afteCtion. 

Bora. So did I too, and he {wore he would marry her 
to night. 


Lute ſhould be like the caſe. 


Fohs Come, let us to the banquet, Exit manet. Claur 
Clan 


Oolong yy erreo ot oo os = - Sow = 


nogin his wit, but in kis villany, for he both pleaſcrh | 
| mer, and angers them , and then they 1zvoh at him, and 


"———>——  ——_— — — 


l 
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7obn. Sure my brother is amorous on #ero, and hath 


Fobn, Signior, you are very near my brother in his 


, 
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({laz. Thus anſwer 1 in name of Benedick, 


Bur hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio: 


{ 


p 


*[is certain ſo, the Princewoo's for himſelf : 

| Friendſhip is conſtant in all other things, 

Save in the Office and affairs of love : 

| Th:refore all heartsin love uſe their own tongues, 
Let every eye negotiate for it ſelf, 

Aid truſt no Agent : for beauty is a witch, 
Againſt whoſe charms, faith melteth into blood : 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which 1 miſtrulted not. Farewell therefore Hero, 


Enter Benedicke. 

Bene, Count Claudio, 

(1:n. Ye the lame. 

Lene. Come, will vou go with me * 

Clau. Whither ? 

Bene. Even to the next Willow , about your own bu- 
finefs, Count. What faſhion will you wear the Garland 
of ? About your neck, like a Uſurers chain ? Or under 
your arm, like a Lieutenants ſcarf? You muſt wear it 
one way,for the Prince hath got your Here. 

Clau. | wiſh him joy of her. : 
Bene, Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, fo 


| they {ell Bullocks ; but did you think the Prince would 


have ferved you thus ? 

Clas. 1 pray you leave me. 

Bene, No no/ you ſtrike like the blind-man, *twas the 
boy that ftole your meat? and you'll beat the poſt. 

Clax. If it will not be, Ple leave you. Exit, 

Bene. Alas poor hurt ſoul, now will he creep into 
ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me, and 


not know me: the Princes fool! Ha? it may bel go 


under that title, becauſe I am merry - yet but fo I am 
apt to do my ſelf wrong: 1 am not ſo reputed, it is the 
baſe ( though bitter ) diſpoſition of Beatrice , that puts 
the word into her perſon, and ſo gives me out : well, Ile 
be revenged as1 may. . 


Enter the Prince. 


Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count? did you ſee 
him ? 

Bene. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame ,-I found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a 
Warren; 1 told him, and I think, told him true, that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady , and I offered 
him my company to a Willow tree either to make him a 
garland, as being forſaken, or to bind him a rod, as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro, To be whipt, what”s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranſgreſſion of a School-boy, who 
beinz over-joyed with finding a birds neft, ſhews it his 
companion, and he ſteals it. | 

Pedro. Wilc thou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the 
tran{greſſion is in the ſtealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiſs the rod had been 
made, and the garland 800; for the garland he might have 
worn himſelt, and the red he might have beſtowed on 
you, who ( as | takeit) have ſtoln his birds neſt. 

Pedro. | will but teach them to ſing, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene, If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my faith 


| you lay honeſtly. 


Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that danc'd with her, told her ſhe is much 
w-ongd by you. 

Bene. O ſhe miſus'd me paſt the indurance of a block : 
an oak but with one green leaf on it, would have an- 
{wered her : my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold 
with her : ſhe told me, not thinking I had been my 
ſelf, that | was the Princes Jeſter, and that I was duller 
than a great thaw, hudling jeft upon jeſt, with ſuch im- 


— — 


poſſible conveiance upon me, that I ſtood like a man at a 


OC—__— 


mark, with a whole army ſhooting » at me : ſhe ſpeaks 
poyniards, and every word ſtabs me : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living near 
her, ſhe would infeft to the north ſtar: | would not 
; marry her , though ſhe were indowed with all that Ada: 
| had left him before he tranſgreft, ſhe would have mad: 
; Hercules have turnd ſpir, yea, and have cleft his club to 
| make the fire too: come, talk not of her , you ſhall find 
her in the infernal . Ate in- good apparel. I would to God 
fome icholar would conjure hee , for certainly while ſhe 
is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, zsin a fanQuary, 
and people fin upon purpole, becauſe they would go thither, 
lo indeed all difquict, horror, and perturbation follows her, 


rn—— —— 


Enter Claudis, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro. Look here ſhecomes. 

Bene, Will your Grace command me any {ervice Na 
the worlds end ? | will go on the ſlighteſt errand now 
to the- Antipodes that you can devite to fend me on :1 
will fetch you a tooth-Picker now from the furtheſt inch 
of Aſia: bring you the length of Preſter Fobr:s foot : ferch 
you a hair off the great Chams beard: do you any em- 
baſſage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words 
conference with this Harpy; you have no employment for me? 

Pedro, None, but todelire your good company. | 

Bene. O God fir, heresa diſh 1 love not, I cannot in- | 
dure this Ladies tongue. Exit. 

Pedro, Come Lady , come, you have loſt the heart oi | 
Signior Benedscke. | 

Beat. Indeed my Lord, he lent it me a while, and | 
gave him ute for it, a double heart ſor a fingle one marry: 


once before he won it of of me, with falſe dice, therefore | 
your Grace may well fay I have loſt it. 

Pedro. You have put him down Lady, you have put | 
him down. | 

Beat. So I would not he ſhould do me, my Lord, lf 1 | 
ſhould prove the mother of fools : I have brought Count | 
Claudio, whom you lent me to eek. | 

Pedro, Why how now Count, wherefore are you {ad > | 

Clau; Not fad my Lord. | 

Pedro. How then ? ſick ? | 

Clau. Neither, my Lord. | 

Beat. The Count is neither ſad nor ſick, nor merry, 
nor well : but civil Count, civil as av Orange, and ſome- 
thing of a jealous complexion. 

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, 1 think your blazon to be true , 
though 1 be ſworn , if he be fo, his conceit is falſe - 
here Claudio, I;have wooed in thy name , and fair Hero 
is won , I have broke with her fairer, and his good will 
obtained , riame theday of marriage, and God give thee joy. 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter , and with her | 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match ,and all grace | 
lay Amen to it. 

Beat. Speak Count, *tis your Qu. 

Clas. Silence is the perfeteſt Herald of joy, 1 were | 
but little happy if I could fay , how much ? Lady, as yeu | 
are mine, I am yours ; 1 give away my fclf for you, and | 
doat upon-the exchange. | 

Beat. Speak couſin , or ( if you cannot ) top his mouth | 
with a kiſs, and let not him {peak neither. 

Pedro. Irfaith Lady you have a merry heart. | 

Beat. Yea wy Lord I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care, my couſin tells him in his car 
that he is in my heart. 

Clax. And ſo ſhe doth coſin. , 

Beat. Good Lerd for alliance : thus goes every one to | 
the world but I, and I am ſun-burn'd, 1 may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, | will get you one, | 

Beat. I would rather have one of your fathers getting : 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 
got excellent husbands , if a maid could come by them. | 

Prince, Will you have me? Lady. | 
Beat, No my Lord, unleſs ] might have another for | 

working- | 
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working-(iycs, your Grace is t09 coſtly to wear every 
day: But | b:fcech your Grace pardon me, | was born 
to ſpeak al! mirtd, and NO Matger. 

Prize, Your filince moſt «ff:nds me , and to be mer. 
ry beſt b:comes you3 tor out of queſtion , you were born 
in a M.r:Y hour. 

Beat, No ſure my Lord , my mother cryed , but then 
there was a tar danc'd, and vader that | was born : coulins 
God rcive you joy, 

Leen. Neece, will you look to thoſe things | told you 
cf : 

Beat. I cry you mercy Uuncle , by your Graces pardon. 

ExiutBeatrice, 

Prince. By my troth a pl afant ſpirited Lady. 

Leon. Theres little of the melancholly element in her 
my Lo:d , ſhe 15 never fad, but when ſhe ſl:eps , and not 
ever {ad then: for 1 have heard my davohter ſay, ſhe hath 
often dreamt of unhappinels, and wak's her felt with 
aughing, 

Pedro. She cannot indure to hear tell of a husband, 

Leon. O, by no mcans , ſhe mocks all her wooers cut 
of (uit. 

Price. Ste were an excellent wife for Benedicke. 

Leona. O lord, my Lord, if they-were but a week mar- 
ried, thcy would talk themſelves mad. 

Prince. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 


Churca ? 


Clay, To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
call love have all his r1tcs. 

Ltona. Not till Mondzy , my Cear fon, which is hence 
a juſt ſeven night , and a time too brief to, to have all 
things anſwer mind. 

Prince. Come, you ſhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing , but | warrant thee Claudio , the time ſhall not go 
dully by uz, I will in the enterim, undertake one of Her- 
cules labours, which is, to bring Signior Beneaicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a tcuntain of affeion, th* one with 
tth*other ; 1 would foin have it a match , and I Coubt not 
but to taition it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch aſſ- 
Rance as I {hall give ycu cireRion, 

Leona. My Lord, 1 am for yeu, though it cc!t me ten 
nights watchings. 

_lan, And 1 my Lord, 

Prin. And you too gentle Here. 

Hero. 1 will do any modtf cflice, my Lord,to help 
my couſin to a good husband, 

Prin. And Benedicke is not the unhopefulieſt husband 
that I know :$ thus far can I praile him, he is of a noble 
train, of approved valour, and confirmd honey. I will 
teach you kow to humuur your couſin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and 1, with your two helps will 


fo preAife on Bencaicke, that in Ceipite of his quick wit, 
and his queaſie Romack, he fhali fall in love with Beatrice : 


if wecan do this, Cup:d is no longer an Archer, his glory 


) ſhall be ours, for we are the only love-gods, go with me, 


'and1 will te/l you my Crit. 


| 


Excunt. 


Enter Fohn and Borachio. 

Fobn. 1t is fo, the Count Claudio ſhall marry the Cavgh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bors, Yea my Lord, but I can c7ct> it, 

John. Any bar , any crols, any impediment, will be 
me2Cicinable to me, | am fick in diſpleaſure to him, and 
whatſoever comes athwart his affcRion, ranges evenly 
with m'nc3 kow canſt thou crcts this marriage £ 

Boy. No: konefily my Lord , but fo covertiy, that no 
Ciſhoneity (ha!l appear in me. 

Foh. ſhe me bricfly how. 

er. I think ] told your Lordſhip a year fince, how 
much I am in the {avour of Zargare?, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to F7ero, 

Fobn. | remember. 

Boy, | cant any unſe-ſonab'e inſtant of the night, ap- 
point her to look out at her Ladics chamber window, 


— — — 


Jolbn. What life is 1n that, to bz 
marriage * 

Per, The poyſon of that lies in you to temper y p09 
you to the Prince your broth:r , ſpare not tot*ll him, that 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Clandio , whote eflimation Co you might:ly hold up, to : 
contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hers. 

Joby, What proof ſhall I make of that ? 

Bor. Proof enough, to miluſe the Prince « to 9:5 
Clandie, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato ;look you t-+ 
any other iſſuc? | 

7-kn. Only to Cefpite them, I will endeavo: 
thing, 

Bor, Go then find me a mect hour, to raw on 
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know thit Hero, lovis we, intend a kind Z*; 
to the Prince 2nd Clandio, ( 25 in a loveof cur brothers 
tation, who is thus like to be cczn'd with the ſemblance 
of a maid, that yeu have Cifcovcrd thus : they will {carce- 
ly believe this without trial: offcr them inf ances which 
ſhall bear no lefs likelihood, than to fee me at her ch::m- 
b:r window , hear me call Margaret, Hero, hear 1ar 
garet term me Clardio, ard bring them to fer this, the 
very night before the intenced WeCCingy ior ir i © 
Tean time, | will faſhicn the mitr/r, that F#ers C:.] 
be abſent . are there ſhall zppear fuch ter ing r17yuths 6! 
Hero's Cilloyality , that jtalouſic f-:J)] be ciild Purence 
and all the preparetion overthrown 
7h. Grow this to what adveric iſſue it cxn,! will per 
it in preQite: be cunning in the working this, and thy 
tee isa thoutund Cucats, : 
Ber. Be thou confiant in the accufzticn, and my 
cunniog thall nor ſhame me, | 
John, | will pretent'y go learn their day of mzr+i- 
*Brs Exit 
Enter Benedicke alone, 
Pene. Boy. 
Poy. Signicr. 


Berne. In my chamber window lies 2 book , bring it 
nither to me in the orchard, 
Boy. [ om he re alreaCy fir, £xit 


Lexe, I krow that, but I would have thee hence, and 
here again. I Co givch wonder, thar one man fecing 
how nuch another men is a too!, when he Cecic.:; 
behaviours to love, will after he hath L-ughke ar fuct 
ha!low follies in others, beccme the arcumert of his 
own {corn, by fallirs in love / anq fuch a man is Claudes. 
| have known when there was no mulick with km but 
the drum and the fiſe, and now had he rather hear the 
taber and the pipe; I have known when he would have 
welke ten mile a foot, taſcea g:.cd armor z and now will 
he lie ten nights awake carving the faſhion of a new dub- 
et : he was wort to {peak plain, and to the purpoſe ( like 
an honeſt man and a {ouldier ) and now is he turn'd ortko- 
graphy, his worcs are a very fantaſtical banquer, juf fo 
many ſtrange difhcs : may | be fo converted. and tee ith 
thele eyes? I cannot teil, 1 think not? I will no: 5 
{worn , but love may transform me to an oyſter, but Ile 
take my oathonit, till he have made an oyſter of me, ke 
{hall never make me ſuch a fool; one woman is fair, yet 
I am well: another is wiſe, yet | am well: another ver- 
tuous , yet lam well: but till all graces bein ove woman , 
one woman ſhall not come in my 'grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that's certain : wife, or Ple none ; vertvous, or Ile 
never cheapen her : fair , or Plz never look on her : mil, 
or come not near me: Noble , or not for an Angel: of 
good diſcourſe: an excellent Mufitian, and her hair ſhall 
be of what colour it pleaſe God , ha.” the Prince and 
Monſieur Love, \ will hide mein the Arbor. 

Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudia, and Fack Wilſon. 

Prince. Come, ſhall we hear this muſick ? 

Claud. Tea my good Lord : how fti!l the evening is, 


AS huſht on purpole to grace harmony. : 


the death of this 


Pearo, ard the Count Clandio, alone, tel! ther ther wout 


honor who hath mace this match) and his friends revy- | 


| 
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Prince. See you where Beneaick hatn hid himiclt ? 

Clan, O very well my Lord : the mulſick ended, 

We fit the kid-fox with a penny worth. | | 

Prince, Come Balthazar, we'l hear that ſong 2gain, 

Ea'th. O good my Lord, tax not fo bad a voice 

To lander muſick any more than one. 

P/4nce. It is the witneſs Mill of excellency, 

To put a ſtrange face on his own perfcCtion ; 

| pray thee ling, and let me wooe no more, 

B4'th. Becauſe you tzlk of wooing, I will ling, . 

Since many a Wooer Coth commence his ſuits 

To ker he thinks not worthy, yet he woo 's, 

Yet will he {wear he loves. 

Prince. Nay pray thce come, 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 

Do it in notes» 

Balth. Note this before my notes, | 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. _ 

Prin:e, Why theſe = ww crotchets that he ſpeaks, 
oth, and nothing» | = 

+1 97 Gage wear now "9 his ſoul raviſl't, is it 

not ſtrange that ſheeps guts ſhould hale ſouls out of 

mens bodics ? well, a horn for my money when all's 


done, 
The Song- 


Sigh no more Ladies, ſigh no mort) 
Hen were decervers ever , 

| One fot in ſea, and one 01 ſhore, 

' To onething conſtant never : 

Then ſigh not ſo, but let them goy 
Ad be you blithe and bonny, 
(onverting all your ſounds of wit, | 
Into hey nony, nony- 


Sing no more ditties, ſg no more , 
Of dumps ſo dull and beavy. 

The fraud of men were ever ſoy 
Since ſummer firſt was leavy, 
Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 


| Prince. By my troth a good ſong. 

Balth, And an ill finger my Lord. 

Prince, Ha, ne, no faith, thou ſing*lt well enough for 
por And he had been a dog that ſhould have how!'d 
thus, they would have hang'd him , and 1 pray Ged his 
ha voice bode no miſchict , I had as lieve have heard 
the night-raven , come what plague could have come at- 
" Piivee. Yea marry, doft thou hear Balthazar? pray 
thee get us ſome excellent muſick : for to morrow night 
we would have it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Baith. The beſt I caa my lord. Exit BalthaLar. 

'Prince. Do ſo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was. it you told me of to day , = your Niece Beatrice 
| in love with Signior Bereatck : 

Ds folk - ſtalk on, the foul Gts. I did ne- 
ver think that Lady would have loved any man. 

Leen, No, nor 1 neither 3 but moſt wonderful, that ſhe 
fhould ſo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ſhe hatn in 
{ all outward behaviours ſeemed ever to abhor. 

Bene, 1s poſſible, ſits the wind in that corner ? 

Leon. By my troth my Lord, I cannot tell \w hat to think 
ofit, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged affeRtion, 


it is paſt the infinite of thought. 


iti. 


Prince. May be ſhe doth but countertcit . 

Claud, Faith like enough» 

Loon, O God! counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paſſion came 10 near the life of paſſion as ſhe dil- 
covers it. 

Prince. Why what 
Claud. Bait the hook well, the 


effe&s of paſſion ſhews ſhe ? 
fiſh will bite. 


Leon. What (ids my Lord 2? (he will 15 yu , YOU 
heard my daughter tcl! y: v1 | 
Claud. She Cid inde c 
Prin, How, haw | Pay. *-t you cm 
have, thoughe þ-., l-11ic ha 
afſauits o: action, 


76 me, | would | 
UCUCN tnvmnciibie agar ft ail 


Leo. 1 would have ſworn it ta! , my Lord, fp: cially | 
againſt Bene./ick Yd 
Bene. 1 ſhould think this a p1!?, hut that the white- | 


bearded fellow ſpeaks it ; knaevery cannot fue hide him- 
telf in fuch rev. rence, 

Claud. He hath tane th? ir ſeftion, hold ir vn. 

Prixce Hath ſhe mace ker if, tion krogn to Be- 
nedich ? 

Feonato. No , and ſwears ſhe never will, that's her 
torment, 

Cland, *Tis true indeed, fo your dawvthter fares : ſhall 
I, fayes ſhe , that have fo oft cncountred bim vick tcorn E 
write to him that 1 love him ? ; 

Leo. This faies ſhe now when ſhe is hecinninggto | 
write to him, ſhe] be up twenty times « wohe , a4! | 
there will ſhe ſit in ber ſ{inock, till ſhe have wiic « hot | 
of paper: my daughter tells us all. 

Cl:, Now you talk of aſhect of paper , 1 :emember 
a pretty jeſt your daughter told us of. | 

Leo. O when ſhe had writit, end reading it cver , 
ſhe founs Benedich andBeatrice between the ſheer. 

Clay. That, 

Leen, O ſhe tore theletter into a thouſand kalfperce, 
raild at her lelf, that ſhe ſhould be fo immodecR ,to write 
to one that the knew would flout her: I mealure him 
lates ſhe, by my own ſpirit, for 1 ſhou!d flout him if he 
writ to me, yea though Ilove him, I ſhould. 

Claw. Then down upon her knees ſhe falls, wecps, | 
1005, beats her heart , tears her hair, prays , curſes ; © 
lweet Renedick, God give me patience. : 

Leon. She doth indeed , my daughter ſaies ſo, and the 
extaſie hath ſo much overborn her, that my daughter is 
ſometime afeard ſhe will do a Gefperate out-rage to her 
(elf, it is very true, 

Price, It were good that Penedick, knew of it by 
ſome other, if l;e will not Cilcover it, 

Clay. To what end ? he would but make a (port ofit. ; 
and torment the poor Lady worle. 

Pria, And he ſhould , it were an alms -to hang him ; 
ſhe's an exceilent ſweet Lady , and ( out of all tutpiction } 
{he is vertuous. 

Clan: And ſhe is exceeding wile, 

Prin. In every thing, but in loving Benedich. 

Leon, O my Lord , wiſcome and blood combating in 
fo tender a body , we have ten prooſsto one, that blood 
hath the vitory; I am forry for her, as Ihave juti caule, 
beings her Uakle, and her Guardian. 

Prince.l would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me ? 
| would have Gaft all other reſpeRs, and made her half 
my feli: | pray you tell Beredick of it, and hear what 
he will (ay. 

Leon, Were it good think you ? | 

Cla. Herothinks farely ſhe will die, for ſhe ſaies ſhe 
will die, if he love her not, and ſhe will dic ere ſhe 
make her iove-known, ard ſhe will die if hewco her, 
rather than ſhe will bat cne breath of her accuſtom.d 
crolsnels. 

Prin , She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 
love, *tis very pcſſible he'l ſcorn it, for the man ( as you 
know all ) hath a contemptible ſpirit. 

Clau, He is a yery proper man. 

Prin, He hath indeed a good outward happineſs. 

Clau,*Fore God, andin my mind very wile, 

Prin. He doth indeed ſhew {ome ſparks that are like 
wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant, 

Prin. As Heflor, 1 aſſure you, ard in the managing cf 
quarrels you may fee he is wile , fo; cither he avoids them 


with 
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, or undercakcs them with a Chrilti- 


with great ditcretion 
an like fear, 

Leon, |f he do fear God, a muſt neceſſarily keep peace ; 
if he break the peace, he ought toenter into a quircel with 
fear and trembling. 

Prin. And fo +1] he do, for the man dnt!: fear Gad, 
howſoeverit ſeems n:2t in hin, by fome large jefts he will 
make : well lan ſorry for your Niece, ſhall we go ſte 
Benedick , and tell him of her love ? 

Cland. Never tell him, my Lord, let her wear it out 
with good counlel. 

Leon. Nay thats impoſſible, ſhe may wear her heart ot 
firſt. 

Prin. Well, we will hear further of it by your Caugh- 
ter, let it cool the while, I lore Benedick well, and 1 could 
with he would m deftly examine himt-tf, to fee how much 
he is un worthy to have {» good a Livy. 

Leon, My Lorc, w.ll you walk ? diner is ready, 
Clan. If he do not dote on her upon this, | will never 
my expeQation, 

rin. Lt there be the fame Net {ſpread fur her, and that 
muſt your davghter and her gent!ewomancarry : theſpor! 
will be, when they hold one an opinion 6: azothers do- 
tage, and no {uch matter, that's tie Scene that I would lee, 
which will be meerly a dumb thew : ler us tend her to call 
him in to dinner; 

Ben, This can be no trick, the conference was ſacly born, 
they have the truth of this from Fero, they ſeem to pity 
the Lady : it ſeems her affeRiors have the full bent : 
love me? why it mu" bz 1 quited : | hear how I 2m 
cenſur'd : they fay I il! be-r av {-it proudly, if I per- 
ceive the love come from her : ti; v (7 799, that ſhe wil! 
rather dye than give ar” & n of :itrtton ; 1 did never 
think to marry; | mu no. 1.2 proud , happy are they 
that hear their dccraQtion+, +: can put them co mending : 
they ſay the Lady is fair z *7+ @ triiin, I can bear then 
witneſs: and vertuous, *tis io, lcam.ort reprove it : and 
wile, but fer loving me, by av «©-.15 it is no addition to 
her wit z nor no great a1£ument of her folly; for | 
will be horribly in jove witi her, I ay chance have 
{ome odd quirks and remains of wit broken on me , be- 
cauſe I have rail'd fo long againſt-marri-ze: but doth not 
the appetite alter ? a man loves the m?3t in tis youth, that 
hz cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and fentences, 
and theſe pap-r-bullets of the brain awe a man from 
the career of his humour? No, the world muſt bepeo- 
pled. When | {aid I would dye a batchellor, I di4 not 
think I ſhould live till I were married : here comes Bea- 
trice : by this day ſhe's a fair Laly, I do ſpy ſome marks 
of love in her, 


tr 


4 
4 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat. Againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come in to 
dinner. , 

Ben. Fair Beatrice, | thank you for your pains, 

Beat. I took no more pains for thole thanks, than you 
take pains to thank mez it it had been painful,T would not 
have come. 

Ben, You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 

Beat. Yea, jut fo much as you may take upen a knives 
point, and choak a Daw withal ; you bave 110 ſtomach Sig- 
nior, fare you well. Exit. 

Ben. Ha, againft my will I am ſent to bid you come in 
to dinner : there's a double meaning in that : I took no 
more pains for thoſe th-nks, than you rook pains to thank 
me ; that's as much as to fav, any pains that I rake for you 
is as eaſje as thanks: if 1 4onot take pity of her, Iam &« 
Villain 3 if I donot love her, lam a Few: I will go pet 
her pidture. 


| 
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Altus Tertins. 


Enter Hero and two Gentlemen, Marga' it and Urſula. 


Hero. Good Margaret run thee to the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou find my Coufin Beatrice 
Propoſing with the Prince and Claud:o, 
Whiſper her ear, and tcll her land U- ſuls 
Walk in the Orchard, and oyr whole dilcourſe 
Is all of her ; ſay that thou over-heardſt us, 
And bid her ſteal into the pleached yower, 
Where honey -ſuckles ripened by the fun 
i Orbid the Sun to enter : like Favourites 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride 
Agzinſt that power that bred it, there will the hide her, 
i 0 liſten to cur purpoſe, this is thy cffice, 
Bear ta*e well in It, and leave us alone. 
Marg. Vie maks her come 1 wzrrant preſently, 
Hero. Now Urſula when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alle, v» and down, 
Our taix muſt onely De 01 Bereark; 
WaenlI do namc him, ict 3 oe thy part 
To praife him more than, ever man did merit, 
My talx to thee muſt be how 2-nedick 
[s fick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 
Is little Cxpids crafty arrow made, 
That enly wounds by hear-fay : now begin. 


Ext. 


Enter Beatrice. 
For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs * 
Cloſe by the grouni, tv hezr our conference, 
Urſ. The pleafant'it angling is to fre the fiſh 
Cut with her golden o2rs the iilver ſtream, 
And grecdilv devuur the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
ls couched in the woodbine coverture, 
Fear you not my part of the Dialogue. 
Her. Then go we near her that her ear loſe nothing 
Of the falle ſweet bait that we lay for it : 
No truly Urſala, ſhe is too diſdainful, 
| know her ſpirits are as coy and wild, 
As Haggerds of the rock. 
Ur/. But are you lure, 
That Beredick loves Beatrice ſo intirely ? 
Her. So (ayes the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 
Urſ. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 
Her. They Cid intreat me to acquaint her of it, 
But I perſwaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wiſh him wraſtle with aifeQon, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urſ. Why did you fo, doth not the Gentleman 
Deterve as full, as fortunate a beg, 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couc!: upon ? 
Hero. © God of love! | know he doth Ceſerve, 
As much as may b: yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a womars heart, 
Of prouder ſtuff then that of Beatrice : 
Ditdain and Scorn ride ſparkling in her eye, 
Miſ-prizing what they look on, and her wit 
Values it ſelf fo highly, that to her 
All matger elſe ſeems weak: ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no ſhape nor projet of affeion ; 
ſhe is fo {elf indeared. 
Urſ/. Sure I thinkſo, 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, left ſhe make ſport at it. 
Hero. Why you ſpeak truth, I never yet ſaw man, 
How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd. 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 


She 
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Much ado about Nothing, 


She world {wear the georicman {huuld ve her filter 5 

|: black, why Nature drawing of an antick, 

viade a foul blot : if tall, a launce ill-headed : 

i; !ow, an agot very vildly cut : 

it ſpeaking, way a vane blown with all winds, 

LI: fiznt, why a block moved with none. 

50 turns ſhe every man the wroog fide ot, 

And never gives to truth and Vertue that 

W hich ſinpleneſs and merit purchaſleth, 

Urſ. Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable, 

Hero, No, not to be ſo odd, and from all faſhions, 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commencable . 

1 But who dare tell her fo? if [ ſhould ſpeak, 

She would mock me into air, O ſhe would laugh me 

Out of my ſelf, preſs me to death with wit, 

Thereforc let Benedick like covered fire , 

Conſume away in ſighs, waſt inwardly : 

{t were a bitter dcath, to die with mocks , 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

 Urſ. Yet teil her of1t , hear what ſhe will lay. 
Her, No, rathcr | will go to Benedick, 

And couiſtl him to fight agzein? his paſlion , 

And truly lle deviſe tome honeft flanders , 

To ſtain my couſin with : one doth not know, 

Ho much an ill word may inipoiton hi ing, 

Ur/. O do not do your couſin tuch a wrong. 
Che cannot be ſo much without truz2 judgment z 
Having to ſ-vift and «<xceilent a wit 
as ſhe is priz'd to have, as to refuſe 
{ So rare a Gentleman as {ignior Benedick, 

Her, He is the only wan of Jtaly, 
Alwaies excepted, my dear (Claudio. 

Ur/. 1 pray you be not angry with me, Madam, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Benearck, 

For ſhape, for bearing, argun-ent and valour 
Goes formoſt in report through Italy. 

Her. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 

Urſ. His excellence did carn it ere he had it : 
When are you married Madam ? 

Her, Wiz every day to morrow, come goin, 
Ple ſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counl-l, 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to morrow. 
} OUrſ. She*: tane | warrant you, 

We have caught her Madam ? 
Hero, lf it prove ſo, then loving goes by haps, 
Some Cupias kill with arrows, ſome with traps. 
Beat, Wha fire is ia my ears? can this be true ? 
Stand | condemn'd for pride and {corn io much ? 
Cont:mpt, farwel!, and maiden pride, adicu , 
No glory lives behind the back of ſuch, 
And Benedick, love 0a, | will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 
[f thou dov*clove, my kindnels ſhall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band. 
For others {ay thou dof deſerve, and I 
{ Believe it better than reporting'y. 


Exit, 


Exit. 


Enter Prince, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato, 

Prince. | do but ſtay till your marriage be conſum- 
mate, and then | go roward Arragor. 

Clax. Vie bring you thither my Lord, if you'l vouch- 
lafe me. 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foil in the new 
gloſs of your marriage, as to ſhew a child his new coat 
and forbid him to wear it, 1 will onely be bold with 
Bene4ick, for his company ; for from the crown of his 
head, to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth, he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cupids bow-ſtring, and the little hang-man 
dare not ſhoot at him, he hath a heart as ſound as a bell, 
and the tongue is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, 
| his tongue ſpeaks. | 
Ben. Gallants, | am not as I have been. 

Leo. So ſay I ; methinks you are fadder. 
Clas. Il hope he be in love. 


| 


——_——_ 


row ? 


ver it. 
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Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true drop of blood 
in him to be truly roucht with love ; il he be fad, he wants. 
Duney, 

Ben, | have the tooth-ach. 

Prin. Draw ir, 

Ben, Hang it. | 

Clay. You mult hang it firſt, and draw it afterwards. 

Prin, What? ſigh for the tooth-:ch. 

Leon. Wh:re is but a humour or a worm. 

Ben, Well, cvery one cannot maſter a prizf, but ke 
that has it. 

Clas, Yet ſay I, he is inlove. 

Prin, There is no appearance of fancy in him, unt«!; 
it be a fancy that he hath to ſtrange Gilguiſes, a5 to be 1 
Dutchman to Gay » a Frenchman to mniorrow : unlcls he 
have a fancy to this foolery q as It eDP2ars ne hath » hic | 
is no fool tor fancy , as you weu'd have it to appear 
he is, | 

Clay, If he be not in love with ſome woman, there is | 
no believing old ſigns, a bruſhes bis hat a mornipgs : 
What ſhoald that b.de ? WW 

Prin, Hath any man cen him at the Barhers ? 

Clau, No, but the Batbers man hath been ſeen with 
him, and the old ornameat of his cheek hath already 
ſtuft tennis balls, 

Len. Indeed he looks young:r than he did, by the lo; 
of a beard, 

Prin, Nay a rubs' himſelf with Civit, cen you fel! 
him out by that ? 

Clan. That's as much as to ſay, the ſweet youth's in 
love. 

Prin, The greateſt note of it is his melancholy; 

Clax, And when was he wont to walh his face ? 

Prax. Yea, or to paint himfſclf{? for the which I hear 
what they ſay of him. 

Clay. Nay, but his jeſting ſpirir, which is now crept 
into.a lute-ſtring. and now gove: i! by fo; 

Prom. Indeed that telis a heavy tale tor tim ; conclude, 
he is in love. 

Claz. Nay, butl know who loves him, 

Pren. That would I know too, 1 watiant one that 
knows him not, 

Clas. Yes ,and his ill conditions, ard in deſpicht of 
all dies for him. 

Prin. She (hall be buried with her face upwards. 

Ben, Yet is this no charm for the rooth-ake, old 
nior walk afide with me, | have ſtudi-d eight or: nine 
wiſe words to ſpeak to you , which thele hoby-hortes 
muſt not hear; : 

Prin. For my if: to break with him about Bearrice. 

Clay, Tis even lo, He'o and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two Bars | 
will not bite one another when they meet. 


q (Vo 
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Enter Fohn the Baſtard. 

Baſt, My Lord and brother, God ſave vou. 

Prin, Good den brother. 

Baſt, It your Icfure ferv*d, I would fpcak with you. 

Prin. in private ? 

Baſt. If it pleaſe you; yet Count Clandio may hear ; 
for what would ſpeak of, concerns him. 

Prin. What's the matter ? 

Baſt. Means your Lordſhip to be married to mor 


Prin, You know he does, 
Baſt. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 
Clax. If there be any imp.diment, : pr:y you diſco- 


Baſt. You may think I love you not , let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeſt ; for my brother (T think, he holds you well, and in 
dearneſs of heart) hath holp to eff:& your enſuing 
marriage : ſurely ute ill ſpent, and labour ili beſtowed, 

Prin. Why, what's the matter ? 

Baſt 


| 
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Baſt. 1 came hither to tell you, and circurſtances 
fhortned ( for ſhe hath been too long a talking of ) thc 


Lady is difloyal. 
Clau. Who? Hero? 
Baſt, Even ſhe, Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every mans 


Hero. RT 
Clau, Diſloyal £ ; : 
Baſt, The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 


nefs ; I could ſay ſhe were worlſe : think you of a worſe 


| ticle, and 1 will fit hertoit; wonder not till further war- 


rant : go but with me to night , you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber window entred, even the night before her wedding- 
day, if you love her, then ro morrow wed her : but ir 
would better fit your Honour to change your mind. 

Clan. May this be lo ? 


Prin, 1 will not think 1f. 
Baſt. If you dare not truſt that you ſee, confeſs not 


that you know : if you will follow me, I will ſhew you 
enough 3 and when you have ſeen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Clax. 1f 1 ſee any thing to night why 1 ſhould not mar- 
ry her to morrow in the congregation where I ſhould wed, 


there will 1 ſhame her. Y Ss 
Prin. And as 1 wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 


with thee to diſgrace her. | | 

Bap. I will ciſparage her no farther, till you are my wit- 
neſles 3 bear it coldly but till night, and ler the iſſue ſhew 
it felf. 

Prin. O day untowardly turned. 

Clax. O mitchief ſtrangely thwarting : 

Baſt. O plague right well prevented! fo will you ſay 
when you have ſeen the ſ{eque), Exennt. 
Enter D gbery and his compartner, with the Watch. 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, orellſe it were pity but they ſhould ſuffer 
falvat;on body and foul. 

Dog. Nay, that were puniſhment too good for them, if 
they ſhould have any alicgiance in them, being choſen for 
the Princes Watch. 

Vero, Well, give them their charge neighbour Dog- 


bery. | 
Doe. Firſt, Who think you the moſt Cifzrtleſs man to 


be Conſtable ? 

Watch. 1. Hugh Otecake, ſir, or George Seacole ; for they 
can write and read. 

Dog. Come hither Neighbour Seacole, God hath 
bleſt you with a good Name , to be a well-favoured man, 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by 
Nature. 

VYatch. 2, Both which Maſter Conſtable 

Dog. You have: I knew it would be your anſwer : 
well, for your favour fir, why give God thanis, and make 
no boaſt of it; and for your writing and reading, let that 
appear when th-1e is 9 need of fuch vanity : you are 
thought here to» be the moſt ſenſlzls and fit man tor the 
Conftable of the Watch ; therefore bear you the Lan- 

thorn z this is your charge: You ſhall comprehend all 
' vagrom men, you are to bid any man ſtand in the Princes 


name. 
VVatch. 2 How if a will not ftand ? 


Dog. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, 


and preſently call the rett of the Watch together , and 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Princes {ubj-As. 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
Princes {ub5j-3 : you ſhall alto make no noite in the ſtreets: 
for, for the Watch to babble and talk, is moſt tollerable, 
and not to be endured. 

FVVatch, We will rather fl:ep than talk z we know what 
belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot ſee how ſleeping ſhould offend 


| only have a care that your bills be not ftoln; well, you 


are to call at all tne Alehouſcs, and bid them that are Crunk 
get them to ved. 

Y'YVaich. How if they will not ? 

Dog. Why then let them alone ti!l they are ſober , if 
they make you not then the better anſwer , you may tay 
they are not the men you took them lor. 

VVatch, Well fir. 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may ſuſpethim by ver. 
tve of your office, to beno true man ; and for ſuch kin4 
of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them, why tne 
more is for your honeſty. | 

Fratch. If we know himtobe a thief, ſhall wenot ly 
hards on him ? 

Dog. Truly by your office you may; but I think they that 
touch pitch will be dcfil'd : the moſt peaceable way for you, 
if youdo take a thief, is, to let him ſhew himſclf what hc 
is, and ſteal out of his company. 

Ferg. You have been always call'd a merciful mn, part. 
ner, 

Dog. Truly 1 would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honeſty in him. 

Ferges. It you hear achild cry in the night, you muſt 
call ro the Nurſe, and bid her till it. 

a How it the Nurſe be aſleep, and will not hea: 
us | 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the chils wake 
her with crying: for the Ewe that will cot hear her 
Lamb when it bacs, will never anſwer a Calf when it 
bleats, 

Verges. "Tis very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : you Conftable are 
to preſent the Princes own perſon, 11 you meet the Frince 
in the night. you may ſtay him, 

Verges. Nay birlady that 1 think I cannot. 

Dog. Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that knows 
the Statutes, he may flay him, marry not without the 
Prince be willing : for indeed the Watch ought to offend 
—_—_— and it is an offcnce to ſtay a man againft his 
will. 

Verges. Birlady I think it be ſo. 

Dog. Ha, ah, ha, well maſters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,ca!l up me, keep your fellows 
counſel, and your own, and good night, come Neigh- 
bour, 

Vyatch. VVell maſters, we hear our charge, let us go 
- Ho upon the Church bench xill two , and then all to 
bed. 
Dog. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you | 
watch about Signior Leoxato's door, tor the wedCing be- 
ing there to morrow, there is a great coil to nigh;, adiev, 
be vigilant I beſeech you. Exeunt 

Enter Borachio ad Conrade, 

Bor, VVhat, (onrade ? | 

Watch. Peace, ſtir not. 

Bor. Conrade | lay. 

Con, Here man, | am at thy elbow, 

Bor. Maſs and my elbow itcht, 1r:10vght there would a 
(cab follow. 

Con. 1 will owe thee an anſwer for that, and now for- 
ward with thy tale. 

Bor. Stand thee cloſe then under this Pent-houle, for it 
drizles rain, and 1 will, like a true drunkard, utter all io 
thee. 

Watch. Some treaſon maſters, yet ſtand clote. 

Bor, Therefore know, | have carned of Dor Fohn a thou- 
{and Ducats. 

Con. Is it poſſible that any villany ſhould be fo dear ? 

Bor. Thou ſhouldR rather ask if it were poſſible any vil- 
lany ſhould be fo rich ? for when rich villains have nced of 
poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will, 

Con. I] wonder at it. 

Bor. That ſhews thou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweft 
that the faſhion of a doubler;or a har, or a cloakis noching 
to a Man, 
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BRor. I mean the faſhion: 

Con. Yes the faſhion is the faſhion. 

Bor. Tufh, I may as well fay the fool's the fool, but 
ſ-eſt thou not what a deformed thief this faſhion is ? 

IWatch, i know that deformed, a has been a vile thief 
this ſeven years, a goes up and down like a Gentleman : 


| remember his name. 


— 
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Jken up of theſe mens bills. 


Bey. Did'ſt thou not hear ſomebody ? 

Con, No, *twas the vane on the houſe. 

B.r. Seeſt thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thief 
this faſhion is, how giddily a turns about all the Hot- 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty, ſometimes 
faſhioning them like Pha oes ſoldiers inthe rechie painting, 
ſometimes like god-Bell's prieſts in the old Church window, 
ſometime like the ſhaven Hercules in the ſmircht worm- 
_ tapeſtry, where his Cod-piece ſeems as maſſie as his 
club. 

Con. All this I ſee, and ſee that the faſhion wears out 
more apparel than the man; bur art not thou thy ſelf gid- 
dy with the faſhion too, that thou halt ſhifted out of thy 
tale into telling me of” the faſhion? 

Bor. Not ſo neither, but know that I have to night 
wooed M-rgaret the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; ſhe leans me out at her miltreſs chamber 
window, bids me a thouſand times good night: I tell this 
tale vildly : I ſhould firſt tell thee how the Prince Claudzo, 
and my Maſter planted, and placed, and poſſeſſed by my 
Maſter Dc John, ſaw afar oft in the Orchard this amiable 
encounter. 

Con. And thought thy Aargaret was Hero ? 
Bor. 'T'wo of them did, the Prince and C/audio, but the 


| devil my Maſter knew ſhe was Margaret, and partly by 


his oaths which firſt poſleſt them, partly by the dark night 
which did Ceceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did confirmany ſlander that Pon Fchn had made, 
away went Claudio enraged, ſwore he would meet her as 
he was appointed next morning at the Temple, and there. 
before the whole Congregation ſhame her with what he 
ſaw o're night, and ſend her home again without a Hus- 
band. 

Watch. 1. We charge youin the Princes name ſtand. 
Watch. 2. Call upthe right maſter Conſtable, we have 
here recovered the moſt dangerous piece of lechery that 
ever was known in a Common-wealth. 

I/atch. 1. And one Deformed 1s one of them, I know 
him, a wears a lock. 

Con. Maſters, maſters. 

IVatch. 2. You'l be made bring Deformed forth I war- 
rant you. 

Con. Maſters, never ſpeak, we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bor. Weare like to prove a goodly commodity,being ta- 


Con. A commodity in queſtion I warrrant you, come 
we'l obey you. Exeunt. 
Enter Hero, and Margaret, and Urſula. 

Hero. Good Urſula wake my Couſin Beatrice, and de- 
ſire her toriſe. h 

Ur{u. I will Lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Ur/. Well. 

Mar. Troth, I think your other rebato were better. 


Hero. No pray thee good Meg Fle wear this. 

Mar. Ey my troth's not ſo good, and I warrant your 
Couſin will fay fo. | 

Hero. My Couſin's a fool, and thou art another, Ple 
wearnone but this, 

Mar. 1 like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
werea thought browner: and your Gowns a moſt rare 
faſhion ifaith, I ſaw the dutcheſs of Mil/ains Gown, that 
they praiſe ſo. 

Hero. O that exceeds they ſay. 


Con. Yes, it is apparel. | 


Mar. By my troth's but a Night-Gown in reſpect of 
youss, cloth a gold and cuts, and lac'd with ſiiver, ſet with 
| pearls down-ſleeves ſide-fleeves, and skirts, round under- 
born with a blewiſh tinſel, but tor a fine queint graceful 
and excellent faſhion, yours is worth ren o'r. 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg. *Iwill be heavier ſoon, by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd ? 

Marg. Of what Lady? of ſpeaking honourably? is 
not marriage honourablein a beggar ? is not vour Lord # 
honourable without marriage ? 1 think you would have 
me ſay, ſaving your reverence a husband : and bad think: 
ing do not wrelt true ſpeaking, Ile offend no body, is there 1 
any harm in the heavier for a husband ? none [ think, and 
it be the right husband, and the right wite, otherwiſe *tis | 
light and not heavy, ask my Lady Beatrice elſe, here the 
Comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morrow ſweet Hero. 

Here. Why how now ? do you ſpeak in the ſick tune ? 

Beat. lam out of all other tune methinks. 

Mar. Claps into Light a love, (that goes without a 
burden, ) do you fing it, and lle dance it. 

Bear, Ye light alove with your heels , then if your 
husband have itables enough, you'l look he ſhall lack no 
barns. | 

Mar. O illegitimate conſtrution ! I ſcorn that with my 
heels. ; 

Beat. *Tisalmoſt five a clock couſin, *tis time you were 


ſire 


| 


ready, by my troth lam exceeding ill, hey ho, 
Mar. For a hauk, a horſe, ora husband ? | 
Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 
Mar. Well, and you be not turn'd Turk, there's no 
more failing by the ſtar. 
Beat. What means the fool trow ? 
Mar. Nothing ]1,but God ſend every one their hearts de- 


Hero. Theſe gloves the Count ſent me, theyare an ex- 
cellent perfume. 

Beat. 1 am ſtuft Couſin, I cannot ſmell. 

- A maidand ſtuft ! there's a goodly catching of 
cold. 

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have | 
you profeſt apprehenſion ? 

Mar. Ever fince you left it; doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not ſeen enough, you ſhould wear it in your 
cap, by my trothT am ſick. 

Mar. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd carduns benedifus, 
and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero. "There thou prick'ſt her with a thiſsle. 

Beat. BenedifFus, Why benedifus ? you have ſome moral 
in this benediftus. 

Mar. Moral ? no by my troth, I have no moral mean- 
ing, I meant plain holy thiſsle, you may think perchance | 
that I think you are in love, nay birlady I am not ſuch a 
fool to think whatl liſt, nor I liſt not to think what Il can, 
nor indeed I cannot think, if I would think my heart out 
of thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick was ſuch 
another, and now is he become a man, he ſwore he would 
never marry, and yet now in deſpight of his heart he eats 
his meat without grudging, and how you may be convert- 
ed I know not, but methinks you look with your eyes as 
other women do. | 

Beat. What pace is this thy tongue keeps? 

Mar. Not a falſe gallop. 

Enter Urſula. 

Ur{. Madam, withdraw, the Prince, the Count, ſignior 

Benedick, Don Fohn, and all the gallants of the town are 


come to fetch you to Church, Hero, 
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Hero. Help to dreſs me good Coze, good Meg, good 
Urſula. 


- 


Enter Leonata, and the Conſtable and 
the Headborough, 
Leonata. What would you with me , honeſt neigh- 


bour ? 
Conf Dog. Marry fir | would have ſome confidence 


with you, that decerns you nearly. $ | 
Leon. Brief 1 pray you, for you ſee 'tis a buſie time 


with me. FR Fes 
Conſt. Dog. Marry this 1t 1s fir. 

Headb, Yesin truth it is fir. 

L:on. What is it my good friends ? |; 

Conſt. Dog. Goodman Verges ſir ſpeaks a little of the 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as 


the skin between his brows. 

Headb. Yes I thank God, Iam as honeſt as any man 
living, that is an old man, and ng honeſter than I. | 
Conſt. Dog. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges- 

L-en. Neighbours, you are tedious: 

Conſt. Dog. it pleaſes your worſhip to ſay ſo, but we are 
the poor Dukes Officers, bur traly for mine own part, if | 
were as tedious as a King, I could find in my heart to be- 
ſtow it all of your worſhip. 

Leon. Allthy tediouſnels on me, ah ? | 

Conſt. Dog. Yea, and*cwerea thouſand times more than 
is, for | hear as good exclamation on your Worſhip as of 
any man in the City, and thol be bur a poor man, lam 
glad ro hear it, 

Heads. And fo aml. 

Leon. 1 would fain know what you have to ſay. 

Head5. Marry fir, our watch to night, excepting your 
worſhips preſence, have tane a couple of as arrant knaves, 
as any in Meſſina, ; | 

Conſt. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they ſay, when theage is in, the witis out, God help us, 
it is a world to ſee: well ſaid yfaith neighbour Verges, 
well, God's a good man, and two men rides an horle, 
onemutt ride behind, an honeſt ſoul yfaith fir, by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be worſhipt, all men 
are not alike, alas good neighbour. | 

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too ſhort of you. 

Conſt, Dog. Gitts that God gives. 

Le:on. | muſtleave you. : 

Conſt. Dog. One word fir, our watch have indeed com- 
prehended two aſpitious perſons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worſhip. —__ 

Leon. Take their examination your ſelf, and bring it me, 
[| am now in great haſt, as may appear unto you. | 

Conſt. It ſhall be ſufhgance. [. Exit 

Leon. Drink ſome wine ere you go: fare you well, 

Meſ. My Lord, they ſtay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 

Leon. lle wait upon them. lam ready. | 

Dough. Go good partner, go get you to Francis S:ecoate, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the Goal; we are now 


Verges. And we muſt do it wiſely. : 
Dough. We will ſpare for no wit I warrant you ; here's 
that ſhall drive ſome of them to a non-come, only ger the 
learned Writer to ſer down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the Goal. Exeunt. 


ro examine thoſe men. 
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Atlus Quartus. 
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Enter Prince, Paſt.ard, Leonata, Frier, Claudio, Benedich, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Lton. Come Frier Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. 


| 


: 


| 


Fran. You come {itt 

Claus No. 

Leon. To be married'to her, Frier, you come to + 
ry her. 

Frier, Lady, you come 
Count. 

Hero, I do. 

Frier. \f either of you know anv irward i; 


my Lerd to mirry thi; Lo.) 


herbs 


ihothheT ro 
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why you ſhon!ld not be conjoined, I C2arge you on yo:r | 
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ſouls routrer ir. 
Clau. Know you ny, Hero ? 
Hero. None my Lord. 
Frier. Know you any, Conn ? 
Leon. | dare make his anſwer. None, 
Clav. Or: hatmendate do ! whar men may do! 


God help, | would deſire they were, but in faith honelt as | mendaily do ! 


Ben. How now ! interjeAir 
laughing, as ha, ta, he 

Clau. Stand tlice b; FFIIcr: fe2ys 
Will you wick this freezn unconttrained £1: : 
Give me this maid your daughter 7 


Leon. AS freely fon, as God Utd give het tre. 
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Ci2u. And what have to give you beck, whoſe worth | 


May counterpoiſe this rich and precious pift 3 
Prin. Nothing, unleſs you render ker again. 
Clau. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble t 
There L:9r2t4, take her back again, 
Give not this rotten Orange to vour friend, 
She's but the ſign and ſemb>linze of cr honour : 
Behold how like a maid ſhe b!uthes here ! 
O what authority and ſh f truth 
Can cunning tin cover it fe'f wittal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modeſt evidence, 
To witnets ſimple Vercue ? wou!d you not firear 
All you thar ſee her, that ſhe were a maid, 
By theſe exteriour ſhews ? Bur ſheis none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 
Her bluſh is guiltinets, not maodetty. 
Leon. What do you mean, mv Lord ? 
Clau. Not tobe married, 
Not knit my foul to an approved wanton, 
Leon, Dear iy Lord, it vou in vour own procf, 
Have vanquiſhe the refiltance of your youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity | 
Clau. I know what vou would fay: if I have known 
You will fay, ſhe did imbrace me as a hu<band, 
And to extenuate the forehand fin: No Leerato, 
[ never tempted her with word tco large, 
Nat as a brother to his ſitter, ſhewed 
Baſhful ſincerity and comely love. 
Hero, And ſeem'd | ever otherwiſe to you ? 
C/au. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt it, 
You ſeem to me as Dina in her Orb, 
As chaſt asis the bud ere it be blown : 
But you are More intemperate in your blood, 
Than Venus, or thoſe pamper'd animals, 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeak fo wide ? 
L:on, Sweet Prince, why ſpeak not you ? 
Prin. What ſhould I ſpeak ? 
[ ſtand diſhonour'd that have gone abour, 
Tolink my dear friend ro a common itale. 
Lon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dream ? 
Baſt. Sir they are ſpoken, and theſe things are true, 
Ben. This looks not like a nuprial. 
Hero. True ! OGod! 
Clave Leonatc, (tznd lhere? 
[sthis the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 
ls this face Heroes ? are our eyes our own ? 
Leen. All chisis ſo, but what of this my Lord ? 
C!2:;, Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 
And by that farcherly and kind:y vorwer, 
That vou have in her, bid her an{wer truly. 


Leo. 1 Charge thee todo as thou art my chi!d. 
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Hero. O God defend me, how am l belet ! 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

L:c:. To make you anſwer truly to your name, 

Hero. Is it not Hero? who can blot that name | 
With any juſt reproach ? 

Clan. Marry that can Hers, 
Her it felt can blot out Hero's vertue. 
What a man was he, talkt with you yeſternight, 
Out at vour Window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now if vou area Maid, anſwer to this. 

Hr. I talkt with no man at that hour, my Lord. 

P:;n, Why then you are no maiden. Lecnata, 
{am forry you muſt hear : upon mine honour, 


Ben. Lady were you her bedfellow laſt nicht 2 

Bea, Notruly : not; although until laſt night, 
[ have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. | 

Leen, Contirm'd, confirmd, O that is ſtronger made 

Vhich was before barr'd up with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie, and Claudio would he le 
Who lov'd her fo, that ſpeaking of her foulneſs, 
Waſl'd it with tears ? Hence from her, let her die. 

Fri. Hear me alittle, for 1 have only been ſilent fo 
long, and given way unto this courte of fortune, by no- 
ting of the Lady, 1 have mark'd ; 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, 
To ſtart in her face, a thouſand innocent ſhame's 
In Angel whiteneſs bear away thoſe bluſhes, 


My ſelf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
P3d ſee her, hear her, at that hour laſt night, 
Talk with a ruſhan at her chamber window, 


Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 

Tour, Fie, fie, they are not tobe named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, | 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 

Without offence, to utter chem : thus ptetty Lady 
I am forry for thy much miſgovernment. 

Claud, O Hero ! what a Hero hadit thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts and counſels of thy heart ? 
But fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity, 

For thee Ple lock up all the gatesof Love, 
And on my eyclids ſhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all-beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. : 

Leen. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ? ; 

Bea. Why how now couſin, wherefore fink you down : 

Baſt. Come, let us go : theſe things come thus to light, 
Smother her ſpirits up. 

Ren, How doththe Lady ? 

Beat. Dead I think, help Uncle, ; 

Hero, Why Hero, Uncle, Signior Benedick, Frier. 

Leon. O Fate! take not away thy heavy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 
That may be wiſht for. 

Beat. How now couſin Hero ? 
> Fri. Have comfort Lady. 
* Leo. Doſt thou look up? 

Fi, Yea, wherefore ſhould ſhe not ? 

Leo. Wherefore ? Why doth not every earthly thing | 
Cry ſhame upon her ? Could ſhe here deny | 
The ſtory that is printed in her blood © | 
Po not live Hero, donot ope thine eyes : | 
For did I think thou would'ſt not quickly die, 
Thought Ithy ſpirits were ſtronger than thy ſhame's 
My ſelf would on the rearward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had bur one ? 

Chid 1, for thatat frugal natures frame? 


Why ever was't thou lovely in ny eyes * 

Why had I not with charitable hand 

Took up a beggars iſſue at my gate's. 

Who ſineer'd thus, and mir'd with infamy, 

[ might have faid, no part of it is mine: _ 

This ſhame derives it telf from unknown loins, 

But mine, and mine [lov'd, and mine 1 prais'd, 

And mine that was proud on, mine lo much, 

Thar 1 my ſelf, wasto my felt not mine : 

Valuing of her, why ſhe, O ſhe is fal'n 

Into a pit of Ink, thar the wide fea 

Hath drops too few, to waſh her clean againz 

And ſalt roolittle, which may ſcatun give 

To her fo!i] tainted fleth. bo 
Ben- Sir, fir, be patient : for my part, I am ſo attire 

m1 Wonder, I know not what to (ay. | 


|  Be#he Oon my toul my couſin is belied. 


Who hath indeed moſt like a liberal villain 


| But they ſhall find awaked in ſuch a kind, 


And in hereye there hath appear'd a fire 
To burn the errors that theſe Princes hold 
Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a fool, 
Truſt not my reading, nor my obſervations, 
Which with experimental ſcal doth warrant 
The tenure of my book : truſt not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor dignity, | 
lf this {weet Ladv lie not guiltleſs here, 
Under ſome biting error. 
Leon. Frier, it cannot be; 
Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 
Is, thatſhe will not add to her damnation | 
A ſin of perjury, ſhe notdenies it : - | 
Why ſeek'ſt thou then to cover with excuſe, | 
That which appears in proper nakedneſs ? 
Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of ? | 
Hero. "They know that doaccuie me, 1 know none : 
if I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modeſty doth warrant, 
Letall my fins lack mercy. O my Father, | 
Prove you that any man with me converlt, 
Athour's unmeet, or that L yeſternight | 
Maintain the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. 
Fri. There is ſome ſtrange mifſprition in the Prince. | 
Ben. T'wo of them have the very bent of honor, 
And if their Wiſdom's be miſled in this, 
The practiſe of it lives in 7obz the baſtard, 
\\ hoſe ſpirits toil in frame of villanies. | 
Leon. I know-not : if they ſpeak but truth of her, 
Theſe hands ſhall tear her : If they wrong her honor, | 
The proudeſt of them ſhall well hear it. 
Time hath not yet ſo dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age ſo eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made ſuch havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 


Both ſtrength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of f:iends, 

To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Fri. Pauſe a while, 

And let my counſel ſway you in this caſe, 

Your daughter herethe Princeſs (lett tor dead ) 

Let her a while be ſecretly kept in, 

And publiſh it that ſhe is dead indeed: 

Maintain a mourning oftentation, 

And on your Families old monument, 

Hang mournfal Epitaph's, and do all rites, 

That appertain unto a burial. | 
Leon. What ſhall become of this ? What vvill this do? 
Fri. Marry this vvell carried, ſhall on her behalf, 

Change ſlander to remorſe, that is ſome good : 

Burt not for that dream I on this ſtrange courſe, 

But on this travel look for greater birth : 

She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, 

Upon the inſtant that ſhe vvas accus'd, 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd 

Ot every hearer : foro it falls out, 

Thar vvhar vve have, vve prize not to the worth, 

Whiles vve enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
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Why then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 
Whiles it was ours ; ſo will it fare with Claudio : 
When he ſhall hear ſhe dyed upon his words, 
Thy Idea of her life ſhall ſiveetly creep 
Into his ſtudy of imagination, 
And every lovely Organ of her life, 
Shall come apparell'd in more precions habit : 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 
Into the eye aud proſpect of his ſoul, 
| Than when ſhe liv'd indeed : then ſhall he mourn, 
If ever Love had intereſt in his Liver, 
And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her : 
' No, tho he thought his accuſation true : 
Let this be ſo, and doubt not bur ſucceſs 
Will faſhion the event in better ſhape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be leve['d falſe, 
The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 
And if itſort not well, you may conceal her, 
As belt befits her wounded Reputation, 
In ſorae Recluſive and Religious life, 
Qur of alleyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Ren. Signior Leonato, let the Frier adviſe you, 
And tho you know my inwardneſs and love 
ls very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As ſecretly and juſtly, as your ſoul 
Should with your body. 
Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 
The ſmalleſt trwine may lead me. | 
Frier. ”' Tis well conſented, preſently away, _ 
For to ſtrange (ores, ſtrangely they ſtrain the cure : 
{ Come Lady, dye tolive, this Wedding-day | 
| Perhaps is but prolong*d, have patience and endure. Ex. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 
| Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. | will not defire thar. 
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Bene. Beatrice. 

Beat. Infaith T will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firſt. 

Bear. You dare calier be friends with me, than fich: 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is a not approved in the height a Villain,that hart 
flandered, ſcorned , diſhonoured my Kintwoman * 3 thar ! 
| were a man ! Whar, bear her in hand until thev con e (1 | 
{ fake hands, and then with pablick accuſation, ucove: -.: | 
{ [lander, unmittigated rancour ? O God that 1 were 2 man, 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me Beatrice. 

Bear, Talk witha manout at a Window : a proper ſay- 
ing. 

Bene. Nay but Beatri-e. 

Beat. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrone'd, ſhe is ſlandered, fhe is 
undone. 

Bene. But? - | 

Beat. Princes and Counties ! ſurely a princely teftimo- | 
ny, a goodly Count-Comfett, a ſweet Gallant ſorely: O ! 
that I were a man for his ſake! or that 1 had «ay fricrd | 
would be a man for my fake! But manhnnd is melted i n- | 
to curteſtes, valour into compleme::: nen are only 
rurned into tongue, and trim ones too : {e 1 Now 25 vali- 
ant as Hercules, that onlv tells a lie, and iwears it : ! can- 
not be a man wich wiſhing, therefore 1 will die a woman 
with grieving. | 

Bene. Tarry good Beatrice, by this hand 1 love thee. 

Beat. Uſe it for my love fome ot!:er way than twe-rins | 
by it. we 

Bene. Think you in your foul the Count C/aud;s hath | 
wrong'd Hero ? | 

Beat, Yea, as ſure as I have a thonghrt or a £:ul. | 

Bene. Enough. I am engag d, | will challenge him, 1; 
will kiſs your hand, and fo leave you : by this hand + [au | 

| 


f 


dio ſhall render me dear account : a+ you tear of mes t1 
think of me: go comtort your couſin, 1 mutt tay ſhe 4s 
dead, and fo farewell, Excaunr:.? 


Rea', You have no reaſon, I doit freely. ; 
«4c. Surely L do believe your fair Couſin is wrong'd. 


| wou..d right her ! : 
| Bene. ls there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 

eat. A very even way. but no ſuch friend. 

1 Bene. Maya mango it? 

Feet. Tt is a mans office, but not yours. : 

Rene: 1 do love nothing in the world fo well as you; 1s 
not that ſtrange ? : 

Beat. As ſtrange as the thing I know not: it were as 
poſſible for me to tay, 1 loved nothing ſo well as you ; but 
believe me not : and yer I lye not : 1confels nothing, nor 
{1 deny nothing ! I am ſorry for my Coutin. 

ſ Bene. By my Sword Beatrice thou lov'it me. 

Beat. Do not ſwear by it and eat it. 

Bene. I will ſwear by it that you love me z and 1 will 
make him eat it that ſays I love nor you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word f 

Bene. With no ſawce that can be deviſed to it: I proteſt 
I love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. 

Bene, What offence ſiveet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have itayed me ina happy hour: I was @- 
bout to proteſt I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy hearr. ; 

Beat. I love you with ſo much of my heart, thar none 1s 
left to prote!t. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio, | 

Kene. Ha ! not for the wide World. 

Rear. You kill me to deny : farewell. 

Bene. "larry \weert Begtrice- 

Bea:. 1am gone tlio lam here: there is no love in you * 
nay Ipray you let me go. 
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{ Heat. Ah how much might the man deſerve of me that 


| 
: 
Enter the Conſtables, Birachia, and the T.xn ; 

Clerk in G:w73s, 


Cow!ly. Oa ſtool and cuſhion for the Sexton. 

Sexton. Which be the Maletactors ? 

Andrew. Marry that am I, and my partner. 

C27. Nay, taar's certain, we have the exhibition tc 
examine. 

Sexto. But which are the oftenders that are to be exa- 
mined? let them come before Matter Conſtable. 

Kemp. Yea marry, lerchem come before me : what is | 
your naine friend*? 
Bor. Borachio. 

Kemp. Pray write down Borach:o. Yours firra ? | 

Conr. | am a Gentleman fir, and my name is Cerrade. 

Keep. VVrite down Maſter Gentleman Cenrgde: ma | 
ſters, co you ſerve God ? maſters, it is proved already 
thar you are little better than falſe knaves, and ir wi!l go 
neer to be thought ſo ſhortly, how antwer you for your 
ſelves ? : : 

Conr. Marry fir, we ſay we are none. 

Remy. A marvellous witty fetjow | aſſure you, bur ] 
will go about with him : come you hither firra, a word 
in your ear fir ; 1 ſay to You, it is thought you are falſe 
knaves. 

Bor. Sir, I ſay to yon, we are none. 

Kemp. \Well, ſtang atide, *fore God they are both in a 
tale : have you writ down they are none ? 

Sext. Maliter Conſtable, you go not the -way to exa 
mine, you mult call forth the V Vatch thar are their accu 
(ers. 

Kemp, Yea marry, that's the efteſt way, let the VVarcl 
come tort: malters, I] charge your in the Princes name 
accuſe theſe men, I. Watci. 


Keeper. Is our whole diſſembly appeared ? | 
| 
| 


| 


—- 


| 
: 


ey es ee OEmER 
nn 


I It or mon em ons ae 


I  —— 


IE re EAI Ste et a PE 0 a ww. 
De at EIT __ 


- ". 


—_ 


— 


flat perjury, to call a Princes brother villain, 
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Iz:ch. 1. This man ſaid fir, that Don Fohn the Princes | 
brother was a villian, 
Kemn, Write down, Prince Joby a villain : why this is 


Bor. Maſter Contitable. 

Kemp. Prav thee fellow peace, I do not like thy look; 1 
»romile thee. 

* Sexton, What heard you him ſayellſe ? 

Watch. 2. Marry that he had received a thouſand Du- 
kais of Pon John, tor the acculing the Lady Hero wrong- 
faliv. 

Kemp. Flat Burglary as ever was committed. 

Conſt. Yeaby th'mals that it 1s. 

Sexton. W har elſe fellow ? 

IVatch. 1. And that Count Claudio did mean npon his 
words, todiſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly, and 
not marry lier. ©. 

K:mp. O villain ! thon wilt be condemn'd into everlaſt- 
ing redemption for this, 

Sextov. Whatelle ? 

Watch. "This 1s all. 

Sexton. And this is more maſters than you can deny, 
Prince Fobn is this morning ſecretly ſtoln away : Hero was 
in this manner accug'd, in this very manner refus'd, and 
upon the grief of this ſuddenly died. Maſter Conltable, 
let theſe men be bound, and brought to Lecnato, | will go 
before, and ſhew him their examination. 

Con/?. Come, let rhem be opinion'd. 

Sext. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb, _ | 
Kemp. God's my life, where's the Sexton? let him write 
down the Princes Officers Coxcomb: come, bind them ; 
thou naughty varler. 

Corley, Away, you are an aſs, you are an aſs. 

Kemp. Doſt thou not ſuſpe&t my place ? dolt thou not 
ſuſpetmy years? Othat he were here to write ME down 
an aſs! but maſters, remember tliatl aman aſs : tho it be 
not written down, yet forget not that | am an als: No | 
hon villain, thou art full of piety, as ſhall be prov'd upon 
thee by cocd witnels, I ama wile fellow, and Which 1s | 
more, an officer, and Which is more, a houſholder. and | 
which is more, as pretty a piece of fleſh as any in M://ma, 
and one that knows the Law, go to, and a rich fellow 
enough, go to, 2nd a fellow that hath had Iofles, and one | 
chattath wwo gowns, and every thing handlome about. 
him, bring him away ; O that 1 had been writ down an' 
als ! Exit. | 


Actus Quintus. 


Enter Leenato and his brother. 


Rrathcr. If you go on thus, you will kill your ſelf, 


And I of him will gather patience: 
Burt there is no ſuch man ; for brother, men 
Can counſel, and give comfort to that grief, 

W hich they themſelves not feel, but taſting i 
Their counſel turns to paſſion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter ſtrong madneſs ina ſilken thread, 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
No, no, tis all mens office, to ſpeak patience 
To thoſe that wring under the load of ſorrow : 
But no mans vertue nor ſufficiency 

To beſo moral, when he ſhall endure 

The like himſelf: therefore give me no counſe! 
My greets cry louder than advertiſement. 


Broth. "Therein do men from children nothing differ. 


Leo. 1 pray thee peace, I will be fleſh and blood 
For there was never yet Philoſopher, 
Tharcould endurethe tooth-ach patiently, 

How ever they have writ the ſtile of gods 
And made a puſh at charce and ſufferance. 


Broth, Yet bend not all the harm upon your ſelf, 


Make thoſe that do offend you ſutter too. 


Leon. There thou ſpeak*ſt reaſon, nay I will do ſo, 


My foul doth tell me, Here is belied, 
And that ſhall Claudio know, ſo ſhall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus diſhonour her, 


Enter Prince and Claudio, 
Broth. Here comes the Prince and Claudis haſtily. 
Prin. Good den, good den. 
Clau. Good day to both of you. 
Lecn. Hear you my Lords ? 
Prin. We have ſome haſte Leonato. 


Leo. Some haſte my Lord ! well fare you well my Lord. 


Are you ſohaſty now? well, all is one. 


P:in. Nay do not quarrel with us, good old maa, 
Brot. If he could right himſelf with quarrelling, 


Some of us would lye low. 
Clay. Who wrongs him ? 


Leon. Marry thou dott wrong me, thou diſſembler thon: 


Nay never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
I tear thee not. 
Clay. Marry beſhrew my hand, 
if it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of ſear, 
Intaith my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 


Leo. 'Tuſh, tuſh, man, never fleer and jeſt at me, 


| I ſpeak nor like a dotard, nor a fool, 
| As under priviledg of age to brag, 
| What | have done, being young, or what would do, 


Were I notold : know Claudio tothy head, 

Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent Child and me, 
Tharl am forced to lay my reverence by, 

And with grey hairsand bruiſe of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man, 

I ſay thou haſt bel'd mine innocent Child, 


And ?tis not wiſdom thus to ſecond grief, 
Againſt your ſelf. 
Lern. | pray thee ceaſethy counſel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitleſs, 
As waterin a ſieve: give not me counſel, 
Nor let no comfort elſe delight mine ear, 
Bar ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſure with mine. 


And ſhe lies buried with her anceſtors : 
O ina tomb where never ſcandal ſlept, 
Save this of hers, franr'd by thy villany. 
Clau. My villany ? 
Leon. Thine Claudio, thine I ſay. 
Prin, You ſay not right old man. 
Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 


Bring me a fathet thar ſo lov'd his child, 

Whote jy of her isoverwhelm'd like mine. 

And bid lim ſpeak of patience, 

Meaſurc his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anſwer every 1train for ftrain, 

As thus for thus, and ſucha grief ior ſuch, 

In every lineament, branch, ſhape, and torm : 

If ſuch a one will ſmile and {troke his beard, 

And ho!tow, wag, crv hem, when he ſhould groan, 
Patch gricf with proverbs, make misfortune drunk, 
With candlewalicrs : bring him yet to nc, 


Ple prove it on his body if he dare, 

Deſpight his nice fence, and his active practice, 

His May of youth, and bloom of Juſtybood. 
Clau. Away, I will not have to do with you. 


if thou kilP{t me boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
Bro. He ſhall kill ewo of us, and men indeed, 

Butthat's no matter, let him kill one firlt, 

\\in me and wear me, let him anſwer me, 


SIr boy, Ile whip you from your toyning fence, 


Leo. Cant thou ſodatie me? thou haſt kill'd my child, 


Thy ſlander hath gone through and through her heart, 


Come follow me boy, come fir boy ; come follow me 


— —_— 


—— 
——_ — 


hg Nay | 


, 20047 


_ 
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ſence, {o forcible is thy wit ; but I muſt_tell thee plainly, _ Prin. Good morrow maſters, put your torches out, 
Claud o undergoes my challenge, and either | muſt ſhortly | The Wolves have prey'd, and look, the gentle Cay 
hear from him, or 1 will ſubſcribe him a coward 5 ard | | Beſore the wheels of Phebus, round about 

pray thee now tell. me, for which of my bad parts dicſt | Dapples the drowſie Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 

thou firſt fall in love with me ? [ hanks to you all, and leave us, fire you well. 

Beat. For them all tcg«ether.. which maintain'd fo poli- Clau. Good morrow maſters, each his fevcral way. 
tick a ſtate of evil, that they will not a@mit any good part | Pra. Come let us kence, and put on other weeds, 
to intermingle with them: but for which of my gooc | And then to Leonato*s we witl 89, 
parts did you firſt ſuffer love tor me ? Clan. Ard Hymen now with luckier iſſue ſpeed, 


for I love thee againſt my will. 


if you ſpight it for my fake, L will tpight ic for yours, for | Frier, Hero. 
will never love that which my ftricnd hates, Frier, Did 1 not tell you ſhe was innocent ? 


Beat. It appears not in this confeſſion , there's not one | 11559 the err: the! you heard debarcd. 
wiſe man among twenty that will praif- himfclt, 3ut Aargaret x a5 in fome fault for this 

Ber. An old, an old inſtance Beatrice, that | v'd in the | 'though againſt ker will as it appears, 
time of good neighbours, if a man do cot erc6t in this ag- 'n 'he true courieo: ail the queſtion. 
his own Tomb ere he dyes, he ſhall hve no longer tz | Old, Well, I 01 rhat all things ſort ſo well, 
monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow weeps. p64, AN lo a |, beirg cle &y 141th enforc'd 
Beat. And how long is that think you ? co cali young Cl» 52 0 a rec:;onins for ic. 
Ben. Queſtion, why an hour in clamovur, and a quarter | Leon. Well daughter, and vouns Gentlewoncn all, 
in thewa ; therefore it is moſt expcCient for the wie , i' | \\ 1tndraw into a chamber by your [cives, 
Don Worm ( his conſcience ) hnd no 1mpt d:iment to int | inc when I fend for you, coiae nhicker maskd : 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as | am 4 ' Th rice and Clanio promigd by this kour 
my ſelf fo much for praiſing my (elf, who I my felf wil! [7', 9:3 me 3; you know your office brother, 
bear witneſs is praiie-worthy ; nnd now tell me how doth | Yu invRt be father ro your brothers daughter, 


Neece regards me with aneye of favour. 
Ber. Serve God, love me, and mend there will I leave | G14. Thareye my daugliter lent h<r_ *ris moſſt true, 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. P-. And 190 with an eye of love x<quite her. 
Urſ. Madam you muſt come to your Uncle , yoncers | Leon, The light whereof I thirk you had from me, 
old coil at home, it is proved my Lady Hero hath been | From C!. #4 and the Prince z but what's your will ? 
falſly accus'd, the Prince and Claudio mightily abuled a il | Ger. Yourartixer fir is enipmatical, 
Don Fohn is the author of all, who is fled and gone Will | But tor my will, my will is, your good will 
you come preſently ? | M:y ftand with ovr:, this Cay to be conjoin'd 
Beat, Will you go hear this news S'gnior ? | ch ſtace of honourable marriage, 
Bern, 1 will live in thy heart, dvein thy lap, and be bt- | In which good I ſhall deſire your help, 
ried in thy eyes: and moreover 1 will £0 with thee £O thy | Leon, My heart is with your hiking, 


Unkles. Exemit.| Frier, And my help. 
Enter Prince ani Claudio with attendants 
Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or four with T apers, Pr;n, Good morrow to this fair aTembvlvy. 


Clan, Is this the monument of Zeonato ? 
Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph, 
Done to death by ſlanderous tongues, 
Was the Hero that here lies : 
Death in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dues : 
So the life that dd with ſhane, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praifing her when [ am dum). 


We icre attend you ; are you yet determin'd 
To ay io marry with my brothers {aurkrer ? 
Clau. Vie hold my mird were ſhe an Etrhi po. 
Leon, Call her forth brother, here's the Fricr readr, 


Tat you have ſuch a February tace, 
So full of froſt, of ſtorm, of cloudineſs ? 

Cla. 1 think he thinks vpon the ſavage bull : 
Tufh, fear not man, wee'| tip thy horns with gold, 
And io a'l Europe {hail rejoyce at thee, 

As once Emrop« did at luſty Fove, 


| (14s. Now muſick ſound and ſing your ſolemn hymn. When he would play the nobſe beaſt in love. 


Song. Ber. Bull Fove fir, had an amiabie low, 
Pardon goddeſs of the night, And ſome ſuch {trange bull leapt your iathers cow, 
Thoſe that ſlew thy Virgin knight, And pot a calf 11 that fame nodle tear, 
For the which with ſongs of wo, Much like to you, for you have juſt his blear. 
R ownd about her tomb they 30, Emter brother, Hero, :atrice, Margaret, Ur'na. 
Midnight aſſilt our moan, Clasx. For this I owe you; here comes other reckn! 


| Help us to ſigh aud groan. Which is the Laly 1 mult feiz2 upon / 


——— 


{iuch ado about Nothing. L111 
- Dok Only foul "ward; and thereupon | wil as Heavily, beavily. 
chee, - pu Graves yawn and yield your dead, 
Beat. Foul words and foul wind, and foul wind is but Till death be uttered, 
foul breath, and foul breath is noifotfie, therefore I will Ce- Heavenly, heavenly, 
part unkiſt, . WEI - (this right. 
Bey. Thou haſt frizhted the word out of his right] Le, Now unto thy bones good night, yearly will #® 


s ar--< _ , + . : 
Ben. Suffer love ! a go0d cpithete, 1 do ſuffer love inceed, | Dhan ti.iz for whom we rendred up this wo. Exemnt. 


Beat. In fpight of your heart , I think; alas poor heart, | Enter Leewato, Benedich,, Margaret, Urſula, Old mar, 


Ben, Thou ind I are too wiſe to woo peace” bly; L-on. S9 <r- the Prince and Cl udio who accug'd her, 


your couſin ? | ant give her to voung Claudio, Exteunt Ladies | 
Beat. Very ill. Gia. \ hick | will do with confirm'd countenance. ; 
Ben. And how do you? en, Pricr, } mult 1ntreat your pains, I think. 
Beat. Very ill to0. Fr: To C0 what Signor ? 
c- +0 bin me, or undo me, one of them : 
Enter Urſula. $ Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 


| con. Good morrow Prirce, 9nd Morrow Claudio, 


Prin. Good morrow Beredich , why what's the matter 


ngs. 


Leo | 


—_ OY 
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Love s rebour's loft. 
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Leon. T his ſame is ſhe, and I do give you her. 

Clau. Why then ſhe's mine, ſweet let me fee your face, 
Leon. No that you ſhall not, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and ſwear to marry her. ; 

| Clan. Give me your hand before this holy Frier, 

| am your husband if you like of me. 


Heyo. And when 1 liv*d 1 was your other wife, 

Aud when you loy'd, you were my other husband. 

Clau. Another Hero ? 

Hero. Nothing certainer, 

One Hers died but Ido live, 

And ſurely as L live I am a maid. 

Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead, 
Leotr. She died my Lord, but whiles her ſlander liv'd. 
F-1ier, A'l this amazement can I qualifie, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 

le tell thcelargely of fair Hero's death : 

Mezn time let wonder feem familiar, 

an1 to the chappel let us preſently. 

Ben. Soft and tair Frier, which is Beatrice? 

Bear. | anſwer to that name, whac is your will? 
ven, Do not you love m- ? 

Leat, Why, no more than reaſon. : 
Ber. Why then your Uncic, and the Prince, & Clauaio, 
3ave been Ceceived, they {wore you did. 

Fear 'B{T rn Youu love me ? 

+ c,, 7:53; no, no more than re: ſon. 

Ut * iy then my Couſin Margaret and Urſule 
Are 447 deceiv'd, for they did ſwear you did. 

Bcn. They ſwore you were almoft ſick for me. 

Bear. Th:y {yore you were well-nigh d:ad for me. 
Ben. *Tis no matter, then you do not love me? 

Beat. No truly, but in fricndly recompence. 

L-on. Come Couſin, 1am ſure you love the Gentleman, 
Clau. And Vle be {worn uport that he loves her, 
For here”: a paper written in his hand, 

A h:!ting Sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Faſhioned to Beatrice. 


———— 


>», Here. And here's another, 


Writ in thy couſins hand, ſtolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affeRion unto Benedich. | 

Ferns A miracle, here's our own hands againſt ou 
hearts : come I will have thee, but by this light 1 take thee 
for pity. | 

Beat, I would not deny you, but by this good Cav, 1 
yield upon great perſwaſijon, ard partly to ſave your lite, 
tor as | told, you were in a conſumption, 

Leon, Peace, I will ſtop your mouth. 

Prin, How doſt thou Benedick the married man ? 

Ben, Vle tell thee what Prince, a Colledge of witty- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour; doft thou 
think I care for a Satyr or an Epigram? no, if a man 
will be beaten with brains, a ſhall wear nothing hand- 
lome about him : in brief, ſince Ido purpoſe to marry, 1 
will think nothing to any purpoſe that the world can lay 
againſt it: and therefore never flout at me, for what 1 have 
ſaid againſt it:for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
cluſion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did think to have beaten 
thee, but in that chou art like ro be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd, and love my couſin. 

Clay. I had well hoped thou would'ft have denied Bea- 
erice that 1 might have cudgel'd thee out of thy ſingle life, 
to make thee a dovble dealer , which out of queſtion thou 
will be, if my Coutin no not look exceeding narrowly 
to thee, 

Ben. Come, come, we are friends, lei's have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives heels, 

Leon, We'll have dancing afterwards, 

Ben. Firft, of wy word, therefore play muſick, Prince, 
thou art ſad, get thee a wiſe. get thee a wife , there is no 
Raff more revercnd than one tipt- with horn. Enter Mef. 

Meſſen. My Lord, your brother Fohn is tane in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to A ſſina. 

Ben. Think not on him till to morrow, Vie Ceviſe 
the brave puniſhments for him : ſtrike up Pipers. Dance, 


_ Loves Labours loft. 
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Aus Primns. 
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Scena Prima. 


Enter Ferdinand King of Navarre, Biron , Longauwle, 
. and Dumaine. 


Ferdinand. 


i Et Fame, that all hunt after in their 

FW lives, 

Live regiftred upon our brazen tombe, 

' And then grace us in the diſgrace of 

dath:; | 

yy When ſpight of cormorant devouring 

/) T mez bu 
«EINER Thiendeavour fo this preſent breath may 

That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keen edge, 

And make us heirs of all eternitie. 

Therefore brave Conquerors ( for ſo you are) 

That war againft your own affe@ions , 

And the huge Army of the world, deſires ; 


— 


y | That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : 


—__ 


Our late Edi& ſhall ftrongly ſtand in force , 

Navar ſhall be the wonder of the world. * 

Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, 

Still and contemplative in living Art. 

You three, Bsron, Dumaine, and Longavile , 

Have {worn for three years term to live with me, 
My fellow Scholars, and to keep thoſe ſtatutes 
That are recorded in this ſcedule here. 

Your oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names : 
That his own hand may ftrike his honour down, 


If ycuarearm'd todo as ſworn todo, 
Subſcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 
Long. I am reſoly'd, *tis but a three years {aft : 
The mind ſhall banquet, though the body pine, 
Fat paunches have lean pates : and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout tlie wits. 


| 


Dum. | 
p 


apy 
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Love s Labour's loſt. 


Dum, My loving Lord, Damaine is mortificd , 

The grocer manner of theſe worlds delights, 

He throws upon the groſs worlds baſer ſlaves : 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die, 

With all theſe living in Philolophy. 

Biron, | can but tay their proteſtation over, 

So much ( dear Liege ) I have already ſworn , 

Thatis, to live and ſtudy here three years. 

| But there are other ſtrift obſervances : 

Asnot to {.ea woman in that term, 

Which 1 hope well is notenrolled there. 

And one dayin a week to touch no food : 

And but one meal on every day beſide : 

The which I hope is not enrolled there, 

And then to ſleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be ſcen to wink of all the day. 

When | was wont to think no harm all night, 

And make a dark night too of half the day : 

Which 1 hope well is not enrolled there, 

O, theſe are barren tasks, too hard ro keep, 

Not to {ce Ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not ſleep. 

Ferd. Your oath is paſt to paſs away from theſe. 
Biron. Let me ſay no my Liege, and if you pleaſc, 

[ onely {wore to ſtudy with-your Grace, 

And tay here in your Court for three years ſpace. 
Long. You ſwore t9 that Biron, and to the reſt. 
Bir. By vea and nay fir, then 1 {wore in jeſt, 

What is the end offtuuy, let me know? 

Ferd. Why that to know Which elſe we ſhould not 

Know. ( lence. 
Bir. Things hid and bar'd ( you mean ) from common 
Ferd. 1, that is ſtudies god-like recompence. 

Bir. Come on then, 1 will {wear to ſtudy ſo, 

To know the thing | am fordid to know : 

As thus, to ſtudy where 1 w.ll may dine, 

When | to faſt expreſly am torbid. 

Or ſtudy where to meet lome Miſtreſs fine, 

When Miſtr. files from common lenle are hid, 

Or having {worn too hard a keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and nor break my troth, 

If ſtudies gain be thus, and this be fo, 

Study knows that which yet it doth not know. 

Swear me to this, and I will nc*re ſay no. 

Ferd. Thete be the fiops that hinder ſtudy quite, 

And train ourintelle&s to vain deliphet, 

Bir. Why ? all delights are vain, and thit moſt vain, 

Woaick with pain purchas'o, doth inherit pain, 

As painſully to pore upod a book, 

To ſeek the light of truth, while truth the while 

Doth falſly blind the cye-ſight of his look: 

Light ſecking light, doth light beguile : 

So ere you find where light in darknels lies, 

Your light gross dark by loliag of your cyes. 


I CO 


' Stady me how to pleaſe th: «ye indeed, 


By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 

| Who dazling fo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 

| And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heavens glorious Sun , 

That will not be deep {carch'd with fawcy looks : 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save baſe authority from others Book:. 

Theſe earthly Godfathers ol heavens lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ſtar, 

H:veno more profit of their ſhining nights, 

Than tholz that walk, and wot nor what they are. 

Too much to know, is to know novght but fame: 

And every Godfather can give a name, 
Ferd. How well he's read, to reaton againſt reading, 
Dam. Proceeded wcll, to ſtop all good proceeding, 
Long.He weeds the Corn,and ſtill lets grow the weeding, 
Bir. The Spring is near, when Green Geeſe are a 

breeding. 

Dam, How follows that ? 
Bir. Fit in his place and time. 


— 


{ 


Dum, Inrealvn nothing. 
Bor, Something then in rime. 
Long, Biron is like an envious ſneaping Frof. 
That bites the firſt-born Infants of the Spring. . 
Bir. Well, fay | am, why ſhould proud Summer boaſt, 
Before the birds have any cauſe to ſing ? 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any abortive birth ? 
At Chriſtmas I no more delire a Role, 
Than wiſh a Snowin May's new fangled ſhoves : 
But like of each thing that in ſeaſon grows. 
S0 you to ſtudy now it is too late, 
That were to climb o're the houſe t* unlock the pate. 
Ferd. Well, ſit you our ; g0 home Brro1 : aGicu, 
Bir. No my good Lord, I have ſworn to ſtay with you. 
And though 1 have for barbariline :poke more, 
Than for that Angel knowledge you can tay, 
Yet confident Ile keep what 1 have ſxore, 
And bide the penance of cach three years Cay. 
Give me the Paper, let me read the lame, 
And to the ſtriftlt decrees le write my name, 
Ferd. How wcll this yielding reſcu-s thee from ſhame. 
Bir. Item, That no woman ſhall come within a mile 
of my Court. - 


Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Four dayes agoe, 
Bir. Let's fee tic penalty. 

On pain of loſiog her tongue. 

Who devis'd this pena!ty ? 

Lon. Marry that did I. 

Bir. Sweet Lord, and why ? 

Lozg. To fright them hence with that Cread penalty : 
A dangerous Law againſt zentility. 

Item, Ifany man be feen to talk with a woman with- 
in the term of three years, he ſhall endure fuch 
ww” og ſhame as the reſt of the Court ſhall pcſſibly 

eviſe. 

Bir. This article my Liege your felf mutt break, 
For well you know here comes in Emballie 
The French Kings daughter, with your elf to ſpeak ; 
A Maid of Grace and compleat M:j ty , 

About ſurrender up of Agquitain 

[o her decrepit, ſick, and bed-rid Father. 

Therefore this Article is made in vain , 

Or vainly comes the admired Princeſs bither; 
Ferd. What. ſay you Lords ? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Bir. So ſtudy evermore is overſhot, 

While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 

it doth forget to do the thing it thould : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 

Tis won as Towns with fre ; ſo won, fo loſt. 

Ferd. We mui of focre Cilpence with this Decree, 
She mu# lie here on meer neccſlity. 

Bir. Neceſſity wil make us all forſworn 

Three thouſand times within this three years ſpace; 
Fot every man with his aff<&s is boru , 
Not by might, maſtered, but by ſpecial grace, 
[f 1 break faith, this word ſhall break tor me, 
| am forſworn on meer neceſſitie. 

So to the Laws at large] write my name, 

And he that breaks them in the leaft degree 

Stands in attainder of eternal ſhame. 

Suggeſtions are to others as to me: 

But I believe although I ſeem fo loth, 

| am the laſt that will laſt keep his oath. ' 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

Ferd, | that there is, our Court you know is haunted 
With a conceited Traveller of Spain, 

A wan in all the world new faſhion planted , 

That hath a mint of phraſes in his brain : 

One whom the muſick of his own vain tongue, 

Doth raviſh like inchanting harmony : 

A man of complements , whom right and wrong 

Have choſe as umpire of their mutinic, 
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Love's Labour s loft. 


"This child of tancic, that Armado hight, 

For itterim to our Rtuli:s ſhall relate, : 

[n high-born words the worth of many a Knight : 
rom ta vny Spain loſt in rhe worlcs debate. 

How vou delight my Lords, | know not I. 

Bur 1 proteſt ilove to hear him lie, 

And þ will uf: him for my Miniſrelfie, 

Fir. Armaiois a molt 3 iuſtrious wight, 

A man of fire, new words, faſhions own Knight, 
Long. Co*ard the {wain, and he ſhail be our {port , 
And fo ty Rudy, thice-years is but ſhort. 


Enter a Conſtable with Coſtard with a Letter. 


Conſt. Which is the Dykes own perſon. 

Bir. This fcllow, what waulolt ? ; 

Cn. | my felf reprehend his own perſon, for I am his 
Graces Tharborough ; But I would ee his own perſon in 
fleſh :nd blood, 

Bir. This is he. 

Con. Signjor Arm?, Arme commends you. 

Theres villany abroad, this letter will tell you more. . 

Clow. Sir, the contemps thereof are as touching 
me. 
Ferd, A Lotier from the magnificent Armads. 

Bir. How low focver the matter, I hope in God for 
kigh worCs, 

Lo»g. A high hope for a low heaven, God grant us pa- 
tience. | 

Bir. To he:r, or forhear hearing. 

Long. To har meck ly fir, and to laugh moderately , 
or to to: bcar both, 


climb in the merrineſs. 
(low, T he matter is towe fir, as concerning 74quenet ta. 


|The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 


Biy, ln what manner ? 
Clow In manner and form, following fir, all thoſe 
tarce, | was fcen with her in the Mannor houlc, ficting 
with her upon the Form, and taken following h:cr into 
the Park :. which put together, is in' manner and form 
following. Now fir, for the Manner : is the manner 
of a man to tpcak to a Woman ; for the Form in lome 
form. 
\ Bir. For the following (ir. 

Clow. As it ſhall follow ia my correQion , and God 
defend the Tight. 
Ferd. Will. you hear this Letter with attention? 
Fir. As we would hear an Oracle. 
Clew. Such is the ſimplicity of man to hearken after 
the fl. ſh. 
Ferd. Reat Deputy, the Welkins Vicegerent, and ſole 

CT emis of Navar, my ſouls earths God , ard 

! odies foſtring Patron : 

Coſt. Not a word of Coſtard yet. 

Ferd. So it 15. 

(/*. It may be ſo: but if he ſay it is ſo, he is in tel- 
ling true: but io, 

Ferd. Peace, 

C low. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd, Nowords, 

C'ow. Of other mens ſecrets | beſeech you. 

Fcrd. So it is, beſieged with ſable coloured melancholy , 
I did commend the black oppreſſing hum ur 10 the moſ} 
wholeſome Phyſick of \ thy bealth-giving ayre : And as | 
am a Gentleman, betook my ſelf to walk : the time When? 


peck, and men fit aown to that nouriſhment which 15 cal- 


Ink, which bere th\u vieweſt, beholdeſt, ſurveyeſt. or 


{ 


Al mth. 


Bir. Wcll (ir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to' 


about the ſix t hour, When beaſls moſt graſe , birds beſt 


led Supper : So much for the time when, Now for -the 
ground Which ? which 1 mean 1 walkt upon, it is ycleped, | tough Signior. 
Thy Park, Then for the place Where, where 1 mean ] 
did incounter that obſcene and mofi prepoſterous event 
that draweth from my ſnow-white Pen the Ebon-coloured 


eee 


| ſeeſt, But to the place Where: it ſtandeth Nort' North 
Eaſt and by Eaſt from the W:jt corner of thy cnrinns 
knotted Garden, There did I ſee that low ſpirited Suarn, 
that baſe Minow of thy 'mirth, ( Clown. Me ? ) that un- 
lettered ſmall-hnowing ſoul, ( Clok Me?) tha: fhallorh 


ſtard, ( Clow, .O me ) ſorted an41 conſorted contrary to thy 
eſt abl:ſhed preclarmed Edith and Continent Canon : Which 
with, O with, but with this [ paſſion to ſay wher:with, 
C:own, With a Wench. * © 
F.rd. With a child of «hr Grandmiaher Eve, a female ; 
or , for thy more undtrſtanding,'a woman : him, I ( as my - 
ver eſteemed duty" pricks me on ) have ſent to thee, to ve- 


Anthony Dull, a ma« of good repute, carriage, bearing , 
and eftimation, 


Ant. Me, an'c ſhall pleaſe you'? I am Anthony Dull. 


Ferd, For Jequenetta ( ſo ir the weaker veſſel calied ) 
which apprebended with the aforeſaid ſwain, | keep her 
as 4 veſſel, of thy Laws fury, and ſhall at th: leaſt cf thy 
ſweet notice, bring. ber to trial; Thine in a/l complements 
of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriana de Armado. 


Bir. This is not fo well as I lookeJl for, but the beſt 
that ever. T heard. 

Ferd. | the delt for the worſt. But firra, What ſy you 
to this ? | 

Clown. S. I confels the Wench. 

Ferd. Did yo1 hear the Proclamation ? 

Clown, I do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little 
of the mariing of 1t. 

Ferd. it was proclaimed a years impriſonment to be 
taken with a Wench, 

Clown. I was taken with none fir, I was raken with a 
Damole!. 
>} Ferd. Well, it was proclaimed Damoſel. 

Clo. This was no damoſel neither fir, ſhe war a iron, 

Ferd, Ir is fo varied too, for it wes procl.imed Virgin. 

Clown. If it were, I deny her Vizgini:y: 1 was takeri 
with a Maid. 

Ferd, This Maid will not ſerve your turn fir. 

Clown, This Maid will ferve my turn fir. 

Ferd, Sit I wil] pronounce your ſentence: Yeu fhill 
faft a week with Bran and W.rer, 


_— 


Porridge. 
erd. And Don Armade ſhall be your Keeper, 
My Lord Biron lee him delivet'd ore, 
And gowe Lords to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath ſo ftrongly ſworn. Exegnr. 
Bir. Ile lay my head to any good mans Hat, 
Thete oaths and Laws will prove an idle ſcorn. 
Sirra, Come On. 
Clown. | ſuffer for the truth fir : for true it is, | was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Faquenetta is a true Girl, 


Aion may one day fmile again, and untill then fit down 
lorrow. 
Entey Armalo a Braggart, and Moth his Page. 


grows melancholy ? 

Boy. A great ſign fir, that he will look (ad. 

Brag. Why ? ladneſs is one and the {elf-lame thing, 
dear lmp. 

Boy. No, no, O Lord fir, no. 

Brag. How canft thou part ſadneſs and melancholy, 
my tender 7uvenal ? 

Boy. By a familiar demonſtration of the working, my 


Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough Signior ? 
Boy. Why tender Favenal? Why tender Fuvenal ! 
Brag, 1ipoke it tender Fuvenal, as a congruent epithe- 
ton, appertaining to thy young dayes, which we may no- 
minate tender; Boy, 


CA 


- 


vaſſal ( Clow. Still me ? ) which as 1 remember, hight Co- | 


cerve the mred of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer | 


Clown. I had rather pray a Month with Mutton and | 


and therefore welcome the ſowr cup of profperity : affli- | 


Brag. Boy, What fignis it when a man of great ſpirit | 


——_—_— 
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Boy, And1 rough Signior, as an appeTtinent title t0 
your old time, which we may name tough; 

Brag. Pretty and apt. ; 

Boy. How mean you fir, I pretty and my ſaying apt ? 
or | apt, and my ſaying pretty ? 

Brag. Thou pretty, becauſe lictle, : 

Boy. Little pretty , becau!e little ; wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore apt, b:cauſe quick. 

Boy. Speak you this in my praiſe, Maſter ? 

Brag. In thy condign praiſe, 

Boy. I will praiſe an Eele with the ſame praiſe, 

Brag. What ?chat an Eele is ingenious ? 

Boy. That an Eele is quick . 

Brag. I do ay. thou art quick in anſwers, Thou 
heat'ſt my blood. 

Boy. 1 amanſwer'd fir. 

Brag. I love not to be croſt, 

Boy. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, croſſes love not him. 

Brag. | have promis'd to ſtudy ; years with the Duke. 

Boy. You may do 1t in an hour fir. 

Brag. |mpollible, 

Boy How many is one thrice told ? 

Brag-l am ill at reckoning, it fits the ſpirit of a Tapfter. 

Boy, You are a Gcntlman and a Gamefter fir. 

Brag. 1 conſeſs both, they are both the ' varniſh of 
a compleat man. 

Boy. Then Iam fure you know how much the groſs 
ſum of deuſ-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more than two, 

Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call three, Brs, True. 

Boy. Why fir is this ſuch a piece of ſtudy ? Now here's 
three ſtudied, ere you'l thrice wink, and how eaſie it is 
to put years to the word three, and ftudy three years in 
two words, the dancing-horle will tell you. 

Braz. A moſt fine figure. 

Boy, To prove you a Cypher. 

Brag. | will hereupon confeſs Il am in love: and as 
it is baſe for a Souldier to love: fo am 1 in love with a 
baſe Wench. If drawing my ſword againſt the humour 
of affetion , would deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Deſire prifoner, and ranſome 
him to any French Courtier for a new devis'd courtefie. 
{ thick tcorn to ſigh, me thinks I ſhould out-{wear 
Cupid. Comfort me doy, What great men have been in 
love? 

Boy. Hercules, Maſter. 

Brag. Moſt ſweet Hercules : more authority dear 
boy, name more z and ſweet my child, let them be men 
ot good repute and cartiage. 

Boy, Samp/on, Maſter, he was a man of good carriage , 
great carriage: for he carried the Town Gates on his 
back like a Forter; and he was in love. 

Brag. O well-knit Sempſon, ſtrong-joynted Sampſon ; 


/ I do excel thee in my Rapicr, as much as thou didit me 
in carrying Gates. I am in love too. Who was Sampſons 


Love my dear Moth ? 

Boy. A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four. 

Brag. Tell me preciſely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of the Sea-water Green, fir. 

Brag. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Boy. As I have read fir, and the beſt of them too. 

Brag. Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : but to 
have a Love of that colour, me thinks Sampſon had ſmall 
reaſon for it, He ſurely affeRed her for her wit. 

B'y. It was ſo fir, for ſhe had a green wit 

Br2o. My Love is moſt immaculate white and red. 

Boy, Miolt immaculate thoughts Maſter, are mask'd 
under ſuch colours; 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant, 

Boy. My Fathers wir, and my Mothers tongue aſſiſt 
me. 


_—_— 


Brag. Sweet invocation of a chi ; 
= . + child, moſt pretty and 

Boy, If ſhe be made of white and red; 

Her faults will ne're be known: 

For bluſhing checks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale white ſhown : 

Then if the fear, or bz too blame, 

By this you ſhall not know, 

For ſtill her checks poſſes the lame, 
Which native ſhe doth owe. 

A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 
and red, 

Brag, Is there not a ballet boy, of the King an4 the 
beggar ? 

By, The world was very guilty of ſuch a ballet, ſome 
three ages ſiace, but | think now *cisnot to he found : or 
if it were, it would neither ſerve for the writing, nor the 
tune. 

Brag. I will have that fubje& new!y writ o'ce, that 1 
may example my Cigreſſion by icme mighty preſident 
Boy, I do love that Countrey Girl that | took in the 
_ wiih the ratioaal Hind Coftard: ſhe Ceſerves 
well. 

Boy. To be whip'd, and yet a better Love than my 
Maſter. 


Brag, Sing boy, my fpirit grows heavy in love. 

Boy. And that's great marvel, loving a light Wench. 
Brag. | lay ſing. 

Boy. Forbear till this company be paſt. 


Enter Clown. Conſable, and Wench. 


Conſt, Sir, the Dukes pleaſure is, that you keep Ceſtard 
ſafe, and you muſt let him take no Celight, nor no pen- 
nance, bur he muſt faſt three dayes a week : for this 
Damſel, I muſt keep her at the Park, ſhe is allow'd fer 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exit. 

Brag. Ido bcrray my (elf with bluſhing: Maid, 

Maid. Men. 


Bnog. 1 will vilit thee at the Lodge, 

Maid. That's here by, 

Brag. I know where it is ſituate, 

Maid. Lord how wile you are. 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. 

Maid. With that face ? 

Brag. Ilove thee. 

Maid. Sol heard you lay. 

Brag. And fo farewell, 
Maid. Fair weather after you, 

ome 7aquenetts, aWay- 

Brag. Villain thou ſhalt faſt for thy offences How 
be pardoned. 


Clo. Well fir, I hope when lo it, I ſhall do it on 
a full ſtomack. 

Brag. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſhed, 

Clo. I am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Con. Take away this Villain, ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come you tranſgrefling fave, away, 

Clow. Let me not be pent up fir, I will be faft being 
laole, | 

La No fir, that were faſt and looſe 4 thou ſhalt to 

riſon. . 

Clow. Well, ifever I do fee the merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee. | 

Boy. What (hall ſome fee ? 

Clow, Nay nothing, Maſter AZth, but what they 
look upon. It 4s not for priforers to be filent in their 
words, and therefore I will ſay nothing : I thank God, | 
have as little patience as another man, and therefore | 
can be quiet, * Exit, 

Brag. I do affc& the very ground ( which is bat: _ 
where her ſhooe( which is bafer ) guided by her foor 


( which is ba{cſt) doth tread. 1 ſhall be forſworn ( which 
KR 2 is 


As 
—— 
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is a great argument of falſhood ) if 1 love. And how can 

that be true love, which is falſly attempted ? Love 1s a f:- 
miliar, L:ve is a Devil z; there is no evil Angel but 
Love, yet Sampſon was fo tempted, and he had an exce]- 
tenr ſtrength; Yet was Sol:myn fo {.duced, and he had 
a very good wit. Capids But-ſhaft is too hard for Her- 
cules Ciub, and therefore too much odds for a Spaniards 
Rapicr: the firſt and ſecond cauſe wi'l not ferve my 
turn: the Paſſado he relpetts not, the Duello he regarcs 
not 5 his diſgrace 15 to be called boy, but his glory is to 
ſubdue men. Adicu Valour, ruſt Rapier, be ſtiil Drum, 
for your manager is in love; yea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me 
ſome «x:temporal God of Riame, for | am ſure | ſhall turn 
Sonnet, Deviſe Wit, Write Pen, for I am for whole vo- 
lumes in Folio, 


Finis Attus Prims, 


c—— RE —_— — __C 


Afus Secundaus. 


Enter the Trinceſs of France, with three attending 
Ladies, and three Lords. 


Loyet, Now Mad:m fummon up your deareſt {pirits, 

Conſider whom the King vour Father tends - 
T3 whom he fends, and what's his Embaſſie, 
Your {.}f, hid precious in the worlds eſteem, 

{ To parice with iky {ole inheritour 

O! all perfeRions ti:it a man may owe, 

| Ma:chleſs Nevarre : the plea of no leſs weight 
Than Aqaitain, a Dowry for a Queen, 

Be now as proCig4] of all dear grace, 

As Natvre was in making Graces dear, 

When ſhe did ſt:rve the general world beſide, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Gocd 1,. Boyet, my beautv though but mean , 
Need not the painted flouriſh of your praile : : 
| Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 
| Not uttered by bale ſale of Chapmens tor:gues. 

| am |cf5 proud to hear you tell my worth, 
| Than you much willing to be counted wile, 
In ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 
But now to tak the tasker 3 good Boyer, 
You ate nct ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noyſe abroad Navarre hath made a vow , 
Fill painfel Rudy (hail out-wear three years, 
No woman may 27proach his ſilent Court : 

ercfore tos {eemeih it a need/ul courſe, 

Refore we enter his forbidden Gates , 

lo know his pleafure, and in that bchalf 
1 Pold of your worthinels, we ſingle you, 
As our belt moving fair Sollicitor : 

Tell him the Daughter of the Ring of France, 
On ſerious buſinets, craving quick dilpatch, 
Inportuncs perional conference with his Grace. 
Haſt, fhgnitie fo much, while we attend, 
Like humblc viſag'd Sutors his high will. 

Boyce. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. Exit 

Pr;v, £1! pride is willing pride, and your*s is to : 
Who are the Voterics my "loving Lords, that are Vow- 
fe lews with this virtuous Duke ? 

Loy. Lenoguile 1s one, 
| Frin, Roow you the man? 

1 Lad, I knew him Madamat a Marriape Feaſt, 
Between L- Perspeyt, and the beauteous heir 
Of Faque; Faulcoabridge {olemnized. 

In Normandy ſaw I this Longavie, 

A wan IF Soveraign parts he is cfteem'd : 
Wel! Fttcd in the Arts, glorious in arms: 
Nothing b<comes himill that he would well. 


| The only ſou: of his tzir Virtues giots, 


( If virtues glot> will ſtain with any foil,) 
Is a ſharp w:t match'd with tco biunt a will : 
Whole«dge hath power to cut, whote will Aill w 1's, 
It ſhould none ſpare that come within his power. 
Priz. Some merry miecking Lord, is't 6 ? 
Lad. 1, They tay fo moſt, that moſt his humours know. 
Prin. Such ſhort liv'd wits Co wither as they grow. : 
Who are the reſt ? No 
2. La1, The young Pumain, a well accomplit'd youth. ' 
Of all that Virtve love. for Virtue loved. F t 
Moſt power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill : 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape Food, 
and ſhape to win grace though he had no wit, 
| faw him atthe Duke Alanzoes or ce, 
And much too little of that good Ifaw, 
ls my report to his great worthincl:. 
Roſa. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him, a: 1 have heard a truth. 
Biron they call him, but a merrier man, | 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
| never ſpent an hours talk withall. 


ee oe eee ern EN 


His eye begets occaſion for wit, 


| 


The other turns co a mirth-moving jeſt, 
Which bis fair tongue ( conceits Expoſitor ) 


Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 


—_ —— — 
— 


That aged ears play Truant at his Tales, 
And younger hearings are quite raviſhed. 
So {weet and voluble is his diſcow le. 
Prin, Ged blels my Ladies, are they all in love ? 
That every one her own hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe ? ; 
Aa. Here comes Beyer 


| 
| 
| 
| 
» 
| 
! 
; 
For every obje& that the one doth catch, | 
| 
i 


Enter Boyet, 


Prin, Now, zow what admittance Lord ? 
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, 
Were all addreſtto meet you gentle Lady 
Bzfore | came: Marry thus | have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to beſizpe his Court, 
Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled houſe. 


Enter Navar, Longavile, Dumain, and Birone, 


Here comes Navarre. 


Nav, Fair Princets welcome to the Court of Naver. j 


Prin, Fair 1 give you b:ck again, and welcome l 
nave not yet : the roof of this Court is too high to be 
yours, end welcome to the wide fields, too batt ito be 
mine. 

Nav. You ſhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 

Pris, | will be weicome then, Condut me thitker: 

Na. Here me Cezr Lacy, | have ſworn an oath, 

Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he'll be forſworn, 

Nav, Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 

Prin, Why, will hall break it will , and nothing elfc. 

Nav, Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what it is, 

Prin, Were wy Lord to, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance, 

I hear your Grace hath ſworn out Houle-keeping : 

Tis deacly fin to keep that oath my Lord, 

And fin to break it : 

But pardon mel am toc ſudden bold, | 
To teach a Teacher ill beſeemeth me, | 
Vouchlafe toread the purpoſe of my coming, 

And {ucdenly reſolve me in my uit. 

Nav. Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 

Prin, You will the ſooner that 1 were away, 

For you'l prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 
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Bir. Did not 1 dance with you in frabant once ? 
Roſa. Did not | dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Bir, | know you did. | 
R ofa. How needleſs was it then toas the queſtion * 
Bir. You muſt not be ſo quick. "DOTY 
Rof. * Tis long of you that ſpur me with ſuch queRions. 
Bir. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faft , *twill tire. 
Roſa. Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. 
Bir, \What time a day ? 
Roſa. The hour that fools ſhould ask- 
Bir. Now fair befall your mask. 
Roſa. Fair falls the face it covers, 
Bir. And ſend you many lovers, 
Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none. 
Bir. Nay then will I be gone. 
Fer. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thouſand Crowns, 
Being but th? one half of an intire ſum, 
Disburſed by my father in his wars. 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiy'd that ſum ; yet there remains unpaid : 
A hundred thouſand more : in ſurety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the moneys worth. 
If then the King your father will reſtore. 


But that one halt which is unſatisfied, ;_ 


We will give up our right in Aquitainy 
And hold fair friendſhip with his Majeſty : 
Bat that it iſeems he little purpoſeth, 
For here he doth demind to have repaid, 
An hundred thouſand Crowns, and notdemands 
One payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 
To have his title live in Aquitarn, 
Which we niuch rather had depart withall, 
And have the money by our tather lent, 
Then Aquitain, 1o guelded as it is, 
Dear Princeſs. were not his requeſts ſo far 
From reaſons vielding, vour fair ſelf ſhould make 
A yielding *ga:nft ſome reaſon it; my breſt, 
And go well {iti-fied ro France again, 
Prin. You do the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſo unſceming to coilels receit 
Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid- 
Fer. I do proteſt Lnever heard of it, 
And if you prove it, Þle repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitain. 
Prin. We arreft your word : 
Boyer, you can produce acquitfances 
For ſuch a {um, from ſpecial Officers, 
Of Charles his Father, 
Fer. Satisfie me {o. 
Boyer. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come. 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound ; 
To morrow you ſhall have a ſight of them: 
Fey. It ſhall ſoffice me ; at which enterview, 
All liberal reaſon would 1 yield unto: 
Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand, 
As Honor, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to t''y true worthineſs, 
You may not come fair Princcfs in my gates, 
But here without you ſhall be fo receiv'd, 
As you ſhall deem your fell lodg'd in my heart, 
Though fo deni'd farther harbour in my houſe : 
Your own good thoughts excule me, ani farewe], 
To morrow we ſhall viſit you again. 
Prin. Sweet hea'th and fair delires confort your grace. 
Fer. Thy own wiſh, wiſh [I thee, in every plic-. Exe. 
Boy, Lady, | will commend you to my own heart- 
La: Ro: Pray you do my commendations, 
I would be plad to ſee it. 
Boy. I would you heard it igroan, 
L. Ro. 1s the ſoul ſick ? 


| Boy. Sick at the heart. 


And you give him for my _ but one loving kiſs: 
z 


L4. Ro. Alack let it blood. | 
Boy. Wou!'d that Co it good ? 

La. Ro. My Phyſick fayes 1. 

Boy. Will you prick'c with your eye; 
La. Ro, No poynt , with my knife. 
Boy. Now God ſave thy life. 

La. Ro. And yours trom long living. 
Bir. 1 cannot ftay thanksgiviog. E xi! 


Enter Dumain, 


Dum. Sir, | pray you a word : what Lady is that ſame? 
Boy. The heir of 4ln/on, Roſaline her name. 
Dwr. A gallant Lady,Mounfieur fare you well. Ext:. 
Enter Leng avile, | 
Long. | beſeech you a word : what is ſhe in the white? 
Boy. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the light 
Long, Perchance light in the light : I defire her name. 
Boy. She hath but one for her ſelf, 
To defire that were a ſhame. 
Lon, Pray you fir, whoſe daughter ? 
Boy. Her mothers, | have heard. 
Los, Gods bl«ſſiag a your beard- 
Boy. Good fir be not off-nded, 
She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 
Loxg. Nay. my choller is ended : 
She is a moſt ſect Lady. 
Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be- 
Enter Kiron. 
Bir. What's her name in the Cap ? 
Boy. Katherine by good hap. k 
Ber, Is ſhe wedded, or no 
Boy, To her will fir, or fo. 
Bzr. You are welcome fir, adieu, 
Boy. Farcwel to me fir, and welcome to you. Exit. 
L4. Ma. That laſt is Biron, the merry mad-cap Lotd. 
Not a word with him, but a jeſt. 
Boy. And every jcſt but a word. 
Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boy, | was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 
Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheeps marry ; 
( lips. 


Exut Long. 


And wherefore not Ships ? 
Boy. No ſheep ( ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your 
La. You ſheep and I paſture , ſhall that tinith the j:& £ 
Boy. So you grant palture for me. 

La. Not lo gentle beaft. 

My Lips are no Common, though ſeveral they be. 

Boy. Belonging co whom ? 
La. To my fortunes and me. 
Pris. Good wits will be jangling, but pentles agree. 

This civil war cf wits were much better uled 

On Navar and his book-men, for here *tis abuſed. 

Boy. If my obſervation ( which very feldome lycs 
By the hearts ill thetorick, diſcloſed with cyes ) 
Deceive me not now, Navzr is infected. 
Prin. With what ? 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affected; 
Prin Your reaſon, 
Boy. Why all his behaviours do make their retire 

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough 'delire. 

His heart like an Agot with your print impreſſed, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreſſed : 

His congue all impatient to ſpeak and not lee, 

Did ſtumble with haſt in his eye. fight to be. 

All ſenfes to that ſence did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on faireſt of fair: 

Me thought all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, 

As Jewels in Criftal for ſome Prince to buy : C glaſt. 

\Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 

Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 

His faces own margent did coat fuch amazes, 

That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazzs, 

I'le give you Agquitaiz,and all that is his, 
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Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Boyer is diſpoſed. © 

Boy. But to ſpeak that in words , which his eye, hath 
[ only have made a mouth of his eye, (diſclos'd, 
B5 adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. 

La4. Rv. Thou art an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
Skilltully. 

Lad. 1a. He is Cupids Grandfather, and learns news 
of him. 


Lad. 2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- 
th.r is but grim. 
Loy. Do you hear my mad Wenches ? 
Lad. 1. No. 
Bey. What then, do you ce ? 
Lad. 2, 1,our way to be gone. 
Boy. You are too hard for me. 


Exeunt omnes. 


— 


Aflus Tertia. 


Enter Braogart, and Boy. 
Song. 

Brag, Warble child, make paſſionate my ſenſe of 
acaring. 

By. Concolinell. - 

Brag. Sweet Ayer , go tenderneſs of years : take 
this Key, give. inlaregment to the ſwain, bring him fe- 
ſtiracly hither : | muſt imploy him in a letter to my Love. 

Boy. Will you win your love with a French braul ? 

Brag. How meancſt thou, brauling in French ? 

Boy. Nv my complcat maſter, but to jigg off a tune 
at the tongues end, canary to it with the teet, humour 
ir with turning up your eye : ſigh a note and finganote, 
ſometime through the throat : if you ſwallowed love 
with ſinging , love ſometime through the noſe, as if you 
ſnuit up love by ſmelling love , with your hat penthouſe- 
like 0*'re the ſhop of your eyes , with your arms croſt on 
your thinbelly doublet ( like a Rabbet on a ſpit) or your 
hangs in your pocker, i1ke a man after the old painting , 
and kcep not too long in one tune, buta ſnip and away: 
theſe are complements , theſe are humours , theſe betray 
nice wenches that would be betrayed without theſe ,and 
make them men of note: do you note men that moſt are 
aftcQcd ro thele ? 

Braz. How haſt thou purchaſed this experience ? 

Boy. ty my ten cf obſervation. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Bvy. The Hooty-horſe is forgot. 

Brag. Call.t thou my love Hobby-horfe. 

bey. No Maſter, the Hobby-horſe is but a Colt , and 
your Love pcrhaps, a Hackney: 

Bur have you forgot your Love? 

Brag. A'moſt | had. 

Boy.” Neglip.ent ſtudent, learn her by heart. 

Rrag. By heart, and in heart boy. 

Foy. And out of heart Maſter : all thoſe three I will 
prove. 

Brag. What wilt thou prove? 

Boy. -A man, if I live (and this ) by, in, and without , 
upon the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe your 
heart cannot come by her : in heart you love her, becauſe 
your heart is in love with her : and out of heart you love 
her, bcing out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Brag.l am all theſe three, 
coy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
,at all, | | 
. Brag. Fetch hither the Swain, he mult carry me a 
(Etter. 

Foy. A meſſage well ſympathiz'd, a Horle to beembaſ- 
{ador for an Afs. 

Brag. Ha, ha, What ſaycft thou ? 

Boy. Marry fir. you mu{t ſend the Aſs upon the Horſe, 
for he is very flow gated : but I go. 

Erag. The way is but ſhort, away. 


1 


Boy. As\wift as Lead fir, 
Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, is not Lead a 
metal heavy, dull, and flow ? 
Boy. inime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 
Brag. | ſay Lead is flow, 
Boy. You are too ſwift ir to ſay fo. 
ls that-Lead flow which is fir'd from a Gun? 
Brag. Sweet [moak of Rhetorick, 
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that*s he : 
| ſhoot thee at the Swain. 
Boy. Thump then, and 1 flee. Exit. 
Brag. A moſt acute Juvenal, voluble and free of grace , 
By thy favour ſweet Welkin, I muſt Fghin thy face. 
Moſt rude melancholly, Valour gives the place 
My Herald isreturr'd, 


Enter Page, and Clown. 


Fa A wonder Maſter, here's a (vftard broken in 
in. 

_ Arm, Some Enigma, ſome riddle, no Lenvoy be- 
Sin. 

Clow. No egma, no riddle, no Lenvoy , n6 falve, in 


the male fir, O fir, Plantan, a plain Plantan : no Lenvoy, | 


no Lenvoy, or ſalve fir, but Plantan. 

eArm, By vertue thou inforceſt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſpleen, the heaving ofmy lungs provokes me 
to ridiculous ſmiling : O pardon me my fiars, doth the 
inconſiderate take ſalve for Lenwoy, and the world Ley- 
voy for a ſalve ? 

Pag. Do the wile think them other, is not Lenvoy 
a ſalve, ( plain 

Arm. No Page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 
Now: will I begin your moral, and do you follow with 
my Lenvoy. 

The Fox, the Ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were ſtill at odds, being but three, 

Page, Until the Gooſe came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

A good Lenvoy, ending in the Gooſe : would you de 
fire more ? C flat 

Clow. The Boy hath fold him a bargain, a Gooſe, that's 
Siry your penny-Worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faſt as looſe : 

Let me fee a fat Lenvoy, I that's a fat Gooſe. 
Arma- Come hither, come hither : 
How did this argument begin ? 

Boy, By ſaying that a Co/tard was broken in a ſhin. 
Then call'd you for a Lenvyy, 

Clow. True, and | for a Plantan : 

Thus came your argument in : 
Then the boys fat Lenvoy, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And he ended the market. 

Arma. But tell me: How was there a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin? 

Pag, I will tell you ſenſibly, 

Clow. Thou haſt no feeling of it 2otb, 

I will ſpeak that Lenv:y. 
| Coſtard running out, that was ſafely within, 
Fell over the threſhold, and broke my ſhin, 

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter, 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the ſhin, 

Arm. Sirra Coſtard, | will infranchile thee, 

(low, O, marry me to one Francs, I {mell fome Zex- 
voy, ome Goole in this. 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoul, I mean, ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon 3 thou wert immured , re- 
ſtrained, captivated, bound, 

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my purgation 
and let me looſe. 

Arm. ] give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance, and 
in licu thereof , impoſe on thee nothing but this : Bear 
this ſignificant to the countrey Maid Faquenetta © there 
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is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honors 15 re- 
warding my dependants. Moth, follow —— Ex. 
Pap. Like the ſequel I, 
Signior Coſtard adiev. 
Clo. My ſweet ounce of mans fleſh, my in-cony Jew : 
Now will 1 look to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latin word for three-far- 
things : Three farthings remuneration, What's the price 
of this yncle ? i.de. no,Vle give you a remuneration: Why * 
It carries its remuneration : Why ? It isa fairer name than 
a French-Crown. 1 will never buy and fell out of this 


word. 


Enter Bzrone. 


Bir. O my good knave Coſtard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you (ir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 


a man buy for a remuneration ? 


Bir. What is a remuneration ? 
Coft. Marry fir, half penny farthing. 
Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of (ilk. 
Coſt, I thank your worſhip, God be wy you. 
Bir. O ſtay ſlave, I muft employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat. 
| Clow. When would you have it done fir ? 
Bir. O this after-noon, 
Clow. Well, I will do it fir : Fare you well. 
Bir. O thou knoweft not what it is. 
Clow. I ſhall know fir when | have done it. 
Bir. Why villain, thou muſt know it firſt- 
Clew, 1 will come to your worſhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muſt be done this after. noon, 
Hark ſlave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the Park : 
And in hcr train there is a 8:ntle Lady: 
When tongues ſpeak {weetly; then they name her name, 
And Roſaline they call her, ask for her : 
And to her white hand ſee thoudo commend 
This ſeal'd up counſel. There's thy guerdon : go. 
Clow. Guerdon, O ſweet Guerdon, better than remu- 
neration, a leavenpence-farthing better ; moſt ſweet guer- 
don. I will do it fir in print : guerdon, NOS 
| xit, 
Bir. O! and I forſoothin love, 
| that have been loves whip ? 
A very beadle to a humorous ſigh : A Critick ; 
Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. 
A domineering peCant o're the boy, 
Than whom no mortal ſo magniticent: 
| This wimpled, whining, purblind waiward boy, 
This fignior Fanio's giant dwarf, don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded arms, 
Liege of all ſoveraign of lighs and groans: 


Liege of all loyterers, and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces. 
Sole Emperator, and great general 

Of trotting Parators ( O my little heart ): 

| And Ito be a Corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a Tumb/ers hoop ? 
What ? I love! Ilſue! I feck & wife, 

A woman, thatis like a German Clock, 

Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being but a Watch : 
But being watch'd, that it may till go right, 
Nay to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all: 

And among three, to love the worſt of all, 

A whitely wanton witha velvet brow, 

With two pitch balls ſtuck in her face for eyes, 
I, and by heaven, one that will do the deed, 
Tho Argus were her Eunuch and her guard : 
And I to ſigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her, go to : it is a plague 

That C»pid will impoſe for my negleRt 


Of his Almighty, dreaCtul, little might. 
Well, 1 will love, write, ſigh, pray, tue and groan, 
Some men mult love my Lady, and tome Joan, 


—— gr 
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Attus Cuartus. 


Entey the Princeſs, a Foreſter, her Ladies, 
and her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpur*d his horſe ſo hard, 
Againlt the ſteep urrifing of the hill 2 
Boy. | know nut, but | thi..k it was not he. 
Prin. VVho ©re « was, a (how?) 2 movnting mind : 
VVell Lord.yto day we thall wave or citoutch 
+ is. 
On Saturday we will zetucn te: Fraxce. 
Then Forreſter my friend VVicre is the Briſh 
That wemuſt ftand and Pay LaEnaurtherte ti ? 
For. Hereby vpon the ecg of yoricer Coppice 
A ftand where ycu may wake the faire ſhoe, = 
Prin, 1 tharx my beauty, | zm tzir chat theor, 
And thereupon thou ſpea:ſt the faireſt ſhout, 
= 1 me, for | meant not ſo, 
r44. VVhat, what ? Firſt praiſe me, then asain ſay no. 
O ſhorr-liv'd pride. Not fair ? Flack for w : OY 
For. Yes Madan, tair, 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fair is not, praitc c:2not mend the brow. 
Here ( good my glaſs ) take this for t:lling true: 
Fair payment for foul words is more than Cue. 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inher't 
Pran. See, fee, my bearty will be fav'd by merit, 
O hereſie in fair, fit tor thele days, 
A giving hand tho foul ſhall have the praiſe, 
But come, the bow : Now niercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I ſave wy credit in the ſhoot, 
Not woundcing pity would not let :ne o'r: 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my «k:1/, 
That more for praiſe than purpoſe mt is kill, 
And out of queſtion, (© 1t i; lometimes. 
Glory grow: guilty of Cetcſted crimes, 
When tor Fames fake topraile an outward part, 
VVe bend to that, che working of rhe heatt. 
As I for praiſe alone now teck to (pill 
The poor Dears blood, that m:y heart means no ill, 
Boy, Do not curſt wives ho! that ſcl{4overaignty 
Only for praiſe fake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords o're their Lords ? 
Prin, Only for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 
To any Lady that tubdues a Lord. 


Enter Clown, 


Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 

Clow. God Gig-you-den all, pray you which is the head 
Lady ? 

Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow, by thereſt that have 
no heads. 

Clo. V'Vhich is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 

Prin. The thickeſt, and the tallef, | 
Clo. The thickeſt, and the talleſt ; it is ſo,truth is truth, 
And your waſt Miſtris, were as ſlender as my wit, | 
One a theſe maids girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. | 
Are not you the chick woman? You are the thickeſt here. 

Prin What's your will fir ? What's your will ? 
Clow.1 have a Letter from Mounfieur Birone, 
To one Lady Roſaline, 
Prin, O thy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend of 
Stand aſide good bearer. (mine- 
Boyer. Y ou can carve, 


, 
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Boy. | am bound to terve. | 
This Letter is miſtook : it importeth none here : 
[t is writ to 7Faquenett a. 

Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 
Brea! the neck of the wax, and every one give ear, 


Boyet read: 


Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible : true 
that rhou art beauteous - truth itlelf that thou art 
ove y ; more fairer than fair, beautiful than b-autious, 
;r2cr than truthit (elf ; have commileration on thy hcroical 
Vaſſ.al. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate Ring Co- 
pherua (et eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Begger 
Z:nelophon 1, and he it was that might rightly fay, Yen, 
41s, vic, VVhich to anatomize in the vulgar, O baſe and 
oblcure yulgar;vidilicet,he came,ſaw and overcamezhe came 
one;ſee two, overcame three: Who came? th: Ring, VVhy 
did hecome ? to lee. Why Cid he ſee ? to overcome. To 
whom came he? to the begger, What ſaw he ? the beg- 
ger, Who overcame he ? the bzgger, The concluſion is 
victory , On whoſe ſide? the Kings 3 the captive 1s 1n- 
rich'd 3 On whoſe ſide ? the beggers. The cataſtrophe is 
a Nuptial : On whoſe ſide? the Kings : no,on bothin one, 
or one in both: Iam the King, ( for ſo ſtands the com- 
pariſen )) thou the beggar, for 1o witneſſeth thy lowlinels, 
Shall I command thy love? I may; Shall I enforce thy 
'ove? 1 could. Shall I entreat thy love ? I will, What 
halt thou exchange for rags ? Robes : for tittles ? titles : 
for thy ſelf, me ? Thus expeQiing thy reply, I prophane 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes 0a thy pifture, and my heart 
on thy every part : 


Thine in the deareſt d ſign of induſtry, 


Don Adriana de Armado: 


Thus dot thou hear the Nemean Lion roar, 
'Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that Rtandeft as his prey - 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And he frem ſorrage will incline to play: 
But if thou ſtrive ( poor foul |) what art thou then? 
Food for his rape, repaſture for his den. 


Prin. VVhat plume of feather is he that indited this 

Lettcr ? What vain? What Weathercock ? D:d youever 
hear better ? 

Bey. 1 am much deceived, but remember the ſtile. 

Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going ore it cre while, 

Boy. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court, 
A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes ſport 
To the Prince and his Book-marcs. 

Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter ? 

Clow. I told you, my Lord. 

Prin, To whom ſhould'ſt thou give it ? 

C/ow. Frommy Lord tomy Lady. 

Prin. From which Lord to which Lady ? 

Clow. F:om my Lord Perown, a good maſter of mine, 
To a Lady: of France that he called Roſaline. 

Frin, Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come Lords away. 
Here ſweet, put up this, *twill be thine another day, 

Exenrt. 

Boy. Who is the ſhooter ? who is the ſhooter ? 

R ofa. Shall I reach you to know? 

Bey. I my continent of beauty. | 

Roſa. Why ſhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 

Pcy- My Lady goes to k.1] horns,}but if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck; if horns that year miſcarry, 
Finely put on, 

Eofo, Well then, I am the ſhooter. 

Boy. And who 1s your Dear ? 

Roſa. If we chooſe by horns; your f{c1f come not near, 

F.nely put on indeed. 
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at the broyy, 


Bdy. Evt the ber (elf is hit lower : 


Have I hit her now. 


Roſa. Shall I come upon thee with an old ſaying, that 


was a man when Ring P:ppin of France w:3 
as touching the hit it. 


Boy. So | may anſwer thee with one as 01d, that was yo- 
man when Queen Gyincve7 of Britain was alitile wenth 


as touching the hit it. 
Roſa: Thou canſt not hit it, hit it, hit ir, 
Thou canſt not hitit my good man. 
Poy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: 
And l cannot another can. 


Clo. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both 954 fit it, 
Mar. A mark miurvelluus well fot 


did hit it. 


Boy. A mark, O mark but that mark : a mark ſays my 
Let the mark havea prick inc, to meet at, if it ray bo. 
Mar. Wide a'th bow hand, i'faith your hand is ont. f 
Clo. Indeed a*'muſt ſhoot nearer, or hel ne*re hi; the þ 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your had of 
in. 
Clo. Then will ſhe get the upſhot by .cleaving the 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greafily, your lips grow | 


Clo. She's too hard for you at pricks, ſir, challenge her 


Boy. I fear too much rubbing, good night my good | 


Lacy 


clout. 


Pin, 


foul. 


to bow]. 


Ouyl. 


(!o. By my ſoul a Swain, a moſt ſimple Clown. 
Lord, Lord ! how the Ladics and ] have put him down. 
O my troth moſt ſweet jeſts, moit incony vulgar wit, | 
When it comes fo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, fo 


fit 


Armado ath to fide, O a moſt dainty man. 


To ſee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 
To fee him kiſs his hand, and how moſt ſweetly a will | 


And his Page at other ſide, that handful of wit, 


{wear : 


Ah heavens, it is a moſt pathetical nit. 
Sowla, Sowla. 


Enter Dull. Holofernes, the Pedant, and Nathaniel. 


Nath. Very reverent ſport truly, and done in the teſti. þ 


Shout within, 


mony of a good conſcience. 


Ped. The Dear was ( as you know) ſarguis in blood, | 
ripe as a Pomwater, who row hangeth like a Jewel in the 
ear of Ce!» the sky, the welkin the heaven, and znon fal- 
leth like a Crab en the face of Terra, the ſoil, the land, 


the carth. 


Curat. Nath. Truly Maſter Fi»lofernes, the cpithetes are 
([weetly varied like a ſcholar at the leaſt: but ſic 1 afſure 


ye, it was a Buck of the firſt head. 


Hol. 


Dul. *Twas not a band credo, "twas a Pricket. 

Hol, Moſt barbarous intimation : yet a kind of anſi- 
uation, aS it were in via, in Way of explication facere : :$ 
it were replication, or rather oftentare, to ſhow as it were 
his inclination after his undrefſed, onpoliſhed, uneducated, 
unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or rathereſft un. 
confirmed faſhion, to inſert again my 


Deer: 


Dal. I faid the Deer was not a haud credo, *twas a 


Pricket, 


Hol. Twice {od ſimplicity, bis coftus , O thou monſter 


Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 


ignorance, how deformed doeſt thou look ? 


Nath. Sir he hath never fed on the dainties that are 


bred in a book. 


* 


» fr they both 


haud credo for a | 
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He hath not eat paper as it were ; 

He hathnot drunk ink. 

His intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is only an animal, only 

ſenſible in the duller parts 3 and ſuch barren plants are ct 

before us, that we thankful ſhould be ; which we taſte, 

and feeling, are for thoſe parts that do fruftifie in us more 

than he, . 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet, or a 

fool 5 : ; 

So were there a patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him tn a 
School. 

But emne bene fay I, beings of an old Fathers mind, 

Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 

Dul. You two are book-men ; Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at Caizs birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hol. Dittiſſims goodman Dull, Diftiſima goodman 
Dull. 

Dull What is 4iFinna? 

Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Zfoon, 

Hol. The Moon was a month old when eAdam was no 

more. {core. 
And wrought not to five-weeks when he came to five- 
Trallnfion holds in the Exchange. 
Dull. 'Tis true inceed, the Collufion hol2s in the Ex: 
change. 
Hol. Ged comfort thy capacity, I ſay the alluſion holds 
in the Exchange. 
Dull. And | ſay the polluſion holds in the Exchange ; 
for the Moon is never but a month old ; and 1 fay belide 
that, *ewas a Pricket that the Princels kill'd. 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
Epitaph on the death of the Dear, and to humour 
the ignorant call'd the Dear, the Princets kilPd a Pric- 
ker. 
Nath. Perge good Maſter Hol ofernes, perge, fo it ſhall 
pleaſe you to abrogate ſcurrillity. 
Hol. I will ſomething efteR the Letter, for it argues fa- 
cility. 


The praiſefull Princeſs pierc'd ond prickt 
a pretty pleaſing pricker. 
Some ſay a Sore, but not 4 ſore, 
till now made ſore with ſhoot ing 
Th: Dogs did yell, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorel jumps from T bicket ; 
Or Pricket-ſore, or elſe Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Sore be ſore, then «ll to Sore, 
maies fifty ſores O ſorell ; 
Of one (ore I an hundred make 
by a1lding but one more L, 
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Ard 11 one ſhouts 


Nt». Matter Parſon, quaſs perſon 
be pert, Which is thc one ? 

Clow, Marry Maſter Schovlmaſter , he that is likeſt to 
a hogthead, 
, Nath Of perling a Llopſhead, a pood ;%cr of conceit 
n aturph of Earth, fire enough fur a Flint, Pcarl enough 
for a Swine : tis pretty, it is well. 

Jaqu, Good Maſter Parſon beto good as red me thi: 
Lerter , it was given me by Coſears, ard fent mz from 
Don Armatho. | beſeech you read it. 


Nath. Fauſte precor pelian, quaras , pecut omine ſutb- 
umbra,rumimat, and fo torth. An £0 d off Afanturs 3 
may ſpeak of thee as the traveiler doth of YVerice, #<*t 
chi, venache a, qui nm tevide, i non te piaech. Old an 
fuan, old Mamnan. Who underiiandeth thee 1 tt, ut 7* 
fol la mifa. Under pardon fir, What are the contents ? 
or rather as Jorace faies in his, What / my tuul veries, 

Hol. | fir, ai:d very learned. ; 

Nath. Let nie hear a ſtaff, a ſtanza, a verſe, Lege 

domine, 2 - 
If Love make me forſworn, how (h:ll I ſwear to love? 
Ah, never faith could ho!d, if not to beauty vowed, 
Though to my f<lt for{worn, to thee !'e farthfuly prove, 
Thoſe thoughts ro me were Oakes, :> thee lixe Ofizrs 
bowed, 
Study his byas leaves, and males his book tho 4 © 
VVhere all thoſe pleafures lize, that art would compre- 
. hend. | 
[i knowlecg be the mark. to know thee ſhall ſuffice, 
VVell learned is that tongu?, that weil can tne commend, 
All ignorant that foul, that fees thee without - wonder, 
Which isto me {ome praiſe, that 1 ihy parts admire; 
Thy eye 7oves lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, 
Which not to anger hent, is muſick, and ſweet fire. 
Celeſtial as thou art,Oh parden !ove this wrong, 
Thar ſings heavens praite, with fuck a carthly tongue, 

Pearo, Yeu find not the apoftraphes, and {> miſs the 
accent, Let me ſuperviie the cangen:t. 

Nath, Here are only numbers ratified , hut for the 
elegancy, f.cility, and colden cadence of pucſie e:ret: O 
vidins Naſo was the man. And why indeed Naſo , but 
for {:nelling out the odoriſe;ous flowers of t:ncy ? the 
jerks of invention imitary is nothing + So doth the 
Hound his maſter , the Ape his keeper , the tyred Hort- 
his rider: But Damoſells Virgin, Was this direRted to 
you ? 

7agque. | fir, from one Mounſficur Bzrone , one cf the 
ſtrange Queens Lords, 

Nath. 1 wiil overglance the ſvperſcript. 

To the ſnew-white hand of the moit brauteous Lady, Re- 


ym 4” 


{ la'ine. ] will look again on the intelle of the Letter, for 
N ath. A rare talent. ; the nomination of the party written, to 132 perfon written 
Dul. 1f a talent be a claw, look how he claws him with| unto. 

a talent. . | Tour Laliſhips 512 all deſired employment , Birone! 

Nath. This is a gift that I have ſimple ; fimple, a fooliſh | i; 

extravagant ſpirit, full of forms, figures, ſhapes, objets,} Per. Sir FHolosfernes, this E:rown is one of the Yotaries 

[deas, apprehenſions, motions, revolutions. Thele are be-| with the King , and here he hath framed a Letter to a fe- 

got in the ventricle of memory, novurifat in the womb of | quent of the ſirayger Quecns; which accidentally , or 

primater, and delivered upon the meliowing of occation ; | by the way of progreſſion , hath milcarried- Trip and 
but the gift is goodin thoſe in whom it is acute, and I am 90 my ſweet, deliver this Paper into the hand of the 

thankful for it. King, it may concern much ; ſtay not thy complement, 1 
Hol. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and fo may my P:-| forgive thy duty , adieu. | 

riſhioners, for their Sons are well tutor'd by you, and] Mid. Good Coſtard $0 with me. 

their Daughters profit very greatly under you ; you are a! Sir God ſave your life, 

good member of the common-wealth. Cof. Have with thee my gir!. F xt. 
Nath. M: bercule, It their Sor.s be ingenuous, they| Hol. Sir you have done this in the fear of God very 

ſhall want no inſtruRion 3 If their Daughters be capable, | religiouſly: and as a certain father faith ; 

I will putit co them. But Vir ſapit, q#5 parc loguitur, a| Ped. Sir, tell not me of the father, Ido fear couloura- 

foul Feminine faluteth us, ble colours. But to rcrurn to the Verles, did they plealc 

you Sir Nathaniel ? 
Nath. Marvellous well for the Pen. 
| Pea. | do dine to day at the fathers of a certain 


— 


| Enter Taquen:tt2 and the Clown 
| Taqu?. God give you good morrow Maſter Parſon, 
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Pill of mine , waere if ( being repaſt ) it ſhall plealc you to 
gratific the table with a grace, I will on my priviledge] 
have with the parents of the foretaid Child and Pupil, 
undertake your bien venuto, where Iwill prove thoſe 
Verſes to be very unlearned , neither {avoouring of Poe- 
try, Wit or lavention. I befeech your Society, 

Nath. And thank you £90 : for ſociety ( faith the text ) 
is the happinels of lite. | 

Peda, And certes the text moſt infallibly concludes it. 
zir 1 co invite you too, you ſhall not {ay me nay : Pauca 

:erba. 

Away , the gentlcs are at their game, and we will toour 


recreation, 
Exennt. 


Enter_Biron with a Paper in his band, alone. 


Biro. The King heis hunting the Dear, 
| am courſing my elf, | 

They have pitcht a Toyl, I am toyling in a pitch , 
pitch that detiles 3 defile, a foul word : Well, ſet thee 
down forrow ; for {o they ſay the fool taid, and fo tay 
I, ard I the fool : Well proved wit, By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Ajax, it kills ſheep , it kills me, I a 
'n:ep : Well proved again a my fide. 1 will not love ; 
if I du, hang me : Vfath 1 will not. O but her eye: by 
this light , but for her eye, I would not love her ; yes, for 
her to her eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but lye 
and lye in my throat. By heaven 1 do love, and it hath 
taught me to Rime, and to-be mallicholly : and here is 
part of my Rime , and here my mallicholly. Well, ſhe 
hath one a'my Sonnets already , the Clown bore it , the 
Fool ſat it, and the Lady hath it: ſweet Clown, ſweet- 
er Fool, ſweeteſt Lady. By the world , I would not care 
apin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a 
paper, God give him grace t9 groan. 

He ſtands aſide. 
Ki:g. Ay me. 

B:r. Shot by hcaven proceed {weet Cupid, thou haſt 
thumpt him with thy birdoolt under the lefc pap : in faith 
{ccrets. 

King. So ſweet a kiſs the golden Sun gives not.,. 

[o thule freſh morning drops upon the Roſe, 

As thy eye-beams when their freſh Rayes heve {mot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows» 
Nor ſhines the ſilver Moon one half fo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deep , 

As doth my face through tears of mine give light : 
Thou ſhin't in every tear that I do weep, 
Nodrop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

| So rideſt thou triumphing in my woe. | 

Do but behold the tears that fwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will ey :; 
But do not love thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glaſſes, and ſtill make me weep. 

O Queen of Queens, how far doſt thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell 
How ſhall ſh: know my griefs ; [le drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves ſhade folly. Who is he cores here ? 


Enter Longavile, The King ſteps aſide. 
Whar ! Longavile ! and reading : liſten ear, 

Bir. Now 1a thy likeneſs one more fool appcars: 

Long. Ay mc, I am forſmorn. 

Bir. Why he comes in like a perjur'd, wearing papers. 
Long. In love 1 hopes ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame. 

Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Lon. Am I the firſt that have been perjur'd fo? ( know, 
Bir. I could put thee in comfort : not by two, that I 
Thou makeſt the triumphry, the corner cap of ſociety, 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up ſimplicity. 
Lon. I fear theſe Rubborn lines lack power to move. 
O tweet aria, Emprels of my love, 

Theſe numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 


The King entreth. 


'| This will I ſend, and ſomething elſe more plain; 


Bir, O Rimes are guards on wanton Cupids hol, 
Disfigure not his ſhop. 
Lon, This ſame ſhall go. . He reads the Sonnet. | 
Did not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine eye, 
Gainſt mhon the world cannot hold argument , 
Per ſwade my heart to this falſe perjury ? 
H ows for thee broke deſerve not puniſhment. 
A woman 1 forſwore, but 1 will prove, 
Thou leing a Goddeſs, I for ſwore met thee. 
My Vw was earthy, thou a heavenly Love. 
1hy grace biting gain'd, eures all diſyrace in me, 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is , 
Then thou fair Sun, which en my carth doſt ſhine, 
Exhal'ſt this vaprur-vow; in thee it 1s : 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine : | 
If by me broke, what foo! is not ſo wiſe, | 
To loſe anoath, to win a Paradiſe ? 
Bir. This is the liver vein, which makes ficſh a deityz | 
A green Gooſe, a Goddeſs, pure, pure Idolatry, | 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o*ch* way. | 
| | 


ts... Am B, bo 


Enter Dumaine. | 
Lon. By whom ſhall I ſend this! ( Company ? ) Stay, | 
Bir, All hid, all hid, an old infact play, 
Like a demy God, here fit I in the sky, 
And wretched fools ſecrets heedfully o're eye. 
More Sacks to the Mill ! O heavens I have my wiſh, 
Dumaiz transform'd 3 four Woodcocks in a diſh. 
Dum. O moſt divine Kare. 
Bzro. O moſt prophane coxcomb. 
Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortal eye. | 
Bir. By earth ſhe is not 3 corporal, there you lye. L 
Dum. Her amber hairs for fowl hath Amber coted. 
Bir. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted, 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. 
Bir. Stoop 1 ſay, her ſhoulder is with child. 
Dum. As fair as day. 
Bir. | as ſome days, but then no ſun muſt ſhine. 
Dum. O that I had my wiſh? | 
Long. And I had mine. 
Kin. And mine too, good Lord. 
Bir. Amen, fo I had mine. ls not that a good word / 
Dum, I would forget her, but a Feaver ſhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Bir. A Feaver in your blood! why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, tweet miſpriſion. | 
Dum, Once more le read the Ode that | have writ. | 
Bir. Once more I'le mark how Love can vary Vit- 


Dumain reads his Sonnet. 
On 4 day, alack the day : 
Love, whoſe Month «s every May, 
Spi'd a bloſſome paſſing fair, 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the Velvet leaves, the wind, 
All unſeen, can paſſage find, 
That the Lover ſick to death, 
Wiſh'd himſelf the heavens breath. 
Air, ( quoth be ) thy cheeks to blow, 
Air, would I might triumph ſo. 
Kut alack my hand is ſworn, 
Ne're to pluck thee from thy throne : 
Vow alack for youth unmeet, 
Youth ſo apt 'to pluck, a ſweet. | 
Do not call it fin tn me, 
That 1 am for ſworn for thee. 
Thou for whom Jove would ſwear, 
Juno but an Ethiop were, 
Lind deny bimſelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy Love. 
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That ſhall expreſ my true-loves faſting pain, 
O would the Xixg, Biron,and Loxgevile, 
* 


wereſ 
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Were Lovers too, il] tocxample ill, 
Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur'd note : 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Lon. Dumain, thy Love is far from charity, 
That in Loves grief defir'ſt ſociety : 
You may look pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be o're-heard, and taken napping lo. —_ 
King. Come fir, you bluſh as his, your caſe is ſuch, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much, 
You do not love Maria, Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving boſome, to keep down his heart. 
I had been cloſely ſhrowded in this buſh 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh, 
| heard your guilty Rimes, obſerv*d your faſhion ; 
Saw ſighs reek from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Ay me, ſayes one ! O Fore, the other cries ! 
Her hairs were Gold, Cryftal the others eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth, 
And Fove for your Love would inſcinge an oath, 
What will Birone ſay when that he ſhall hear 
A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear ? 
How will he {corn ? how will he ſpend his wit ? 
1] How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did lee, 
[ would not have him know fo much by me: 
Bir. Now ſtep I forth to whip hypocriſie. 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, What grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe worm: for loving, that are moſt in love ? 
Your cves do make no couches in your tears, 
Thiczc 150 certain Princels that appears. 
You'll not be perjur'd, *tis a hateful thing : 
Tuſh, none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting, 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, 'are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o're ſhot ? 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did ſee : 
Burt I a Beam do find in each ot three. 
O what a Scene of fool'ry have 1 ſeen, 
Of ſighs, of groans, of ſorrow, and of teen ? 
O me, with what tri patience have I ſat, 
To ee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 
To ſee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 
And profound Solomon tuning a Jygge ? 
And Neſtor play at puſh-pin with the boyes, 
And Cr:itick Tymon laugh at idle toyes. 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Duran, 
And gentle Longavile, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my Lieges ? all about the breaſt. 
A Candle hoa / 
Kin. Too bitter is thy jeſt, 
Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ? 
Bir. Not you by me, but I betrayed to you. 
[ that am honeſt, I that hold it fin 
To break the vow | am ingaged in. 
I am betray'd by keeping company 
With men, like mcn 'of ſtrange inconſtancy, 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in rime ? 
Or groan for Fon? or ſpend a minutes time 
In pruning me? when ſhall you hear that I will praiſe a 
hand, a foot , a face, an eye: a gate ,a ſtate, a brow, a 
breaſt, a waſt, a leg, a limb? 
Kin. Soft, whither away ſo faſt ? 
A true man, or a thief, that gallops fo. 
Bir. 1 poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. 
Enter Faquenetta, and Clown. 
Faque. God bleſs the king. 
Kin. What Preſent haſt thou there ? 
Clo. Some certain treaſon. 
Kin, What makes treaſon here ? 
Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 
K*n, If it mar nothing neither, ; 
The treaſon and you go in Peace together. 


_—_— 


| 


Jaque. | beleech your Grace let this Letter be read, 

Our perſon miſdoubts it : it was treaſon he laid. 

. -Km. Birone, read it over, He reads the Litter. 

Where hadft thou it ? 

Jaque. Ot Coftard. 
Kin, VVhere hadſt thou it ? 
Coſt. Oi Dun A dramadio, Dun /dramadie. 

. Kis. How now, what mean you? why doſt thou tear 
Bir, A toy my Liege, 

fear it. 
Loyg. It did move him to p:ſſion, and' therefore ler. 

hear it. 
Dum. It is Birones writing, and here is his name. 

-_ Lethon — loggerhead, you were born to 
Bar. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeſ; i 
King Wh Y s guirty s, I confeſs 
Bir. That you three fools, lackt me fool, to make up 

the mel. 

He, he, and you* and you my Liege, and I, 

are pick-pur{cs in Love, and we deferveto dye. 

OGiimifs this audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is even, 
Ber, True, true, we are four : will theſe Turtles be 
gone? 

; Kin. Hence firs, awa | Exit 
Clo. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traytors ſtay 
Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace: * 

As true we are as fleſh and blood can be. 

The Sea will ebb and flow, heaven wil! ſhew his face: 

Young blood doth not obey ar old decree. 

We cannot crols thc cauſe why we were born : 

Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſwern. 

' King. What did theſe rent line; ſhew ſome love of 

—_T. --:- ( Roſa'me, 
Bir. Did they, quoth you? Who fees the heavenly 

That (like a rude and ſavage man of Inde) 

At the firſt openiag of the gorgeous Eaſt, 

Bows not his vallal head, and firucken blind, 

Kifſcs the baſe ground with obedient treaſt ? 

VVhat peremptsty Eagli-ſighred eyc 

Dares 'ook upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her M:ijefty 2 
Kin. What z:ai, what fury hath icfſpir*d thee now ? 

My Love (her Millris) is a grac:cus Moon, 

She ( an attending Star) ſrarce teen alight. 

Bir. My eyes arc then n' eves, nor | Birore, 

O but for my Love, day would turn to night, 

Of all complexions the culP© foveraignty, 

Do meet as at a Fairin her Fair cheek, 

Where ſeveral Worthies make one Cignity, 

Where nothing wants, that wanc it ſelfdoth ſeek. 

Lend me th? flouriſh of all gentle rongues, 

Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not, 

To thing of fale,a ſellers praile belongs : 

She paſles praite, then praiſc too ſhort doth blot. 

A withere@ Hermite, five ſcore wintcrs worn, 

Might ſhake off fiſty, looking in het eye : 

Beauty doth varnith 4. ge, as if new born, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 

O*cis the Sun that maketh all things ſhine: 

Kin. By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony. 
Bir. |s Ebony like her ? © worddivine ? 

A Wife of ſuch Wood were felicity. 

O who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may (wear beauty doth beanty lack, 

If that ſhe learn not of her eye to look: 

No face is fair that is not full ſo black. 

Kin. O paradox, black as the badge of hell, 

The hue of Dungeons, and the ſchool of Night : 

And beauties creft becomes the heavens well. 

Bir. Devils ſooveft tempt reſembling ſpirits of Light. 

O, if ia black my Ladies brow be deckr, 


a toy: your grace needs not 
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| It mourns, that painting and uſurping hair Above their funRtions and their Offices, 

j Sheuld raviſh dotcrs with a falſe afpe : [t adds a precious ſceing to the Eye : 

( And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair- A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 
Her favour turns the faſhion of the dayes, | A Lovers ear will hear the loweſt found. 


- — — 


—— — ——— 


! For native Bluod is counted painting now : 


Aid therefore red that would avoid difpraile, 
Paints its {elf black, to imtate her brow. 
Da. To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 


When the {u[pitious head of Theft is opt, 

Loves feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 

Than are the tender Horns of Cockled Snayles, 
Loves Tongue proves dainty Batchas, groks in taſte ; 


For Valour, is not Love a Hercules ? 

Still climing trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtil as a Sphinx, as {weetand muſical, 

As bright Appol/s*s Lute, ſtrung with his Hair. 
And when Love ſpeaks, the voice of all the gods, 
Make Heaven drowſie with the Harmony, 

Never durft Poet touch a Per+ to write, 
Until his Ink were tempred with Loves ſighs : 

O then his Lines would raviſh ſavage Ears ; 
And plant in Tyrants mi!d humility. 
From Womens Eyes this Doctrine 1 derive : 
They ſparkle ſtill che right Promethean fire, | 
They are the Books, the Arts, the Academes, 

That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the World : | 
Etfe none at all in ovghr proves excellent - | 
Then Fools you were theſe Women to for{wear. 

Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools, 

For wiſdoms fake, (a word that o!l men love) 

Or for Loves fake, a word that loves all men : 

Or for Mens lake, the Author of theſe Women, 

Or Womans fake , by whom we men are meo, 

Let us once lofe our oaths, to find our ſelves; 

Or elfe we loſe our ſelves, to keep our Oaths. 

WEED | It is Religion to be thus forfworn, 

1 For Charity it ſelf fulfills the Law ; 

*and who can ſever Love from Charity ? 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field, 
Flar Treaſon *paintt the Ringly ſtat of youth. ' Bir, Advance your ſtandards, and upon them Lords : 
Sav, Can you faſt ? your Romacks are-too young - Pell, mell, down with them : but be firſt advis'd, 
And ebRtinence ingenders maladies. _  _ | in corflitthat you get the Sun of them. 

and where thai you have,vow'd to ſtady ( Lords) Lon. Now to plain dealing, lay theſe glczts by, 
in that each of you have forſworn his Book. Shall we reſolve to wooe thele Girls of France, 

Can you $11] dream and pore, and thereon look ? Kin. And win them too; therefore let us deviſe, 
For wher would you, my Lord or you, Some entertainment for them at cheir Tents. 

Have found the ground of Rudies Excellence, Bir. Firſt from the Park let us conduR them thither, 
\Withou: the Beauty of a Womans face 3 Then homeward every man attach the hand 

From Womens eyes this Do&ine | derive, Of his fair Miſtreſs : in the Afternoon 

They are the Ground, the Books, ,the Academs, We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them : 

From whence doth ſpring the true Promethear fire. Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape, 

Why, univertal plodding, poyſons up For Revelts, Dances, Masks, and merry hours, 

The nimble Spirits in the arteries , | Forerun fair Love, Rtrewing her way with Flowers, 

As motion and long aRtion tires Kin. Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 

The f.:nowy vigour of the Traveller. That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Now for not looking on a Womans face, Bir. Alone, alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corn, 
You have in that fortworn the uſe of Eyes : and Jiltice always whirls in equal meafure : 

And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. Light Wenches way prove plagues to men forſworn, 
For where is any Author in the World, it fo, our Copper buys no better Treaſure. 

Teaches fuch B-auty as a Womans Ee : 
L-arning is but an adjunRt to our ſelf, 

And where we are, our Learning likewiſe is. 
Th.n when our {clyes we fee in Ladies Eyes, 

Do we not likewiſe ſee our Learning there ? 

O, we have made a Vow to tudy, Lords, 

AC in that vow we kave forſworn our Books : 
For when wouid you (my Liege) or you, or you, 
ln Le-Qcncontemp. ation have found out 

5uch Gery Numbers as the prompting Eyes 

O! Beautics tvicrs have enrich'd you with ? 


Lon. Ard fince her time, are Colliers counted bright.. 
' | King. And Ethiops of their ſweet complexion crack. 
Duz:. Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is light. 
| Bir, Your Miſtrcfi-s dare never come intfain, 
For fear their Colours ſhould be waſht away. . 
Fin. *T'were g09d yours did : for ſit to tell you plain, 
le find afaircr tace not waſht to day. 
Rir, Vle prove her fair, or ralk till Daoms-day here. 
Kin, No Devil will fright thee thtn fo much as ſhe. 
Dum. | never knew man hold vile ſtuff. fo dear. 
Len. Look, here's thy love, my foot and her face ice. 
Kir. O if the fireets were paved with.thine Eyes, 
Her feet were much too. dainty for ſuch tread. 
Dum. O vile, then as ſhe gocs, what upward lyes ? 
Th- itreet ſhould ſee as ſhe walk'd over Head. 
Kin. But what of this, are we not all in Love ? 
Pir. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forfworn. 
Kin. Then leave this chat, and good Birone nowprove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not tort, | R 
Dam. | marry there, ſome flatt.ry for'this evil. 
Long, O ſome authority how to proceed, 
| Some tricks, ſome quilters, how to cheat ihe devil. 
Dum. Some laive for Perjury. 
Fer. O *tis more than need. ca 
Hays 2: you then affeGivns, men at atms, | 
Confticy what you firſt did ſwear unto : 
To i2ft, to fudy, and toſee no Wothan : 
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Adtus Quartus. 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, axd Dull. 


Ped. Sath quid ſufficit. 
Cur. I praile God for you fir, your reaſons at Dinner 
have been ſharp and ſententious : pleaſant without ſcur. 


Other flow Arts entirely keep the brain z 
And therefore 3:ding barren praCtifers, 
Scarce ſhew a harveſt of their heavy toyle. 
But Love firſt le.rned ia a Ledies Eyes, 
Lives not aloneimmured in the brain : 

But vith the motion of all Elements, 
Courſes as ſwifras thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double powcr, 


— 
-- _— - 


| 


rillity, witty without affe@ation, audacious without im- 
pudency, learned without opinion, and Rtrange without 
Herefie : I did converſe this quondaw day with a compani- 
on of the Kings, who is intuuled , nominated or called, 
Don Adriano de Armatho. _ 

Ped. Novi hominem tanquam te, His humour is lofty, 
his diſcourle peremptory 4 kis Tongue filed, his Eye am- | 
bitious z his Gate Majeſtical, and his general behaviour 

| vain, 
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Rad FER 
vain, ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is too picked, too ſpruce, roo 
affected, roo ode, as it were, roo peregrinare, as I may call ir. 

Curat. A moſt ſingular and choice: Epither, 

Draw's out his Table-book, 

Ped. He draweth out the rhred of his verboſity, finer than rhe 
{taple of his argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical phanraſms, ſuch in- 
ſociable and point deviſe companions, ſuch rackers of ortagraphy, 
asro ſpeak dour tine, when he ſhould ſay donbr; der,when he ſhould 
pronounce debt; debr , nor der: he cleperh a Calf, Cauf: hatt, 
hauf : neighbour vocatur nebour z neigh abreviared ne : this is ab- 
hominable, which we would call abominable : it infinuateth me of 
infamy : ne intelligis domune, to make frantick, lunanick. 

Cura. Laus d'eo, bene imtelligo. 

Peda. Bome boon for boon preſcian, a line» ſearch, 'twill ſerve, 

Enter Braggart, Boy. 

Curat. Vies-ne quis venit ? Peda. Video, © gaudeo. 

Brag. Chirra. Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace well incountred. 

Peda. Moit milirary fir, faluration. 

Boy They have been ar a great feaſt of Languages,&ſtole rhe ſcraps. 

Clo. O they have lived long on the alms-basker of words. I marvel 
thy Maſter hath not eaten thee for a word, for thou art nor {o long by 
the head as honorificabilitudinitaribus : Thou arr-cafier (walLowed 
than a flap-dragon. Page. Peace, the peal begins, 

Brag. Monheur, are you nor l:trered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the Horn-book : 

Whar is Ab fſpeld backward with the horn on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a hora added. 

Pag. Ba moſt filly Sheep, with a horn : you hear his learning. 

Peda Quis quis, thou Conſonarit ? ; 

Pave The laſt of the five vowels, if you repeat them,or the fifth if I, 

Peda | will repearthem : ae T. 

Page The Sheep, the other t'vo concludes it © u, 

Brag. Now by the ſalt wave of the medireraneum, a ſweet turch,a 
quick venew of wit, ſnip ſnap, quick and home, it rejoiceth my inte!- 
lect, rrue wit. 

Page Offered by a child ro an old man : which is wit-old. 

Peda Whar is the figure? Whar is the figure ? Page. Horns, 

Peda Thou diſputeſt like an Infant : go, whip thy Gigg. 

Page Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip abour 
your infamy unum citaa gigg of a Cuckolds horn. 

Clown And I had bur one penny in rhe world, thou ſhouldſt have 
it to buy Ginger-bread : Hold, there is the very Remuneration I had 


diſcretion. O, and the heavens were ſo pleaſed, rhar thou wert bur 
my Baſtard ; What a joyful farher wouldſt thou make me ? Go to, 
thon haſt ir ad dunghil, at the fingers ends, as they ſay. 

Peda Oh, I (mell falſe Latin, dunghel for unguem. 

Brag. Art{-man preambulat,we will be ſingled trom the barbarous. 
Do you not educate youth at the Charge-houſe on the rop of the 
Mountain ? Peda Or Mons on the hill. 

Brag. Ar your ſweet pleaſure, for the Mountain, 

Peda 1 do jans queſtion. 

Brag. Sir, it is the Kings moſt ſweer pleaſure and aftection, ro 
congrarulate the Princeſs at her Pavillion, in che poſterzors of this 
day, which the rude mulrirude call the atter-noon. 

Peda The poſterior of the day, moſt generous fir, is liable. con- 
gruent; and meaſurable for the after-noon : the word 1s well culd, 
choice, ſweet, and apt, I do aſſure you fir, Ido aſſure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, I do 
aſſure ye very good friend : for what is inward between us, let it 
paſs. I do beſeech thee, remember thy currteſie. I beſeech thee ap- 
parel thy head : and among other importunateand molt ſerious de- 
ligns, and of great import indeed too :- bur ler that paſs, for I mutt 
rell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (by the world) ſomeume ro lean 
upon my poor ſhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally with my 
excrement, with my muſtachio ; bur, ſweer heart, let that paſs. By 
the world I recount no fable, ſome certain ſpecial honours it pieat- 
erh his Greatneſs ro impart to Armado a Souldier, a man of travel, 
that hath ſeen the world: bur let thar paſs: the very all of all is: bur 
ſweer hearr, I do implore ſecrecy, that the King would have me 
preſent the Princeſs (ſweer chuck) with ſomedelightful oftentation, 
or ſhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work : Now underſtanding 
that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good rt ſuch eruprions, and 
ſudain breaking our of mirth (as it were) 1 have acquainted you 
withal, to the end ro crave your atliſtance. 

Ped. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Worthies. Sir Ho- 
lofernes, as concerning ſome entertainment of rime, tome ſnow in 
the poſterior of this day, to be rendred by our atliſtantsat the Kings 
command ; and this molt gallant, illuſtrare and learned Gentleman, 
before the Princeſs : I ſay none 1o fit to preſent the Nine Worthies. 

Curate Where will you find men worthy enough to preſent them ? 

Ped. Joſua, your (elf: my ſelf, and rhis gallant gentleman 7adas 
Machabeus, this Swain ( becauſe of his great limm or joint ) thal! 
paſs Pompey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Braz. Pardon fir, error : he is not quantity enough for that 
Worthies thumb, he is not fo big as the end of his Club, 

Ped. Shall I haveaudience2 he thall preſent Hercutes in minority : 


his enter and exie ſhall be ſtrangling a Snake ; and I will have an 
Apology for rhar purpoſe. ; 
Paz. An excellent device: ſo if any of rhe audience hifs, you may 


of thy Maſter, thou half-penny purſe of wir, thou Pidgeon-egg of | 
' My favour were as grear, be witneſs this. 


i 


cry, Well done Hercules, now thou crutheit rhe Snake ; that is the 
Way ro make an offence gracions, tho few have the grace ro dot 
Brag. For the rett of the Worthics 2 ws bt” 
Ped. I will p-ay three my (cit, Pas. Thrice worthy Centiemar: 
Brag. Shal! | tel] you a thing ? Ped. We arrend. 
_ will have,if this fatge not an Antique. befeech you follow. 
By xd. rior a yang on P0icenno word all this while. 
; ne nenner tr, 
Ped. Alone, we wi!l emp'oy thee 
Dull. Vie make one in — on an ſo : THE hk 
to the Worthies, and let th — - wn "ol CEA IEARAAY 
Ped. Mom « Frend-y 1Em dance t ie hey. 
&4. Mot Duz, honett Duf. to our ſport away, Exit | 
ERS Enter Prince 5, and Ladies. 
"4m. yweet hearts, we thall be rich ere we dc "Arr, 
If fairings come thus pientituily in. : 
A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds ; look yon, whar I kave ton 
rhe King. | Roſa. Madam, came nothing elte a:0ng w:tlr that 
Prin. Nothing bur this: yes, as much love in Rimc 
As woul be cram'dup in a theer of paper 
Writ on borh fides rhe ieat, marzgenr and all 
Thar he was fain to ſeal on Cupid: name. 
Roſa. Thar was the w ay to make his 20d-head wax 
For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 
Kath, I, and a threwd mihappy gallows too, 
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Roſa. You'll ne're be friends with him, a ld your filter. 


Kath He made her melancholy, fad aud heavy, 
And (0 the died; had ſhe been light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry nimble itirring fpirir, | 
She might have been a Grandam ere ſhe died. 
And ſo may you; Four a light heart lives lonz. | 
Roja. Whar's your dark meaning mouſe of this light wo 4: 
Kath A lighr condition in a beauty dark. 
Roſa. We need more light ro find yuur meaning Our. 


Kath. You'l mar the light by taking ir in fautt : | 
Therefore Ile darkly end the argument. 
Roſ. Look whar you do, you do it ttill i'th dark. 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 
Rof. Indeed I weigh nor you, and therefore light. 
Kat. You weigh menor, O that's you care not for me, 
Ref. Great reaſon: for paſt care, is ftill palt cure. 
Pr;n. Well handled both; a ſer of wit well played. 
But Roſaline you have a favour roo? Who ſent ut ? and what is it : 
Ro/. I would you knew. 
And if my face were bur as fair as yours, 


Nay I have Verſes too, I thank Birone, 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I were the faireſt goddeſs on the gronnd. 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand fairies. 
O he hath drawn my picture in his lerrer. 
Pri. Any thing like ? Rof. Mach in the letters,cothingin the praiſe. 


Kat. Fair as a text B in a Copy-book. 

Ro}. Ware penfils. How 2 let me nor die your debtor, 
My red Dominical, my goiden letter. 
O rhar your face were tull of Oes. 

Prin. A pox of thar jeſt, and I beſhrew a!! throws : 
Burt Katharins what was fcnt to you 


From fair Dumain ? Kath. Madam, this Glove, | 


Prin. Did he not fend you twain ? | 
Kath. Yes Madam ; and moreover, 
Some rhouſand Verſes of a faithful Lover. 


A huge rtrantlation of hypocrife, 
Vildly compil'd, profound tmplicity. 


Mar. This, and theſe Pearls, to me fent Lon ave, 
The letter is roo 1ong by halt a mile. - 
Prin. I think no lefs 3 Doſt thou nor wiſh in heart 
The Chain were longer, and the lerrer ſhort ? 
Mar. I, or I would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wiſe girls, to mock our love! ; 0. 
Ro. They are worſe fools to purchaſe mocking (o. 
Thar fame Bzrone Ile torture ere I] go; 
O thar I knew he were but in by tl'week, 
How I would make him fawn, and bez, and feek, 
And wair the feafon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal wirs in bootle(s rimes, 
And thape his ſervice all ro my behetcs, 
And make him proud ro make me proud with jeits. 
So pertaunt like would I o're(wfy his ſtate, 
Thar he ſhould be my fool, and I his fare. 
Prin. None are fo ſurely caught, when they are carch'd, 
As wit turn'd fool ; folly in wiſdom harch d, 
Hath wiſfdoms warranr, and the help of School, 
And wits own grace to grace alearned Fool. 
Roſ. The blood of yourh burns nor in ſuch excets, 
As gravities revolt to wanronnels 


Mar. Folly in fools bears not {0 {krange a note, 
As foo"ry inthe Wite, when wir doth dote; 
Since all the power thereot ir doth apply, 

To prove by Wir, worth in hmpſicity. 


[ Enter | 
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Enter Bnyer. 
Prin. Here comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 
Boy. O, I am ttab'd with laughter, Where's her Grace ? 
Prin. Thy news Boyet ? Boy. Prepare Madam, prepare- 
Arm Weuches arm, incounters mounted are 
Azain{t your peace, Love doth approach, diſguisd : 
Armed in arguments, you'll be farpris d. 
Matter your Wits, ſtand in your own defence, 


Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flye hence. 


| Pr2n. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid ; What are they 


———— > > ee. 


—— 
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| Thar chargeth their breath againft us ? Say ſcour, ay. 
) By. Under the cool ſhave of a Sycamore, 
I thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome halt an hour ? 
When lo to interrupt my purpos'd relt, 
Toward thar ſhade I might behold addreſt 
The Kinz and his companions ; wartly 
| I {tolc into a neighbour thicker by, 
| And over-heard, what you ſhall over-hear : 
That by and by diſguis'd rhey will be kere. 
Their Herald is a prerty knaviſh Page, 
| That well by heart hath con'd his embaſlage, 
Action and accent did rhey reach him rhere. 
Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and rhns thy body bear. 
And ever and anon they made a doubr, 
Preſence majeltical would pur him our : 
For, cuoth the King, an Angel ſhalr thou ſee ? 
| Yet fear not thou, bur ſpeak audacioully. 
' The Boy rep/z'd, an Angel is not evil; 
I ſhou'd have teard her, had ſhe been a Devil. 
' With that all lauzh'd, and clap'd him on rhe ſhoulder, 
Mikinz the bold wag by their praiſes bolder. 
One rub'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and (wore, 
A betics (peech was never ſpoke betore. 
Another with his tinger, and his thnmb, 
Cry'd v4, we will do'r, come what will come. 
Che third he caperd and cryed, All goes wel]. 
The fourth rucn'd on the roe, and down he fell ; 
With that they ail did rumble on the ground, 
With tuch a zealous laughter, fo protound, 
Thar in this ſpleen ridiculous, appears, 
To check their folly pa{ltons, ſolemn tea;'s. 
Prin. Bur what, but whar, come they to viſit us ? 
Boy. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 
Like Myſcovites, or Ruſſians, and I guels, 
[heir pnrpole is to parlee, court, and dance, 
And every one his Love-fear will advance 
Unto his ſeveral Miltre(s : Which rhey'll know 
By favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 
Prin. And will they ſo? rhe Gallants ſhall be rast 
For Ladies , we will every one be maskt: 
And not a man of them ſhall have rhe grace 
Deſpizhr of ſure, to ſee a Lackes face, 
Hold Roſa/me, this Favonr thou ſhalr wear, 
And then the Kinz will court thee for his Dear : 
Hold, rake thou this my ({weer, and give me thine, 
| So tha!l Bron rake me for Roſatine. 
And chanze your Favours too, fo ſhall your Loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe removes. 
Rof. Come on then, wear the favours moſt in {1zhr. 
Kth. Bat in this changing, Whar is your intent ? 
Pin. The effect of my intent is ro crols theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is onely my intenr, 
; Their (evera! Counſlels they unbofom ſhall 
To Loves miſtook, and fo be mockr withal: 
lLpon the next occaſion rhat we meet 
With Vilages diſplayed ro talk and greet. 
Rof. Bur thall wedance, if they delire us ro'; ? 
Prim. No, to the death we will not move a toor, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace * 
But while 'tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 
Boy Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 


; And quite divorce his memory from his part. 


Prin. Theretore I do ir, and I make no doubr, 
The reit wil! ne're come in, if he be our, 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrown ;_ 
To make rheirs ours, and ours none but our own z 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended game, 
And they well mockr, depart away with ſhame, 

Boy. The Trumpet ſounds, be mas%r, the maskers come. 
Enter Blackmoors with muſick,, the Boy with 'a fp:ech, and the 
reſt of the Lords diſauſed. 

P.z9. Al hail, the richeſt Beauties on the earth. 

B:r. Beauties no richer than rich Taftara. 

Pag. A holy parcel of the faireſt dames that ever turn'd their bacl.s 
to mortal views. The Ladies turn their back ro him, 

Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes. 

Paz. That ever turn'd their cyes to mortal views. Out. 

B:r. True, ont indeed. 

Pg. Out of your favours heavenly ſpirit, vouchſafe not to behold. 


Sound. 
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B:;r. Once ro beho!d, rozue. 
P 17. Once t9 bevold with YOu fun veamed-0v05 
W.th your ſun-veamed eves. 
Bir, They will not an(wer to thar Epithete, 
You were beſt call it Daughter-beamed eycs. 
Paz. They donor mark me, and that brings me our. 
Bir Is rhis your perfectnets ? be gone von rogue. 
Ro. What won'd theſe {tcangers / 
Know their minds Boyer, 
If they do tpealt our language, 'ris our will 
Thar ſome ptain man recount their purpoſes. 
Know whar they would / 
Boy. What would you with the Princeſs 2 
Bir. Norhinz bug peace, and gentle vititation. 
Ro/. Whar would rhey, tay they ? 
Boy. Norhing bur peace, and gentle viſication. 
Ro/. Why thar they have, and bid them 6 be 
Boy. She lays you have ir, and you may be gone, 
Kin. Say to ter we have meaſured many miles, 
Torread a meatnre with you on the vrafs, 
Boy. They ſay thar they have meatured many a mic 
To tread a meature with you on this vraſs. 
Rof. Ir is not fo. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If they have meaſured many, 
Fhe meaſure then of one is catily told. | 
Boy. It ro come hither, you have meaſur'd mites, 
And many annes : the Princels bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one mile ? 
Bir, Tell her we meature them by weary eps, 
Boy. She hears her ſelf. Ro. How mauy weary ſteps 
Of many weary miles you have ore-gone, 
Are numbred in the travel of one mile 2 
Bir. We number norhing that we ſpend for you, 
Our dury is to rich, fo infinite, 
| Thar we may do it till withour accompr. 
| Vouchſafe ro ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
| Thar we (like ſavages) may worthip it. 
{ Rof. My face is bur a moon, and clouded too. 
| Kz#. Blefled are clouds, ro do as ſuch clouds do. 
| Vouchſafe bright Moon on theſe thy ſtars ro ſhine, 
| ( Thoſe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 
Ro/. O vain petitioner, beg a greater martrer, 
Thou now requeſts bur Moon-ſhine in the water. 
Kin. Then in onr meaſure, vouchiafe but one change; 
Thou bialt me beg, this begging is nor ſtrange. 
Ref. Play muſick then; nay you mult do ir ſoon, 
Not yer no dance; thus change I like the moon. 
Kin. Will you nor dance; How come you thus eſtranged ? 
Roſ. You rook the Moon ar full, bur now ſhe's changed. 
Kin. Yet till ſhe isthe Moon, and I the Man. 
Ro. The mulick plays, youchſafe tome motion ro it ; 
Our ears vouchſafe it. K7n. Bur your legs ſhould do ir. 
Rof. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll norbenice, rake hands, we will nor dance, 
Kin Why rake you hands then ? 
Ro/. Onely ro part friends. 
Curt'fie ſweer hearts, and fo the Meaſure ends. 
Kin. More meaſure of this meaſure; be nor nice. 
Rof. We can afford no more ar ſuch a price. 
Kn. prize your ſelves then ; what buys your company ? 
Ro/. Your abſence onely. Kin. That can never be. 
R2/. Then cannor we be bouzhr ; and fo adien, 
Fwice to your Vitor, and half once ro you. 
Kzn. It you deny to dance, ler 's hold, more char. 
Ro/. In private then. Kin. I am belt pleas'd with thar. 
B:r., Whire-handed Miſtriſs, one ſweer word with thee. 
Prin, Hony, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three. 
B:r. Nay then ewo rreys, and if you grow fo nice; 
Merhegline, Wort, and Malmſey ; well run dice : 
There's half a dozen ſweets. 
Prim. Seventh ſweer adieu, fince you can cog. 
L le play no more with you. Bir. One word in ſecret. 
Prin Letit nor be ſweet. Bir. Thou griev'it my gall, 
Prin. Gal!, birrer. B:r. Therefore meer. 
Di. Will you vouchſafe with me ro change a word ? 
Mar. Name it. Dum- Fair Lady : 
Mar. Say you fo ? Fair Lord ; Take you that for your fair Lady, 
Dm. Pleale it yon, As much in private, and Ile bid adieu. 
Mar. Whar, was your vizard made withour a tongue ? 
Long. I know the reaſon Lady why you ask. 
Mir. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, I long. 
Long. You have a double rongue within your mask, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs vizard half. 
Mar. Veal quoth the Dutrch-man ; is not Veal a Calf? 
Long A Calf fair Lady. Mar. No, a fair Lord Calf, 
Long. Let's part the word. Mar. No, .Ile not be your half; 
Take ail and wean it, it may prove an Ox. 
Long. Look how you But to your (elf in theſe ſharp mocks. 
Will you give horns chaſt Lady ? Do not (o 
Mar. Thendie a Calf before your horns do grow, 
Long. One word in private with you ere I die, 


PER 


Ti p4 by 
L 4 . 


% 


Mar. Blear 


"_ 


" —  _ 


—_—_— 


Love's Labour's loſt. 


125 


Mar. Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher hears you cry- 
Boy. "The tongues of mocking Wenches are as keen 
Asis the Razors Edge inviſible : 
Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be ſcen, 
Above the ſence of ſence ſo ſenſible : _ ES 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits haye wings, 
Fleeter than Arrows, Bullets, Wind, thought, ſwifter things. 
Roſ. Not one word more my Maids, break off, break 
off, 
Bir. By Heaven all dry beaten with pure ſcoff. : 
Xin, Farewel mad Wenches, you have ſimple Wits. 
Exeunt. 
Prix. Twenty Adieus my frozen Moſcouiter 
Are theſe the breed of Witsfb wondred at ? 
Boy. Tapers they are, with your {weet breaths puſt 


out. 

Roſ. Well-liking Wits they have, groſs, grols, fat, fat. 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout. 
Will they not (think you ) hang themtelves to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards ſhew their faces. 
This pert Birone was out of count'nance quite. 
Roſ. O ! They were all in lamentable caſes: 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
Prin, Birone Gid {wear himſelt out of all ſuit: 
Mar. Dumaine was at my Service, and his Sword : 
No point ( quoth I : ) my Servant ftraight was mute, 
Kat. Lord Longavile ſaid | came o're his Heart ; 
And trow you what he call'd me ? 
Prin, Qualm perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith» 
Prin. Go Sicknels as thou art. 
Roſ. Well, better wits have worn plain ſtatute caps, 
But will you hear , the King is my Love ſworn. 
Prin. And quick Birone hath plighted faith to me« 
Kat. And Longarzile was for my S:rvice born. 
Mar. Dum11n 15 mine as {ure as bark on Tree. 
Boy. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſſes give ear, 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own ſhapes : for it can never. be, 
They will digeſt this harſh Indignity: 
Prin. Will they return ? 
Biy. Theywill, they will, God knows, 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with Blows : 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet Roſes, in this Summer Air. 
Prin. How blow ? how blow? ſpeak to be under- 
ſtood. 
Boy. Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their bud : 
Diſmaskt , their damask ſweet comixture (ſhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Roſes blown, 

Prin. Avaunt perplexity : What ſhall we do, 
If they return in their own ſhapes to woo? 

Roſ: Good Madam, if by me you'l be advis'd, 
Let's mock them till as well known as diſguis'd : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Diſguig'd like Muſcovites in ſhapeleſs Gear : 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow ſhows, and Prologue vildcly per'd, 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be preſented at our Tent to us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw the Gallants are at hand. 
Prin, Whip to our Tents, as Roes run o're the Land. 
| 'Exeunt. 
Entcr the King and the rep. 


King. Fair fir, God ſave you, Where's the Princeſs ? 
Boy Gone to her Tent- 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me any Service to her ? 
King. That ſhe vouchlafe me audience for one word. 
Rey. Iwill, and fo will ſhe, I know my Lord. Exir. 
Bir. This fellow picks up wit as Pigeons Peas, 

And utters it again, when Fove doth pleaſe. 

He is Wits Pedler, and retails his Wares 

| At Wakes, and Waſſels, Meetings, Markets, Fairs : 


0, 


And we that ſell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Siteve: | 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 
He cancarve too, and liſp : Why this is he, 
That Kiſt away his hand inc ourteſie. 
This is the Ape of Fortune, Monſieur the nice, 
That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice 
In honourable Terms : nay he can ling 
A mean moſt meanly, and in Uſherin 
Mend him who can ; the Ladies c:ll him ſweet : 
The ſtairs as he treads on them kiſs his Feet. 
This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale his Bone. 
And Conſciences that will dye in Debt, 
Pay him the Duty of Honey-tongued Boyer, 
Kin. A Bliger on hisſweet Tongue with my Heart, 
That put Armadoes Pape out of his part. 


Enter Ladies. 


Bir, See where it comes, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this mad-man ſhew'd thee ? And what art thou now ? 
Kin. All hail ſweet Madam, and fair time of day. 
Prin, Fair in all Hail is is foul, as I conceive. 
Kin. Conftrue my ſpeeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, 1 will give youleave, 
Rn. We came to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
To lead you to out Court, vouchſateit then. 
Prin. This Field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your vow : 
Nor God, nor |, delights in perjur'd men. 
Kin. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke. 
The vertue of your eye muſt break my oath. 
Pr. You nickname vertue : Vice you ſhould have ſpoke : 
For vertues office never breaks mens troth. 
Now by my Maiden honour, yet as purc 
As the unſullicd Lilly, 1 proteſt, 
A World of torments though 1 ſhould endure, 
I would not be your houſcs gueſt : 
So muchl1 hate a breaking caule to be, 
Of Heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
Kin, O you haveliv'd in deſolation here, 
Unlcen, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin, Not fo my Lord, itis not fo I ſwear, 
We have had paſtimes here, and pleaſant game, 
A Meſs of Ruſſians left us but of late. 
Kin. How Madam ? Ruſſans ? 
Prin, lin truth, my Lord. 
Trim gallants, full of Courtſhip and of State. 
Roſ. Madam ſpeak true. 1t is not ſomy Lord : 
My Lady (to the manner of the days ) 
In courtelie gives undeſerving praiſe. 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 
In Ruſſian habit : Here they ftay'd an hour, 
And talk'd apace : and in that hour (my Lord) 
They Cid not bleſs us with one happy word. 
| dare not call them fools , but 1 think, 
When they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink; 
Bir, This jeſt is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet, 
Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh, when we greet | 
With eyes beſt ſeeing, Heavens fiery Eye, 
By light weloſe light ; your capacity | 
ls of thatnature, as to your huge tore 
Wile things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. | 
Roſ. "This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my Eye-- 
Ber. lam a Fool, and full of Poverty. | 
Roſ. But that you take what doth to you belong, | 
Itwere a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my Tongue. 
Bir. O, I am yours, and all that I poſlels. 
Rof, All the Fool mine. | 
Bir. | cannot give you lefs. 
Roſ. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Bir. Where? when? What Vizard? | 


| 


Why demand you this ? 
L 2 Ref. 


_— i 
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Reſ. ['here, then, that v zird.jthat ſuperfluous calc, 
That nil tne worle, -n1 ſhew'd the better face. 


They mock us now Cown right, 
But. Let us conf.ls and turnit to a jeſt. 
Prim. Amz'd my Lord? Why looks your Highneſs 
lad ? 
Roſ, Be'p hold his brows, he'l ſwound : why look you 
Paic ? 


)3.a-fi k 1 think, coming from Muſcovy. 


| 


Bir. Thus pour the ſtars down plagues for perjury. 

Can any face of brals hold Jong-r out ? 
H-re tand 1, Lay, dart thy skill at me, 
B-vuil: me veith fcorn, confound me with a flout , 
Fharult thy (harp wit quiee through my ignorance 3 
Cut mz to pieces with thy Keen conceit ; 
| ind | will wiſh thee never more to dance, 
| No: never more in Rifjian habit watt. 
O ! rever willl t:uſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 
Nor to the motion of a *chool-boys tongue, 
Nor never come in vizards to my friend , 
Nor wooe in rime like a biiad-harpers fong, 
Taffata phrafes, fiizen rerms preciſe , 
Tarec-pil'd Hyperboles, {pruce aff-Rion z 
Figures peCantical, theie ſummer flyes, 
Have blown me full of maggot oftentation , 

co icriwe-r them, end | here proteſt , 


| Zy this white Glove ( how white the hand God knows ) 


He: cc'or th my wouing mind ſhall be <xpreſt 
In ru {et yeas, and honett kerlt: noes, 
And to cegin Wench, fo God help me law, 
viy love t- thee is tound, ſans crack or flaw. 
Koſ. Sans, Sans, | pray you. 
Bir, \ctIhaveatrick 
Of the old rag. : bcar with me, I am ſick. 
Pl: leave 1t by degrees ; both let us lee, 
Write Lerd hae mercy on us, and thole three, 
Th y arc inicRe*, in their hearts it lies, 
Tihcy have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
T.icte Lords ate viſited, you are not iree: 
For the Lords tokens on you both | fee, 
Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe tokens to us. 
Bir, Our Rates are forfeit, leex not to undo us. 
Roj. lt: rotfoy for how can this be true, 
{hat you ſtand forfeit, bring thoſe that ſue. 
Fir. Ve,ce, for 1 wil not haveto do with you. 
Roſ. Nor hall nor, if I Coas | intend, 
Bir. Speak tor your ſelves, my wit is at anend. 
King. Teach us ſweet Madam, for our rude tranſgref- 
ho, tome fair ex:-ule. 
Prin. The faireſtjseonfelh, , ; , 
We e you not here but even*row diſguis'd ? 
Kin, Madam, | was. 
Prin, Ard were you well advisd ? 
Kin, | was, fair Madam. 
Prin. When you then were here, 
Wha: did you whiſper in your Ladies ear ? 


K+», That more than all the world I did reſpe& her. 
Prin, When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will rejeRt 
her. 
Kin. Upon my honour no. 
Prin Peace, peice, forbear : 
Y on!r oath once- broke, you force not to forſwear. 
Kin Dcipiſe mc when | break this cath of mine. 
Prin |] will, and therefore keepit, Roſaline, 
\Vhir did the Ruſſian whiiper in your ear ? 
Koſ. Madam, he wore that he did hold me dear 
\« p <cious eve-fight, and did value me 
\>gve this Worls : adding there moreover, 
[har he wov!d Wed me, or el{edie my Lover. 
P:in, God give thee joy of him; the Noble Lord 
Moſt honour ably doth uphold his word: 
Ai What mean you Madam ? 
By iy life, my troth, 


' never {wore this Latly ſuch an oath, 
KRoſ. By heaven you Cid, and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this. ut take it fir again. 
Ken. My faith and this, to th* Princeſs I Cid give, 
[ knew her by this Jew:l on her ſleeve. 
Pre. Pardon me fir, this Jewel did ſhe wear, 
and Lord birone ( | thank kim) is my dear. 
What ? Will you have me, or your Peail again ? 
Bir. Neither of either, 1 remit both twain. 
I fre the trick ont; Here was a conſent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To daſh it like a Chri!maſs Comedy. 
5ome cCarry-talc, tome plefe-man, tome ſlight Zany, 
Some mumble-news, tome trencher-knight, logie Dick 
That ſmiles his check in years and knows the trick 
To make my Lady lavgh, whcn ſhe's difpos'd, 
Feld our intents before : which once Giſclos'd, 
Tie Ladies did change Fovours, and then we 
Foliowing the ſigns, wood but the (ign of ſhe. 
Now to our perjury, to add morc terror, 
We are again foriworn in will «ad error. 
Much upon this it is: and might not yuu 
Foreſtal our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my Ladies foot byth' iquare ? 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And ſtand between her back fir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our Page out : go, you are allow'd 
Die when you will, a {mock thall be your ſhrow'd- 
You leer upon me, do you ? There's an eye 


Wounds I'kc a Leaden {word. 

B y. Full merrily hath this brave manager , this car- 
reer been run, 

Bir. Lo, heis tilting Rraight, Peace, I have done; 


Enter Clown. 


Welcome pure wit, thou prat*R a fair fray. 

Clo. O Lord fir, they would know 
| Whether the three Worthies ſhall comein, or no! 

Bsr. What, are there but three? 

Clo. No fir, but it-is vara fine, 

For every one purlents three. 

Bir. And three times thrice is nine. 

Clo. Not fo fir, under corzettion fir, I kope it is not ſo. 
| You cannot beg vs fir, I can afſure you ſir,we know what 
we know : [| hope three times thrice fir, 

bzr. I: not nine. 

. Clo. Under correion fir, we know where-until it 
doth amount. 

Bir. ByFove, | alwayes tookYWree threes for nine. 


Bir. How much is it ? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelves, the actors fir, 
will ſhew where-until it doth amount : for mine own 
part, | am (as they ſay,but to perfe& one man in one poor 
man ) Pompion the great fir. 

Br, Art rhou one of the Worthies ? 

Cl-. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pompey the 
great : for mine own part, I know not the degree ofthe 
Worthy, but I am to ftand for him. 
Bir, Go, bid them prepare. 

Clo. We will turn it finely off fir , we will take ſome 
care, 

King. Birone, they will ſhame vs 3 

Let them not approach. | 
Bir. We are ſhame-proof, my Lord : and *tis ſome 
policy, to have one ſhew worſe than the King and his 
company. 

Kin. | ſay they ſhall not come. 

Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me o'rce rule you now ; 
That {port beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where Zeal ſtrives to content, and the contents 


_—_—— 


Exit. | 


| Clo. © Lord fic, it were pity you ſhould get your li- | 
'ving by reckoning fir. 


, 


| 


Dies, 
——_ 
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Dies, in the Zcal of that which it pretents : 


Chcir form confounded, makes moit form in Mitth, 
When great things l«bourirg periſh in their Birth. 
Bir. A tight deſcription ot our ſport my Lord. 


Emer Braggart. 


Brag. Anointed, I imp'ore ſo much expence of thy 

Royal tweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

Prin, Doth this man ſerve God ? 

Bir. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He ſpeaks nut like a man of God's making. 

Brag. That's all one, my fair ſweet honey Monarch : 

For | proteſt, the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical : 

Too too vain, too too vain. But we will put it (as they 

ſav) to Fortuna d(laguar. | with you the peace of mind molt 

Royal Cupplement. : 

Kings: Here is like to be a good preſence of Worthues 3 

He prelents Hettor of Troy, the Swain P.mpey the great, 

the Pariſh-Curate, Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 

the Pedant Fudas Machabews: And if theſe four Worthiesin 

their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe Four will change Habits , and 

preſent the other Five, 

Bir. There is five in the firſt ſhew. 

Kin. Youare deceived, *tisnot fo. 

Bir. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Prieſt, the 
Fool, and the Boy. - 

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole World again, 

Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in's vain. 

Kin. The Ship is under Sail, and here ſhe comes amain. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo. I Pompey am. 

Boy. You lye, you are not he. 

Clo. I Pompty am. 

Boy. With Libbards head on Knee. 

Bir. Wcll ſaid old mocker, 

I muſt needs be friends with thee. 

1 Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd, the big. 

Du. The Great. 

Clo. It is great fir : Pompey ſurnam'd the great. 

That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield. 

did make my Foe to ſweat : 

And travelling along this coaſt, I bere am come by chance, 
And lay my Arms before the Legs of this ſweet Laſs of 
France. . 

If your Ladyſhip would ſay thanks Powpey, I had done. 
Prin. Great thanks great Pompey. 

Clo, *Tis not {o much worth: but I hope I was perfeRt. 
[ madea little fault in great. 

Bir. My hat to a Hpf-penny, Pompey proves the bet 
Worthy. 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When in the World 1 liv'd, I was the World's Com- 
mande. 
By Eaſt, IWeft, North, and South, I ſpread my conquering 
Mapht. 
My S + plain declares that I am Aliſander, 
Boy. Your nole {aies no, you arenot : 
For it ſtands too right. 
Bir. Your Nofe ſmells no, in this moſt tender fmelling 
Knight, 
P:in, The Conqueror is diſmaid - 
Proceed good Alexander. 
(ur. When in the World 1 lived, 1 was the Worlgs Com- 
mandery, | 
Boy. Moſt true, *tis right ; you were fo Aliſander, 
Bir, Pompey the great, 
Clo. Your Servant and Coſtard. 
Bir. Take away the Conqueror , take away Alzſander. 
Clo. OSir, you have overthrown Alsſander the Con- 


| queror : you will be ſcrap'd out of the paintcd cloth for 
this : your Lion that holds the Pollax f:ting on a Cloſe- 
ſtool, will be given to Ajax. He will be theuinth Worthy. 
A Conqueror, and afraid to ſpeak? Run awav for ſhame 
eAliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you; a fo9!'h mild 
man, an honeft man, look you, and ſoon daſh'd. He is 
a marvellous good Neighbour infooth. and a very goo41 
Bowler : but for Alsſander , alas you fee, how *tis alittle 
ore-parted. But there are Worthies a coming, will ſpeak 
their mind in ſome other ſort. 
Clo. Stand afide good Pomp?y. Exit Clo. 
Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Boy for Hercules. 


Ped. Great Hercules is preſented by this [wp, 
Whoſe Club kilPd (erberws that three-Headed Canuy 
And when he wasa Babe, a Child, 3 ſhriwp, 
Thus did he ſtrangle Serpents in his Mane : 
Quoniam, he feemeth in minority; 

Ergo, | come with this Apology. 
Keep ſome ftatein thy Exzr, and vaniſh, 

Ped Judas I am. 

Dum. A Judas ? 

Ped. Nit Iſcariot Sir. 

Judas / am, yclipped Machabeus, 

Dum. Fudas, Machabers clipt, is plain Fu1as ? 

Bir. Akiſſing Tr.1tor. How art thou prov'd Fudas ? 

Ped. Judas I am. Es 

Dum. The more ſh:me for you Fudas. 

Ped. What mean you fir ? 

Boy. To make Fudas hang himſelf. 

Ped. B:gin fir, you are my Elder; 

Bir, Well followed, 7xdas was hang'd on an Elder. 

Ped. | will not be put out of countenance. 

Bir. Bccavule thou haft no Face. 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy. A Cittern Head. 

Dam. The head of a,Bodkin. 

Bir. A Deaths face in a King- 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coyn, ſcarce ſeen. 

Boy. The Pummel of-Caſars Faulchico. 

Dum. The carv'd- bone face on a Flask. 

Bir. St. Georges halt Cheek ina brooch. 

Dum. I and 10 a brooch ot Lead. 

Bir. 1;, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth-drawer, 

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance, 

Ped. You have put me out of countenance. 

Bur. Falſe, we have given thee faces. 

Ped. But you have outiac'd them all. 

Bir. And thou wert a Lion we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is an Afs, let him go : 

And fo adieu$weet Fude, Ny. why,doft thou ſay ? 

Dum, For the latter end of his Name. 

Bir. For the Aſs to the Fude: give it him. Jud-as a- 
Way. 

Ped. This isnot generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light tor Monficur Feds, it grows dai k he 
may ſtumble. 

Prin. Alas poor Machabew, how hath he been! 
baited, 


Exit Boy. 


Emer Braggart. 


Bir, Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Heor in 
Arms. | 
Dum, Tho my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 

King. Hc&or was but a Trojan in reſpet of this. 

Boy. But this is Hettor ? | 

K14. 1 think Heftor was not fo clean timber'd, 

Lon; His Leg is too big for Hcttor. 

Dum. More Calf certain. 

Boy: No ; heis beſt indued with the ſmall. 

Bir. This can't be Hettor. 


| L 3 owe,! 
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Dum, Bc's a god or a Painter, for he makes ſac.s. 
Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
rave Hetbor a gift- 
Dum. A gilt Nutmeg. 
Bir. A Lemon. 
Lon. Stuck with. Cloves. 
Dum. No cloven. | 
Braz. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
gave Hettor a gift, the Heir of Ilhion > 
A man ſo breathed, that certain be wonld fight : yea 
From Morn till Night, ont of his Pavillion. 
l am that Flower. 
Dun. That Mint- 
Longs. That Cullambine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy Tongue. : 
Lon. 1 muſt rather give it the Rein : for it runs againſt 
Hettor. 
Dum. 1, and Heftor's a Grey-hound. 
Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and retten, 


| Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 


But | will forward with my device : 
Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the ſence of Hearing. 


Birene ſtejs forth. 
Prin. Speak brave Hefor, we are much delighted, 
Brag. 1 do adore thy tweet Graces flipper. 
Rey. Loves here by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the Yard. 
Brag. This Hetlor far ſurmounted Hanmball- 


T he party is gone, d 

Clo. F.llow Hettor , the is gone 4 ſhe is two Months on 
her way, 

Brag. What meaneſt thou ? 

Clow. Faith ualets you play the honeſt Trojan , the poor 
Wench is caſt away : ſhe's quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already : *tis yours. A 

Brag. Doſt thou iniſamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou halt die. Bi: © 3 a 

Clo. Then ſhall Hettor be whipt for Faquenetta that is 
quick by him 3 and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 
him, ' 

Dum. Moſt rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Bir. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the Huge. 

Dum. Hettor trembles. 

Fir. Pompey is moved, more Atces, more Atees flir 
them or ſtir them on, 

Dum. Heftor will Challenge him. | 

Bir. 1, ifa have no more mans blood in's belly, than will 
(.P a Flea. | 

os By the North-pole I do — thee, 

Clo. I will not tight with a Pole like a Northern man 
Ple flaſh, Ile do it by the Sword : I pray you let me bor- 
row my Arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incenſed Worthies; 

Clo. Vle do it in my Shirt, 

Dum, Moſt relolvte Pompey. 

Pag. Maſter, let me take you a button- hole lower, 

Do yeu not ſee Pompey is uncaling for the Combat: what 
nean you? you will lole your Reputation. 

Er -g. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 
Combate in my Shirt, 

Du. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the chal- 
lenge, 

Bra7. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Eir, What reaſon have you for'c? 

Bra. The naked truth of it is, I have no Shirt, 

I go woolward for Panance. Ib 

Boy. True, and it was enjoyned him in R owe for . want 
of Linnen : fince when, Ile be ſworn he wore none, but 
a Diſhclout of 7aquenettaes, and that he wears next his 
Hcart for a tavour. 


Enter a Meſſenger, Monſieur arcade. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. 
Prin. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteſ 
our merriment. 
Marc. I am forry Madam, for the news [ bring is heavy 
ininmy Tongue. 'The King your Father. 
Prin, Dead for my life. 
Mar. Even (0: My tale is told. 
Bir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to Cloud, 
Bra, For mine own part, I breathe free Breath : I have 
[cen the day of wrong, through the little hole of Diſcre- 
tion, and I will right my felf like a Soldier. 
Exeunt Worthies. 
Kin. How fare's your Majeſty ? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night. 
Kin. Madam not fo, I do belſeech you Rtay. 
Prin. Prepare | ſay. I thank you gracious Lords 
For all your fair endeavours and entreats : 
Out of a new fad: foul, that you vouchſafe, 
i{nyour rich Wiſdom to excuſe or hide, 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits, 
If over-boldly we have born our ſelves, 
In the converie of breath (your gentleneſs 
Was guilty of it.) Farewel worthy Lord : 
An heavy heart bears not an bumble Tongue. 
Excuſe me fo, coming ſo ſhort of thanks, 
For my great ſuit fo eafily obtain'd. 
Kin. The extream parts of time, extreamly forms 
All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed 
And often at his very looſe decides 
That, which long proces of time could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
For bid the {miling courtclie. of Love 3 
The holy ſuit which fain it would convince, 
Yet fince Love's Argument was firſt on toot, 
L:tnot the cloud of Sorrow juftle it 
From what it purpoſed : fince to wail friends loſt, 
 {s not by much ſo wholeſome profitable, 
As torejoice at friends but newly found. 
Pria. 1 underftand you not, my griefs are double, 
Bir. Honeſt plain words; beſt pierce the cares of grief, 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 
For your fair ſakes have we negleQed time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths: your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humours 
Even to the oppoſed end of our intents. 
And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous , 
As Love is full of unbefitting ſtrains, 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vain. 
Form'd by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of ftraying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in SubjeRts as the Eye doth row!, 
To every varied obje&in his glance : 
Which party-coated, preſence of looſe Love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities , 
Thoſe heavenly eyes that look into theſ: faults, 
Suggeſted us to make : therefore Ladies 
Our Love being yours, the Errour that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yours, Ve to our ſelves prove falle, 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true 
To thoſe that make us both, fair Ladies you, 
And even that falſhood in it felf a Sin, 
| Thus purifies it ſelf, and turnsto grace, 
Prin. We have receiv'd your Letters, full of Love; 
Your favours, the Embaſſadors of Love. 
And in our Maiden Council rated them 
Atcourtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſie, 
As bumbaſt, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than theſe are our reſpets 
| Have we not been, and therefore met your Loves 
[n their own faſhion, like a Merriment- 
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Ds. Our Letters Madan, ſhew'd much more than j:Rt. 

Long. So did 0ur looks, 

Roſa. Wedid not coat them fo, 

King, Now at the lateſt Minute of the Hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A timemethinks too (ſhort, 
To make a World-with-out end bzrgain in 
No, no, my Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs, and therefore this: 
If for my Love (-s there is no fuch caule) 
You will do ought, this ſhall you do for me , 
Your Oath | will nvt truſt : but go with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorn and naked Herm:irzge, 
Remote from all the pleafures of the Wor'd - 
There ſtay, until the Twelve Celeſtial Signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
If this auſtere inſociable lite , 
Change not your offer made in heat of Blood : 


| If Froſts, and Faſts, hard Lodging, and thin Weeds 


Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your Love, 

But that it bear this trial, and laſt love : 

Then at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me, challenge by theſe Deſerts, 

And by this Virgin palm, now killing thine, 

I will be thine ; and till that inſtant (hut 

My wofulſelf up in a mourning houle, 

Raining the Teers of Lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do deny, let cur hands part, 

Neither intituled in the others heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt, 

The ſadden hand of death cloſe up mine eye : 

Hence ever then , my Heartis in thy Breaft, 

Bir. And what to my Love? and what to me? 

Rof. You muſt þe purged too, your Sins are rack'd, 
You are attaint with fault and Perjury : 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A Twelve- month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But feek the weary beds of people fick. 

Daum, But what tome my Love? but what to me ? 

Kat. A Wife, a Beard, fair Healch and Honeſty ; 
With three-fold love, | wiſh you all theſe three. 

Dum. O ſhall I ſay, 1 thank you gentle Wife ? 

Kat. Not ſomy Lord, a Tweive-month and a day, 
Ple mark no words that {mooth-fac'd Wooers ſay: 
Come whcn the King doth to my Lady come : 
Then if I have much love, Vle give you ſome. 
| Dum. [le ferve thee true and faithtully till then. 

Kath. Yet {wear not, leaft ye be forlworn agen. 

Long. What ſays Maria ? 

Mari. At the Twelvc-months end, 

Vie change my black Gown, for a faithful Friend. 
Son, Ile tay with patience : but the time is long. 
Mari. The liker you, few taller ar fo young. 
Bir, Studies my Lady? Miſtreſs, look on me, 

Behold the Window of my Heart, mine Eye : 

What humble Suit attends thy anſwer there, 

Impoſ: ſome fervice on me for my Love. 

Roſa. Ofthave I heard of vou my Lord Birone, 
Before | ſaw you : and the Worlds large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man repleat with mocks, 

Full of compariſons, and wounding flouts, 

| Which you on all Eſtates will execute, 

That lye within the mercy of your Wit, 

To weed this Wormwood from your truitſul brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you pleaſe, 

Without the which 1 am not to be won , 

You ſhall this Twelve-month term from day to day, 

Viſit rhe ſpeechleſs Sick, and ſtill converſe 

With groaning wretches: and your task ſhall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your Wit, 

To enforce this pained impotent to ſmile. 

Bir. To move wild laughter in the throat of Death ? 
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| Loves Labour's loſt. 
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| When Daſics pied, and Violets blew, 
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It cannot be, it is impoſſible; 
Mirth cannot move a Soul in Agony. 
Roſa. Why that's the way to choak a gibing ſpirit, | 
Whole influence is begot of that looſe grace, 
Which ſha!low laughing hearers give to Fog!s : 
A j<ſts proſperity, lies in the Ear 
Ot him that hears it, never in the Tongue 
Of him that makes it : theo, if ſickly cars, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns ; continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fau't withal ; 
But if they will not, throw away that Spirit, 
And I ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
R.ght joyful of your Reformation. 
bir. A Twelve month ? Well, befall what will befall, 
Ple jeſt a Twelve-month in an Hoſpital. 
Prin. |, tweet wy Lord, and fo | take my leave. 
King NoaMaCam, we will bring you on your way. 
Bir. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play : 
Jack hath not Jil! : theſe Ladies courteſie 
Might well have made our ſport a Comedy, 
King Come fir, it wants a Twelve-month and a day, 
And then *twill end. 
Bir. That's too long for a Play. 


Enter Braggart, 


Brag Sweet Majeſty vouchſafe me. 

Prin. Was not that Hett-y ? 

Pur, The worthy Kright of Troy- | 

Brag. | will kils thy Royal Finger, and take leave. 
[ama Votary, I have vow'd to Faquenetta to ho'd the | 
Plough tor her {veer love three years. But moſt efteemed |} 
greatneſs, will you hear the Di that the two Learn- 
ed men have complied, in praiſe of the Owl and ihe 
— ? It ſhould have followed in the end of our 
Shew. 

Kin. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo» 

Brag. Halla, Approach: 


Enter all. 


This fide is Hiems, Winter. | 
This, Ver, theSpring : the one maintained by the Ow), | 
The other by the Cuckow. | 
Fer, begin. 

The Song, 


And Cuckow-buds of yellow bas : | 
And Lady Smocks all Silver white, 

Do paint the Medows with delight, 

The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks Married men :, for thus Sings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing toa Married Ear. | 


When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks : 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And maidens bleach their Summer Smocks : 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men ;, for thus Sings be, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a Married Ear. 


Winter. 


| When Iſickles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepheard blows hut Nail ; 
And Tom bears Logs into the Hall, 


\ And Milk comes frozen home in Pail : | 
When | 
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When blecd is nipt, and wayes be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring Owle 
Tu-whit s ro-who . 

ef merry note 

While greaſie Jone doth keel the pot, 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 
And coffing drowns the parſons Saw * 
And Birds ſit brooding in the Snow, 

And Martians Noſe looks red and raw : 


When rofted Crabs hiſs in the bowel, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring Owle, 
Tu-whit, to-who 

eA merry note, 


V Vhile greaſie Jone doth keel the por. 


Brag. The words of Mercury 
Are harſh after the Songs of Apollo : 
You that way 3 we this way. 


Extunt omngs 


A Midſummers mights Dream. 


Aus Primns. 
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Enter Theſes, Hippolita, with others. 


Theſens. 

MLS On fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour 
Sly A Draws on apace : four happy dayes 
4” => © bring in how flow 

WJ Another Moon - but oh, me thinks, 
PE 


© 

4 This old Moon wanes? She lingers my 

SI \\d Jj4 deſires 

r — DATE S Like to a ſtep-dame or a Dowager » 

CARAT NINA Long withering out a young mans re- 
; (venue- 

| Hip. Four dayes will quickly ſteep themſelves in nights, 

[Four nights will quickly dream away the time: 

1 And then the Moon, like to a filver bow, 

Now bent ia heaven, ſhall behold the night 

Of our ſolemnities. 

The. Go Philoftrate, 

Stiruvp the eAthenian youth to merriments, 

Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth, 

Turn melancholly forth co Funerals: 

The pale companion is not for our pomp, 

Hippelita, I woo'd thee with my ſword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries : 

But | will wed theein another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling, 


Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia, Lyſander, 


and Demetrins. 


Eye. Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke. 
Toe. Thanks good Egeus : what's the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint 

Avant my child, my daughter Fermua. 


Stand forth Demetrius, 


| iv Noble Lord, 
Tais man hath my conſent to marry her. 


Stind forth Lyſander. 
And my gracious Duke, 
| This hath bewitch'd the boſome of my child - 
Thou, thoy Lyſander, thou haft given her rimes, 
And inter 5an2'd love. token with my child - 


| 


Thou haft by Moon-light at her window fung, 
With faining voice, verſes of fainiog love, 

And ſtoln the impreſſion of her fantaſie, 

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds conce its, 
Knacks, trifles, Noſegayes, ſweet-meats( meſſengers 
Of ſtrong prevailment in unhardned youth ) 

With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience ( which is due to me ) 

Ts ſtubborn harſbneſs, And my gracious Duke, 

Be it ſo ſhe will not here before your Grace, 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius, 

beg the ancient priviledge of Athens, 

As ſhe is mine, I may d:ſpole of her , 

Which ſhall be either to this Gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to our Law, 
Immediatley provided in that cale. 

The. What ſay you Hermia? be advis'd fair Maid. 
To you your Father ſhould be as a God 3 | 
One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted : and within his power, 

To leave the figure, or disfgure it : 
Demetriusis a worthy Gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyſander. 

The, In himſelf he is. 

But in this kind, wanting your Fathers voice 
The other muſt.be held the worthier. 

Her , 1 would my Father look*d but with my eyes. 

The, Rather your eyes muſt with his judgement look. 

Her. | do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 

I know not by what power I 2m made bold. | 
Nor how it may concern my modeſty 

In ſuch a preſence here to plead my thoughts : 

But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 

The worſt that may befall me in this caſe, 

If I refuſe to wed Demetrins. | 

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the ſociety of men. 

Therefore fair Hermia queſtion your deſires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blocd. 
Whether (ifyou yield not to your Fathers choice ) 
You can endure the livery of a Nun, 


For aye tobe in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, 
Tolive a barren ſiſter all your life, 


Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon, 
Thrice 


| ai 
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Thrice bleſſed they that maſter fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Role diftilPd, 
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, Lives, and Dies, in liagle bleſſeenefs, 
Her. So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
Fre | will yield my virgin Patent up 
Unto his Lordſhip, to whoſe unwithd yoak, 
My tou! conſents not to givefoveraignty. 
T be. Take time to pauſe, and by the next New Moon, 
The ſealing day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlaſting bond of fellowſhip. 
Upon that day either prepare to-die, 
For diſobedience to your Fathers will, 
Or «lf: to wed Demetrius as he would, 
{ Or on Dianaes Altar to proteſt 
| For aye, auſterity and ſingle lile, 
; Dem, Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſand:r, yield 
Thy crazzd title to my certain right. 
| Ly/. You have her Fathers Love, Demetrins : 
Let me have Hermiaes : do you marry him. 
Egens. Scornful Lyſander : true, he hathmy Love; 
And what is mine, my Love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her 
[co eſtate unto Demetrins. 
Lyſ. 1 am my Lord, as well deriv'd as he, 
As well poſſcſt : my Love is more than his ; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank*d 
(1f not with vantage ) as Demetrins : 
And( whichis more than all thele boaſts can be ) 
| am belov'd of beauteous Hermia. 
Why ſhould not | then profecute my right ? 
Demetrius, Tle avouch it to his head, 
Made Love to Nedars Davghter, Helena, 
And won her ſoul : and ſhe( {weer Lady ) dotes, 
Devoutly dores, dotes in Idolatry, 
Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant wan. 
The. | muſt confels, that I have heard ſo much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have ſpoke thereof: 
But being over-full of felf-affairs, 
My mind did lofe it. But D:m:trins come, 
And come Egens, you [hall go with me, 
| have ſome private ſchooling for you both. 
For you fair Hermia, look you arm your ſelf, 
To tit your fancies to your Fathers will z 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yields you up 
( Which by no means we may extenuate ) 
T'o death, or to a vow of fingle lite, 
Come my Hippolita, what cheer my Love ? 
Demetrixs and Eg: us go along : 
[| mutemploy you in fome buſineſs 
Apainſt our nuptials, and confer with you 
Ot ſomething nearly that concerns your lelyes. 
Foe. With duty and deſire we follow you. 
£ Mantt Lyſander and Hermia. 


Exeunt, 


How chance the Rofes there do fade ſo faſt ? 
Her. Belike for want of Rain, which I could well 
B:teem them fr om the tempeſt of mine eyes. 
Lyſ. Hermia, for ought that ever | could Read, 
Could ever hear by Tate or Hiltory, 
The courſe of true love never did run ſmcoth, 
But either it was different in blood. 
Her. Ocroſs ! too high to beenthrall'd tolove. 
Ly/. Or elſe milgraſfed, in relpect of years, 
Her. O ipight ! too old to be engag'd too young, 
Ly. Or elte it to0d upon the choice of Merit, 
Hey, O hell! to choole love by anothers eye. 
Ly/. Or if there were a ſywpathy in choice, 
VVar, death, or ficknels, d:d lay lizge to it 1 
Making it momentary, as a found : 
Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any Cream, 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That ( in a {plezn ) unfolds bota heaven and carth 


_ 


Ly. How now my Love ? VVhy is your check ſo pale ? 


——_—_————. 


And ere a man hath power to lay, behold, 
The jaws of darkneſs to devour it up, 
50 quick bright things come to contuſion. 

Her, If then true Lovers have been ever croſt; 
[t ſtands as an Edi in deftiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Becauſe it is a cuſtomary croſs, 
As due to Love, as thoughts, and dre-ms, and ſighs, 
VVitſhes and Tears, poor Fancizs followers. 

Lyſ. A good perfwaſion 4 therefore heat me Hermia, 
I have a VVidow Aunt, a Dowarer, 
Of great revenue, and ſhe hath no Child : 
From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues; 
And ſhe refpeAts ine as l;er only Son : 
There gentle Hermia, may | marry thee, 
And to that place, the ſharp achenian Law 
Cannot purſue us, If thou lov*ft me, then 
Steal forth thy Fathers houſe to morrow night : 
Ardin the V Vood, a L:ague without the Town; 
(VVhere 1cid meet thee once with Helena, 
To do obſervance for a morn of May) 
There will I tay for thee. 

Her, My good Lyſander, 
I ſwear to thee, by Cupid's ſtrongeſt bow; 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Yenus Doves, 
By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers love; 
And by that fire which burn'e the Carthage Queen, 
V'Vhen the falſe Trojan under tail was tcen, | 
By all the vows that ever men have bcoke, 
( In number more than «cver wemen ipoke ) 


In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I meet with thee. 
Ly/. Keep promiſe Love : look here comes Helena. 


Enter Helena. 


Her. God ſpeed fair Helena, whither away * 

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair :g4in ur ſay, 
Demetrins loves you tair: O kappy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-ftars, and your tongues ſweet ayr 
More tuneable then Lark to Shepherds ear, 
VVhen V Vheat is green, when Haw thorn Buds appear: 
Sickneſs is catching : O were favour f9, 
Your words I'de catch, fair Hermiz ere I go, 


My ear ſhould catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 

My tongue ſhould catch your tongues ſweet melody. 

V Vere the VVorld mine, Demerrias being bated, 

The re(t Ile give to be to you tranilated. 

) teach me how you look, and with what art 

You {way the motion of Demetrius heart. 
Hey. | frown upon him, yet he loves me til}, 
Hel. O that your frowns would teach my ſmiles ſuch 
Her. 1 give him curſes, yet he gives me love. («Kill 
Hel. O that my prayers could tuch aff-Aion move. 
Her. The more | hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Hr. His folly Helena is none of mine. (mine. 
Hcl. None but your beauty, would that fault were 
Her. Take comfort: he no more ſhall ſee my face, 


| 


Ly/ander and my tclf will fiy this place, 
Before the time I did Lyſander ſee, 
Seem'd Abbens like a paradiſe to me. 
O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath turn'd a Heaven into Hell? 
Lyſ. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold, 
To morrow night when Pkebe doth behold 
Her filver viſage in the watry glaſs, 
D-cking with liquid pearl, the bladed graſs 
( Atime that Lovers flights doth Rtill conceal ) 
Through Athens gate, have we deviv'd to teal, 
Her. And inthe wood, whereoften you and I, 
Upon faint Primroſe beds were wont to lye, 


| Emptying our bolomes of their counſel ſwell'd ; 


= 


—_— 


_ 
—— >} 


There | 
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There my Lyſander, and my (elf ſhall meer, 


And thence from «Athens turn away our eyes, 
To fcek new triznds and ſtrange companions, 
Farewcl ſweet play-fellow, pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius. *. 
Keep word Lyſander, we mult ſtarve our ſight, 
From lovers {00d, till morrow deep midnight. h 
Exit Hermizs, 
Lyſ. 1 will wy Hermia. Helena adieu, 
As you on hin, Demetrius dotes on you. | 
Exit Lyſander. 
Hell. How happy ſome, o're otherſome can be ? 
Through Athens i am thought as fair as ſhe. 
But what of that? D.metrius thinks not lo : 
He will not know, what all, but he dotli know, 
And as he errs, doting on Hermiaes eyes; 
50 1, acmiring of his qualities : 
Things bale and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſpoſe to form and dignity, 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the minde, 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 
Nor hath loves mind of any judgment taſte : 
Wings and no eyes, figure, unheedy haſt. 
And therefore is Love taid to be a Child , 
Becaule in choice he often is beguil'd, _ 
As waggiſh Boys themſclves in game forſwear 3 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
For cre Demetrius lookt on Hermiaes eyn, 
He hail'd down oths that he was only mine. 
and when this Hail ſome heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſelv'd, and ſhowres of oaths d1d melt, 
{ will go tcll him of fair Hermiaes flight : 
Then to the Wood will he to morrow night 
Purſue her z and for his intelligence, 
If 1 have thanks, it is a dear expence :: 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain, : 
To have his fight thither, and back again. Exit. 
Enter Quince the Carpenter, Snug the Joyner, Bottom the 
Weaver, Flute the Bellows-mender, Snowt the Tinker, 
and Starveling the T aylar. 


Og. 1s al our company here ? | | 

Bot., You were þeſt to call them generally, man-by 
man, according to the ſcrip. PTS 

©, Here is the ſcrowl of every mans name, which is 
chought fic through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutcheſs, on his wedding day 
at night. | 

Bot. Firſt, good Peter Quince, ſay what the Play 
treats 0R.3 then Read the Names of the ARors 3 and lo 
grow on to appoint. 

©x. Marry our Play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 
and moſt cruel death of Pyramu; and pra 

Bt. A very good piece of work I afſure you, and a 
merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Aftors 


by the ſcrowl. Maſters ſpread your ſelves. 
Bnuince, Anſwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the 
Weaver. 


Bott.m, Ready : name what part I am for,. and pro- 
cced. 
Ouince, You Nick Bottom are ſet down. for Pyra- 


| PMs. 


pot, What is Pyramas, a Lover, or a Tyrant ? 

uince. A Lover that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for 
Love. | 

Bot. That will as& ſome tears in the true perform: 
ing of it; if 1doit,let the audience look to their eyes z 
| will move ſtorms; 1 will condole in ſome meaſure, 
To the reſt yet, my chief humour is for a Tyrant; I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cat in, to make all 
ſplit to raging Rocks, and ſhivering Shocks fhall. break 
the Locks of Priſon Gates, and Phibbur carre (hall ſhine 
from far , and make and mar the fooliſh Fates, This 


was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Players, "This 
- Ercles veiti, a Tyrants vein : a Lover is more condo- 
ing. 

Quin, Francis Flute the Bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here Peter Quince, 

£4. You muſt take Thisbje on you, 

Flu. What is Thisbie, a wandring Knight ? 

#, It is the Lady that Pyramu: mult Love. 

Flu. Nay faith, let not me play a woman, I have a 
Beard coming. 

Qs. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a Mask, and 
you may ſpeak as (mall as you will. 

Bot. And I way hide my face, let me play Thisbie 
too ; Vie ſpeak in a monſtrous little voice, Thiſne, T biſ- 


þ 


ne, ah Pyramus wy lover dear, thy Thisbie dear, and 
Lady dear. 


_—_ No no, you nuuſt play Pyramus ; and Flute you 
WU8E, 


Bot, Well, proceed. 


| Qu. Robin Starveling, the Taylor. 


Gu Here Petey Ws, 

wince, Robin Starvelin ou 

Mother ? - q 
Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snewt. Here Peter Quince, 

Cx. You Pyramus father z my ſelf, Thishies father 
Snug, the Joyner, you the Lyons part; and I-hope there 
is a Flay fitted. 
Snug. Have you the Lyons part written ? pray you if 
it be, give itme, for Iam ſlow of ſtudy, | 

£#. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, I will roar, that 1 
will do any mans heart good to hear me. 1 will roar, 


muſt play Thisbies 


him roar again. 

2%. If you ſhovld do it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutcheſs and the Ladies, that they would 
ſhrike, and that were enough to hang vs all. 

All. That would hang us every mothers ſon. 

_Bottome. I grant you friend, if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wits, they would 


as any fucking Dove; I will roar and *twere any 
Nisbtingal. 

Quince. You can play no part but Pyramns, for Pyra- 
mus 15 a {weet-ſac'd man, a proper man as one ſhall ſee 
in a ſummers day; a moſt lovely Gentleman-like-man, 


therefore you mult needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, IL will undertake it, What Beard were 1 
beſt ro play it in ? 

Dun Why, what you will. 

Boe, | will diſcharge it, in either your ſtraw-colour 
beard,] your orange-tawny beard, your purple in grain 
eard, or your French-crown colour'd beard, your per- 
fe& yellow. 

#19, Some of your French-Crowns have no hair 
d then you will play bare-fac'd; But maſters here 
are your parts, and I am to entreat you, requeſt you, and 
deſire you, to con them by to morrow night: and meet 


City, we ſhall be dog'd with company, and our devices 
ties, ſuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not. 


obſcenely and courageouſly. Take pain, be perfe&, adiev. 
Quin. At the Dukes oak we meet. 


Bit, Enough, hold or cut bow-ſtrings, Excunt. 


| AAvs ? 


| 


that I wil-make the Duke ſay, Let him roar again, let | 


me in the palace wood, a mile without the Town, by | 
Moon-light, there we will rehearſe : for if wemeet in the | 


known. In the mean time, 1 will draw a Bill of proper: | 


Bot, We will meet, and there we may rehearſe more | 


— —_— 


have no more diſcretion but to hang us: but I will ag- | 
gravate my voice ſo , that I will roar you as gently | 


——_ _ a. A 


— 
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9s. Then I muſt bethy Lady : but | know 
When thou walſt ſtoln away from tairy Land, 
Aftus SecundUus. And in the ſhape of Corin, fat all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corn, and verfing love I 
To amorous Phillida, Why art thou here 
Come from the fartheſt ſteep of Indra? 
But that forſyvoth the bouncing Amazon 
Your bu-kin'd Miſtrefs, and your Warricur love, - 
To Thefeus mut bz Wedded, and you com:, 
To give their bed joy and projperity, 

Ob. How cant thon thus lor ſhame, Trcania, 
Glarce ai my credit, with Hippolita ? 
Knowing | know thy love to Tre/er ? 
Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night 


ee 
rn 


| Ob. Tarry raſh Wanton, am notl thy Lord ? 


Enter 4 F.tirie at one door, and Robin Good- 
fellow at anether. 


Rob. How row ſpirit, whither wander you ? ; 
Fai. Over hill, over dale, through buſh, through briar, 
Over park, over pale, through flood, through hre, 
| do wandcr every where, {wiſter than the Moons ſphere 
And I ſerve the Fairy Queen, 'to dew her orbs upon th: 
"The Cowſl ps tall, her penfioners be, ( green 
In their gold coats, ſpots you lee, From Peregeria, whom he ravithes 7 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairy favours, And make him with fair E-gles break his faith 
In thoſe frecklez, live their favors: With Ariadne, azd Antwopa ? 
' I muſi go ſeek fome dew drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowſlips ear. 
Farewel thou Lob of fpirits, le be gon, 
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. 
Rob. The King doth keep his Revels here to night, 
Take heed the Queen come not within his ſight, 
For Oberon is paſling fell and wrath, 
Becauic that fhe, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy ſtoln from an Indian King, 
She nc.ver had fo ſweet a changeling, 
And j:zlous Oberon would have the child 
Knighic of this train, to trace the Forreſts wild. 
But ſhe ( per-force ) with-holds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy 
'| And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or ſpangled ftar-lighr ſheen, 
But they do ſquare, rhat all their Elves for fear 
Creep into Acorn cups and hide them there, 
Fai. Eithcr 1 miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 
Or elle you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpirit 
Cal'd Rubin Good-felow, Art you net he, 
Thar ir.ght the maidens of the Vilagree 


—_— 


— 


Ox. Thete are the to ry. 715 of jcalouſiz, 
And never fince the middle Summers tpc:ng, 
Mer we on hill, in Gale, torreft, or meadg, 
By pared fountain, or by ruthy brook, 
Or in the beached marg<nt of th: ica, 
To dance our ring!-t: to the whiitiing wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haft Cifturb'd our (port. 
Theretore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge have fuck*d up fiom the fea, ' 
Cen:agious foggs : Whick falling in the land, 
Hath every petty River made fo proud, 
That thcy have over-born their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ſtretct'd his yoak in vain, 
The Ploughman loft his ſweat, and the green Corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard : 
The fold Rtands empty in the drowned held, 
And Crows are fatted with the murrion flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is ld up with mud, 
And the queint Mazes in the wanton green, 
For lack of tread are undiſtinguiſhahie. 
The humane mortals want thr winte; here, 
No night is now with hymn. or carol bleft ; 


Sum milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern, Theretore the Moon ( the go'v-rnels of fluuds ) 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs huſwife chern, Palein her anger, waſhes all the air ; 


And tometime make the drink to bear no barme, That Rheumatick diſcaſes do abound. 
Miſl-ad night-wanderers, laughing at their harm, 
Thoſe that Hobgob/zn call you;, and ſweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they {hall have good luck. 
Are not you he ? 

Rob. Thou ſpeak'it aright ; 
| am that merry wanderer of the night : 
| jeſt ro Orberon, and make him ſmile, 
When | a fat an bean-ted Horle bepuile, 
N-ighing in likenefs like a filly fozl, 
And tfometimes lurk I in 2 Goſſips bowl, * 
In very likeneſs of a roaſted crab : 
and when the drinks, againſt her lips I bob, We are their parents and original. 
And on her withered dewlop pour the Ale, Ob. Do you amend it then, it lies in you, 


The wiſeſt Aunt telling the laddeft tale, \Why ſhould Titania crols her Orberon ? 
Sometime for three-foot ſtool, miltaketh me, | do but beg a little changeling boy, 


Then flip I from her bum, down topoles ſhe, To be my Henchman. 

And tailour cries, and falls into a coffe. Qs. Set your heart at reſt, 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, The Fairy-land buys not the child of me. 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and iwear, His mother was a Votreſs of my Order, 


A merrier hour was never waſted there. And in the ſpiced Indian air by night 


—_——_ 


And through this diſt: mp: roture, we ſee, 

The feafons alter 3 hoary heaced irofts 

Fall in the freſh l8p of the crimton Roſe, 

And on old Hyems chin and Icy crown, 

An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Summer buds 

[s as in mockery fet. "The Spring, the Summer, 
The chiding Autumn, angry Winter charge 
Their wonted Liveries, and the amazzd world, 
By their increaſe, now knowsnoc which is which : 
And this fame progeny of evill comes 

From our debitz, from our difſention, 


But room Fairy, here comes Oberoy. Full often ſhe hath goſſipt by my kde, 
Fas. And here my Miſtrets : And fat with me on Neptunes yellow ſands, 
Wou!d that we were gone. Marking th'embarked traders of the flood, 


When we laught to {ce the fails conceive, 


Enter King of Fair's at one door with his train, aud | and grow big bellied with the wanton wind ; 


the Queen at another with kers. Which ſhe with pretty and with (wimming gate. * 
: : Following (her womb then rich with my young {quire ) 
09. Il net by Moon-light, \Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
Proud T:tan;e. : ; To fetch me trifles and return again, 
Qz. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy £kip hence, As from a voyage rich with merchandize, 
[ have fort worn his bed and we ty: At But ſhe being mortal of that boy did dye, 


— S —_ 
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Apd for her ſake | do rear up her boy, 

And for her ſake | will not part with him. 
Ob. Howlong within this Wood intend you ſtay ? 
Os. Perchancc till after Theſeus Wedding-day. 
—_ , . 

'f you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And {ze our Moor-light Revels, go with us 3 

If not, ſhun me and I will ſpare your haunts. 
Ob. Give me that boy, and 1 will go with thee. 
Ox. Not tor thy Fairy Kingdom. Fairies away : 

\V< {! all chide down right, If 1 longer ſtay. Exeunt. 
Ob Wcll, go thy way : thou ſhalt not frore this grove, 

Till I torment thee for this Injury. 

My gentle Puck come hither z thou remembreſt 

Since 1 ſat upon a promontory, 

And heard a Mear-maid on a Dolphins back, 

Uttering ſuch Dulcet and Harmonious breath, 

That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 

And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Sphears, 

To hear the Sca-maids Muſick. 

Px. 1 remember. 

"Ob. That very timel ſay ( but thou could'ſt not ) 

F.ying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 

Cupid all arm'd ; a certain aim he took 

Ara fair Veſtal, 'Throned by the ſt, 

And toes'd bis Love-ſhaft ſmartly from his Bow, 

As it would picrce a hundred thouſand hearts, 

But I might ſee young Cpids fiery ſhaft 

Quench in the chaſt beams of the watry Moon 

And the Imperial Votreſs paſſed on, 

In Maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of (#pidfell, 

Te fel] upon a little Weſters Flower : 

Bzfore, Milk-white : now purple with loves wound, 

And maidens call it, Love in Idlcnefs. 

Fetch me that Flower ; the Herb I ſhew'd thee once, 

The juice of ir, on ſ1:eping Eye-lids laid, 

Will make a Man or Woman madly dote 

Upon the next live Creature that it ſees. 

Fetch me this herb, and be thuu here again, 

Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 
Pu. le put a Girdle about the Earth in forty EY 

it. 

Ob. Having once this juice, 

Ple watch Titania, when ſhe is aſleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 

The next thing when ſhe waking looks upon, 

(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bll, 

On med!ling Monkey, or on buly Ape ) 

She ſhall purſue it, with the Soul of Love. 

And erc I take this Charm off from her ſight, 

( AsI can take it with another herb) 

['le meke ker render up hcr Page to me. 

But who comes here ? 1am inviſible, 

And 1 will over-hear their conference. 


Enter Demetrius, Helena following kim, 


Dem, | love thee not, therefore purſue me not. 
Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia ? 
The one Pe ſtay, the other ſtayeth me. 
Thou told*ii me they were ſtoln into this wood ; 
And here am1l, and-wood within this wood, 
B. cauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, Yeu draw me you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron; for my heart 
ls true as Steel, Leave your power to draw, 
And I ſhall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. D6l entice you ? Col ſpeak you fair ? 
Or rather do I not in plaineft truth, 
Tell you 1] donot, nor Icannot love you ? 

Hel. And even for that do 1 love thee the more z 
I am your Spaniel , and Demetrius, 
The more you bear me, 1 will fawn on you. 


—— 


U'e me bur as your Sparicl, fpurn me, ſtrike mz 
Negle& me, lofe me ;, only give me leave 
(Unworthy a+ 1 am) to follow you. 
What worler place can [ beg in your Love, 
(And yet a place cf high reſpe& with me ) 
Than to be ufed as you do your Dog ? 
D:m. Tempt not too much the hatred cf my Spirit, 
For I am fick when 1 do look on thee. 
Hel. And | am ſick when | look not on you. 
Dem. Youdo impeach your modeſty tov much, 
To leave the City, and commit your {elf 
Into tlie hands of one that loves you not, 
To truſt the opportunity of Night, 
And the ill countcl of a delert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
Hel. Your virtue is my priviledge : for that 
It is not night when 1 do tee your face, 
Therefore | think I am not in the Night, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 
For you in my reſpect are all the World. 
Then how can it be laid lam alone , 
When all the World is here to look on me ? 
Dem, Yle run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beaſts. 
Hel. "The wildeft hath not fucha heart as you 
Run when you will , the ſtory ſhall be chang'd : 
A ppolo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; 
The Dove purſues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes [peed to catch the Tyger. Boctlels ipeed, 
When Cowardife purſues, and Valour fl eg. 
Dem. 1 will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go; 
Or if you follow me, do not believe, 
But I ſhall do thee miſchief in the VVood. 
H:1, 1, inthe Temple, in the Town, and Field, 
You do me wiſchief, Fye Demetrius, 
Your wrongs do ſet a ſcandal on my Sex : 
We cannot tight for Love, as men may do 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 
I follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell, 
To dye vpon the hand I love fo well . Exit 
Os, Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leave this Grove. 
Thou ſhalt fly him, agd he ſhall ſeek-thy love, 
Haſt thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer, 


Exter Puck. 


Pa. I, there it is. 

Ob. | pray thee give it me, 
[know a bank where the wild Time blows, 
Where the Oxſlips and the nodding Violet grows, 


Quite over Cannoped with luicious Woodbine, 


With {weet musk Roſes, and with Eglantine, 

There ſleeps Titania, ſometime of the Night, 

LulPd in theſe flowers, with dances and dclight : 

And there the Snake throws her enammel'd Skin, - 

VVeced wide enough to wrap a Fairy in- 

And with the juice of this Ple ſtreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hateful Fantaſies. 

Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this Grove ; 

A ſweet Athenian Lady is in Love 

With a dildainful youth : annoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he eſpies, 

May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 

By the eAthenian Garments he hath on. 

EffeR it with ſomecare, that he may prove 

More fond on her, than ſhe upon her love; 

And look thou meet me, ere the firft Cock crow. 
Px. Fear not my Lord, your fervant ſhall do ſo. 

Enter ©ucen of Fairies, with ber Train. 

©£u. Come, now aRoundel, and a Fairy Song : 

Then for the third part of a Minute hence, 

Some to kill Kankers in the Musk Roſe buds, 

Some war with Reremiſe, for their leathern wings, 

To make my ſmall Elyes Coats, and keep ſome back 


Exit. 
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The Clamorous Owl that Nightly hoors and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits : Sing me now a ſleep, 
Then to your offices, and let me reſt, 


Fairies Sing 


You ſpotted Snakes with double tongur, 
Thorny Hedgehoggs be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Corne not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomele with melodie, 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lullz lulla,lullaby : 
Never harm, nor ſpell, nor Charm. 
Come onr lovely Lady nye, 
Fo good night with Lullaby. 
2. Fairy. 
Weaving Spiders come not bere; 
Hence you long leg'd Spinners, hence © 
Beetles black approach not near : 
Worm nor Snayl do no offence. 
Philomele with melody, oc. 
1. Faxry, 
Hence away \, now all is well : 
One aloof, ſtand Ceminel. 


Enter Oberon. 
Ob, What thou ſeeft when thou doſt wake , 
Do it for thy true Love take : 
Love and Langviſh for his ſake 
Be it Qunce, or Cat,or Bear, 
Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 
In thy eye that ſhall appear, 
When thou wak'R, it is thy dear, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is near. 
| Enter Lyſander and Hermia. 
Ly. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the Woods 3 
And to ſpeak troth, | have forgot our Way : 
We'l reft us Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 
Her. Be it ſo Lyſander ; find you out a Bed, 
For Lupon this Bank will reſt my Head. 
Lyſ. One Turf ſhall ferve as Pillow for us both, 
One Heart, one B:d, two Boſoms, and one Troth. 
Her. Niy good Lyſander, for my fake my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lic ſo near. 
Lyſ.. O take the ſence ſweet, of my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in Loves conference, 
| mean that my Heart unto yours 15 knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two Boſoms interchanged with an oath, 
So then two Boſoms, ang.aſjogle Troth. 
Then by your fide, no' Bed-room me deny 
For lying ſo, Hermia , I do notlye. 
Her, Lyſander riddles very prettily ; 
Now much beſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander I'd. 
But gentle friend, for Love and Curteſy 
Lye further off in human Modeſty, 
Such ſeparation, as may well be ſaid 
Becomes a Vertuous Batchelor, and a Mid, 
So far be diſtant, and good night ſweet Friend : 
Thy Lovene'realter till thy ſweet Lite end. 
Lyſ. Amen , amen to that fair Prayer lay I, 
And then end Life, when I end Loyalty : 
Here is my Bed, ſl:ep give thee all his R-, 
Her. With halt that wiſh, the wiſh:rs eyes be preſt. 
Enter Puck They ſleep. 
Pu. Through the Forreſt have | gone, 
But Athenian find 1 none, 
On whole eyes I might approve 
This Flowers force in ſtirring Love: 
Night and filence : who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear ; 


This is he ( my Maſter ſaid 
Deſpiſed the Athenian Maid 

And here the Maiden ſleeping (ound, 
On the dank and durty ground 

Pretty ſoul, ſhe durſt not lye 

Near this lack-love, this kill curtely, 
Churl upon the eyes 1 throw 

All the power this Charm doth owe ; 
When thou wak'R, let Love forbid 

Sleep his {cat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when | amgon z | 
For | muſt now to Oberv7. Exit. 


Enter D:metrius ard Helena running. 


Hel. Say, tho thou kill me, ſweet D:metrius.” 
De. | charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus, 
Hel, O wilt thou Darling leave me ? donot fo, 
De. Stay on thy peril, I alone will go. 
Exit Demetrius, 
Hel, O 1I:moutof breath, in this fond chace, 
The more my Prayer, the lefſer is my Grace. 
Happy is Zermia, wherefore the lies : 
For ſhe hath bleſſed and attraQtive eyes. 
How came her eyes { bright ? Not with ſalt tears, 
[f fo, my eyes are oftner waſhr then hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a Rear. 
For Eeafts that meet me, run away for fear, 
Tnerefore no marvel, tho Demetrins 
Do as a monſter, fly my preſence thus, 
What wicked and diſſembling glaſs of ine, 
Made me compare with Hermia's ſphery eyn ? 
But Whois here ? Lyſander on the Ground : 
Dead or a ſleep ? 1 ice no Blood. n6 Wound. 
Lyſander, if you live, g9od Sir awake, 

Ly/. And run through nel will for thy ſweet ſake. 
Tranſparent Helena, nature here ſhews arc, 

That through thy Boſom makes me fee (hy Heart, | 
Where Demetrius ? Oh how fita word 
[s that vile name, to periſh on my Sword ? 

Hel. Do not ſay fo, Ly/ander, ſay not fo , 
What tho he love your Hermia ? Li rd, what tho? 
Yet Hermia lil] Loves you, then be content 

Lyſ. Content with Hermia ? Nol do repent 
The tedious minutes | with her have ſpent. 

Not Herwia, but Helena now I love : 

Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ? 
The will of man is by his reaſon fway'd: 
Andreaſon ſays you are the worthicr Maid. 


['hings growing arenot ripe until cheir Seaſon : 

\0 I being young, till now ripe not to Realon, 

And touching now the point of human kill, 

Reaſon becomes the Marſhal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes, where | orelook 

Loves ſtories, written in Loves richeſt Book. 

Hel. Wherefore was | to this keen mockery born? 

When at your hands did I deterve this tfcorn ? 

[s't not enough, it not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no nor never can 

Deſerve a {weet look from Demetrius eye, 

But you mult flour my in{ufficiency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong ( good footh you do ) 

[n ſuch diſdainful manner, me to wooe. 

But fare you well : pertorce | muſt confeſs, 

| chought you Lord of more true gentlene(s, 

Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, 

Should of another theretore be abus'd. Ext 
Lyf. She fees not Hermia, fleep thou there, 

And never maiſt thou come Ly/ander near : 

For av a furfeit of the ſweeteſt things 

The deepeſt loathing to aſtomach brings. 

Or as the herclics that men do leave, 

Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive ; 

So thou, my ſurfeit, and my hereſy, 
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| Of all b:hated : but the moſt of me, Enter Fuck. 
| And «U my po vers addrets your love and might, | Quin, Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 
| To honour Helen, aad to be her Knight. Exit, | Bot. Why then may you leave a Citement of the preat | 
| | Her. Help me T.yſander, help me, do thy beſt. | Chamber window ( where we play ) open, and the Moon ” 
|; To pluck this crawling Serpent from my breſt | may ſhine in at the Caſemenr, 
Aye me, for pity, what a dream was here ? : | Qs. 1,or elſe one muſt cone in with a buſh of thorns 
'S Lyſander look, how | do quake withfear , | and alanthorn, and ſay he comes to disfigure, or to pre- 
| Me-thought a Serpent eat my Heart aways  , | lent the perſon of Moon-fhine. Then there is another 
And yet {ate {miling at his cruel prey. thing, we muſt have awall in the great Chamber; for 
| Lyſarder, what remov'd? Lyſander, Lord, 5 | Piramus and Thusby( fays the ſtory) 01d talk through the 
'' What out of hearing, gone ? No ſound, no. woxd F, chink of a wall. 
'Y Al-ck where are you? ipeak and if you hear's ._. | Snug. Youcan never bring in a wail, What ſay you 
Speak of all Loves; Iſwound almoſt with fear, | Bottome ? | 
No, then I well perccive you are not nigh, | Bot. Some man or other muſt priclent wall, and let | 
Either death or you Vie tind immediately. Exit. him have ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or iome rovgh-caft | 
| about him, to figni'y wall; or let him hold his fingers | | 
— -- _ thus ; and through that cranny ſhall Pyram:y#s and T hisby 
er” =" R 
: | uin. If that may be, then all is well, Come, fit down ' 
Acts T entivs. | Hy mothers mon and rehrarle your parts. Pyramus : 
you begin ; when you have tpoken your ſpeech, enter into : 
Enter the Clowns. that Brake, and ſoevery one according to his cue, ' 
Bot. Are we all met? Enter Robin. [ 
Uuin. Par, pat, and here's a marvailous convenient | A.b. What hempen home-ipuns have we ſwaggering | 
Yace for our retearſal. This green plat ſhall be our here 
ſtage; this hauthorn brake our tyring Houſe, and we will | Sonear the Cradle of the Fairy Queen ? 
doit in aRtion, as we willdo it before the Duke. - | What, aPlay toward? Ve be an auditor | 
Bot, Peter Quince? An aor too perhaps, if I ſ{cecaule. | 
Peter. What 1ailt thou bully B-trome ? Lu. Speak Pyramus : T hisby ſtand forth. | 
Bit. Ther: ae things in this Comedy of Piramus and | Pir. Thisby, the flowers of odious favours ſweet, $ 
Twoisby, that will never pleaſe. Furſt, Piramus mult draw | Qin. Odours, odours, | 
a Sword to kill himſelt; which the Ladies cannot abide, Pir. Odours favors lweet, 
How anſwer you that ? So hath thy breath, my deareſt Thisby dear, 
Snout, Beriaken, a parlous fear. But hark, a voice ; ſtay thou but here a while, 
Star. I believe we muſt leave the killing out, when all is | And by and by I will to thee appear. Exit. Per, | 
done. ' Puck. A ftranger Pyramus, then ere plaid hire. 
Bet. Not a whit, I have a device to make. all well.| Thisb. Muſt I ſpeak now ? 
Write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to lay, | Per. I marry muſt you. For you muſt underſtand he | 
We wiil do no k:zrm with our Swords, and that Pyramss | goes but to fee a noite that he heard, an4 is to come a- ' 
is not kil”d indecd; and for the more better aſſurance, | gain. 
tell them, that Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Botrome | This, Moſt radiant Pyrawas, moſt Lilly white of hue, | 
the Weaver ; this will put them out of fear. Of colour like the red Rotc on triumphant Bryer, 
©4in, Well, we will have fuch a Prologue, and it ſhall | Moſt brisky Juvenal, and eke moſt lovely Jew, f 
be written in eight and fix. As true as trueſt horle, that yet would never tire, | 
Bot. No, makeit two more, let it be written in 'cight | Ile meet thee Piramus, at Ninnies Tomb. : ; 
and cipht. | Pet. Ninus Tomb, man : why, you mult not ſpeak that 
Szout, Will not the Ladies be afear'd of the Lion ? yet; that you anſwer to Piramus ;, you ipeak all your 
Star. I fear it, I promile you. | part at once, cues and all. Piramus enter, your cue is paſt ' 
Bot. Maiſters, you ought to conſider with your {clyes, | it4s never tire, 
to bring in (God ſhieldus) a Lion among Ladies, is a Thisb. O, as true as trueſt Horſe, that yet would never | 
moſt dreadful thing. For there is not a more fearful wild | tire : , | 
fowl than your Lion living; and we ought to look to| Pir. If I were fair, Thisby I were only thine. F 


| Per. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We arc hanted ; pray 
Snoxt. Thcrcfore another Prologue muſt tell he is not | maſters, fly maſters, help. 

a Lien. 0 Tre Clowns Extunt, 
Bt. Nay, you muſt name his name, and- half his face | Puck, Ile follow you, lie lead you about a Round, 
muſt be ſeen through the Lions neck, and he himſelf muſt | Through bog, through buſh, through brake, through 
ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defe&t; Ladies, | Sometimes a Horſe Ile de, lometimes a,FHoundz (bryer, | 
or Fair Ladies, | would wilh you, or I would requ:eft you, | A Hog, a Headleſs Bear, {ometimes a fire, | 
or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to tremble 5 my | And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn, 

Life for yours. If you think 1 come hither as aLion, | Like Horſe, Hound, Hog, Bear, fire, at every turn, Exit. 
it were pity of my Life. No, lam no ſuch thing, | am 


it, 


a man as other men are ; and there indeed let Enter Piramus with the Aſs Head, 
him name his name, and tell him plainly he is Sug the | Bot. why do they run away ? This isa knavery of them 
| Joiner. to make me afeard. Enter Snout. | 


Ounce, Well, it ſhall be fo ; but there is two hard | Sn. O Bottome, thou art chang'd ; What do I ſee on 
things, that is, to bring the Moon-Light into a Cham- | thee ? 
[ her ; for you know, Pyramus and Thizby meet by Moon- | Bot. What do you fee ? You fee an Aſs-head of your | 


light. own, do you ? 
Sna;. Duth the Moonſhine that Night we play our Enter Peter Quince, 
Play ? 
Boer, A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack, Pet. Bleſs thee Bottome, bleſs thee ; thou art tranſ- 
find cut Mcon-{hine, find out Moon-ſhine. lated, Exit, | 
| * Bot. 
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| And I will purge thy mortal groſsnels ſo, 
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place, do what they can, t will walk up and down here, 
and will fing that they ſhall hear | am not afraid, 

The Woofel cock, ſo black of hue, 

With Orcenge-tawny bill. 

The Throftle will his note fo true, 

The Wren and little qui'l. 

Tits. What Angel wakes me from my flowry bed ? 

Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, 

The plainlong Cuckow gray 3 

Whole note tull many a man doth mark, 

And dares not anſwer, nay; 

For jndecd, who would let his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird ? 
Who would give 3 bird the lye, tho he cry Cuckow, ne- 
ver ſo? 

Tita. | pray thee gentle mortal, ſing again, 

Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note ; 

On the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear | love thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape. 

And thy fair vertues force ( perforce ) doth move me. 
Bot. Methinks maiſtre(s, you {ſhould have little reaſon 
for that: and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and love keep 
little company together, now-a-days. The more the pity, | 
that ſome honeſt neighbours will not make them Iricngs- 
Nay, I can gleek upon occaſion. 

Tita» Thou art as wiſe as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not ſ>neither: but if I had wit enough to get 


turn. 
Tita. Out of this wood, do not deſire to go, 
Thou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I ama ſpirit of no common rate : 

The Summer ftill doth tend upon my Rate, 

AndI dolove thee; therefore go with me, 

Ple give thee Fairies to att:nd on thee 

And they ſhall fetch thee Jewels from the deep, 

And ſing, while thou on preſſed flowers doth ſleep : 


That thou (halt like an airy ſpirit go. 


Enter Peaſe-bloſſom, Cobweb, Moth, Muſtard- 
ſeed, and four Fairies, 


Fair. Ready , and l, and I, and I, Where ſhall we go? ; 
Tita. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman, | 
Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eye, 

F-ed him with Apricocks and Dewbcries, 
With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, } 
The hony-bags ſteal from the Humble Bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. 

And light them at the fhery Glow-worms eyes, 

To have my love to bed, and to aril: : 

And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies, 

Tofan the Moon beams from his ſ|ceping eyes. 

Nod to him Elves, and do him courtclics. 

1, Fai. Hail mortal, hail, 

2 F ai. Hail: ; 

3. Fai. Hail. N 

Bot. Icry your worſhips mercy heartily, 1 beſeech your 
worlhips name. 

Cob. Cobw-.b. 

Boe. T ſhull defire you of more acquaintance , good 
Maſter Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I ſhall make bold with 
YOU. 

Your name honeſt Gentleman ? 
Peaſf. Peaſe-Bloſſom. 
Bot. | pray you commend me to Miſtreſs Squaſh your 


"20 idfummers Nights Dream. 


Bot: lice thcic knavery » this is to make an als of me, devoured many a Gentleman of your houle. I promiſe 
to fright meif they could 3 but will not ſtir from this you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now, | 
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Cefire your more acquaintance , good Maſter Muſtard 


ſeed. 


Tiu4, Ceme wait upon him, lead him to my bower. 
The Moon methinks, looks witha watryeye, 
And when ſh: weeps, weep every little lower, 
L:menting ſome entoiced chaſtity. 


Tye up my Lovers tongue, bring him filently. Exit, 


Enter King of Fairies, ſolus, 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak't: 
Then what it was that next came in her e ye, 
Which ſhe muſt dote on in cxcremity. 


A Enter Puck. 


Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 
Puck, My Miſtrcis with a monſter is in love, 

Near to her cloſe and conlecrated bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and l:eping hour, 
A crew of patches. rude Mechanicals, 

That work tor bread up»r, Athenian Ralls, 
Were met togethet t9 cehearl- a Play, 
[ntenceC for great Th: ſex: nup:ial day. 


The ſhalloweſt thick-«kin ot that barren ſort, 
out of this wood, | have enough to ferve mine own | Who Pyramzs prelented, in iheir ſpore, 


Forſook his Scene, and entred 1a a brake, 
When I did him at this advantage tike, 

An Aſs hey | fixed on his head ; 

Anon his Th:sbie muſt be antwered, 

And forth my Mimick comes : when they him ſpie, 
As wild-Geele, that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruſſet-pated choughs. many in (ort, 
(Riſing and cawing at the Guns report.) 

Sever themlelves, and madly ſweep the $ky :; 

So at his ſight, away his fellows flie, 

And at our ſtamp, here ore a: d cre one falls : 
He murder cries, and help from Ath«ns calls. 


Their ſenſe thus wesk, loft with their fears thus ftrong, 


M-de fenfelets things begin to do them wrong, 

For briars and thorns at their apparel fnatch, 

Some ſleeve*, ſome hats, frem yielGers all things catch, 
I led them on in this diltraRed fear, 

And lett ſweet Pyramustranflated there : 

When in that moment ( fo it came ts pals ) 

Titania wak't, and Rtraightway lov'd an Afs. 

Ob. This fal!s out better than I could Cevile; 
But haft thou yet latch*c the Athenianeyes, 
With the love juice as ] did bid thee do ? 

Rob. 1 took him flceping ( that is finiſht too ) 
And the Athenian Woman by his fide, 

That when he wak't, of force ſhe muſt be ey'd. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 


Ob. Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Arhenian. 

R ob. This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Dem, O why rebuke you kim that loves you lo ? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter fo. 

Her. Now [ but chide, but 1 ſhould uſe thee worſe. 
For thou l fear haſt given mecaule tocurle, 
If thou haſt ſlain Lyſander in his ſleep. 


ro00 ? 
The Sun was not ſo true unto the day, 


Mother, and to Maſter Peeſcod your Father. Good 
Maſter Peaſe-bloſſom, I ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 


As he to me. Would he have ftollen away, 
From ſleeping Hermia? T'le believe as loon 


tance too. Your name | bcſeech you fir ? 
HMuſ. Muſtard ſeed. 
Bot. Good Maſter Muſtard ſeed; | know your pati- 
ence well: that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-becf hath 


This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moon 
May through the Center creep, and fo diſpleaſe 
Her brothers noon-tide, wich th* Antipodes, 
[c cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, 
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Being ore ſhooes in blood, plunge in the deep, and kill me 


So 
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So ſhould a muithtrer look, to Cead, fo grim. 
Dem. So (thouid the murtherer look, and fo ſhould I, 
Pierc't through the heart with your ſtern cruel:y : 
Yet \ou the murderer looks as bright as clear, 
As yonder Yenns in her glimmering ſphear. | 
Her, What's this to my Lyſander ? Where is he ? 
Ah pood Demetrixs, wilt thou give him me ? 
Dem. \'de rather give his carkaſs ro my hounds. 
Hir. Out dog, out cur, thoudriv'ſt me paſt the bounds 
Of Maidens patience. Haft thou ſlain him then ? 
H-nceforth be never numbred among men. 
Oh, once tell true, and even for my take, 
Built thou a lookt upon him, being awake * 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſl:eping ? O brave tutch: 
Could not a worm, an Adder do {o much ? 
An adder Cid it, for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, ( thou (ſerpent ) never adder ſtung. 
Dem. You ipend your paſſion on a miſpriz') mood, 
[| amnot guilty of Lyſanler's blood : 
| Xor is he dead for ought that I can tell, 
Her. pray theetell me then'that he is well. 
Dem. And if 1 could, what ſhould 1 get therefore ? 
Her: A priviſedg never to ſee memore ; 
And from thy hated preſence part1: fee me no more 
Whether he be dead or no. : Exit. 
Dem, There isno following her in this fierce ve, 
Here therefore for a while | will remain. 
So forrows heavinels doth heavier grow : 
For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe, 
Which now in ſome flight meaſure it will pay, _ 
If for his tender here 1 make fome ſtay. Lie down. 
Ob. What haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miftakep quite, 
And laid thy love juice on ſome true-loves fight : 
{ Of thy mitpriſion muſt perforce enſue 
Some true love turn'd, andnot a falſe turn'd true. 
Reb. Then fate o'rerules, that one man holding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath» 
Ob. About the wood, golwifter than the wind, 
And Helenz of Athens lagk thou find. 
All fancy-fick ſhe is, and pale of cheer, E 
With ſighs of tove, that cofts the freſh blood dear, 
By ſome illvfion ſee thou bring her here. 
le charm his eyes againſt ſhe doth appear, 
[—"R c. 1 go, 1 go, look howl go, 
5» 'frer than arrow from the Tartars bow, Exit. 
Ob. Flower of this purple die, 
Hir with Capids archery, 
'S nk in apple of hiseye, 
When his love he doth eſpy, 
Let her ſhine 2s gloriouſly 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wak*ſt if ſhe be by 
| Beg of her for remedy. 
Enter Puck. 
Puck. Captain of our Fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand, 
And the youth miſtook by me, 
Pleading for a lovers fee. 
| Shall we thcir fond Pageant fee ? 
Lord, what fools theſe mortals be ! 
Ob. Stand aſide : the noiſe they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake, 
Puck. Then will two at once wooe one, 
That muſt needs be ſport alone : 
Ard thoſe things do belt pleaſe me, 
| That befal prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena. 


Lyſ. Why ſhould you think that I ſhould wooe in ſcorn > 
Scorn and deriſion never comes in tears. 
Look when 1 vow, I weep, and vows ſo born, 
ln their nativity all trutk appears, 
How c2n thele things in me ſeem ſcorn to you? 


i 


| 


| 
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Bearing the b:Cg of faith to prove them true, 
Hel. You Co advance your cunring more ati! more, 
When t:uth kills truth, O dev liith holy [r:y / 
Thete vows are Hermia's. Will you give her ore 2 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing w 1h, 
Your vows to her and me, ( put in two ſcalcs ) 
Will even weigh, ard both as light as tales. 
Lyſ. 1 had no judgment whcn co her | (wore. 
Hel. Nornone in my mind, now you give her ore, 
Ly/. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 
Dem. O Helen, gocdcts, nymph, perſeR, divire, 
To what ? my love, ſhall | compare thine c1 ne, 
Chryftal is muddy, O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy lips, thole kiſſing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, hiph Tau us inow, 
Fann'd with the Eaftern wind, turns to a Crow, 
When thou hold" up thy hand, O let me kits 
This Princt(; of pure white, this fea! of bliſc. 
Hel. O ſpight, O hell, I ſe you zre all bent 
To tet againſt me, for your merriment : 
If you were civil, and knew courteſie, 
You would not do me thus much injury, 
Can you not hate me as I know you do, 
But you muſt join in ſouls to mock me too ? 
If youare men, as men you are inſhoy, 
You would not uſe a gentle Lady ſo ? 
To vow, and (wear, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 
When 1 am ſure you hate me with your hearts, 
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both Rivals to mock Heleng. 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, 
To conjure tears up in a poor maids cyes, 
With your deriſton ; none of noble ſort, 
Would fo offend a Virgina, and extort 


A poor fouls patience, all to make you ſport. 
Ly/ſ. Youare unkind Demetrius ; be not fo, 

For you love Hermia ; this you know I know ; 

And here with all good will, with all my heart, 


| ln Hermia's love 1 yield youup my part; 


And yours of Helena, tome bequeath, 
Whom I co love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath, 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, 1 will none: 
If ere 1 lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her, but as gueſt-wile {cjourn'd 
» And now to Helen it is home return'd, 
There to remain, 
Lyſ/. It is not fo. 
Lem. Diſparage not the faith thoudoſt not know, 
Left ro thy peril thou abide it dear. 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy dear. 


, 


Enter Hermia, 


The ear more quick of apprehenſion makes. 
Wherein it doth impair the ſeeing ſenſe, 

[t pays the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found, 

Mine ear, ( | thank it ) brought me to that ſound. 


But why unkindly didft thou leave me ſo ? ( to go? 
Lyſand. Why ſhould he ſtay whom love doth preſs 
Her. What love could preſs Lyſander from my fide ? 
Ly/. Lyſanders love, ( that would not let him bide ) 

Fair Helene, who more engilds the night, 

Than all yon fiery 0's and eyes of light. 

Why teck*ſt thou me ? Could not this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee, made me leave thee fo ? 

Her, You ſpeak not as you think : it cannot be. 
Hel. Lo, (he is one of this confederacy, 

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three, 

To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 

Injurious Hermis, moſt ungratetul maid, 

Have you conſpired, have you with theſe contriv'd 


To 
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Her. Dark night, that from the eye his funRion takes | 


| 
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To bait mr, with this foul derifton ? 

[s all the Coun':l thar we two have ſhar'd, 

The Sift. rs vows, the hours that we have ſpent, 

When we have chid the haſty footed time * 

For parting ns 3 O, and is all forgot ? 

AllSchool-Gays friendſhip, chile-hoods Innocence ? 

We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, 

Have w:th our Needles, Created both one flower, 

Bth on one Sampler, fit:ing on one Cuſhion 3 

Both warbling ot one Song, both in one Rey z 

As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together , 

Like to a double cherry, {eeming parted, 

But an Union in partition, 

Two lovely Berries molded on cne Stem, 

So with two {eeming bodies, but one heart, 

Two of the firſt life, coats in Heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one Cref?. 

And will you rent our 2ncient love aſunder, 

To join with men in {corning your poor Friend ? 

[t is not fricndly, *cis not maidenly, 

Our ſcx as well as ] may chide you for it, & 

Though 1 alone do feel the Injury. 

Her. | am amazed at your paſſionate words, 

{ ſcorn you not z it {ſeems that you {corn me. 

Hel. Have you not {ct Lyſander, as in {corn 

To to!low me,and praife my Eyes ind face ? 

And made » our other love, Demetrius 

(Who even but now did fpurn me with his foot) 

To call m: Goadels, Nymph, Divine, and rare, 

Precious, Cclcſtial ? Wherefore {peaks he this 

To her he | atcs ? And wherefore doth Lyſander 

Deny your love (to rich wirhin 1s Soul 

And tender me ( forfooih J aft.Qion, 

But by your {ctting on, by your conſent £ 

What though | be not (9 ia grace as you, 

So hung upon with Love, to fortunate ? 

But miſerable molt, to love unloy'd) 

This you ſhould pity rather than defpile. 

Her. 1 underſtand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. 1 do, pertever, counterfeit fad looks. 

Make mouths upon me when turn my back, 

Wink each at other, hold the tweet je{tup : 

This ſport well carricd, {hall be Chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace, ormanners, 

You would not make me {uct an Argument : 

But fare ye well, *tis partly mine own fault, 

Which death or abſence {oon ſhall remedy. 

Ly Stay gentle Helena, hear my cxcule. 
My Love, my Soul, fair Helena. 
Hel. O excellent / 
Her. Sweet, do not {corn her fo. 
Dem If ſhe cannot entreat, 1 can compel. 
Lyſ., Thou canſt comp<l no more than ſhe entreat, 

Thy threats have no more itr<ngth than her weak praiſe, 
Helen. | love thee, by mv Life | do; 

| ſwear by that which | will loſe for thee, . 

To prove him falſe that ſays I love thee not. 

' Dem. Ifay, Ilove thee more than he can do. | 
Lyſ. If thoufay fo, withdraw and prove it £06: 
Dem. Quick, come. | 4 
Hey. Lyſander, whereto tends all this ? 
Lyſ. Away you Erthrope. 
Dem, No, no, Sir, tcem to break loole 3 

Take on as you would. follow, 

Bu: yet come not 5 you are a tame man, go. 

Lyſ. Hang off thou Cat, thou but z vile thing let looſe, 

Or | will ſhake thee from me like a Serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown lo rude ? 

What change is this, tweet Love ? 

Lyſ[. Thy love ? out tawny T artar, out 5 

Out loathed Medicine 5 O hated poylon hence, 
Her. Do you not jeit ? 

Hel. Yes tooth, and fo do you. 
»* 
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Dem. | wou'd I had your bond : for | perceive 
A weak bond holds you ; Ple not truſt your word, 
Ly}. What, ſhould | hurt her, ſtrike her, kill ker dead ? | 
Althouzh l[ hate her, 1 not harm her ſo. | 
Her. What, cn you do me greater harm than harm ? | 


Ly/. Demetrins, | will Keep my word with thee. 
| 


Hate me. wherefore ? O me, what news my Lov: ? 
Am not | Hermia? are not you Ly/ander ? 
| 2m as fair now, as 1 was ere while, 
Since Night y ou lov'd me ; yet fi:.ce nipht you left me: 
Why then youleft me ( O the Gods forb:4) 
[n earneſt, ſhall 1 tay ? 
Lyſ. 1, by my Life ? 
And never did Cefire to fee thee more, 
 herefore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer; *cis ns je(t, 
That do | ate thee, and love Heleaa. 
Her, O me, you jugler, you carker-bloſſom, 
You thief of Love ; what have you come by night, 
And ſtoln my Loves keart from him? 
Hel, Fine ifaith : 
Have youno modeſty, no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſbfulnefs ? what w.lt you tear | 
( Impatient anſwers from wy gentle tongue) | 
Fie, tie, you counterfcit, you puppet, you. 
Her. Puppet? why fo? I, that way goes the game, 
Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 
Between our Rtatures ; ſhe hath urg'd her height, 
Anc with her perſonage, her tal perſonage, 
Her height (forſooth) ſhe hath prevail*d with him, 
And are you grown lo high in his eſteem, 
Becaulc lam to dwarfiſh, and fo low ? 
How low am I, thou painted Maypole ? Speak, 
How low am 1? I amnot yet lo low, 
But that my nailscan reach unto thine eyes. 
Hel. | pray youthough you mock me, Gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me, I was never curſt : 
| haveno gift at all in ſhrewiſhnels; 
[ am a right Maid for my Cowardiz: ; 
Let her not ſtrike me : you perhaps may think, 
Becaule (he's ſomething lower than my elf, 
That I can match her. 
Her. Lower ? hark again. 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be ſo bitter with me, 
| evermoredid love you Hermia , | ov 
(Did ever keep your Counſels, never wronged you, ** 
Jave that in Love unto Demetrins, 
[ rold him of your ſtealth into this Wood. 
He followed you, for love I followed him, 
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
Toftri' e me, {purn me, nay to kill me too; 
And now, to you will let me quiet go, 
To Athens will I bear my folly back, 
and fdllow you no further. Let me go. | 
You tee how fimp'e, and how fond I am. 
Her. Why get you gone ; who ivt that hinders you ? 
Hel, A fooliſh heart, that I leave here bchind. 
Htr. What with Lyſander ? 
Hel. Wuh Demetrus. 
Ly}. Be not afraid, ſhewill not harm thee Hele»2. 
Dem, No (ir, ſhe ſhallnot, though you take her part. 
Hel. O, when ſhe's angry, ſhe is keen anAhrewd, 
She wa9a, vixen when ſhe went ra School; 
And though ſhe be bur lirtle the is fierce. 4X 
Her. Little again ? nothing bug low and little ? 
Why will you ſuffer her co flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. :M 
Ly/. Ong you gong you 
You Minus, of tvind 
You Bcad, you &corh:”? 
Dem. You are too of 
[n her behalf ghat fcorns 
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Never io little ſhew of Luvero her, 
Thou ſhalt abideit. 
Lyl. Now {hc helds me not, 
Now foilow1i thoudar'it, to try whole rig" t, 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena, 
D.m. Follow? Nay, Ile go with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
Exit Lyſander and Demers. 
Her. You Miſtreſs, ail this coyl is long of you, 
Nay, £9 not Ddack. 
Hel. 1 will not truft you T, 
Nor longer ſtay in your curtt Company. 
Your hands than mine arc quicker for a fray, 
My Leg: ate longer though to run away» 


_ 


—O— — 


Exeunt. 


Erter Oberon and Puck. 
Ob. This is thy negligence, fill thou miſtak*ſt, 
Or elle committ'ft thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Belicve me, Ring of ſhadows, I miſtook, 
Did netyou t<l] me, I (hould know the Man, 
By the Arhenian Garments he hath on ? 
An fo far blamelels proves my enterpriſe, 
That 1 have nointed an Atkeniar's Eyes, 
And ſofaraml pled, it fo did fort, 
As this chcir jangling 1 eſteem a ſport, 
O05. Thou feſt theſe Lovers feck a place to fight, 
Hie therefore Rehin, overcaſt the Night, 
The arry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping Fogg as bl:ck as Acherony 
And kad theie tſty Rivals fo aftray, 
As one comme not within anothers Way. 
Like to Lyſander, ſometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then {tir Demetrizs up with bitter wrong 3 
And fomertime rail thou like Demetrius 
And from eaci other look thoulcad them thus, 
Till o*ce their brows, death-counterfeiting ſleep 
With laden Legs, and Battie-wings doth creep 3 
"Then cruſh this Herb into Lyſanaers eye, 
Whoſe Liquor hath this virtuous property, 
(To t ke from thence all errour, with his might, 
' Ang make kis Eye-balls rowl with wonted ſight. 
|When theynext wakz, all this deriſion 
| Shall feem a Dreara, and fruitleſs viſion, 
; And back to Athens ſhall! the Lovers wend 
With League, whole date till death ſhall never end. 
W hiles 1 in this affair do thee imploy, 
Ple ro my Queen, and beg her [ndian Boy , 
And then 1 will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Monſters view, and all things ſhall be Peace. 
Puck. My Fairy Lore, this muſt be done with haſte, 
For Nights-{wift Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
Ard yonder ſhines Aurora's harbinger ; 
| At whole appreach Gheſts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards ; damned Spirits all, 
That in crofs- ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their Wormy beds are gone, 
For fear leſt Cay ſhould: look their ſhames upon, 
They wilfully exile themſelves from light, 
And muſt for aye conſort with black-brow'd Night, 
Ob. But we are {pirits bf another fort : 
[ with the morning Love have ofc mace ſport, 
And like a Forreſter, the groves may tread, 
Even till the Eaſte:n Gare all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune, with fair bleſſed beams, 
Turns into yellow Gold, his ſalt green ſtreams. 
But notwithſtanding haſte, make no delay : 
We may effe& this bulinels yet ere day, _ 
Pack. Upiznd down, up -and down, | will lead them 
vp and down : 1 amfear'd in Field and Town» Goblin, lead 
them vp and down ; here comes one. 


- 


» Cx «Enter Lylander, 
Lyf Where art thou,” proud Demtrius ? 
$pcak-thou now. *. # | 
Keob. Here villain, drawn and ready. Where att thou ? 
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My Legs can keep no pace with my deſires, 


| 
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[.,y/. I vid be with thee ſtraight. 
ob. Follow me then to plainer Ground. 
Enter Demetrius. 

Dem. Lyſander, ip.ak agiin ; 
Tnou runaway, thou Coward, art thou fled ? 
Spezk in fome buſh: Where doit thou hide thy Head 2 

Kop. Thou Coward art thou begging to the Yrtars, 
Telling the Buſhes that thou look' for Wars, 
\nd wilt not come? come Recreant, come thou Child, 
Ple whip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd 
That draws a Sword on thee, 

Dem, Yea, art thou there? 

Ro. Follow my voice, wee'l try no man-hood here. Ext: 

Ly/. He goes before me, and ſtill dares me on, 
When I come where he calls me, then he's gone. 
The Villain is much lighter heel'd than | - 
[ followed faſt, bur faſter he did flye ; ſhifting places 
Ther falnam 1 in dark uneven way, ; | 
And here will relt me, Come thou gentle day : lye down, 
For if but once thou ſhew me thy gray light, 
Pie tind Demetrius, and revenge this {pight. 

- Enter Robin and Cemetr us, 

Rob. Ho, ho, ho, coward why con thou not ? 

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar't, For well | wor 
Thou runn'ſt before me, ſhiſting every place, ; 
And dar'ft not ſtand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 

Reb. Come hither, 1am here. 

| Dem. Nay then thou mock't me ; thou ſhalt buv this 

[' ever I thy face by day-light lee, (dear 
Now go thy way : faintnels conftraineth me, ; 
To meaſure out my length on this cold bed, 
By days approach look to be viſited. 


, _ Enter Helena. 

Hel, O weaty night, O long and tedious night, 
Avate thy hours, ſhine comforts from the Ext, 
That I may back to Athens by day-light, 
From thele that my poor company deteſt, 
and ſleep that ſometimes ſhuts up ſorrows eye 
Steal me a while from mine own company. . Sleep 

Reb. Yet but three? come one more, | 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here ſhe comes, curſt and lad, 
Cupid is a knaviſh Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 

Enter Hermia. 

H.r. Never {o weary, never to in woe; 
B Jdabbled with the dew, and torn with briars, 
[ can no further crawl, no ſurther go; 


Here will I reſt me till the break of day, 

Heavens ſhield Lyſander, it they mean a fray, 
Reb. On the ground fleep tuund, 

Pie apply your eye, gentle lover, Remedy, 

When thou wak'ſt, thou tak'it 

True dclight in the fight of thy former Ladies eye, 

And the Country Proverb known, | 

Thatevery man ſhould take his own, 

In your waking ſhall be ſhown. 

Fack (hall have 7:8, naught ſhall go ill, 

The man ſhall have his Mare again, and all ſhall be well, 


Th:y ſleepall the Aft, 


—— 


Actus Quartus. 
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Enter Queen of Fairies, and Clown, and Fairies, and the 
King behind them. 


{:ta. Come, fit thee down upon this flowry bed, 
While I thy amiable checks do coy, 


And 
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4nd (tick 55.15k rotes in thy fleck {month head, | 
And kils thy {air large ear- my gentie joy. 


—— — - ——— —_— — 


p 
| Fe thou as then wel wont to be : 


Clo, Where's Peaſe Bl ſome | See as thoy vaſt wont to {ce. 
Peaſe. Ready. Dians bu, or Cupids flower, 
Clo. Scratch ary heac, Peaſc-Bloſſome. Where's Moun- Hath ſuch force and bleſſe { pox cr, 
fieur Cobweb ? 
Cob. Ready. Now my Titania wake you my ſweet Dneen. | 
Clo. Mounſieur Cobweb, good Mounſteur get your wea- Tita. My Oberen, what vili.ns have [ {cen | 


pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee on Merhought | was enamovured of an a+. | 
the top of a thiſtle 3 and good Mounſieur bring me the Ob. I here lies your love. 
hony bag. Do not fret your {elf too much in the ation, 11a. How came thele thir gs to paſ. ? | 
Mounſieurz and good Mounſieur have acare the honey bag Oh how mine eyes Co loath this viſaoe cow ! 
break not. 1 would be loth to have you overfiown with | Ob. Silence a while: Robin take off hi- head, 
a honey-bag ſignior. Where's Mounſieur Auſtardſeed ? Titania mulick call, and ſtrike more Cad 


| Mnſ. Ready. I'han common ſleep: of all thefe find the ſer 
Cle. Give me your news, Mounſieur Muſtard, Tita. Muſick, ho muſick, fuch as charmerh N-ep, 
Pray you leave your curtcſi: good Mounficur. 3 Muſch fill. 
| Muſ. What's your will ? Reb. When thou awal'ſt , With thine owa foct; eyes 
(io. Nothing good Mounſieur, but to he'p Cava/ers | PEEP. { me, 


Cobmeh to ſcratch. 1 muſt to the Barbers, Mounſizur, for | 05 Sound muſik; come my Queen, take hand with 
methinks 1 am marvellous hairy about the face. And I | And rock the ground whereon thete Neepers be 
am ſuch a tender afs, if my hair do but tickle me, | mult Now thou and | are new in amity, 
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{cratch. And will to morrow midnight folemn'y 
Tits, What, wilt thou hear ſome muſick, my tweet Dance in Duke The/en; h ufc triumphantly, | 
love ? And blets it to all taw poſterity, ; | | 
Clo. I have a reaſonable good ear in mulick, L-<t us | here ihall theſe pairs of fai kiul Lovers be | 
| | have the tongs ard the bones. Wedded with Theſens all in jollity. | 
| Keb. Fair King attend, and mark, 
| Muſick Tongs, Rural Muſick, | do hear the moernns Lark, 
| Ob. .Thcn my Qucen in Fence lad, 
' Tita. Orſay ſweet Love, what thou Ceſireſt to cat, Trip we after the nights ſhave ; 
| Clo. Truly a peck of Provender 3 | would munch | We the Globe can compals ſoon, 
| your 00G dry Oats. Methinks | have a great Cefire to a  OwWIrer than the wandring Moon. 
| bottle of hay : good hay, fweet hay hath no fellow. Tita. Come my Lord, and in our fight, 
Tita. | have a venturous Fairy, Cell me how it came this night, 
That ſhall ſ-ek the Squirrels hoard, That I ſl:eping here was found, 


And fetch thee new nuts. Sleepers lie ill. 


WIE Clo. 1 had rather have a handful or two of dried peaſe, | With theſe mortals on the ground, Exennt. 
But I pray you let none cf your people flir me, I have an! Wind Horns 


Enter Theſens, Egens, Hippolita and 1ll his train. 


expoli:ion 05 flzep come upon me. 
The}. Go one of you, find out th: Forreſter, 


Tita. Sicep thou, and | will wind thee in my arms, 


Fairies be gone, and be always away. | For now our odſervetion is performed . 
So doth the weodbine, the ſweet Honiſuckle, | AnG fiace we have the vaward of the day, 
Gently entwiſt ; the female Ivy fo | Miy Love (hall hear the muſick of my hounds 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm, | Uncouple in the Weſtern valley, ler chem e9 5 
O how Ilove thee ! how I dote on thee ? | Litpatch | ſay, ai.d fiad the Forrefter. 
V Ve will fair Queen, upto the Mountains topy 
| Enter Robin Goodfellow, and Oberon. | And mk the muftcal confuſion 
Ob. Welcome good Rebin : | Ot hounds, and eccho in corjunion. | 
Seeft chon this ſweet ſizht ? | Flip. | was with F:renles and Cadmns once, | 
Her dotag: now | do begin to pity. | VVhen ina wood of (ret they bayed the Bear | 
| For mecting her of late behind the wood, ; VVith hounds of Spartz, never did I hear 
Seeking {weet favors for this hateful fool, | Such gallant chicing. For b. ſites the groves, 
| did upbraid her, and fall out with hcr, ['he Skies, the Fountains every Reg on ne 3 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded , \eem's all one mutual cry. Incver heard 
| With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers So muſics] a difcord,f1ich tweet thunder, 
| And that ſamedew which ſometime on the buds, Teſ. My hounds are bred our of the Spartar kind, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearl: ; So flew'd,to ſanded, and their heads are hung 
Stood now within the pretty fouriet: eyes, VVith ears that iweep away the morning dew, | 
Like tears that did their own difgrace bewail, | Crook-kneed, and dew-lapr, like Theſalonian Bulls, 
When | had at my plcafure taunted tier, ' Stow in puriuir, but match'd in mouth like bells, 
And ſhe in mild terms begg'd my patienc*, Eachunder each A cry moretuneable 
| then did ask of her, her chang ling child, V Vas never haliowed to, nor cheer'd with horn, 
A Which ſtraight ſhe pave me, anc her F ciry (cnt In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly : 
| To bear him tomy Bower in Fairy Land. | Judge when you hear. But fofr, what nywphs are theſe ? | 
| And now | have the Boy, I will undo | Eg. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſlcep, | 
| This hateiul imperfeRion of hr eyes, And this Lyſander, this Demetrius 1s, | 
| And gentle Puck, take this transform d ſcalp [his Helena, old Nedars Helena, | 
| From off the head of this Athena ſwarr : | wonder of this being here together. 
| That he awaking when the other do, Theſ. No doubt. they role up carly, to obſerve | 
| May all to Athens back again repair, | The right of ay , and hearing our intent, 
And think no more of this nights accicents, Came here in grace of our tolemnity. 
| But as the fierce vexation of a dream. But ſpeak Fg us, is not this the day 
| But tixſt [ will relate the Fairy Queen. That Hermia thould give aatwer of her choice ? 
j | > Eye. 
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Eze. itis my Lord. 
- T4 /. Go bid the Huntlmen wake them with their | 


Hcrns. 


Horns, aid they wakg. 
Shcut nithin, they all ſtart up. 


Te. Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is paſt, 
Begin rhe{: wood-birds but to couple now ? 
Lyf. Pardon my Lord. 
Thef. | pray you all ſtznd vp. 
[ know vou two are Rival enemies; 
How comes thus gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is fo tar from jcalouſie, 
Te fl:ep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 


Lyſ. My Lord, 1 ſhall reply awazzcly, 
Halt ſleep, half waking. But as yet I {wear, 
[ cannot truly ſay how {came here, 
' But as I think (tor truly would 1 ſpeak), 
| And now 1 60 bethink me, fo it is 3 
| came with Hermia hither : Our intent 
Was to be gone from eAthens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the eAthenian Law. 
Ee. Enough, enough, my Lord ; you have enough : 


I beg the Law, the Law, upon his head 

They would have fſtol'n away, they would Demetria, 
Thereby to have Cefeated you and me : 

You of your wiſe, and meof my confent : 

Of mv conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 

Dem. My Lord, fair Helentold me of their ſtealth, 

Of this their purpole hither, to this wood, 

And lin fury hither followed them : 

Fair Helena, in fancy followed me. 

But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 

(But by ſome power it is) my love 

To H:rmia (melted as the ſnow) 

Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude, 
\V hich in my childhood I did doat upon : 
An all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
[The 0bj:& and the pleaſure of mine eye, 
1s onlv Helena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betroth'd crel fee Hermia ; 
Bt like a ficlncf+ did I loath this food - 


(But as in kealth, come to my natural taſte, 


| Now do 1 wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
| And will for ev:rmore be true ro it. 
| The. Fair Lovers, \ou are fortunately met 3 
| Of this Crfcourie we ſhall hear more anon, 
| Excx, | will over-bear your will ; 
(Fo: in ihe Temple, by and by with us, 
| Theſe coupl-s ſhall eternally be knit. 
4nd for the morring now is ſemething worn, 
|Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſer afide. 
Away, with us to Athens; three and three, 
We hold a Feaſt in great ſolemnity. 
Come Hippolita. Exit Dake and Lords, 
Dem. "1 h:te things ſeem ſmall and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like far-cff mountains turned into clouds, 
Her. Mcthinks I ſee theſe things with parted eye, 
When every thing ſeems duuble. 
Hel. So methinks: 
And I have found Demetris, like a Jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine Own. 
Dem, 1t ſeems to me, 
{ That we ſleep, we dream. Do not you think 
| The Duke was here, and bid us follow him ?. 
Her. Yea, and my Father. 
Hel. rd FHippolita. 
7.y/. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
| Dew. Why then weareawake, let's follow him, and by 
the way lex us recount our dreams. 
Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. 
Clo. When my Cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer. 
| My next is, moſt fair Piraww , Hey ho, Peter Quince ? 


| 


Flate the Bchows-menicer ? Snoxt the Tinker ? Starving ? 
God's my Lite ! Stol'a hence, and left me aflecp. | have } 
had a mot rare Viſion. I had a Orcam paſt the wit of 
man to {ay wiat dream it was. Man is but an Afs, if he 
go about to expour:d this dreaw. Methought 1 was, 
there 1s No Man can tell what. Methought 1 was, and 
methought I had. Bur men is but a patch'd fool, if he 
will oftcr to lay what methougkt I kad. The eye of wan 
hath not heard, the car of man hath not ſeen ; man's hand 
is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceive, nor his hcart 
to report what my dream was, LI will get Peter ©uwinice 
to write a Ballad of this dream 3 it ſhall be calicd Kortome's 
Dream, becauſe it hath no buttom; and } will liog it in 
the latter end of a play, before the Duke. Peradven- 
ture, tO Make it the more gracicus, I ſhall ling it at ber | 
death, Exu | 


. . | 
Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snout, and Starvling, 


La. Have you ſent to Bzttome's houlte ? Is he come home 
yet { 

Star. He cannot be heard of. 
ported. | 

Ty4/. 1: he come not, then the play is marr'd, It goes for. 
War”, doth it ? | 

Q +3, It is not poſſible : you have not a man in all Athens 
ab'c wo dutcharge Pirammw but he. 

7%, No, he hath ſimply the belt wit of any handycraſt 
man in Athens, 

Qi. Y.a, and the beſt perſon too; and he is a very Pa- 
ramour f :r a {ſweet voice. 

Thi, You muſt ſay, Paragon, A Paramour is (God blcls 
us) a thing of naught, 


Out of doubt heis tranl. 


Enter Snug the Foiner. 


Snug. Maſters, the Duke is coming from the 'Temple, 
and there is two or thtee Lords and Ladics more marri- 
ec. If our ſport had gone forward, we had all becn made 
men. 

Thiſ. O ſwect Bully Bettome : thus hath he loſt fix 
pence a day, Curing his If: ; he could not have 1caped 
[1x pence a Cay. And the Duke had not given him fix 
pence a day for playing Piramus, [le be hang'd. He 
would have delerved it. Six pence a day in Piramus, or 
nothing. 


Enter Byuttome, 


Bot. Where are theſe lads? Where are theſe hearts ? 

R Duh, Bottome, O moſt ccuragious day! O moſt happy 
our ! 

Fot, Maſters, I am todifcourſe wonders ; but ack me not 
what ; for if I tell you, lam no true Athenian. 1 will tell 
you every thing as it fell our, | 

©1, L.ct us hear, ſweet Bottome. 

b:t, Not a word of me: All that I will tell you, is 
that the Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel toge- 
ther, good Strings to your Bearcs, new Kibbands to 
your Pumps, meet preſently at the Palace, every man look 
o're his Part: for the ſhort and the long is, our Play 
is preferred: In any cate let Thz:by haye clean linnen : 
and let not him that plays the Lion, pare his Nails ; 
for they ſhall hang out for the Lior,'s Claws. And moſt 
dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor Garlick ; for we are to 
utter {weet breath; and I do not doubt to hear them ſay, 
it is a {weet Comedy, No more words: aWay, go a- 
Way. Exeunt. 
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Attus Quintus. 


Enter Theſcus, Hippolita, Egazus «nd his Lords. 


Hip. 'Tis ſtrange, my Theſeus, that theſe Lovers ſpeak of, 
Theſ. More ſtrange than true, I never may believe 
Theſe antick fables, nor theſe Fairy toys, 
Lovers and mad men have ſuch feething brains, 
Such ſhaping phantafies, rhat apprehend more 
Than cool realonever comprehends. 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 
Arcof imagination all compact. 
One ſees more devils than vaſt hell can hold; 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypr. 
The Poet*seye in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from ear th to heaven. 
And as imagination bodics forth the forms of things 
Unknown 3 the Poct's pen turns them to ſhapes, 
And gives to air nothing, a local habitation, 
And a name. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination, 
That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 
It comprehends ſome bringer of that joy, 
Or in the night, imagining ſome tear, 
How eaſie is a buſh ſuppos'd a Bear ? 
Hip. But all the ftory of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur'd ſo together, 
More witneſſeth than fancies images, 
And grows to ſomething of great conſtancy z 
But howſoever, ſtrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demetrius, Hermia, 4nd 
Helena. 


Theſ. Here come the Lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends, joy, and freſh days of Love 
Accompany your hearts. 
Lyſ. More than to us, 
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed. 
Theſ. Come now, what masks, what dances ſhall we 
have, 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-ſuppzr, and bed-time * 
Where is our uſual manager of mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand ? Is thcre no play, 
To eaſe the anguiſh of a corturing hour ? 
Call Egexs. p 
Egeus, Here, mighty Theſeus. | 
Theſ. Say, what abridgement have you for this ever- 
ing ? 
What mask ? What muſick ? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with ſome delight ? 
Eg. There is a brief how many ſports are rife : 
Make choice of which your Highneſs will fee firſt, 
Lyſ. The battel with the Centaur to be lung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 
Theſ. We'l none of that. That have I told my love 
In glory of my kiniman Hercules, 
Ly/. The riot of the tipſie Bachinals, 
Tearing the Thraſian linger in their rage. 
T he/. That is an old device, and it was plaid 
When | from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 
Lyſ. The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death of 
Learning, late dcceaft in beggary. 
The/. That is ſome Satyr keen and critical, 
Not forting with a nuptial ceremony. | 
Ly/. A tedious brief Scene of young Prams, 
And his love Thisby; very tragical mirth. ; 
Theſ. Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? That 1;, 
hot ice, and wondrous iirange ſnow. How fhall we find the 
concord of this diſcord ? 
Eg. APlay there is, my Lord, ſome ten words long, 


a 


| And duty in his ſervice periſhing. 


——  ———— —— — — Xx ——o—__——  o_ 


Which is as bricf as I have known 2 Play . | 
But by ten words, my Lord, it is too lor p, 

Which makes it tedious : for in a!l the Play 

There is not one word apr, one Player fitted. 

And tragical, my nuble Lord, it is: 

For Piramms therein doth kill him{elf, 

Which when I faw rchearR, 1 muſt confeſs, 

Made mine eyes water : but more merry teers 

The pafli:n of loud laughter never ſhed. 

T he/. Whzt are they that do play it ? 

Eg. Hard handed men, that work in Zthens here, 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now 3 
And now have toiled their unbreathed memories 
With this fame Play, againſt your Nuptials. 

The/. And we will hear ir, 

Phil. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you. [haves heard 
It over, and it is nothing, notkins in the world, 
Unleſs you can find ſport in their intents, 
Extreamly firetcht, and cond with crucl pain, 
Todo you lervice. 

The/. | will hear that Play : For never any thing 
Can be amiſs, when ſimplenefs and duty tender it, 
Go bring themin, and tzkeyour places. Ladies, 

Hip, I love not to lee wretchednets ore charged, 


Thef. Wy gentle fweet, you ſhall ſee no fuch thinn. 
Hip. He ſays they can do nothing in this kind. : 
Thef. The kinder we, to give them tharks for nothing. 

Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtike 3 

And what poor Cuty cannot Co, noble refpect 

Takes it in might, not merit. 
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Where | have come, great Clerks have purpoſed 

To greet mc with premeditated welcones ; 

here I have ſeen them ſhiver, anJ look pal, 

Make periods in the midft of ſ:oterces, 

Throttle their pra&tiz'd accent in their fears, 

And in concluſion, Cumbly have broke of, 

Not paying me a welcome, Truft me ſweer, 

Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome ; 

And in the modeſty of fearful Curry, 

L read as much as from theratling tongue 

Of fawcy and aud.e ous clogu-ace, 

Love therefore, and rongue-tide fimplicity, 

In leaſt, ſpeak moſt, ro my capaciry. 
Eg. So pleate your Grace, the F: vlogue is ad&reft. 
Da. Let him approach. Flor. Trum 


Ent.r Prologue. Dance. 

Pro. It we offend, itis with our good will. 

Thar you ſhould chink we come not to offend, 

But with good will, To thew our fimple «kill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Conlider then, we come butin defpight. 

We co not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

We :rc not here. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The Ators are at hand; and by their ſhow, 

You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 

The/. This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Celt : h: 
knows not the ſtop. A good moral, my Lord. It is not e- 
nough to ſpeak, but to tpeak true. 

ip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a child 
on the Recorder, a ſound, but not in governmen-. 

Theſ. His ſpeech was like a tangled chain 3 nothing im- 
paired, bur all diiordered. Who 1s the next ? 

Tawyer with a Trump*t before them. 


Enter Pyramus, ard Thidy, Wall, Moon-ſhine, 
and Lion, 
Pro. Gentles, perckance you wonder at this ſhoiv s 
But wonder oo, till ;ruth make all things plain. 


| This wan is Piramz:, if you would know 
*# 
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A Midſummers Nights Dream. 


This beauteous Lady, Tozby is certain. 

This man with lime and rough-caſt, doth preſent 
Wall, the vile wa!l, which did theſe lovers ſunder : 
And through wall's cl\ink (poor fouls) they are content 
To whiſper. At the which, let no man wonder. 
Tits man with Lanthorn, dog, and buſh of thorn, 
Pr. {enteth Moon-ſhine : For if you will know, 
By Mcon-ſhine did thele Lovers think no {corn 

2 mzet at Nin tomb, there, there to woot ; 
This g:iz'y beaſt (which Lion hight by name) 
Che truſty Thyby, coming firſt by night, 

D 4 fcare awzy, or rather did affright : 

4:4 as ſhe fled, her Mantle ſhe did fall 3 

\Vhich Lion vile with bloody mouth did Rain. 
Anoncomes Piramm, ſweet youth and tall, 

Ard finds his gentle Thisbies Mantle lain 3 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody bl:meful blade, 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breaſt, 
ard-Thiby, tarrying in the Mulberry ſhade, 
His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft, 

Let Lion, Moon-ſhine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 

At large diſcourle, while here they do remain. 


Exit all but Wall. 


Theſ. I wonder if the Lion be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, mv Lord z one Lion may, when many 


Alles do. 
Exit Lion, Thisby, 4nd Moon ſhine. 


Wall. In this ſame interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snowt (by name) preſent a wall : 
And ſuch a wall, as 1 would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied hole or chink 3 
Through which the Lovers, Piramus and Thiby, 
Did whiſper often very ſecretly, 
"This loam, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew, 
That1am that ſame Wall z the truth is ſo. 
And this the cranny is, right and ſiniſter, 
Threugh which the fearful Lovers are to whiſper. 
Thej. Would you defire Lime and Hair to ipeak bet- 


| tex? 


Dem. It is the wittieſt partition that ever I heard dif. 
courſed, my Lord, 
Theſ. Piramu Craws near the wall : filence. 


Enter Pyramus. 


Pyr. O grim look'd night ! O night with hue fo black ! 
O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
| fear my Thisbies promiſe is forgot. 
And thou, O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wzl), 
That Rtands between her father's ground and mine, 
Thou wall, O'wall, O ſweet and lovely wal, 
Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyn. 
Thanks courteous wall z Fove ſhield thee well for this. 
But what ſee |? No Thisby Co 1 fee, 
O wicked wall, through whom 1 fce no bliſs, 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me, 

Theſ. The wall methinks, being {enfible, ſhould curſc a- 

ain, 

, Pyr. No in truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving me, 
Is Thisbies cue ; ſheis to enter, and Iam to.ſpy 
Her through the wall. You ſhall fee it will fall. 


Enter Thisby. 


Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe comes. 
Thi/. © wall, full often haſt thou heard my moans, 


Fa: parting my fair Pyramws and me. 

My cherry lips hath often kift thy ſtones ; 

Thy fones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 
* 


| 


Pyr.1 hear a voice ; now will | ro the chink, 
To ipy and I can fee my Thisbies face, Thiiby ? 
Jhif. -My love tho art, my love I think. 
Pyr. Think whet thou wilt, Iam thy lovers grace, 
And l:ke Limander am | truſty {till 
Th;ſ. And like Helen, till the Fates me kill, 
F'yr. Not Shafalmws to Precrus was io true, 
Thiſ. As Shafalus to Procrys, | to you. 
Pyr, O kits me through the hole of+ this vile wall, 
Thif. I kils the walPs hole, not yeur lips at all. 
64 Wilt thou at Ninues tomb inect me Riraight» 
way f ; 
Thiſ. Tide life, tide death, I come without delay. 
Yall. Thus have 1 YVal, my part d:\charged to: 
And being done, thus V/A away doth go, Exit Clow, 


Duk. Now is the moral down between the two Neigh- 


bours, 


—T——— — 


Dem. No remeCy, my Lord, when walls are ſo wiiſul, to | 


hear without warning, 

Dut. This is the fillicſt ſtuff that ere 1 heard, 

Duk, The beſt in this kind are but ſhadows, and the 
worſt areno worle, if imagination amend them, 

Dut. It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs, 

Du, If we imagine no worſe of them than they of them- 
{elves, they may pals for excellent men. Here comes two 
noble beaſts, in a Man and a Lion. 


Enter Lion, and Moon-ſhine 


Lion. You Ladies, you (whoſe gentle hearts do fear 
The {nalleft monſtrous Mouſe that creeps on floor) 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeſt rage doth roar, 
Then Know that 1, one Szug the Joiner am 
A Lion fell, nor clſe no Lion's dam : 
Forif 1 ſhoutd as Lioncomein ſtrife 
Into this place, *twere pity of my life. 
Dk. Avery gentle beaſt, and of a good conſcience. 
Dem. The very bcit at a heaft, my Lord, that &ce 1 ſavy. 
Li/. This Lion isa very Fox for his valour. 
Duk. True, and a Goole for his diſcretion. 
Dem. Not fo, my Lord: for his valour cannot carry his 
diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe, 


Dak, His dilcretion 1 am fure cannot carry his valour : | 


for the Goole carrics not the Fox. lt is well : leave it to his 
diſcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 

Moon. This Linthorn doth the horned Moon pre- 
lent. 

Dem. He ſhould have worn the horns on his head, 

Duk. He is no creſcent, and his horns are inviſible, within 
the circumference, 

Moon. This L:nthorn doth the horned Moon preſent : 
My felf, the man th Moon doth fecm to be. 

Duk. Thisis the greateſt error of all thereft : the man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorn : How is it elſe the man 
1* th* Moon ? 

Dem. He Cares not come there for the candle , 

For you ſce it is already in ſnuff. 

Dut. I am weary of this Moon 5 wculd he would 
change. 

Dk. It appears by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that he 
is in the wane : but yet in courtehie, in all reaſon, we muſt 
ſtay the time. 

Lyſ- Precced Moon, 

Aeon, All that I have toſay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorn is the Moon ;, 1, the man in the Moon; this 
thorn buſh, my thorn buſh 3 and this dog, my dog. 

Dem. Way all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorn : tor they 
are in the Moon. But filence; here comes Ti54by, 


Enter Thisby. 
Thif. This is old Ninnies tomb : where is my love ? 


Lion. Oh, 
The 
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The Lion roars, 'Thi:by runs off. 
Dem, Well roar'd Lion. 
Duk. Well run Thisby. 
Dut. Well ſhone Moon. 
Truly the Moon ſhines with a good grace. 
Duk., Well mouz'd Lion. 
Dem. And then came Piramns. 
| Lyſ{. And ſo the Lion vaniſhr. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pir. Sweet Moon, Ithank thee for thy funny beams 3 
| thank thee Moon, for ſhining now to bright : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering itreams z 
[| truſt co talte of trueft Thisbies light. 


But ſtay : O ipight ! but mark, poor Knigit, 
What dreadtul dole is here ? 
Eyes do you fee ! How can it be ! 
O dainty Duck : O Deer? 
Thy Mantle good 3 what ſtain'd with blood ! 
Approach you Furies fel] : | 
O Fates ! come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell. 
Duk. This paſſion, and the death of a dear friend, 
Would go near to make a man look (ad. 
Dut. Beſhrew my heart, but 1 pity the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature dicſt thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vi1d hath here de flour'd my Deer : 
Which is : no, no, which was the faireſt Dame 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik*d, that look'd with cheer. 
Come tears, confound : Out tword, and wound 
The pap of Paramus : 
[, that lefr pap, whcre heart doth hop : 
Thus die], thus, thus, thus. 
Now am | dead, now am I fl:d, my ſoul is in thesky 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die, 
Dem. No die, but an ace for him; for heis but one. 
Lyſ. Leſs than an ace man; For he is dead; he is no- 
thing. 
Dok. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Als, 
Dut. How chance the Moon-ſhine is gone before ? 
Thisby comes back, and fhincs her Lover, 


Entcr Thi>by. 


Dt. She will fiad him by Rar-lig"t, 
Here ſhe comes ;, and her paſſion ends the play. 
Dur. Methinks ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for ſuch a 
Piramws : | hope ſhe will be brief, 
Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which Prams 
which Thk:by is the better. 
Lyſ. She hath ſpied him already with thole ſweet eyes. 
Dem, And thus ſhe mears, v4delicet. 
Thiſ. aſleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Dove ? 
O Pirams arile : 
Speak, ſpeak. Quire dumb ? Dead, dead ? A tomb 
Muſt cover my {weet eyes- 
T hefe lilly lips, this cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow con l:p cheeks 
Are gone, are gone : Lovers make moan. 
His eyes were green as Leeks, 
O liters three, come, come to me, 
Wi:h ha"ds as pale as*milk 3 
Lay them in gore, fiace you have ſhore 
With ſheers, this thread of (ilk. 
Tongue nt a word ; Cowe truſty ſword ; 
Come blade, my breaft imbvrue : 
And far ewcl friends, thus T':2;by ends 
Adicu, adieu, adieu. 
Dak. Mooz-(bine and Lion are left to bury the dead, 
Dem- |, and Y/alltoo, 
Bot. No, | allure you, the Wall is down that parted 


= 


their Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to {ce the Epilogue, or 
to hear a Eergomask dance, between two of our Compa- 
ny 7 
Duk. No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs no 
excule, Never excuſe z for when the Players ate all dead, 
there need none to be blamed, Marry, if he that writ it 
had plaid Piramws, and hung himſelf in Thirbies garter, it 
would have been a fine Tragedy : and fo it is truly, and ve- 
ry notably diſcharg'd. But come, your Burgomask ; let your 
Epilogue alone, 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve, 
Lovers, to bed, 'tis almoſt Fairy time. 

| fear we ſh:ll out-ſleep the comirg morn, 

As much as we this night have over-watcht. 

Phis palpatlo$rois play hath well heguild 

The heavy gate of night. Sweet tricnds to bcd. 
A fortnight hold we this folemrjitv, 

[n nightly Revels, and new jolity. Exeunt. 
Enter Puck. 


Puck, Now the hungry Lions roars, 
And the Wolf beholds the Moon : 
Whileft the heavy Ploughman ſnoars, 


All with weary t:sk fore-done, 
Now the walied brands do glow, 
Whilſt the ſcritch-owl, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 
[n remembrance of a ſhrowd.' 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 

in the Church-way paths to glide 3 
And we Fairies, that do run, 

By the triple Hecates team, 

From the preſence of the Sun, 
Following darkneſs like a dream, 
Now are trolick; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturb this hallowed houſe. 

| am ſent with broom before, 

To {weep the duft behind the door, 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies with their tray, 


09. Through the houſe give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowſie fire, 

Every Elf and Fairy ſpright, 

Hop as light as bird from brier, 

And this Ditty after me, ſing and dance trippingly; 
Tita, F:rſt rehearſe this fong by roat, 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and bleſs this place. 


The Song, 


Now until the break, of day, 
Through this houſe each Fairy ſtr 
To "4. beſt bes will ni "M 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be ; 
And the iſſne there create, 
Ever ſhall be fortunate : 
So ſhall all the couples three, 
Ever true in loving be : 
eAnd the blots in Natures band, 
Shall not in their sſſue ſtand; 
Never mole, harelip, nor ſcar, 
Nor mark prodigious, ſuch 4s are 
Deſpiſed in Natruny, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take his gate, 
Aud each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
Throngh this Palace with ſweet peace, 
Fur 


Om. 
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T 
Ever ſhall in ſafety reſt, Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
And the owner of it bleſt. If you pardon, we will mend, 
Trip away, make no ſtay And as I am honeſt Pach, 
AMeet me all by break of day. If we have unearned luck, 
Now to ſcape the Serpent's tonpue, 
Robin. If we ſhadows have offended, We will make amends ee long : 
Think but (this, and all is mended) Ele the Puck a liar call. 
That you have but ſlumbred here, So good night unto you all, 
While theſe viſions did appear. Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And this weak and idle theam, And Rob:n ſhall reſtore amends. 


No more yielding but a dream. 
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Aus Primus. 


And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 


Enter Anthonio, Solarino, end Salanio. To think on this, and ſhall | lack the thought, 
That ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me (ad ? 
eAnth. But tell not me, 1 know Anthonio 


"£9 N ſooth I know not why Iam ſo ſad, Is fad to think upon his Merchandizz. 

WE It wearies me - you fay it wearies you z| Anth. Believe me, no, 1 thank my fortune for it, 
But how I caught it, found it, or came| My ventures are nit in one bottom truſted, 

(by it 3] Nor to oneplace ; nor is my whole eftate 
A What ſtuff *tis made of, whereof it is| Upon the fortune of this preſent year : 
(born,| Therefore my Merchandize makes me nor (ad. 

I am tolearn: and ſuch a Want-wit ſad-] Sola. Why then you are in love. 
| (neſs makes of me,] Avnth. Fie, fie. 

That Lhave much a-do to know my ſelf.] Sola. Not in love neither ! then let us ſay you are fad 


Sal. Your mind is toſſing on the Ocean, Becauſe you are not merry ; and *twere as ealie 
There where your Argoſies with portly ſail, For you to laugh and leap, and {ay you are merry, 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, Becauſe you are not fad. Now by my two-he:ded Farm 
Or as it were the Pageans of the ſea, Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fellows in her time ; 
Do over-peer the petty Traffickers Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
That curtſie to them, do them reverence, And laugh like Parrots at a bag-piper z 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. And other of ſuch vinegar aſpe&, 
Sole. Believe me, fr, had1 ſuch venture forth, That they'l not ſhew their teethin way of ſmile, 
The better part of my affeions would Thongh Nettar ſwear the jz(t be laughable. 
Be with my hopes abroad. I ſhould be till 
Plucking the graſs, to know where ſits the wind, Enter Baſſanio, Lorenſo, and Gratiano. 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and roads : 
And every obje&@ that might make mefear Sola. Here comes Baſſanio, 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, Your moſt noble Kinlinan, 
Would make me ſad. Gratiano, and Lorenſo. Fare ye well ; 
Sal. My wind cooling my broth, We leave you now with better company. 
Would blow me to an Ague, when thought Sola, I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, 
What harm a wind too great might do at ſea, [f worthier friends had not prevented me. 
| ſhou!dnot fee theſandy hour-glaſs run, Anth. Your worth is very dear inmy regard. 
But I ſhould think'$f ſhallows, and of flats, I take it your own bulineſs calls on you, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew docks in ſand, And you embrace th* occaſion to Ceparr. 
Vailing her high top Tower than her ribs, Sal. Good morrow, my good Lords. 
To' kiſs her burial: StBuld I go to Church, Baſſ. Good Signiors both, when ſhall we lavgh ? ſay | 
And fee the holy Edifice of tone, when ? 
And not bethink me ſtraight of dangerous rocks, | You grow exceeding ſtrange ; muſt it be ſo ? 
Which touching bury ntle Veſſels fide, Sal. Wet make our leitvres to attend on yours. . 
Would ſcatter all her ſpi es on rhe ftream, Exennt Solarino, and Solanio. 
Enrobe the roaring warers with my filks, | 
And in a word, but even now worth this, Lord. My Lord B:ſſanio, ſince you have found Arnthonio, | 
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| pray you have in mind where we muſt mect. 
Baſſ. 1 will not fail you. 
Grat. You look not well, ſignior Anthowo; 
You have too much re{pe& upon the world : 
They loſe it that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd. | 
Anth. 1 hold the world but as the world, Gratiano, 
A ſtage, where every man muſt play a part, 
And mine a fad one. 
Grat. Let meplay the fool, 
With mirth and laughter : let old wrincles come, 
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortiſying groans- 
Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alableſter ? 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Faundies, 
By being peeviſh ? 1 tell thee what, Anthomo, 


We two will leave you, but at dinner-time. | 


I love thee, and it is my love that ſpeaks : 

There are a ſort of men, whoſe vilages 

Do cream and mantle like a ftanding pond, 

| Anddo a wilful ſtilneſs entertain, 

With purpoſe to be dreft in an opinion 

Of wiſdom, pravity, profound conceit, 

As who ſhould ſay, I am, fir, an Oracle, 

And whenl ope my lips, let no dog bark. 

O my «Fnthonio, | do know of thele , 

That therefore only are reputed wiſe, 

For ſayingnothing z when | am very. ſure, 

If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thole ears, 
Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
P'le tell thee more of this another time. 

But fiſh not with this mclancholly bait, 

For this fool Gudgion,. this opinion : 

Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 

Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 

Loy, Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I muſt be one of thefe ſame dumb wile men ; 

For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years moe, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine own tongue. 

3 Anth. Fare you well; PFle grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra, Thanks i faith z for ſilence is only commendable 

| In a Neats Tongue dri'd, and a maid not vendible. Exit. 
Anth. 1t is that any thing now. 

Baſſ. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any manin all Fenice : his reaſons are two grains of 
wheat hid in two buſhels of chaff : you ſhall ſeek all day e're 
you find them 3 and when you have them, they are not 
worth the ſearch. 

Anth. Well : tell me now what Lady is the ſame 
To whom you {wore a ſecret pilgrimage, 

That vou to day promis'd to tell me of ? 

Baſſ. *Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much | have difabled mine eſtate, ; 
By ſome: hing ſhewing.a more ſwelling port 
Than my faint means would grant coutinuance - 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate; but my chiet care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag'd: to you, Anthono, 
| owe the molt' in money, and in love, 

And from your love [ have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purpotcs, 
How to get clear of all the debts | owe. | 

Anth. | pray you good Baſſanis, let me know it, 
And if itftandsas you your (elf fill do, 

Within the eye of honour, be aſſur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my cxtreameſt means 
Lie all unlock'd to your occaſions. 

Baſſ. 1n my ſchool days, when 1 had loſt one ſhaft, 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſel{-ſame flight 
The felf-ſame way, with more adviled watch, 


2 


| 


T's tind the other forth ; and by adventuring both 
| oft found both. I urge this child-hood Rk ; 
Becauſe what follows is pure innocence. 

| owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 

That which Iowe is loſt : but if you plealc 

To ſhoot another arrow that ſelf way 

Which you did ſhoot the firſt, 1 do not doubt} 
As1I will watch the aim: Or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully reft debtor for the firſt, 

Anth. You know me well, and herein ſpend but time 
To wind about my love with circumftance ; 
And out of doubt you do tome more wrong, 
In making queſtion of my uttermoſt, 
Than if you had made wafte of all | have: 
Then do but ſay to me, what ſhould I do, 
That in your knowledg may by me be done, 
AndIamprcſ untoit : therefore ſpeak. 

Baſſ. 1n Belmont is a Lady richly leſt, 
And the is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous vertues : ſometimes from her eyes; 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs meſſages : 
Hername is Por:52, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia : 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 
For the Four winds blow in from every coaſt 
Renowned {utors ;, and her ſunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her ſcat of Belmont Chelches ftrond ; 
And many 7aſoxs come in queſt of her. 
O my eAntbemis, had | but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 
| have a mind prelages me fuch thrift, 
That 1 thould queſtionleſs be fortunate. 

Anth. .Thou know'ſt that all my fortunes are at ſea 
Neither have I money, nor commodity : 
Toraile a preſent ſum; therelore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Yenice do, 

That ſhall berack'd even to the uttermoſt, 

To furniſhthee to Belmont to fair Portia. | 
Go preſently enquire, and fo will I, | 
Where money is, and I no queſtion make 
To have it of my cruſt, or tor my fake. Exennt. 
Enter Portia with her waiting-woman Nerilla, 


Por, By my troth,Nersſſa,my little body is weary of this 

great world. 
Mer. You would be, ſweet Madain, if your miſeries were 
in the ſame abundance as your good fortunes are : and yet 
for ought I fee, they are as lick that ſurfeit with too much, 
as they that ' ſtarve with nothing 3 therefore it is no ſmall 
happineſs to be ſeated in the mean; ſuperfluity comes ſooner 
by white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd, 

Ner. They. would be better if well followed. 

Por. If todo were as eafie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor mens Cot 
Princes Palaces: It is a good Divine that follows his own 
inſtruRions : I can eaſier teach twenty what were good to | 
be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching ; The brain may deviſe laws for the blood, but a 
hot temper leaps o'ce a cold decree; fuch a hare is Mad- 
nels, the Youth, to skip o're the meſhes of good counſel, 
the Cripple : But this reaſon is not in faſhion tochuſe me a 
husband : O me, the word chuſe! I may neither chu: 
whom I would, nor refuſe whom 1 diſlike, fo is the wil! 
of a living daughter curb'd by the will of adead father : i; 
it not _ Nerifſa, that I cannot chuſe one, nor rcfulc 
none 

Ner. Your Father was ever vertuous ; and holy mer 
at their death have good in{pirations z therefore the lot- | 
tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three chefis of Geld, 


Silver , and Lead 3 whereof bo chuſcs bis. mearirg, 


_ chuſes | 
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frown voy, will no doubt never be choſen by any right- |{onabie, ;or there is not one among them but 1 
ly but ons who you ſha'l rightly love : bnt what warmth | doaton his very abſence + and wiſh them a fair dpar- 
| + thrre-in your affection towards any of theſe Princely | ture.  , 
| ſuters that are alrcady come ? Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Fathers 
Per, Ipay thee over-rame them, and as thou nameft | time , a Vexerian, a Scholar ard a Sovuldier that 
them, | will deſcribe them, and according to my defcri- | came hither in company of the Marqueſs of Monnfer- 
pt en, level at my «ffcRion. rat ? 
Ner. Firſt there is the Neopolitan Prince. Por. Yes, yes, it was Faſſanio, as I think, ſo was 
Por. I that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but he call'd. 
ta'k of his horſe, and he makes it a great appropriation Ner. True M:dam, he of all the men that ever my 
:o his own good. parts that he can ſhew himfelf : 1 fooliſh eyes look'd upon, was the b«Rt deſerving a fair 


am much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falſe with a } Lady. 
Por. Irememwber him wy, and 1 remember him wor- 
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| 5mith. 
Ner. Then is there the County Palentine. thy of thy praiſe, 
P.r. He doth nothing but frown ( as who fhould fay 
and you will not have me, chuſe: he hearts merry tales Enter a Serving-man. 


and {miles -nort, I fear he will prove the weeping Fhilo- 
{{>pher when he grows old, being ſo full off unmannerly | Ser. The four ftrangers ſeck you Madam to take their 
ſadneſs in his youth. ) 1 had rather to be married to a | leave: and there is a fore-runner come from a fiſt, 
deaths head with a bone in his mouth, than to either of | The Prince of Aorecco, who brings word the Prince his 
theſe : God defend me from theſe two. Maſter will be bere to night. 
Ner. How ſay you by the French Lord, Mounſieur | Por. It I could bid the fiſt welcome with fo good beart 
Le koun ? as I can bid the other fcur farewel, I ſhould be glad of 
Por. God mide him, and therefoce let him paſs for | his approach : it he. have the condition of a Saint, and 
a mar;z in truth I Know it is ſin to be a mocker, but he! | the complexion of a Devil, 1 had rather he ſhould ſhrive 
why he hath a horſe better than the Neapolitans, a bet- | me than wive me, Come Nerifa, ſirra go before; whiles 
ter bad habit cf frowning than the Count Palentine, he | we ſhut the gate upon one wooer , another knocks at the 
is every man in no man, a if a Tafſel ſing, he falls ſtraight | door, Exeunt. 
a capring, he will fence with his own ſhadow. If I ſhould 
marry him, 1 ſhould marry twenty husbands: it he would Emer Bafſania with Shy lock the Jew, | 


delpile me, | would forgive him, for if he love me to maC- 

nels, I ſhould never requite him. Shy. Three thouſand Ducats, well- ; 
Ner. What ſay you then to Fauconbridge, the young | Baſe. 1fir, for three months. 

Baron of England?  C&by. For three months, well. 
Por. You know | ſay nothing to him, for! he under-| Baſſ. For the which , as1tcld you, 

' Rands not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latine, Freneh; | Anthonjo ſÞall be bound. 

, nor /talian, and you will come into the Court and ſwear Shy. Authonio ſhall become bound, well. 

: that | have a poor penny-worth in the Engliſh :'he is a | Hafſ. May you ted me ? Will you pleaſure me? 

proper mans piQure, but alas who can converſe with a Shal! | know your anſwer? 


5 dumb ſhow ? how odly he is ſuited, I think he bought | S#by. Three thouſar.d Ducats for three months, 
his doublet in /raly, his round hoſe in France, his bonnet in | And Anthonro bound. 
Germany, and his bchaviour every where. Baſſ. Your anſwer to that, 


Ner. What think you of the other Lord his ncigh- | Shy. Amthonio is a good man. 
bour ? , Baſſ. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for | trary. 
he borrowed a box of the ear of the Engliſh-man, and Shy. No, no, no, no z my mezning in ſaying he is a 
{wore he would pay him 2gain when he was able. ]| good min, is to have you under ſtand me that he is ſufh. 
think the Fr«nchman became his ſurety, and ſealed under | cient, yet his means are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo- 
for another. | ſy bound to Fripolis, another to the Indies, I under. 
. Ner. How like you the young Germain the Duke of | ftard moreover vfon the Reyalto, he hath a third at Me- 
Saxonies Nephew ? xicO, a fourth for Frgland, and other ventures he hath 
P.r. Very vildely in the morning when he is ſober, | {quandred abroad, but Ships are tut boords, Sailers but 
and moſt vildely in the afternoon when he is drunk; | men, there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water theives 
when he is beſt, he isa little worſe then a man, and when ard Land T heives, 1 mean Pyrats.; and then there is the 
ke is worſt; he is little better then a beaſt : and the worſt | peril of Waters, Wirds, and Rock: : the wan isnotwith- 
fall that ever f.1!, I hope I ſhall make ſhiſt to go without | ſtanding h ficient; three thouſand Duczsts, 1think I may 
him. | take his bond, 
Ner. If he ſhould offer to chuſe, and chuſe the right | Baſſ. Be aſſured you may. 
Casket, you ſhould reſuſe to perform your Fathers will, Few. 1 will be aſſured I may : and that 1 may beaſ- 
if you ſhou!d refuſe to accept him. | fured , 1 will bethink me, may 1 ſpeak with JAntho- 
Por. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 7. 
a deep Glaſt of Renniſh-wine on the contrary Carker,| Bſſ. If it pleaſe you to dine with'us. | 
for if the Devil be within, and the temptation without, | Few. Yes, to ſmell pork, to cat of the Habitation 
iknow he will chuſe it. Iwill do any thing Nersſs ere ' which your Prophet the Nzzarite conjured the Devil in- 
| will be married to a ſpunge- nes 'to: | will buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, 
Ner, You need not fear Lady the having any of theſe | walk with you, and fo tollowing : but 1 will not eat with 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- | you, drink with you, nor pray with you. 
| ons, waich is indeed to return to their home, and to trou- |] What news on the Xyalro; who is he comes here ? 
ble you with-no more ſuit, unleſs you may be won by ſome | 
other (ſort than your Fathers impoſition, depending on the 


Cackets, 
Por. If 1 live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chaſt| Baf. This is Signior Anthonie. 


as Diane : unlefs I be obtained by the manner of my Fa-| Few. How like a fawning publicen he looks, 
thers will : I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo rea- . 


Enter Anthonio, 
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| hate him, for he is a Chriſtian : 
But more for that in low ſimplicity . 
He lends out money gratis,and brings down 
The rate of ufance here with us in Vere. 
If 1 can catch him once upon the hip, _ 
| will feed fat the antient grudg I bear him, 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he rails | 
Even there where Merchants moſt do Congregate 
Oa me, my bargains, and my well-worn thrift, 
Which he calls intereſt : Curſed be my Tribe, 
[f I forgive him, 

Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? 

Shy. 1 am debating of wy preſent ſtore, 
And by the near guels of my menory 
| cannot inſtantly raile up the grols 
Of full three thouſand Ducats : what of that ? 
Tuba!, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will turniſh me : but ſoſt, how many Months 
Do you deſire ? Reſt you fair good Srgnzor, 
Your worſhip was the lat man in our mouths. 
eAnth. Sbyleck, albeir I neither ler «4 nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of Excels, . .. 
Yet to ſupply the ripe wants ot my friend, 
Ple break acuſtom : is he yet poſſclt 
How much he would ? 

$by. 1, I, three thouſand Ducats. 

Anth. And for three months. 

Shy. 1 had forgot, three months you told me fo. 
Well then, your bond : but let me fee, but hear you, 
Me thoughts y ou ſaid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Anth, 1 do never ule it 

Shy. When Faceb graz'd his Uncle Labar's ſheep, 
Tiais Facob from our holy Abrahaw was 

" As his wiſe Mother wrovght in his behalt 

The third poſſeſſer, 1, he was the third. 

eAnth. And what of him, did he take ir:t ereſt ? 

Shy: No, not take intereſt, not as you would fay 
Dire&ly intereſt, mark what Faceb did, 

When Laban and himfclf were comprimiz'd 

Chat all the euelings which were ftrea\'d and pied 
Should fall as Faccbs hire, the Ewes being rank, 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams, 

And when the work of generajion Was, 

Between theſe woolly breeders in the AR 

The $k1lful ſhepheard pil'd me certain wands, 

And in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He ftuck them up before the fullome Ewes, 

Who then conceiving, did ia yeaning time 

Fall party-colour'd Lambs, and thotc were 7acobs, 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleſt : 

And thrift is bleſſing if, aen ſteal it nor. 

Anth. This was a venture fir, that Facob ſerv'd for, 

A thing not in his power to bring to pals, 
But {way'd and faſhion'd by the hand of heaven; 
Was this inſerted to make intereſt good ? 
Or is your gold and filver Ewes and Rams ? 

S$by. 1 cannot tell, make it breed as fait, 
But note my S:gn:07. 

eAnth, Mark you this Baſſano, 
The Devil can cite Scripture tor his purpoſe. 
An evil ſoul producing holy witneſs, 
Is like a villain with a finiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O what a goodly outſide falichood hath. 

Shy. Thiee thouſand Ducats, *tis a good round ſum, 

Three months from twelve, then let mic fee the rate. 
An:h. Well Shylock, ſhall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthonio,many a time and oft 

In the Rzalto you have rated me 

About my moneys and my uſances : 

Still have | born it with a patient ſhrug 

( For (ufferance is the badg of all our Tride) - 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

. 
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And ſpit upon my Jewiſh gad:rdine, 

And all for uſe of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears you need my help ! 
Goto then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylock, we would have moneys, you ſay fo : 
You that did yoid your rheume upon my beard, 


— 


And foot me as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur 

Over your threſhold, moneys is your ſuit. 

What ſhould I fay to you ? Should 1 not ſay, 
Hath a dog money ? is it poſſible 

A cur ſhould lend three thouſand Ducats? or * 
Shall | bend low, and in a bondmans key 

With bated breath, and whiſpring humbleneſs, 


You ſpurr.''d me ſuch a day ; another time 
Youcall'd me%og : and for theſe curteſics 
le lend you thus muck moneys. 

Anth. 1 am alike to ca!l thee fo again, 
To ſpet on thee again, to jpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend itnot 
As to thy friend, for when did ftietdfhip take 
A breed of barren metal of his ſtiend? 
But lend it rather fo, thine enemy, '- 
Whoif he break, thou maiſt with better face 
Exa@ the penalties, _ 

Shy. Why look you how you ſtorm, 
| would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhames that-you have Rtain'd me with, 
Sup ply your preſent wants, and take io doit 
Ot uſance for my moneys, and you'l not hear me 4 
This is kind 1 offer. 

Baſſ. This were kindneſs. 

Shy. This k&indnefs will I how" 
Go with me to a Notary, feal me there 
Your ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport 
if you repay me not on fuch a Jay, 
In ſuch a place, ſuch ſum or fums as are 
Expreſtin the condition, let the forfcit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your tairteſh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it pieafeth me. 


Arnth. Content in faith, Ple fcal to tuch a bond, 


And fay there is much kindnets in the Few: 
Raſ. You ſhall not fecal t6 ſuch a bond for me, 
Plerather dwell in my neceflicy. 
Anth. Why fear not man,l will not forfeit it; 
Within theſe two months, th-t's a month before 
This bond expires, 1 do expeR retprn 
Of thrice three times the value 57" rhis bond. 


Whole own hard dealing teaches chem fuſpe&t 
The thoughts of others : Pray you tell me this, 
If he ſhould break his day, what ſhould 1 gain 
By the cxiCtion of the forteiture ? 

A pound of mans fleſh taken from a man, 

[s not ſo eftimable,profitable neither, 

As ficſh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. Iſay, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendſhip; 

If he will take it, ſo : if not adiev, 

And for my love I pray you wrong me not, 
eAnth. Yes Shylock, 1 will ſeal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwgh at the Notaries, 

Give him direRtion for this merry bond, 

And1 will 'go and pbrſe the Ducats ftraight ; 

See to my houle, leſt in the fearful guard 

Of an unthrifty knave : and preſently 

Vle be with you. 


Chriſtian, he grows kind. 
Baſſ. llike not fair terms, and a villains mind. 


My Ship's come home a month@efore the day. 


N 2 


Say this : Fair fir, you ſpet on me on Wedneſday laſt; 


Shy. O Father eAbrabam, what thetfe Chriſtians are, 


Anth. Hye thee gentle Jew. This Hebrew will turn 


eAnth. Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 


Exu 


Exenn. 


Attus 
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Aftns Secundus. 


&Horochins a tawny Moor all white, and three or 
four followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerriſſa and her tram, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not for my compleQion, 
The ſhadowed livery of the burniſh'd Sun, 

To whom 1 am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireſt creature Northward Born, 
Where Phebas fire ſcarce thaws the yrlicles, 


And let us make inciſion for your Love, | 

To prove whoſe Bloods reddeft, his or mine; 

I ref the Lady-this aſpe& of mine 

Hath feard the valiant, ( by my love I ſwear) 
The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime | 
Have loy'd it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to teal your thoughts my gentle Queen: 
Por. In terms of choicel am not ſoelly lcd 

By nice dixe&ion of a maidens eyes : 

'Belides, the lottery of my deſtiny 

Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing : 

But if my father had not ſcanted me, 

And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my ſelf 


" | His wife, who wins me by that means Itold you, 


Your ſelf ( renowned Prince ) then ſtood as fair 
AS any comer I haye look'd on yet 
For my afteAion. 
Afor. Even for that I thank you, 
Therefore | pray you lead ye to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitar 
That flew the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three ficlds of Sulten Solyman, 
[ would o're-ftsre the flerneft eyes that look : 
Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the earth : 
Pluck the young ſucking Cubs from the ſhe Bear, 
Yea, mock the Lion when he roars for prey, 
To win the Lady. But alas the while, 
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miſs that which one_unworthier may attain, 
And dye with grieving. 
Por. You muſt take your chance, 
And either not attempt to choole at all, 
Or ſwear before you chooſe, if you chooſe wrong, 
Never to ſpeak to Lady afterward 
in way of Marriage; therefore be advis'd 
Mor. Nor will not ; come bring me unto my chance; 
Por, Firſt forward to the temple, after dinncr 


Your hazard ſhall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then, Cornets. 
To make me bl«ſt or curſed"it among men. Exeunt, 
Enter Clown alonc; 


Clo, Certainly , my conſcience will ferye me to run 
from this Jew my Maſter: the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and attempts me, ſaying to me Job, Launcelet Fob, good 
Lawncel:t, or good Fob, or good Launcelet Fob , uſe 
your Legs, take the ſtart, run away z my conſcience ſays 


| no ; take heed honeſt Launcelas, take heed honeſt Fob, 


or as afoxe-{aid honeſt, Launcelet Fob , do not run , 
ſcorn ruuning with thy heels; well , the moſt couragi- 
ous fiend bids me pack, fis ſays the fiend, away fays 


the fiend, for the heavens roſe up a brave mind ſays 


the fiend, and-run; well, my conſcience hanging about 
the ngpk of my heart, 1ays very wilely to me, My ho-.{ 
neft friend Launcelet, being an honeft mans fon, or ra- 
ther an honeft womans ton , for indeed my Father did 
ſomething ſmack, ſomething grow too ; he had a king of 
taſte ; well, my conſcience fays Lanncelet budg not, buds 
lays the fiend; budg not ſays my conſcience; conſcience 
lay 1 you counſel well, fiend tay 1 you counſcl wel), 
to berul'd by my conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Jew 
my Maſter, who ( God blets the mark ) is a kind of 
Devil.; andto runaway from the Jew 1 ſhould beruled 
by the fiend, who ſaying your reverence is the Devil him- 
ſelt: certainly the Jew is the very Devil incarnation , 
and in my conſcience, my conſcience is a kind of hard 
conſcience, to offer to counſel me to ſtay with the Jew ; 
the fiend gives the more friendly counſel; 1 will run 
hend, my heels are at your commandement , I will 
runs 


Enter old Gobbo with a Batket. 


Geb, Maſter young-man, you 1 pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter Jews ? 

Laun. O heavens, this is my true begotten Father, who 
being more then ſand-blind, high gravel blind, knows me 
not, I will try conſuſions with him, 

Gob. Maſter young Gentleman, I pray you which is the 
way to Maſter Jews, 

Lawn. Turnupon your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your leſt ; marry at the 
very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down inGi- 
rely to the Fews houſe. 

Gob. By Gods ſonties *twill be a hard way to hit ; can 
you tell me whether one Laurc:lt that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no? 

Lann, Talk you of young Maſter Launcelet? mark me 
now, now will I raife the waters; talk you of young Ma- 
ſter Le#»celer? 

Geob. No Maſter fir, but a poor mans fon, his Father 
tho I ſay*cis an honeſt exceeCing poor wan, and God be 
thanked well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk of 
young Maſter Launcelet. 

Gob, Your worſhips friend and Laynceler. 

Laun. But I pray you Ergo,old man Ergo | belcech you, 
talk you of young Maſter Launcelet? 

<(Gob. Of Lawncelet, an't pleaſe your Maſterſhip. 

Laun, Ergo Maſter Laurcelet, talk not of maſter Lann- 
cel.t Father,for the young gentleman according to fates and 
deſtinies, and ſuch odd ſayings, the ſiſters three, and ſuch 
branches of Learning, is indeed deceaſed, or as you would 
lay in plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob, Marry God forbid, thz boy was the verey ſtaff of 
my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Dol look like a cudgel or a hovel-poſt, a ftaff 
or a prop? do you know me Father ? 

Gob, Alack the day, 1know you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell me is my boy, God reſt his ſoul, a- 
live or dead, 

Laun. Do you not know me Father ? 

Gob. Alack fir am ſand blind, I know you not. 

Lann. Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might 
fail of the knowing me : it is a wiſe father that knows 
his own Child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of your| 
Son, give me your bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans fon may, but in the end 
truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you fir ſtand up, I am fure you are not 
Lanncelet my boy. 

Laus. Pray you let's have no more fooling about it, but 
give me Your bleſſing , I am Laxncelet your boy that was 
your fon that is, your child that ſha!l be, 

Gob. I cannot think you are my lon. 

Laxn, | know not what I ſhall think of that : but T | 


Launcelet 
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{ be Merchant of Venice. 


Lawicel:: the Fews man, and 1 am ture Hargery your Wilc\ 
is my Mother, : | 

Geb. Her name is Margery indeed, Ile be ſworn ifthou 
be Launcelet, thou art mine ewn fleſh and blood : Lord 
worſhip might he be, what a beard haſt thou got 3 thou 
haft got more hair on thy Chin,thaa Dobbin my philhorle, 
has on Þ15 tall 
> Laun. lt ſhould ſeem th:n that Dobbins tail grows back- 
ward. 1am lure he had more hair of his tail than [ have 
on my f2ce when I laſt {ſaw him» 

Geb. Lord how art thou chang'd ! how doſt thou and 
thy Maſter agree? 1 have brought hima Preſent; how gree 
you now ? 

Laun. Wecll, well, but for mine own part, as I have ſet 
ap my reſt to run awzy, fo 1 will not reſt till I have run 
lome ground 3 my Maſter's a very Few, give hima prelent, 
give him @ haltcr, I am famiſht in his ſervice. Yeu may 
tell every finger | have with my Rivs : Father, | am glad 
you arc come give me your prefent to one Maſtcr Baſſanto, 
who indeed gives rare new Liveries; if I ferve not him, | 
will run 2s tar as God has any grovnd.O rare Fortune, here 
com2s the man, to him Father, tor l ama Jew uf I ſerve the 


{ ]J.w any long-r. 


Fiter BaTanio w:4h a follower or two. 


Baſſ. You may Co fo, but let it beſo haſted, that ſup- 
per be ready at the fartheſt by hve of the Clock : fee thele 
[Letters delivercd, put the Liveries to making, and Cefite 
Gratiano to come anon tomy Lodging, 

Laun, To him Faticr. 

Gob. God bleſs your worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would thou ought with me ? 

Gob. Here's my fon Sir, a poor boy. 

Lann, Not a poor boy Sir. but the Rich Jews man that 
would Sir, as my Father ſhall ſpecify. 

Geb. He hath a great infcRion fir, as one would {ay to 
(exve. 


and have a deſire as my Fath«r ſhall ſpecify. 

Geb. Fis maſter and hi({aving your worthips reverence) 
are ſcarce catercofins, 

Lawn. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew 
having done me wrong, doth caule me as my, Father being 
| hope an o!d man ſhall frutity unto you. - 

Geb. 1 have here adiſh of Doves that I would beſtow 
upon your worſhip, and my ſuit 1+, 

Laun, In very bricf, the ſuit is impcrtinent to my elf, 
as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old man ; 
and though I fay it, though old man, yer poor man my 
Father, 

Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what would you ? 

Lan. Serve you fic, 

G.b. Thisis the very defe& of the matter (tr. 

Baſſ. 1 know thee well, thou halt obtair'd thy ſuit, 
Shylock, thy Maſter ſpoke with me ihis Gay, 

And hath prefer*d thee, if it be p: eferment, 
To leave a rich J:ws lervice, ro become 
The follower of 19 poor a Gentleman. 

Clo. The old proverb isverv well parted between my 
Maſtet Shylock and you fir, you have the grace of God lir, 
and he hath enough. 

Baſſ. Trnou ſpeak'ſt it well ; go Father with thy fon, 
Take leave of thy old Maſter, and enquire 
My Lovging ovt; give him a livery, 

More garded than his {cllows: tee it Cone, 

Clo. Father in, 1 cannot geta lervice, no, Ihave ne're 
a tongue in my head well, it any man in /aly bave a fairer 
table which doth offer to ſwear upon a book, | ſhall have 
goodfertunezgo roo,here's a ſimple lice of life kere?s a {mall 
trifle of wives, alas fifteeu wives is nothing, a leaven wid- 
dows and nine maids is a fimple coming 1n for one man, 


— ——_— — — 


{imple {capes : well if Fortune be a woman, 
wench for this gere : Father come Vie» take my leave 01 


the Jewin the twinkling, 


Return in haſte, for 1 do teaſt tonight 


Enter Gratiano. 
Gra. Where's your Maſter. 
Leon Yonder fir he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio. 
Baſ. Gratiano. 
Gra. | have a ſuit to you. 
Baſ. You have obtain'd it. 


Gra. You muſt not deny me, I muſt go with you to 


Bel mont. 


Baſ. Why then you muſt : but hear thee Gratiano, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice, 


Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch eyes as ours appear not favlrs 


50:acthing too |. bera!, pray thee rake pzin 
Lo allay wieh fome cvl.| drops of modeſt 


Thy skipping ſpirit, leſt through thy wild behaviour 


| be miſconiter'd in the place I go to, 
And loſe my hopes. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio, hear me, 
if I do not put on a ſober h3bit, 
Talk with relp«&, and twear bu: now and 


Wear prayer-books in my pocket, lvok demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace is {2yjng, hood mine eyes 
{ hus with my hat; and figh arid tay, Amen; 


Uſ- all the o5{e rvance of civitiry, 


and then to f{c:pe crowning thrice, and to be in peri! 
of my Lile with the edge of a Feather-bed , here arc 


Like one well iudicd ina fad oftent 


Laun. Indeed the ſhort and the long is, 1 ſerve the Jew, | To pleaſe his Grandam, never truftme more. 


Baſ. W-ll, we (hall fee your bearing 


Gra Ny but I bar to night, you (hal: not p'ge me 


By what we C9 to night. 
Bf No that were pity. 
[| would entreat you rather to put on 


Your boldeſt tuit of mirth, for we have friends 
Ihat purpole n.erriment : but tare you well, 


| bave tome buſinets 


Gra And | muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt: 


But we will vittt you at fupp.r-tum?. 


Enter ].ſſica and the Clown. 


Fef. 1 :m forry thou wilt leave my Father ſo, 


Our houſe is hell, and thou a Devil 
Duſt rebit of fometaſt of tediouſneſs ; 


ut fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Larcelet, foon at (upper ſhalt thou fre 


LorenZo, who is the Maſters gucft, 
Give him this Letter, doit feretly, 


And to farewel : I would not have my Father 


vee me talk with thee. 


Clo, Adicu, tears exhibit my tongue, moſt beautiful 


P:gan, moſtQweet Jew, if a Chiiſtian did 


knave and pet thee, I am much deceived z; but acicu,thefe 
fooliſh drops do tomewhat drown my manly ſpirit : 


adicu. 
Feſ. Farewel good Lanceler. 
Alack, what hainous (in is itin me, 
To be aſham'd to be my Fa hers Child, 
But tho lam a Daughter to hs Blood, 
| 4m not to his manners, O Ldrenzo, 
[f thou keep promile, I (hall end this ftrife 
Brcome a Chriſtian, and thy Loving Wite. 


N 3 


Baſ, I pray thee good Leonards; think on this, 
Thelc things being bought andorderly beſtowed, 


My beſt eſtcem'd acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My bcſt endeavours thall be done herein. 


Lut where they are not known, why there they ſhow 


Exit Clown. 


Exit. Leonato. 
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Exit. 
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7 be Marchant of Venice, 


Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Sal- rino, and Solania. 


Ls. Nay, we will flink away in ſupper-time, 
Diiguiſc us at my lodging, and return all inan hour, 
Gra, We have not made good preparation. 
Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of Torch-bearers. 
$.1. 'Tis vilz unleſs irmay be quaintly ordered, 
Ard berter in my mind not undertook. 
Lor. *Tis now but four aclock, we have two hours 
To fu:niſhus; friend Lexceſer what's the news ? 


Eritcy Lanceleb with a Letter. 


Lan. And it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it ſhall 
{rem to ſignify. | 
Lo: | know the hand, in faith *cis a fair hand, 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
{ the {air hand that writ. 
Gra, Love-ncws in faith. 
La. By your leave (ir. 
Lor. Whether gocſt thou ? 
La. Mizrcy to bid my old Maſter the Jew to iup to 
night with my new Maſter the Chriſtian; 
Lor, Hold here, tzke this, tell gentle Feſſics 
{ will not fail her, ſpeak it privately : 
Go gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Masx to 
night ? 
| am ended of a Torch-bearer, 
Sal. 1 marry, I'l be gone about it ſtraight. 
Sol. And lo will I. 
Lor. Mcet me and Gratianoat Gratiano's lodging 
Some hour hence. | 
Sal. *Tis good wedo (o. Ext. 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feſſica ? 
Lo. | muſt nceds tell thee all, ſhe hath dirced 
How I ſhall take her from her fathers houſe, 
What Gold and Jewels ſhe is furniſht with. 
What Papes ſuit the hath in readineſs; 
If ere the Few her Father come to heaven, 
[t will be for his gentle daughters fake 3 
And never dare misfortune croſs her foot, 
Unsleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 


Exit Clown. 


T hat ſhe is iſſue to a faithlels Few : 
Come 70 with me, perulc this as thou goeſt, 
Fair Je//ica ſhall be my Torch-bearer. Exit, 


Enter Jew, and his man that was the Clown. 


Jew. Well, thou ſhalt fee, thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylocke and Baſſanio 
What 7eſjica, thou ſhalc not gurmandize 
As thou haft dene with me ; what Zefa? 
And ſ}:ep, and fnorc, rend apparel out. 
Why Zeſſica | lay. 
Clo. Why Feſſica. 
Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 do not bid:thee call, 
Clo. Your worſhip was wont to tell me 
| could do nothing without bidCing. 


Enter Jc ſlica, 


Feſ. Call you? what is your will? +» 

Sky. 1 am bid ivrih ro fupper Jeſſica, ” 
There are my Keys: but wherefore ſhould I go ? 
I 2m not bid for love, they flatter me, 
But yet Vle go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian. Feſſica my gitl, 
Look to my houſe, 1 am right loath to go, 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my reft, 
For | did dream of money-bags to night. 

Cl», I befeech you fir go, my young maſter 
Doth expe&t your reproach. 


Sky. So dol his, 
Clo, And they have conſpired together, 1 will not ſay 


vou {hall tes a Mask, but if you do, then it wes not for 
nothing that my Nole tell a bleeding on black Munday 
laſt, at fix a clock *th* morning, falling out that year on 
Aſh-wedneſday was four year inthe aiternoon. 

Shy. VVhzt are their Mz«ks 5 hear you me Jeſſica, 
Lock up my doors, and when you hear the D:um 
And the vile {quealing of the wry-acck: F te, 
Clamber not you up to the Cafemerrs then, 
Ner thruſt your head into the publick ſtreer 
To gize on Chriſtian fools with varniſhr faces ; 
But ſtop my houtes ears, I mean my Cafementss, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow foppery entcr 


| My fober houſe, By F-cobs [tiff | ſwear, 


| haveno mind of Feafting forth co night : 
But I will go ; go you bctore me Sirrab. 
Say I will come. 
Clow. | will go before Sir, 
Miſtreſs look out «t 9iadow for all this 
There will come a Ct;riſtian by, 
W.ll be worth a Few's cye. 
Shy. 430g {ayes tht fool of Hagars off.ſpring ? 
a 


Ze/. His words were fare well Miftrifs, nothing elſe. 
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder : 
Snail-{low in profit, but ſleeps by day 
More than the wild cat, drones hive not with me, 
Therefore Ipart with him, and part with him 
To one that would have him help to waſt 
His borrowed purſe. Well 7eſſi-a goin, 
Perhaps I will return immediately ; 
Do as I bid you, ſhut doors after you, faſt bind, faſt 


find, 
A proverb never ſtale in thriſty mind. Exit, 
Feſ. Farewel, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
[ have a Father, you a Daughter loſt. Exit. 


Enter the Makers, Gratiano and Salino, 


Gra. This is the penthouſe under which Lorexzo 
Deſired us to make a ſtand, 
Sal. His hour is almoſt paft. 
Gra- Andit is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For loversever run before the clock. 
Sal O ten times faſter Venus Pigeons ffye 
To ſteal loves bounds new made, than they are wont 
To kcep obliged faith unforfeited. 
Gra. That ever holds, who riſeth from a fcaſt 
With that keen Appetite that he ſits down ? 
Where is the Horte that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them fiſt ? all things that are, 
Are with more fpirit chaſed than enjoyn'd. 
How like a younger or a prodigal 
The $:arft-d bark puts from her native bay, 
Hug'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet wind ; 
How li-e a prodigal ſhe doth return 
With over-wither'd Ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent and begzer'd by the [trumpet wind ? 


E-ter Lorenz9- 


$ alino. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereaf- 
ter. 
Loren. Sweet friends, your patience for my long a- 
bode, 
Not I but my affairs have made you wait; 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the thieves for Wives 
Ile watch as long for you then; approach ; 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoz, who's within ? 


Jeſſica above. 


Feſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ple ſwear that I do know your tongue. 
* 


Lor. 
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Lo. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Feſ. Lorenzo certain and my Love indeed, 
For who Love fo much ? and now who knows 
But you Lyrenzo, whether | am yours ? 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art. 
Feſ. Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains, 
I am glad *iis night, you do not look on me, 
For | am much aſham'd of my exchange 3 
But Love is blind , and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themſelves commit; 
For if they could, C#pi4 himſclf would bluſh 
To (ce me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Deicend, for you muſt be my Torch-bearer. 
7eſ. What, muſt 1 hold a Candle to my ſhame ? 
They in themlelves goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, *tis an office of diſcovery, Love, 
And 1 ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Lor. $0 you are {weet, 
Evenin the lovely garniſh of a boy z but come at once, 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ſtaid for at Baſſanio's Feaft. 
Fe. 1 will make faſt the doors, and guild my elf 
With lome more Ducats, and be with you ſtraight, 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor. Be(hrew me but 1 love her heartily, 
For ſhe is wiſe, If I can judge of her, 
And fair ſhe is, If that mine Eyes be true, 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelf; 
And therefore like her (elf, wiſe, fair and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conftant Soul, 


Enter Jeſſica. 


What, art thou come ? on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us (tay, Ext. 


Enter Anthonio. 


Ant, Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior eAnthorio. 

Ant. tie, fie, Gratians, where are all the reſt ? 
'Tis nine a clock, our friends all tay for you, 

No mask to night, the wind is come about, 
Baſſamo preſently will go ahoord, 

| have ſent twenty out toſcck for you. 
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And weigh thy value with an even hand, 

[f thou beeft rated by the eſtimation, 

Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 

May not extend ſo fr asto theLady 

And yet to be afeard of my deſerving, 

Were but a weak Cifabling of my felt, 

As much as | deſerve, why that's the Lady. 

[do in birth deſcrve her, and in fortun es 

[a graces, and in qualities of Breeding : 

But More than thele, in love I do deſerve. 

What if Iſtray'd no farther, but chooſe here ? 
Let's fee once more this ſaying Grav'd in Gold. 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall gain what many men defire : 
Why that's tae Lady, all the world defircs her : 
From the four corners of the Earth they come 
To kits the ſhrine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircanien Delerts and the vaſt 1ildes 

Of wide Arabia are as through Fares now 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The Watery Kingdom, whoſe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ſtop the forrain Spirits, but they come 

As o're a Brook to fce fair Portia. 


One of theſe three contains her heavenly pifure. 
I;* like that Lead contains her? *twere damnation 
To think fo bafe a thought; it were too grols 

To rib her ſearcloth in the obſcure Grave 3 

Or ſhall 1 think in Silver ſhe's immur'd 

Being ten times undervalued to tri'd Gold 

O ſinful thought, never fo rich a Jem 

Was ſet in worle then Gold ! They have in England 
A Coin that by ars the figure of an Angel 


Gra. I am glad on't, | d:fire no more delight 
Than to be under Sail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 


Enter Portia with Morrocho, and both their Trains, 


Pro, Go, draw aſide the Curtain, and diſcover 
The ſeveral Caskets to this noble Prince 3 

Now make your choice. 

Mor. The firſt of Gold, who this inſcription bears, 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall gain what men deſire. 

The (econd Silver, which this promile carries, 

Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who choolſeth me, muſt give and h:zird all he hath. 

| How ſhall | know if 1 do chooſe the right ? 

Por. Thz one of thei contains my PiRure Prince, 
If you chooſe that, then I am yours withall. 

e Har. Some God diet my judgment, let me fee, 
I will furvey the inſcriptions, back again ; 

What ſays this Leaden Casket ? 

Who chooleth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muſt give for what ? for Lead ? 

This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind ſtoops not to ſhows of Drofs, 

Ple then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead, 

What ſayes the Silver with her virgin hue ? 

Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
As much as he deſerves, pauſe there Morrocho, 


Stampt in Gold, bur thar's inſculpt upon : 
But here an Angelin a Golden Bed 

Lies all within, Dcliver me the Key ; 
Here do l chooſe, and thrive I a: I may. 


Por. There take it Prince, and if my form lie there , 


Then | amyours, 
Mor. O hell ! what have we here, a carrion death, 
Within whole empty eye therc is a written ſcrowl ; 


A: that gliſters is not gold, 
Oft-n have you heard that told ; 
Many a man bi liſe bath jold 
But my outſide to bebold : 
Guildedtimber do worms infold : 
Had you been as wiſe as buld, 
Young in'limhs_in jud gent ol, 
Your anſwer had not been inſcrold, 
Fare you well, your ſuit 15 cold 


Mor. Cold indeed, and labour loft, 
Then farewel heat, and welcome froſt ; 
Portia adicu, 1 have too griev'd a heart 


To take a tediou: leave: thus loſers part. Exit. 


Por. A gentleriddance : draw the Curtains, go ; 
Let ail of his completion chooſe me ſo. 


Enter Salarino and Solano. 
Flo. Cornets. 


Sal. Why mar” I ſaw Baſſanio under ſail, 


With him is Gratseno gone along ; 


And in their (hip 1 am ſure Lorenz? is not. 
Sol. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Baſſanso's ſhip. 
Sal. He comes too late, the ſhip was under fail ; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a Gon2s/o were (cen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Fe/ſics 
Beſides, 4rntbonio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baſſanio in his ſhip. 
Sol. I never heard a paſſin fo conſus'd, 


| $0 ſtrange, outragious, and lo variable, 
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As the Dog Few did utter in the ſtreets 3 
My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter, 
Fed with a Chiiftian, O my Chriftian Ducats ! 
Juſtice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter 3 
A [ealed Bag, two ſealed Bags of Ducats , 
Of double Ducats, pop me by my Daughter, 
And Jewels,: wo rich and precious Stoncs, 
"a2 Lon my Daughter , Juſtice find the Girl, 
Ske hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
$11, Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sol, Let good Anthonio look he keep his Cay, 
Or he fhall pay for this. 
Sal. Marry well remembred, 
[ reafon'd with a Frenchman yeſterCay, 
Who told me, in the narrow leas that part, 
TheFrerch and Engliſh, there miſcarricd 
A V<ſſcl of our Country richly fraught : 
| thought upon Anthonzo when he told me, 
and wiſhtin filence that it were not his; 
Sol. You were beſt to tell Anthonio what you hear, 
Y<t do not ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth , 
[ {:w Bafſanioand Anthonto part, 
Ba//anio told. him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot- his return : he av{wered, Co not fo, 
Slubber not buſiaefs for my lake Baſſ11u0, 
But ſay the v-ry riping of the time, 
And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of Love 3 
Bz merry, and ehploy your chiefeft thoughts 
To Courtſhip, and luch fair oſtents of Love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there 3 
And even there his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand bchind him, 
And with att«Q:on wondrous ſenlible 
He wrung Baſſazso's hand, and ſo they parted. 
Sal. 1 th'nk he only loves the world for him, 
[ Pray thee lex us go and tind them out, 
And quicken kis embraced heavineſs 
With ſome dclight or other. 
Sal. Do we lo. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Neriſſa and a Servitor. 


Ner. Quick, quick I pray thee, draw the curtain ſtraight, 
The trince of Arragor bath tane þis oath, 
And comes to his elcQion preſently. 


Enter Arragon, his Train, Portia, 
Flor. Cornets, 


Por. Behold there ſtand the ca:kets noble Prince, 
If you choole that wherein I am contain'd. | 
Straight ſhall our nuptial rights be folemn Z'd: 
But if thou fail, without more ſpeech, my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. | 

Ar. 1 am enjoyn'd by oath to oblerve three things ; 
Firſt never to unfold to any one 
Which casket *rwas I choſe ; next, if I fail 
Of thcright casket, never in my Life 
To wooe a Maid in way of Marriage : 
Lftly, if Ido fail in fortune of my choic?, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 

Pr. To thele injunRions every one doth ſwear 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf, 

Ar. And fo have laddreſt me, fortune now 
To my hearts hope : Gold, Silver, and baſe Lead. 
W ho chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath; 
You ſhall look fairer ere I give or hazard, 
What fſayes the Golden Cheſt, ha, I<t meſee: 
Wt» cauſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire: 
What many men deſire, that many may be meant 


By thc fool multitude rhat chule by ſhow, 
Not learning more then the ford eye Coth teach, 
Which pays not to th'interior, but like the Martict 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the force and rode of calu«lty, 
| will not chute what many mcn defire, 
Becaule I will not jump with common ſpirits, 
And rank me with-the barbarious multitudes, 
Why then to thee thou Silver Treature-hovle, 
Tell me once more, what title thou doſt bear 3 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deicrves : 
An well {aid too, for who ſhall go abour 
To Cozer, Fortune, and bt honourable 
Without the ſt:mp of merit, ler none preſume 
To wear an und: ſerved dignity - 
O that «ſtates, degrees, and cfliccs, 
Were not d:riv'd corrupil\, and that clear honour 
Were purchaſt by the merit of the wearer ; 
How many then ſhould cover that ftand bare ? 
Huw many be commanded that comwand ? 
How much low pleaſantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feed of honour ? And how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To b: new varniſht ? Well, bur to my choiſe ; 
Who chuſeth me, 1t.all get as much as he delerves, 
| will aſſume deſe: t 3 BIiVe med key ror this, 
And inſtantly unlock my toi tas hr re, 
Por Too long a paulc for thc which you find there, 
Ar. What's here the portrait of a blinking idior, 
Preſenting me a {chedul: ? I wili reac it ; 
How much unlike art thou to Peri ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my df{ervirg? 
Who chufeth me, ſhall have as much as he delcrves, 
Did I delerve no more than a fools head / 
is that my prize? are my deſerts no better ? 
Po. To offend and judge zre diſtin offices, 
And of oppolſcd natures, 
Ar, What is here ? 


T he fire ſeven times tried this, 
Seven tres tried that judgment it- , 
That aid never chyſe amiſs. 
Some there be that ſhalows kiſs, 
Such have but a ſhad ws blifs : 
Ther: be fools alive 1wis , 

Silver'd o're and ſo was th:s : 
Take what wife you will to bed, 

I ill ever be your head : 

So br gone ſir, you are ſped. 


Ar. Still more fool I ſhall appear 
Ly the time | linger here. 

With one fools head 1 came to wooe, 
Put I go away with two. 

Sweet adieu, Ple keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroath. 

Por . Thus hath the candle ſing'd the moth : 
O thele deliberate fools when they do chule, 
They have the wiſdom by their wit to lole, 

Ner. The ancient faying is no hereſje, 
Hanging and wiving goes by dcſtiny. 

Por.WCome draw the curtain Nerriſſa. 


Enter Meſſcnger. . 


Meſ. Where is my Lady ? 

Por. Here, what would my Lord ? 

Meſ. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignily ttapproaching of his Lord, 
Frow whom he bringeth ſcnfivle regreets : 
To wit (befides commends and courteous breath } 
Giits of rich value ; yet | have not (cen 
So likely an Ambaſſador of love. 
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A day in Apri/ never came fo ſweet, 
To ſhow how coſtly Summer was at hand, 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more | pray thee; I am half afeard 
Thou wilt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thee, 
Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch high day wit in praiſing him : 
Come, come, Nerriſſa, for | long to ſee 
ick Cypid's Poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 


Ner. Baſſanio Lord, love; if thy will it be. Exeunt. 


—— 
—— CC 


Aus Tertius. 


Enter Solanio and Solarino. 


Sol. Now, what news on the Ryalto ? | 
| Sal.Why yet it lives'there uncheckt,that Anthomo hath a 
ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seaszthe Gooawns, 
I think, they call the place, a very dan flat, and fa- 
tal, where the carcaſſes of many a tall ſhip lie buried, as 
they ſay, if my goſſips report be an honeſt woman of her 
word, 
Sol. I would ſhe were as lying « Goſlip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe ſhe wept for 
the death of a third husband : but it is true, withont any 
ſlips of prolixity, or croſſing theplain high-way of talk,that 
the good Anthonio, the honeſt Artho, O that I had atitle 
good enough to keep his name company ! 
Sal. Come, the full top. 
Sol. Ha, what ſayeft thou? Why the end is, he hath loft 
a ſhip. 

Sal I would it might prove the end of his loſſes, 

Sol. Let me ſay Amen betimes, left the Devil croſs my 
prayer ; for here he comes in the likeneſs of a Few, How 
now Shylocke, what news among the Merchants? 


Enter Shylocke. 


Shy. You knew, none fo well, none ſo well as you, of my 
daughters flight. 

\ Sal. That's certain; 1 for my part knew the Tailor that 
made the wings ſhe flew withal. 

Sol. And Shylecke for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg*d, and then it is the complexion of them all to leave 
the Dam. 

Sby. She is damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her Judg. 

Shy. My own fleſh and blood to rebel. 

Sol. Qut upon it, old carrion, rebels it at theſe years, 

Sby. I ſay, my daughter is my fleſh and blood. 

Sal. There is more difference between thy flz{h and hers, 
than between Jet and Ivory; more between your bloods, 
than there is between red wine and rhenniſh Burt tell us, 
do you hear whether Anthonio have had any loſs at fea, or 
no ? 

Sby. There I have another bad watch, a bankrout, a pro- 
digal, who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, a beg- 

ar that was us'd to come ſo (mug upon the Mart : let him 
ook to his bond z he was wont to call me Ulurer ; let him 
look to his bond ; he was wont to lend money for a Chri- 
ſian curtſiez let him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why 1 am ſure if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
fleſh « what's that good for ? 

Shy. To bait fiſh withal, if it will feed nothing elſe, it 
will feed my revenge 3 he hath diſgrac'd me, and hindred 
me half a million, laught at my loſſes, mockr at my gains, 
ſcorned my Nation, thwarted my bargains , cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemies z and what's the realon? Iam 
a Few: Hathnota Few eyes? Hath not a Jew hands, or- 

s, dimenſions, ſenſes, affe&ions, paſſions ? fed with the 
Eine food, hurt with the ſame weapons, ſubje&t to the ſame 


——_— 


the tame Winter an Summer as a Chriſtian is? If you prick | 
us, do we not blecd? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? 
if you poylon us,do we not die? and1t you wrong us, (ii-! 
we not revenge ? It we arelike you in thereſt, we wi! c- | 
ſemble you in that, If a Few wrong a Critian, what is his 
humility, revenge ? If a Chriſtian wrong a Few, whit 
ſhould bis ſuffcrance be by a Chriftian example 4 Way, r-- | 
venge. The villany you teach me | will exceur:, and ic (hal! 
89 hard but I will better the intruftion. 


Enter a man from Anthonio. 


Gentlemen, my Maſter An"thonjois at his houſc, and def. 8 | 
to ſpeak with you both. 
Sal. We have bcen up and down to ſe. k him. 


Enter Tuball. 


Sol. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third cannot be 
matcht, unleſs the devil himſclf turn Jew. 
Exeunt Gernt/emen, 


Shy. How now T»bal, what news from Geneva? hf 
thou tound my daughter ? | 
. Tub. I often came where 1 did hear of her, but cannot find 

er. 

Shy, Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone 
colt me two thouſand Ducats in Frankford ;, the curſe ne- 
ver fel] npon our Nation till now, I never felt it till now, 
two thouſand Ducats in that, and other precious, precio..s 
Jewels : I would my daughter were dead at my foot, and 
the Jewels in her ear : would ſhe were hcarſt at my foo', 
and the Ducats in her Coffin: no news of them ; w! y 
ſv? and I know not how much is ſpent in the ſearch: ; 
why then lofs upon loſs, the thief gone with ſo muct, 
and fo much to find the thief, and no ſati-faRion, no re- 
yenge, nor no ill luck ſtirring, but what lights a my ſhov'- 
_ , no ſighs but a my breathing, no tears but a my ſhed- 

ing- 

Tub. Yea, other men haveill luck too, Anthozio, as Iheard 
in Genoua. 

Shy. What, what, whar, ill luck, il] luck ? 

Tub. Hath ati eArgofee calt away, coming from Tripo- 
ls. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank Ged ; is it true ? is it 
true f 

Tb. 1 {poke with ſome of the Saylors that eſcaped the 
wrack. 

Sby. | thank thee good Twball ; good news, good news ; 
ha, ha, here in Genoxa. 

Tx. Your daughter ipent in Genoxs, as | heard, one night 
fourſcore Ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick'ft a Dagger in me; I ſhall never fee my 
gold again, fouricore Ducats at a hicting, fourſcore Du- 
cats ! 

Tub. There came divers of eAnthonio's Creditors in 
my Company to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe but 
break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it ; Vle plague him, Vle torture 
him ; 1 am glad of 1t. 

Tab. One of them ſhewed me a Riog that he had of your 
Davghter for a Monky. 

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tubal, it was my 
Turks, | had it of Leah when I was a Batchelor, 1 would 
not have given it for a wilderneſs of Monkies. 

Tub. Bur Anthonso is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true 5 go, Tubal, fee 
mean Officer, be-ſpeak him a fortnight before, 1 will hav 
the heart of him, if he forfeit 3 for were he ought of Y-- 
nice, | can wake what merchandize I will z go, Tube, and 
meet me at our Synagogue 3 go, good Taball, at ouc Syna- 
gogue, Tabad, 


diſeaſes, healed by the ame means, warmed and cooleg by | 
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The Merchant of Venice. 


Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, 4nd all their train, 


Per, 1 pray you tarry, pauſe a day or two 
B:fore you hazard for inchuling wrong 
| loſe your company ; therefore forbear a while, 
| Theres ſem-thing tells me (but it is not love), 
1 weuld not loſe you, and you know your (clf, 
Hate counſels not in fuch a quality ; 
Zut Ict you ſhould not underſtand me well, 
Ard yet a waiden hath no tongue but thought, 
| 1 would cetain you here ſome month or two 
Before you venture for me. Icould teach you 
How to chuſe right , but then 1 am forlworn; 
So will I ncver be, fo may you mils me ; 
But if you do, you'l make me wiſh a fin, 
That I had been forſworn ; Beſhrew your eyes, 
They have 0*re-look'd me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, 1 would fay : but firſt mine, then yours, 
And fo all yours - O theſe naughty times 
Puts bars between the owners and their rights. 
And to tho yours, not yours (prove it ſo), 
Let Fortune go to hell for it, not I, 
| ſpeak too long, but *tis to peize the time, 
To itchir, and draw it out in length, 
To ſtay yuu from cleRion. 

Baſſ. Let me chule; 
For as [am] live upon the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Baſſanio, then confels 
What treaſon there is mingled with your love. 

Bafſſ. None bur that ugly treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and lite, 

"Tween {now and fire, as treaſon and my love. 

For. 1, but I fear you ſpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do ſpeak any thing. 

Baſſ. Promiſe me life, and Vie conſeſs the rruth, 

Po-. Wcll then, confeſs and live. 

Baſſ. Confels and love 
Had been the very ſum of my confcſſion - 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for deliverance : 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 

Per. Away then, I am lockt inone of them, 
lf you dolove me, you will find me out. 
Nerriſſa, and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, 

Let muſick ſound while ke doth make his choice 

Then if he loſe, he makes a Swan-like end, 

FaCing in mulick. "That the compariſon 

May ftland more proper, my eye ſhall be the ſtream 

Ard watrydeath-bed for him: he may win, 

And what is muſick then ? Then mufick is 

Even 2s the flouriſh, when true {1bjets bow 

To anew crowned Monarch : Such it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet ſoundsin break of day, 

That creep into the Creaming bridegroom's ear, 

And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 

With no lels preſence, but with much more love 

Than young A4lcides, when he did redeem 

The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 

To the Sea-montter : 1 ſtand for ſacrifice, 

The ret aloof are the Dardanian twives ; 

With bleared viſages come forth to view | 

The iſſue of tif exploit : Go Hercules, 

Live thov, 1 live, with much more diimay 

| view the fight, than thou that mak'ſt the fray. 
Here Muſick, 


A Song the whilſt Baſſanio commments cn the Caskets 
to bimſelf. 


Tell me where ts fancy bred, 
| Or in the beart, or in the head ; 


| 


How begot, how nouriſhed. 
It :s engendred in the cyes, 
With gazing fed, and fancy dic3 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let ws all ring Fancies knell, 
Ile begin it, 
Ding, dong, Bell, 

All. Ding, dong, Bell, 


Baſſ. So may the outward ſhows he leaſt them(clves. 
The world is ſtil deceiv'd with ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſealon'd with a grdcions voice, 
Odſcures the ſhow ot evil? In Religion, 
W hat damned error, but {ome tober brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding tiie grofsneis with fair ornament : 
There is no vice to ſimple, but affumes 
Some mark of virtue on his cutwarC parts ; 
How many cowards, whoſe hearts are all as falſe 
As ſtairs of ſand, wear yet pon their ching 
The beards of Hercules and t1 owning Mars ? 
Who inward (earcht, have livers white as milk, 
And theſe aflume but Vaicu:*s excrement, 
To render them re-Coubted, Luok on beauty, 
And you ſhall fee *tis purct aſt ty the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Make them light«ſt that wear moſt of it ; 
So zre theſe criſped [naky golden locks 
Which makes ſuch wanten gambols with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed fairneſs, often known 
To be thedowry of a fecond heed, 
The fcull- that bred them in the $Sepu!cker, 
Thus ornament is but the guilecd ſhore 
To a moſt dangercus fea ; the beautious ſc2rf 
Vailing an [ndian beauty : In a word, 
The ſeeming truth which cunning times put en 
To entrap the wilcſt, - Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard Food for M14as, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudcg 
*Tween man and man; but thou, thov meager lead, ' 
Which rather threatneft than Coſt promiſe ought, 
Thy palenels moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chule ], joy be the conſequence. 

Por. How all the other paſſions flcet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and reſh embrac'd Celpair z 
And ſhudcring fear, and green-ey'd jea'oulie, 
O love be moderare, allay thy cxtaſie, 
In meaſure rain thy joy, ſcant this «xceſs, 
| feel too much thy bl«ling, make it lefs, 


! For fear I {urfeit. 


Baſſ. What find I here? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit. What demy-ged 
Hath ccme fo near creation, move thele eyes? 
Or whether riding on the balls of mine 
Seem they in motion ? Here are ſever'd lips 
Parted with ſugar breath, ſo ſweet a bar 


| Should ſunder tuch ſweet friends : here in her hairs 


The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 

A golden meſh t* intrap the hearts of men 

Faſter than Gnats in Cobwebs : but her eyes, 

How could he ſce to do them ? Having made one, 
Methinks it ſhould have power to ſteal both his, 
And leaveit felf unfurniſht : Yet look how far 

The fubRance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
In underpriſing ; ſo far this ſhadow 

Doth limp behind the ſubſtance, Here's the ſcrowl, 
The concinent, and ſummary of my Fortune. 


You that conſe nit by the view, 
Chance as fair, aud chuſe as true; 
Since this fertune falls to you, 
Be cantent, and ſeek no new. 


If you be w-ll pleaſed with this, 
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Ant hold you fortune for your bliſe, 
Turn you where your Ladyis, 
And claim her with a loving kiſs. 


A gentle ſcrowl ; Fair Lady, by yourleave, 

l come by note to give and to receive, 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes 3 
Hearing applauſe and univerſal ſhout, 

Giddy in {pirit, (tl gazing in a doubt, 
Whether thoſe peals of praife be his or no. 

So thrice fair Lady ſtand | evenſo, 

As doubtful whether what I ſee be true, 

Until confirm'd, ſign'd, ratified by you. 


Such as I am; tho for my lelt alone, 

[ would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 

To wiſh oy ſelf much better ; yet for you, 

| would be trebled twenty times my felf, 

A thouſand times more fair, ten thouſand times 
More rich, that to ftand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account ; but the full ſum of me 

Is ſum of nothing ; which toterm in grols, 

Is an unlefſoned Girl, unſchool'd, unpraftiz'd : 
Happy is this, ſhe is not yet fo old 

But ſhe may learn; happier then in this, 

She is not bred ſo-dull but ſhe can learn ; 
Happieſt ol' all is, that her gentle _ 
Comhits it ſelf to yours to be direfted, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King. 


{ My 1elf, and what is mine, to you and yours 


Is now converted; But now | was the Lord 

Of this fair Manſion, Maſtcr of my Servants, 
Queen o're my ſ-1f, and even ow 3 but now 

This Houſe, theſe Servants, and this ſame my ſelf 
Are yours, my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you paft from, loſe, or give away, 
Let it preſage the ruin of your love, 

And be my varitage to exclaim on you. 

Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only oy blood ſpeaks to youin my veins, 

And there is ſuch confuſion in my powers, 

As after ſome oration fairly ſpoke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude, 

Where every ſomething being blent rogether, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, tave of joy 

Expreſt, and not expreſt ; but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
O then be bold to fay, Baſſaniv's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lidy, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and ſcen our wiſhes proſper, 
Tocry good joy, good joy, my Lord and Lady. 
Gra. My Lord Baſſanio, and my gentle Lady, 

[ wiſh vou all the joy that you can wiſh : 

For I am ſure you can wiſh none from me: 

And when your honors mean to folemniz? 

The bargain of your Faith, I do beſzech you 
Even at that time I may be married too, 


My eyes, my Lord, can look as {wift as yours : 
Youſaw the Mifris, I beheld the Maid : 

You lov'd, I lov'd for intermiſſion; 

No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you : 
Your Forrune ſtood upon the caskets there, 
And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing heat, until I ſweat again, 

And ſwearing till my very rough wasdry 
With Oaths of love, at laſt, if promile laſt, 

[ got a promiſe of this fair one here, 

To have her love provided that your Fortune 


_ her Miftriſs. 


Por. You ſee, my Lord Baſſanio, where Iftand, 


Baſſ. With all my heart, fo thou canſt get a Wife. 
Cra. | thank your Lordſhip, you have got me one. 


Por, [s this true, Nerriſſa ? 
Ner Madam, it is fo, fo youſtand pleas'd withal. 
Baſſ. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith ? 
Gra Yes Faith my Lord. 
Baſſ. Our Feaſt ſhall be much honoured in your Mzrri- 
age, 
Gra. We'l play with them, the firſt boy ſor a thouſand 
Ducats. | 
Ner, What, and ſtake down ? 
Gra. No, we ſhall ne're win at that ſport, and ſtake 
down. : 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Yenetsan Friend, Salerio ? 


Enter Lorenzo, Jcflica, ad Salctio« 
e 


Baſ. Lorenzo and Salerio , welcome hither. 
[f that the youth of my new intereſt here 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
| bid my very Friends and Country-men, . 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 
Por. Sodo 1, my Lord; they areintirely welcome. 
Lox, I thank your honour : For my part, my Lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſeen you here ; 
But meeting with Salevioby the way, 
He did intreat me paſt all ſaying nay, 
To come with him along. 
Sal. I did, my Lord, + 
And have reafon for it, ſignior Antonio 
Commends him to you. 
Baſ. E*ce 1 ope this Letter 
[ pray you tell me how my good Friend doth, 
Sal. Not lick, my Lord, unleſs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unleſs in mind : his Letret there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate. 


Opens the Letter. 


Gra. Nerriſſa, cheer yond ſtranger, bid her welcome. 

Your hand, Salerio ; what's the news from Yenice ? 

How doth that royal Merchant, good Anthonio ? 

[ know he will be glad of our ſucceſs : 

We are the 7aſons, we have won the fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

Por. There are ſoine ſhrewd contents in yond ſame Pa- 
per, 

That ſteals the colour from Baſſanio's cheek : 

Some dear Friend dead , elſe nothing in the world 

Could turn ſo much the conftitution 

Ot any conſtant man, What worſe and worſe ! 

With leave, Baſſanio, 1 am half your ſelf, 

And muſt freely bave the half of any thing 

That this {ame paper brings you. 

Biſ O ſweet Portia |! 

Here are a few of the unpleaſant'ft words 

That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 

When 1 did firſt impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all che wealth I had 

Ranin my veins, I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true ;, and yet dear Lady, 

Rating my elf at nothing, you ſhall ſee 

How much I was a beggar, when 1 told you 

My ſtate was nothing, | ſhould then have told you, 

That I was.worle than nothing: For indeed 

[ haveengag'd my ſelf ton dear Friend 3 

Engag'd my Friend to his meer Enemy, 

To feed my means. Hereisa Letter, Lady 5 

The paper as the body of my Friend, 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Iſſuing life-blood. But is it true, Selerio ? 

Hath all his ventures fail'd ! what, not one hit ! 

From Tripolss, from Aſexico, and England, 

From Lssbon, Barbary, and India, 


And not one Veſlel ſcape the dreadful touch 
0 Of 
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helm 
Of Merchant-marring Rocks ? | 
Sal. Not one, my Lord. 
B:fides, it ſhould appear, that if he had 
The preſent money to diſcharge the Few, 
He would not take it: Never did I know 
A crcature that did bear the ſhape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
þ- they deny him Juſtice, Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himſelf; and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port have all perſwaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of Forfeiture of Juftice, and his Bond. 
Feſ. When was with him, I have heard him ſwear, 
T'o Tuball and toChwus, his Countrymen, 
That he would rather have Anthbonio's fleſh 
Than twenty times the value of the ſum 
That he did owe him : and Iknow, my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny not- 
[t will go hard with poor Anthonzo. 
Por. ls it your dear Friend that is thus in trouble ? 
Baſ. The deareſt Friend tome, the kindeſt man, 
The beſt condition'd, and unwearied ſpirit, 
[n doing courteſics : and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in /:aly. 
Por. What ſum owes he the Few ? 
Baſ. For me three thouſand Ducats- 
| Por. What, no more ? 
Pay him fix thouſand, and deface the bond : 
Double fix thouſand,” and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this deſcription 
Shall loſe a hair through my Befſanio's Fault. 
Firſt go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Yexice to your Friend : 
For never ſhall youlic by Portie's ſide 
With an urquiet ſoul. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is paid, bring your true Friend along : 
My Maid Nerr:ſa, and my ſelf mean time, 
Willlive as M:ids and Widows : Come away ; 
For you ſhall hence upon your Wedding.day : 
Bid your Friends welcome 3; ſhow a merry cheer : 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend. 


| Sweet Baſſanio, my Ships have all miſcarried, my Creds- 
tors grow cruel, my Eſtate. is very low, my Bond to the Jew is 
forfeit : and. ſince in paying it ut is impoſſible I ſhould live, all 
debts are cleared between you and I, if I might ſes you at my 
death: Notwithſtanding uſe your pleaſure : if your love do not 
perſwade you to come, let not my Letter. 


Por. O love ! diſpatch all buſineſs, and be gone. 
Baſ. Since | have your good leave to go away, 
[ will make hafte 3 but till l come again, 
No bed ſhall e're be guilty of my Ray. 
Nor reſt be interpoſer *twixt us twain. Exeunt, 
{ Enter the Jew, and Salanio, and Anthonio, ard the 
| Jaylor. 


Few. Jaylor, look to him : tell not me of mercy. 
This is the Fool that lends out money gratss. 
Jaylor, look to him, 
Ant, Hear me-yer good Sbylocke. 
- Few. I'le have my bond: ſpeak not againſt my bond : 
[ have ſworn an Oath that I will have wy bond. 
Thou call't me dog before thou hadſt a cauſe ; 
But ſince 1am a dog, beware my phangs. 
The Duke ſhall grant me Juſtice. Ido wonder, 
Thou naughty Jaylor, that thou art ſo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 
| | 


——— 


Ant, | pray thee hear me ſpeak. : 
Jew, Vie have my bond : I will not hear thee ſpeak : 
Ple have my bond ; and therefore ſpeak no more. 
[le not be made a loft and dull-ey*d Fool, 
To ſhake the head, relenc, and ſigh, and yield 
To Chriſtian interceſſors. Follow not : 
Ile have no ſpeaking z 1 will have wy bond. 
Sol. It 15 the moſt impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men, ; 
Ant. Let him alone ; 
I'le follow him no more with bootleſs prayers, 
He ſeeks my life ; his resſon well I know ; 
| oft deliver'd from his Forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me; | 
Sal. | am fure the Duke will never grant this Forſciture 
to hold. 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 
For the commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Yemice, if it be denied, 
Will much impeach the Juſtice of the State, 
Since that the trade and profit of the City 
Conſfiſteth of all Nations, Thereſfotr go, 
Theſe griefs and lofſcs have fo bated me, 
| Thar I ſhall hardly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To morrow to my bloody Creditor. 
Well, Jeylor, on ; pray God Baſſaniocome 
To ſce me pay his debt, and then I care not. 


E xit Jew 


Exeunt. 


Enter Portia, Nerrifſa, Lorenzo, Jcſlica, 4 man of 
Portia's. 


Lor. Madam, althoughl ſpeak it in your preſence, 


1 You have a noble and a true conceit 


Of god-like amity, which appears moſt firongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord. 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 
How true a Geatleman you ſend relief, 
How dear a lover of my Lord, your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than euftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Poy. | never did repent for doing good, 
Nor ſhall not now : for in companions 
That do converſe and waſte the time togethery 
Whole ſouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
| There muſt be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners and of ſpirit, 
Vhich makes me think that this Anthonso, 
Being the boſom-lover of my Lord, 
Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coft | have beſtowed 
In purchaſing the ſemblance of my foul 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. 
This comes too near the praiſing of my ſelf 
Therefore no more of it :; here other things, 
Lorenzo, | commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my houſe, 
Until my Lord?s return : For mine own part, 
I have toward heaven breath'd a ſecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Nerriſ/a here, 
Until her husband and my Lord's return. 
There is a Monaſtery two miles off 
And there we will abide. I do deſire you 
Not to deny this impoſition, 
The which my love and ſome neceſſity 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor, Madam, with all my heart, 
| ſhall obey you in all fair commands, 

Por. My people do already know my mind, 
' And will acknowledg you and Feſſica 
In place of Lord Baſſanio and my lelf. 
So fare you well till we ſhall meet again. 


Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you. | 
JA 
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| Now Balthazary as | ltiavc ever found the honeſt true, 


Feſ. I wiſh vour Ladyitip all hearts content. 
Por. | thatk you for y- ur with, and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it back 6n you; Fare you well Teſjice. Excunt 


So ct me find tice ill 3 tia this fame Letter, 
4nd ufe thou all xhe endeavour oi a man 5 


In {peed to 1artan, {ce thou render this | 
into my Coulia's rand, Dottor Lellario, 
And lo k what notes and garments he doth pive thee, 
Pring them | pray thee with imagin'd ſpe:d 
Unto the Tranett. to the common Ferry 
Vhich trades to Penice « waſte no time in words, 
But ger thee gone ; I ſhall be there before thee, 
B.l. Madam, I go with all coavenicnt ſpeed, 
Pr, Come 00 N.rriſa, Ihave work in hand 


Bzfore they thick of us? 

Ner. Shall they fee vs ? 

Por. They fh.il, Nerriſſa;, but in ſuch a habit, 
That thcy ſhall think we arc accompliſhed 
With that we lack. Plz hoid thee any wager 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
le prove the prettier -ellow of the two; 

And wear my Dagger with the braver grace, 
And ſpeak between tie change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice ;, and turn two mincing tteps 
Into a manly tride, and {peak of Frays, 


| Like a tine bragging youth ; ard tcil quaint lies, 


How honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which 1 denying, they fell lick and Cicds 
| could not do withal ; then Vie repent, 
And wiſh for all thar, that I had not kill'd thcm ; 
And twenty of thefe puny lies Fle tel!, 
That men fha!l ſwear 1 have ditcontinued ſchool 
| Above a twelvemonth, 1 have within my mind 
A thouſand ray tricks of theſe bragging Jacks, 
Which will pra&ice. 

Ner. Why, thall we turn tomcn 2? 

Por. Fic, what a queſtion's that, 
If thou wert near a leud interpreter ? 
But come, Vie tell thee :1l my whole device 
When | am ia my Coach, which ſtays for us 
At the: Park Gate; and therefore haite away 3 
For we muſt meature twenty miles to Cay. Exeunt. 
Enter Clown an | liza, 


Clown. Yes truly: For look you, the fins of the Father 
are to be laid upon the childen + therefore } promiſe you, I 
fear you, | was always plain with you 3 and tonow Iſpeak 
my agitation of the matter : therefore be of goud cheer ; 
for truly I think you are damn'd : there is but one hope in 
it that can do you any good, and that is but a kind of ba- 
ſtard-hope neither. 

Feſ. And what hope is that I pray thec ? 

Clow. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got 
you not, that you are not the Few's Daughter. 

Feſ. That were a kiad of baſtard-hope indeed : fo the 
fins of my Morher ſhould be viſited upon me. 

Clow. Truly then I fear you arc damned both by Fa- 
ther aud Mother : thus when | (kun Syl/z, your Father, I 
fall into Charibdis, your Mother : Well, you are goae both 


Ways. 

: Fel. [ ſhall be ſaved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Chriſtian. | 

Clow. "Truly the more to blame-he ; we were Chriſtians 

enow before, ene as many as could well live one by another: 
this making of Chriſtians will railr the priceof Hogs, if we 
grow all to be Pork-caters, we ſhall nor ſhortly have araſh- 
er on the coals tor money. 


Enter Lorenz9. 


Feſ. Vle tell my Husband, Lancelet , what you fay ; 
% 
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here he comes, 

Lor. | ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly, Launcelet, if 
you thus get my Wile into corners. 

Fe. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Lancelet arid 
[ are out 3 he tells me flatly, there is no mzrcy for me in 
Heaven, becauſe | am a Jea's Caughter ; and he ſays, 
you are no guod member of the Commonwealth ; for in 
converting Fews to Chriſtians, you raile the price ol | 
Pork, 

Lor. I ſhall anſwer that better to th? Commonwra'th 
than you can the g«tting up of the N-gro's belly : the 4ſcor 
Is with ch11d by you, Larcelet. 
 Clow. It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than recz- 
lon: butit ſhe be 1cfs than an honeſt woman, ſhe is ind<cd 
more than | took her for. | 

Ler. How every Fool can play upon the word ! I think 
the belt grace of wit will ſhortly turn into filence, and Cit- 
courſe grow commendable in none or.ly but E airats. Goin, 
firrah, bid them prepare for dinner, 

Clew. "That isdone, fir; they have ail tomacks. | 

Lor. Goocly Lord, what a wit-fnapper arc you / then bid | 
them prepare dinner, 

Cl:w. That is Cone tov, fir, only cover is the word. 

ZLer, Will you cover then fir ? | 

Cicw. Nut to fir, neither ; I know my Cuty. 

Lor. Y<t more quarrcliling with occalion ! wilt thou ſhew 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ? 1 pray thee un- 
derſtand a plain man in his plain meaning : go to thy icilows : | 
bid them cover the table, ſerve in the meat, and we will 
come in to dinner. 

C.ow. For the table fir, it ſhall be ſerved in; for the meat 
Ir, it (hall be covercd; for yeur coming in to dinner fir, 
why let it be as humors and coiuccits ſhall govern. 

Exat Clown. 

Lor. O dear difcretion, how his words arc {uited ! 

Tie Fool hath planted in his memory 

An Army of good words; and Ido know 

A many Fools thatſtand in better place, 
Garniſhr |;ke him, that for a trickſie werd 
Defie the matter : kowch:er'lt thou Feſſica? 
And now good twc.t fay thy opinien, 

How Coft thou like the Lord Baſſenio's wiſe ? 

eſ. Paſt a!l exprefſiig: its very meet 
Tar Lord Baſſans hve an uprightlife 
For having fvch geplcfiing in his Lady : 

He t:nds the joy# of heaven here vn earth ; 

And it on earth he do not mean it, it 

[s reaton h: thould never come to keaven. 

Why, if two gods ſhould play fome hzavenly match, 
And on the wager lay twoearthly women, 
And Portia one, there mult be ſomething elle | 
Pavn'd with the other ;, for the poor rude world 
tiath not her Fellow. | 

L-r. Even {uch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as ſhe is for a wiſe. 

Fel. Nay, but a:k my opinion too of that. 

Lor. 1 will anon: firitlet us go to Ginner. 

Ze/. Nay, let me praiſe you while lhave a Rtomack, 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for table-talk ; 
Then howſome're thou ſpeak*& *mongſt other things, 

{ ſhall digeſt it. 
Ze. Well, Ple ſet you forth. 


Exeuzt. 


Actus Quartus. 


Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Anthonio, Bafſanio, 4nd 
Gratiano, 


Duh, What, is Anthomio here ? | 
Ant, Ready, lo pleale your Grace, 
O 
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Duk. | am torry for thee : thou art come to antwer 
A ſtony advertary, an inhumane wretch, 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
F.om any dram of mercy. 

rt, | have heard 


Your Grace hath ra'ne great pains to qualifie 
is rigorous courte: but firce he ſtands obdurate, 


{ And that no lawful mears can carry me 
| Out of his envies reach, I do oppolz 


My Patience to his Fury, and am arm'd 


T5 iuffer with aquietnels of ſpirit 
Che very tyranny and rage of his. 
Dx. Go one and call the Few into the Court. 
Sal. He is rcady at the door : he comes, my Lord. 


Enter Shylocke. 


D#kh. Make room, and let him ſtand before our Face. 
Shylecke, the World thinks, and 1 think to too, 
That thou but lead this Faſhion of thy Malice 
T'o the laſt hour of a&, and then *cis thought 
Thou'l: ſhew thy Mercy and Remorſe more ſtrange 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent cruelty, 

And where thou now cxaQR the penalty, 

\\ hich is a pound ot thispoor Merchant's fleſh, 
Tnou wilt not enly loſe the Forfeiture, 

But touch'd with humane gentleneſs and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the prircipal, 

Glancing aneye of pity on his loſles 

That have ot late ſo hudled on his back, 

Enow to preſs a royal Merchant down, A 
And pluck commilecation of his ſtate 

From brafſi: botoms, and rough hearts of flins, 


From ſtubborn Turks, and T artars never train'd 

To offices of tender courtelie. 

We ll expe& a gentle anſwer, F.w. 
Few. 1 have poſſcſt your Grace of what I purpoſe, 

And by our holy Sabbath have | worn 

To have the Due and Fortfeit of my bond, 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your Charter, and your Cities Freedom, 

You'l ack mewhy I rather chule to have 

A weight of carrion fleſh, than to receive 

Three thouſand Ducats? Ple not anfwer that. 

But ſay it ismy humour, is it anſwered ? 

What if my houle be troubled with a Rat, 

And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducars 

To have it bain'd £ What, are you an{wer'd yet ? 

Come men there are love not a gaping pig: 

Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat : 

And others, when the Bag-pipe ſings i” th? noſe, 

Cannot contain their Urine for affe&ion. 

Maſters of paſſion {wavsit to the mood 

Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your anſwer. 

As there is no firm reaſon to be rendred 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, 

Why he a harmleſs neceſſary car, 

Why he a wol'en bag-pipe, but of force 

Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 

As to offend himſelf, being offended ; 

So can I give no reaſon, nor | will nct, 

More than a lodg'd hate, and acertain loathing 

I bear Anthontn, that | follow thas 

Alofing luit againſt him. Are you anſwered ? 
Baſ. This is no anſwer, thou unfeeling man, 

To excutle the current of thy cruelty. 
Few. Iam not bound to pleaſe thee with my anſwer, 
Zaſ. Do all men kill the thing they do not love ? 
Few. Hatcs any man the thing he would not kill ? 
Baſ. Every offence is not a hace at firſt. 


twice ? . 
Ant, 1 pray you think you queſtion with a Few. 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
* 


And bid the mais. flood be at his uſual height, 
Or even as we:l uſe queſtion with the Wolf, 
The Ewe blcat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You may «s well forbid the Mountain Pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noiſe 


When they are fretted with the guſts of heaven. 
| You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 
As leek to foften that, than which what harder, 


' His Fewiſh heart? Therefore | do beleech veu 


I 


Make no more offers, ufe no farther means, 

But with all brief and pl-in converfiency 

Let me have judgment, and the Few his will. 
Kaf. For thy three thoufind Ducats here is (ix. 
ew. It every Ducat in (ix thouſand Ducats 

Were in (ix parts, and every part a Ducat, 

| would not draw them, ]} would have my bond, 


Few. What jucgment ſhell I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd live, 
Which like your Aﬀes, and your Dogs and Wulcs, 
You vſe in abje& and in laviſh part, 

Becauſe you bought them. Shall 1 fay to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why ſweat they under burth:ns ? Let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours, and lct their pallats 

Be feafon'd with ſuch Viands: you will anfwer, 
The ſlaves are ours. So do I anſwer you, 

The pound of fleſh which I Cemand of him, 

Is dearly bought, (5 mine, and I will haveir. 


Few, What, would'ft thou have a Serpent ſting thee 


If yon deny mc, fie upon your Law, 
There is no force in the decrees of Fence : 
| ſtand for judgment; anſwer, ſhall } have it ? 

Duk, Upon my power I may diſmiſs this Court, 
Unlets Bellario, a learned Door, 

Whom | have lent for to determine this, 
Come here to day. 

Sal. My Lord, here ſtays without 
A Meſſenger with Letters from the Door, 

New come trom Padua. 

Duk. Bring us the Letters, call the Meſſengers. 

Baſ. Good cheer Anthonio : What man, courage yet : 
The Few ſhall have my flz(h, blood, bones, and all, 
E're thou ſhaltlofe for me one drop of blooc. 

Art. 1] am a tainted Weather of the flock, 
Meeteſt for death: the weakeſt kind of Fruit 
Drops earlicft to the ground, ſo let me. 

You cannot better be employ'd, B:ſſunio, 
Than to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter Neriſla. 


Du. Came you from Padua, from Fellario? 
Wer. From both. 
My Lord BUlario greets your Grace, 
Baſ. Why doit thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly ? 
Few. T'ocut the Forfeiture from that bankrout there. 
Gra. Not on thy foale, but on thy foul, harſh Few, 
Thou mak/ſt thy knife keen: but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's Axe bear half the keenneſs 
Of thy ſharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Few. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn(d inexorable dog, 
And for thy life let Juſtice be accus'd. 
Thou almoſt mak*t me waver in my Faith, 
To kold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of Animals infuſe themſelves 
Into the trunks of men. Thy curriſh {pirit | 
Govern'd a Woolf, who hang*d ſor humane laughter, 
Even from the Gallows did his fel! ſoul fleet, 
And whiPit thou layeſt in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Infus'd it (elf in thee ; For thy deſires 
Are woolviſh, bloody, ſterv'd, and ravenous, 
Jew. Till thou caoft rail the ſeal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend'ſt thy Lungs to {peak {o loud. 
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Duk, How ſhalt thou hope for mercy, rcndring none ? 
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Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will tall 
To englets ruine, I ſtand here for Law. 
Du. This Letter from Belario doth commend 
A young and Learned Dottor in our Court. 
Where is he ? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by LY 
To know your anſwer, whether you'll admit him ? 
Ds. Withall my heart. Some Three or Four of you 
Go give him courteous conduRt to this place, 
Mean time the Court thall hear Bellarso's Letter. 


OUR Grace ſhall underſtand, that at the receit of your 
Y Leiter, 1 am very ſich,: but in the inſtant that your meſ- 
ſenger came, in loving viſitation, was with me a young 
Doftor of Rome, his Name is Balthafar : I acquainted him 
with the Caſe in controverſie, between the Jew and Anthonio, 
' the Merchant : We turn'd &'re many Books together : He is fur- 
| niſhed with my Opinion, which bettered with his own Learn- 
ing, the greatneſs whereof I cannot enough commend, comes 
with bim at my importunity, to fill up your Graces Requeſt in 
my ſtead. I beſerch you, let bis lack of years be no urp*di- 
| ment tolet bim lack, a reverend eſtimation : For I never knew 
ſo youns a body with ſo old a head. I leave him to your gra- 
cious acceptance, whoſe trial ſhall better publiſh bis commenda- 


fon, 


Enter Portia for Balthaſar. 


Dx. You hear the Learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And here (l takeit) is the Door come. 
Give me your hand, Came you from old Bellario ? 
Por. I did, my Lord. 
Dx. You are welcome : take your place. 
Arc you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court ? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the Caſe. 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few ? 
Ds. Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ftand forth, 
Por. Is your name Shylocke ? 
Few. Shylocke is my name, 
Por. Of a ſtrange Natureis the ſuit you follow, 
Yet in ſuch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impungne you, as you do pretend. 
Youſtand within his danger, do you not ? 
ent. |, fo he lays. 
Por, Do you confeſs the bond ? 
Ant, 1 do. 
Por. Then muſt the Few be merciful. 
Few. On what compulſion muſt 1? tell me that, 
Por. The quality of mercy is not ſtrain'd, 
It Groppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleft, 
It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tis mightieft in the mightieft, it b:comes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown. 
His Scepter ſhews the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to Awe and Majeſty, 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings. 
But Mercy is above this ſceptred ſway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
[tis an Attribute to God himſelf ; 
And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. Therefore Few, 
Tho Juſtice be thy plea, conſider this, 
That in the courſe of Juſtice none of us 
Should ſee ſalvation. We do pray for mercy, 
And that ſame prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 1 have ſpoke thus much 
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ; 
Which it thou follow, this tri courſe of Yenice 
Muſt needs give ſentence againſt the Merchant there, 
Sby. My deeds upon my head, | crave the Law, 
The Penalty and Forfeit of my bond. 
Por. Is he not able to diſcharge the money ? 
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Baſ. Yes, here | tencer it for hun in the Court, 
Yea, twice the ſum, if that will not {ufice, 
| will be bound to pay it ten times ce, 
On forfeit of my hin%+, my head, my kart 
If this will not ſeffice, it muſt appear | 


That malice bears down truth. An befecch 701: | 


Wrelſt once the Law to your Authori: y. 
To do a great right, do 2 little wrenp, 
And curb this crue! devil of kis will, 
Por. It muſt not be, there is no power in Vexict 
Can alter a Cecree «ftabi:ſh: d. 
"T will be recorded for a Prefilent, 
And many an error by the ſame example 
Will ruſh into the State. It cannot bz. 
Few. A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Dail. 
O w:l: young Judg, how do | henour thee ? 
Por. I prayeyou look upon the bond. 
Jew. Here *tis, moſt reverend Door, here it is. 
Por. Shylecke, there's thrice thy money offered thee 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an cath in keavea 
Shall I lay perjury upon my foul? 
No, not for Venice, 
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Few may claim 
A pound of fleſh, to be by him cut of 
Nea:ieſt the Merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy money, bi me tezr the bond. 
F-w. When it is paid accorCing to the tenure, 
It doth appear you are a worthy Juds : 
You know thr: Lav, your expoſition 
Hath been moſt found. I charoe you by the Law, 
Whereof you are a we!l-detervins pil, | 
Proceed to judgment. By my foul 1 Lwear, 
There is no power in the rc:-uc of man 
To alter me. I fay here on wy hou, 
en. Moſt h:artiiy 1 do b<tecch the Coort 
To give the judgment. 
Por, Why then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your boſom for his knife. 
Few. O noble Jucg ! O excellent younp man ! 
Por. For the intent and purpole of the Law 
Hath tull relation to the penalry, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
few. "Tis very true. Owilc and upright [ulg, 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ? 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy butom. 
Few. I, his breſt, 
So lays the bond, doth it not, noble Judg ? 
Neareſt his heart, thoſe are the very words, 
"_g — is ſo. Are there ballance here to weigh the 
elh ? 


Zew. | have them ready. 
Por, Have by tome Surgeon, Shylock, on your charpe, 
To ſtop his wounds, left he ſhoule bleed ro death. © 
Jew. It is not nominated in the "ord, | 
Por. It is not fo cxpreſt, hut what of that ? 
"I'were good you do (0 much for charity. 
Zew. | cannot find it, *tis not in the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have you any thing to ſay ? 
ent. But.littie : I amarm'd and well prepai'd. 
Give me your hand, Baſſanio: Fare you well. 
Grieve not that I am falin to this for you : 
For herein Fortune ſhews her {elf more kind 
Thanis his cuſtom. It is ſtill her uſe 
Tolet the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 
Of ſuch a miſery, doth ſhe cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable Wife ; 
Tell her the proceſs of Anthonio'send ; 
Say how | lov'd you; ſpeak me fair in death ; 
And when the talc is told, bid her be judg, 
Whether Bafſa«io had not once a Love ; 
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R-p:at not you that you {tall loſe your Fricnd, 
And he repents not the t inc pays your debit 5 
For if the Few 6o cut 5it Geep enough, 
Pic pay it inftintly with aÞ my heart, 

Baſ. Anthonio, | am mariied to a wite, 
Which is a« dear to me as life it {clf; 
But liie it felf, my wife, an ail the world, 
Arc rot with mc eſteem'd above thy life. 


{ would loſe all, 11acrifice them all 


cre to this devil, to deliver YOU. 
Por, Ycur wite weuld give you little thanks for that, 
lt ic were by to hear you make the offer. 
C-a. | have a wife whom I proteſt ] love, 
[ wculil ſhe were in heaven, fo ſhe could 
l;:treat tome power to change this curriſh ew. 
Iver.*Tis well you offer tt behind her back, 
The wiſh woutd make clfe an unquiet houſe. 
Few, Thele be the Chriſtian husbands. I bave a Caughter, 
Would any of the'ftock of Barrabas 
Had b-en her kusband, rather than a Chriſtian. 
We :rifle time, I pray thee purſue ſentence. 
Per. A pound of that ſame Merchant”s fleſh is thine, 
The Court avrards it, and the Law doth give it. 
ew. Moſt ri» htful Tudg. 
= And you muſt no. ficſh from off his breaft, 
Tic Law allows it, «nd the Court awards it. 
Terr, Moſt learned Judg, a ſentence, come, prepare, 
Por. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething elle. 


| This bond Coth give thee here no jot of blood, 


I'he words cxpreſly are a pound of fleſh. 
Tiica take thy bond, take thcu thy pound of fleſh; 
But in the cutting it, if thcu doſt ſhed 
One Crop of Chriſtian blood, thy lands and goccs 
Are by the Laws of Yenice confilcate 
Unto the State of Venice. 
Gra. O upright Judg; 
Mark Jew, O learned Jucg. 
Sky Is that the Law ? 
Por, Thy ſelf ſhalt ſee the AQ: 
For as thou urgeſt Juſtice, be aſſur*d 
1 hou ſhalt have juſtice more than thoudefireſt, 
Gra. Olearred Judg ! mark Few, a learned Jucg. 
7cw, I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And ler the Chriſtian go. 
Baſ. Here is the money. 
Por. Soft, the Few ſha'l have all juſtice, ſoft, no haſte, 
He ſhall have rothing but the penalty. 
Gra, O Jew ! an upright Jucg, alearned Judg. 
Per. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the fleſh, 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
But juſt a pound of flcſh : If thou tak*ſt more 
Or lefs than a juſt pound, be it ſo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the diviſion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor ſcruple : nay, if the ſcale do turn 
Eut in the eſtimation of a hair, 
Thou Gicft, and all thy goods are confilcate. 
Gra. A ſecond Damel, a Daniel, Few. 
Now Infcl, I have thee on the hip. 
Por. Why doth the Few pauſe ? Take thy Forfeiture, 
Shy. Give me my Principal, and let me go. 
Paſ. 1 have it zeady for thee ; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Court: 
Hc ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. 
Gra. A Daniel till ſay 1, a fecond Damel. 
[th:nk the Few for teaching me that word. 
S'y. Shall I not have barely my principal ? | 
P:r. Thou ſhalt tave nothing but the Forfeiture, 
To be takenſo at thy peril, Few. : 
Sly. why then the Devil give him good of it : 
le ſtzy no longer q :eftion. | 
Por. Yarry Jew, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you : 
Ic isenz&:d in the Laws of Venict, 


tt it he PT O06 4 avainkt 40 alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempts, 
H-: feck th- lite of any Citizen, 
| The party *Fainſt the which he Goth contrive, 
| Shall ſeize on half his gooc's, ' the other þ+4lt 
Comes to the privy Cofler of the State, 
; And the Offender's life lies in the mercy 
| Of the Duke only, *gainſt all other voice ; 
I1 which predicatnent I ſay thou ſtand'ſt ; 
| For it appears by manifeſt proceeCing, 
| That indireRly, and direRly too, 
| Thou had contriy'd againſt the very life 
| Of thedefendant : and thou halt incurt'd 
The danger formerly by me rehearſt, 
Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra, Beg that thou maiſt have leave to hang thy ſelf: 

And yet thy wealth being (ot feit to the State, 
Thou haſt not left the valuc of a cord, 
' Therefore thou muſt be hang's at the States charfe. 

Ds. That thou ſhalt ſce the difference of our ſpirit, 

[ pardon thee thy liſe before thou ak it ; 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthenio's; 

The other half comcs to the general State, 
Which humbleneſs may drive unto a fine. 

Por. 1, for the State, not for Anthonso 

Shy. Nay, take my life and 211, pardon not that : 
You take my houte when you Cv take the prep 
That Coth ſuſtain wy hcu'c : you take my lite 
When you do take the means whereby 1 live. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ? 

Gra. A Haltet grats, nothing elle for GoC's lake. 

Ant. So pleaſe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

I am content, ſo he will Ict me have 

The other half in vſe, to render it 

Upon his death, unto the Gentleman 

That lately ſtole his davghter, 

Two things provided more, that for this Fayour 
He preſently become a Chriſtian 5 

The ether, that he Co record a gift 

Herein the Court of all he Gies poſſe ſt 

Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter, 

Du, He ſhall do this, or clſe 1 do recant 
The pardon that I lzte pronounced hae. 

Por. Art theu contented, Few ? what dJoft thou ſay ? 

Shy. I am cont«nr. 

Por. Clark, draw a Ceed of iſt, 

Shy. 1 pray you give me leave to go ſrem hence 
I am not well ; ferd the deed after me, 

And I will ſign ir. 

Du. Get thee gone, but do it, 

Gra, In Chriftning thou ſhalt have two Godfathers. 
H:d I been Judg, thou ſhould*ſt have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. 

Da. Sir, I intreat you with me home todinner. 

Por. | humbly cCodefire your Grace of pardon ; 

I muſt away this night toward Padaa, 
And it is meet I preſently ſet forth. 

Du. 1 am forry that yeur leiſure ſerves you not : 
Anrthonie, gratifie this Gentleman 5 
Forinmy mind you are much bound to him, 

Exit Duke and bu train. 

Baj. Moſt worthv Gentleman, 1 and my Friend, 
Have by your wiſdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties, in licu whereof 
Three thouſand Ducats due unto the Fer, 

We (reely cope your courteous Pains withal. 

Ant. And ſtand ind<cbted over and above 
Inlove and ſervice to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid thatis well fatisfed, 

And 1 delivering you, am ſatisfied, 

And therein do account my {elf well paid. 
My mind was never yet more mercinary. 

I pray you know mz when we meet again, 


Ext. 


Oe I Is a TO ror 
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| wiſh you well, and fo I take my leave. 

Baſ. Dear fir, of force I muſt attempt you further. 
Take ſome remembrance of us as a tribute, 

Not as a Fee : grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me, 

Por. You preſs me far, and therefore | will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'le wear them for your lake, 
And for your love Þle take this Ring from you, 
Donot draw back your hand, Ile take no more, 

And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 

Baſ. This Ring, good fir, alas it is a trifle ; 
[ will not ſhame my elf co give you this. 

Por. 1 will have nothing elle bur only this, 
And now merthinks I have a mind to it, 

Baſ. There's more depends on this thandn the value : 
| The deareſtRing in Venice will | give you, 

i And find it out by Proclamation ; 
Oaly for this | pray you pardon me. 

Por. 1 fee fir, you are liberal in offers ; 

You taught me firſt to beg, and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar ſhould be anſ{wer'd. 

Baſe Good fir, this Ring was given me by my wife 3 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me voy 
Thar I ſhould neither fell, nor give, nor loſe it. 

Por. That ſcuſe ſerves many men to fave their pifts z 
Andif your wife be not a mad woman, 

And know how well | have deferv'd this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out enemy for ever 
For giving it tome : Well, peace be with you. 


CTA— 


Exegnt 
Ant My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the Ring. 
Let his deſervings, and my love withal, 
Be valued apainſt your wives commandment, 
Baſ. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring himif thou canft | | 
Unto Anthonio's houle : away, make haſte, Ext Grati, 
Come, you and I will thither preſently, 
And in the morning early will we both 
Fiy toward B-lmont, come eAnthonio, 
Exeunt. 


Enter Portia and Nerriſſa, 


Por, Enquire the Few's houſe out; give him this deed, 
And let him fign itz we'l away to night, 
And be a day before our Husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Enter Gratiano. 


Gra. Fair ſir, you are well o'retane : 
My Lord Bſſanio upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. 
Por. That cannot be : 
His Ring 1 do accept moſt thankfully, 
And ſo | pray you tell him ; Furthermore, 
I pray you ſhew my youth old Shylock's houſe. 
Gra, That will | do. 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeak with you: 
Ile ſee if I can get my husband's Ring 
Which 1 did make him ſwear to keep for ever, 
Por, Thou maift I warrant. We ſhall have old ſwearing, 
That they did give the Rings away to men z 
But we'l out-face them, and out-ſwear them too : 
Away, make haſte, thou know'it where [ will rarry. 
Ner, Come good fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe ? 


E xennt. 


————O— 


Actus Quintzs. 


Enter Lorenzo and Jcſſic2, 


Lor. The Moon ſhines bright. 1n ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet wind did gently kits the recs, 
And they did make no noite, in tuck a night, 
Troylus methinks mounted the Troyan wall, 
And ſigh'd his ſoul toward the Grec5ar tents, 
Where Creſſed lay that night. 

Fel. In tuch a night 
Did Thuby feartully o're-trip the dew, 

And ſaw the Lion's ſhadow ere himfelt, 
And ran diſmayed away. 

Lor. In ſuch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 


To come again to Carthage. 
. Fe/. In fucha night hs 
Medea gathered the inchanted herbs 
That did renew old Eſor. 
Lor. Infuch a night 
Did 7e/jica ſeal from the wealthy Few, 


And with -n unthrift Love did run from Venmee, 
As far as L- lmnnt. 


Feſ. In tvch a nipht 


| Did young Lorenzo "ivear he lov'd her well, 


S;eal.ng her foul » chmany vows of Faith, 
And ne're a tri: one, 


Lor. |nfuc!, a night 
Did pretty eſſics (like a little ſhrow ) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 

Fef. I would out-night you did no body come : 
But hark, I hear the footing of a man. 


Enter Meſſcnger. 


Lor. Who comes fo faſt in ſilence of the night ? 
Mefſ. A Friend. 
Lor. A Friend! what Friend? your name I pray you 
Friend ? 
Me. St: phano is my name, and | bring word 
My Miſtris will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : ſhe doth ſtray about 
By holy croſſes, wherc ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 
Lor Who comes with her ? 
ef. None but a holy Hermit and her maid. 
[ pray you is my Maſter yet return'd ? 
Lor, He is not, nor we have not heard from him; 
Burt go we in I pray thee Jeſſica, 
And ceremoniouſly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris of the houſe, 


Enter Clowns. 


Clow. Sola, ſola 3 wo ha, ho, ſola, ſola: 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Clow. Sola, did you ſee M. Lorenzo, and Mrs. Lorenz, 

ſola, ſola, 

Lor, Leave hollowing, man : here. 

Clow. Sola, where ? where ? 

Lor, Here. 

Clow. Tell him, there's a Poſt come frommy Maſter, with 
his horn full of good newsz wy Maſter will be here ce 
morning, {weet love. 

Lor. Let's in, and there expeR their coming, 

And yet no matter: why ſhould we go in? 
My Friend Stephan, ſignifie, pray you, 
Within the houſe, your Miſtris is at hand, 


And bring your Muſick forth into the air. 


O 3 How 


— 
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How ſweet the Moon-light ſleeps upon this bank 3 

Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of Mufick 

Creep in our ears 4 {oft tilnefs, and the night 

Become the tutches of ſweer harmony : 

! Sit Feſſica, look how the floor of heaven 

[s thic+ inlayed with patterns of bright gold z 

There's not the ſmalleſt Orb which thou behold'ſt, 

But in his motion like an Angel (ings, 

Stil! quiring to the young ey'd Cherubims z 

Such harmony is in im nortal ſouls 5 

But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 

Doth groſly cloſe in it, we cannot hear it: 

Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymn, 

With ſweeteſt tutches pierce your Miltris ear, 

And draw her home with Muſick. | 
Feſ. lam never merry when I hear ſweet Muſick. 


Play Muſick, 


Lor. The Reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For do but nage a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood , 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet ſound, 

Or any air of Muſick touch their cars, 

You ſhall perceive them make a mutual ftand ; 
Their ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt g:ze 

By the ſweet power of muſick : therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Oyphers drew tears, ftones, and floods, 
| Since navght lo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 
But muſick for the time doth change his Nature : 
The man that hath no muſick in himſelf, 

Nor is not moved with concord of {weet ſounds, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils; 

Tne motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 

And his affe&ions dark as Erebms : 

Let no ſuch man be truſted : mark the Muſick. 


_ Enter Portia and Nert iſſa. 


Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall: 
How far that little candle throws his beams, 
So ſhines a good deed in a navghty world, 
Ner. When the Moon (hone, we did not fee the cancle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim thelels ; 
A ſubſtirute ſhines brightly as a King 
Until a King be by, and then his ſtate 
Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters: Muſick, hark. 
Ner. It is your muſick, Madam, of rhe houſe. 
Por.. Nothing is good | ſee without reſpeQ-: 
Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by day- 
Ner. Silence beftows that vertue on it, Madam- 
Por. The Crow Goth fing as ſweetly as the Lark 
When neither is attended : and I think 
The Nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ſing by day, 
When every Goole is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Muſician than the Wren, 
How many things by ſcalon ſeaſon'd are 
To their right praiſe and t:ue perſeRion ? 
Peace, how the Moon Ceeps with Endim;on,. - 
And would not be awak'd ! ; 


Miſiek, 


Muſick ceaſes. 


Lor. That is the voice, 
Or am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me as the blind man knows the Cuckow, 
by the bad voice. 

Lor, Dear Lady, welcome home. 

Per. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
Which ſpeed, we hope, the better for our words - 
Are they return'd ? 


Lor. MaCam, they arc nor ver ; 
But there is come a meſſ:nger belore, 
To fignife their coming, 

Por. Goin Nerwriſſa, 
Give order to my tcrvants, that thev take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you L:renzo, Jeſſica nor you. 


A Tucker [nds 


Lor. Your husband is at hard, | hear his Trumpet : 
Weare no te!l-tales, Madam, tear you not, 

Por, This night methinks is tut the day-light lick, 
[tlooks alittle paler, *tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the Sun iz hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthenio, Gratiano, and their 
Followers. 


Baſ. We ſhould hoi!d day with the 4ntip-d-s, 
If you would walk in ablence of the Sun. 

Per. Let me give light, tut let me not be light z 
For a light Wife doth m#ke a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſſanio (o from me 3; 


| But God fort all: you are welcome home, my Lord. 


Baſ. | thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend ; 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound, 
Por. You fhould in all {-nic be much bound to him : 
For, as I hear, he was much bound tor you. ; 
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of, 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houſe 3 
[r muſt appear in other ways than words ; 
T herefore [| fcant this breathing courteſie. 
Gra. By yoncer Moon I ſwear youdome wrong ; 
In Faith | gave it to the Judg's Cletk ; 
Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, ſo much at heart, 
Por. A quarrel, hoe, already ; what's the matter ? 
Gra. Abouta Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Pocfic was 
For all the world like Catlers Poetry 
Upon a Knife 5 Love me, :nd leave me not. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poeſie or the value ? 
You {wore to me when I did give it 4 cu, 
That you would wear it till the hour of death, 
And that it ſhould lie with you in your grave, 
Tho not tor me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
You ſhould have been refpeRive, and have kept it» 
Gaveit a' Judg's Clerk ! but w.ll I know 
The Clerk will ne*re wezr hair on's Face that had it. 
Gra, He will, and if he live tobe a man 
Ner. If, if a woman live to be a man. 
Gra. Now by this hand I gaveit to a youth, 
A kind of boy, alittle ſcrubbed boy, 
No higher than thy ſelf, the Judg*s Clerk, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a Fee ; 
[ could not for my heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 
To part ſo ſlightly with your Wives firſt gif, 
A thing ſtuck on with Oaths upon yonr finger, 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your fleſh ; 
| gave my Love a Ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to part with it, and here he ſtands : 
I dare be {worn to him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from hs finger for the wealth 
That the world maiters. Now in Faith, Gratiano, 
You give your Wife too unkind a cauſe of prief : 
And *twere to me 1 ſhould be mad at it. 
Baſ. Why | were beſt to cut my left hand off, 
And ſwear I loft the Ring defending it, 
Gra. My Lord Baſſanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judg that begg'd it, and indeed 
Delſery'd it to00- and then the boy, his Clerk, 
That 
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That took ſome pains in writing, ie vegg'd mine, 
And neither Man nor Maſter would take eught 
zut the two Rinys. 

Pur. What Ring gave you, iy Lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of ie, 
Baf. If | could add a Lie unto a Fault, 

| would deny it; but you ice my finger 

Hath not the Ring upon it, 16 1s gone. 


By heaven, | will n:'ce come in your bed 
Until 1 fee the Ring. 

Ney. Nor | in yours, till Il ag«in fee mine, 
baſ. Sveet Port: 4, 


- 
[f you did kiow to whom I gave the Ring, 


[f you Cid know for whom I gave the Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
and how unwillingly Lleft the Ring, 

When nought would be acc:pted but the Ring, 
You would abate the ſtrength of your dilpleature. 
Por. If you h2d known the vertue of the Ring, 
Or half her worthinefs that gave the Ring, 


| Or your own honour to contain the Ring, 


You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
What man is there fo much unreaſonable, 

[t you had pleasy'd to have d.fended it 

With any terms of Zeal, wanted the modeſty 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony ? 

Nerriſſa teaches me what to believe, 

Pte dic for'c, but ſome Woman had the Ring. 
Baſ. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 
No woman had it, but a civil DoQor, 

Which did reſute three thouland Ducats of me, 
And begg'd the Ring ; the which I did dcny him, 
And lufter'd him to go Ciipleas'd away - 

Even he that had heid up the very lite 


| was inforc'd to (cnd it after him z 

I was beſet with ſhame and courtelie 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much be-ſmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thee bleſſed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Dotor. 


Since he hath got the Jewel that | loved, 

And that which you did {wear to keep for me : 
[ will become as liberal as you, 

[le not deny him any thinglI have, 

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed : 
Know him | ſhall, 1 am well ſure of it. 


If youdo not, if | be left alone, 

Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 

['le have the Door for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And Lhis Clerk: therefore be well advis'd 
How you doleave me to mine own protettion, 

Gra. Well, do you fo: let not me take him then 1 
For if 1 do, Ie mar the young Clerk's pen. 

Ant. 1 am th? unhappy lubje& of thele quarrels. 
Por, Sir, grieve not you, 

You rc welcove notwithſtanding. 

Ba/. Po tia, forgive me this enforced wrong, 
And in the hearing of theſe many Friends, 

I ſcar to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Whe:cin | feemy ſelf 
Por. Mark you but that : 

In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himlelt: 


Por. And cv:n io void is your talfe heart of truth: 


Of my dear Friend. What ſhould [ lay, ſweet LaCy ? 


Por. Let not that Door <&ce come ntar my houle, 


Lie not a night from home : Watch me like Argos : 


= 
—— 


| In each eye one, ſwear by your double elf, 


| Or goto bed, now being two-hours to day. 


—— — , 


And there's an Oath of credir. 

Baf. Nay, but hear me : 
rardon this Fault, and by my foul | ſwear 
| never more will break an Oath with thee. 

Ant, | once did lend my budy for thy wealth, 
Which but for him that had your husband?; Ring 
Had quite wifcarried. 1 dare be bound again, 

My foul upon the Forfcit, that your Lo:d 
Will never more break Faith adviledly. 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here Lord Baſſanio, (wear to keep this Ring, 

Baſ. By heaven it is the fame I gave the Door. 

Por. | had itot him : pardon Haſſan ; 

For by this Rzng the DoGtor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy, the DoRor”s Clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt night did lic with me, 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high ways 
In Summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deſerv'd it ? 

Per. Spcak not fo groſly 3 you are all amaz'd : 
Here is a Letter, read it at your leiſure ; \ 
It comes from Padxa from Bellario : 

[ here you ſhall ind that Portia was the Doftor, 
Nerriſſa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here 

Shall witnels [fer forth as ſoon as you, 

And but even now return'd : I have not yet 
Entred my houle. Anth:nio, you are welcome, 
Ard [I have better news in ſtore for you 

Than you expe z unlcal this Letter ſoon, 
There you ſhall find three of your Arg»ſies 
Are richly come to harbour ſucdenly. 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident 

| chanced on this Letter. 

Ant..] am dumb. 

Baſ. Were you the Door, and I knew you not ? 

Gra, V/ere you the Clerk. that is to make me Cuckold ? 

Nexr: 1, bui the Clerk that. never means to do it, 

Unlets he live uatil he þe a man. 

Baſ. (Sweet DoRor) you ſhall be wy bedfellow, 
When | am abſent, then lie with my Wile. 

Ant (Sweet Lady ) you have given melife and living 3 
For here | read for certain, that my ſhips 
Are ſafely come to Rhodes- 

Por. How now, Lores2.07 
My Clerk hath ſome good comforts too for you. 

Ner. I, and Vle give them him without a Fee; 

There do give to you and Feſſica, 
From the rich 7ew, a {pecial dced of gift 
Aiter his death, of all he dies poſſels'd of. 

Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of Rtarved people. 

Por, It is almoſt morning, 

And yet lam ſure you are not ſatisfied 

Of theſe events at full. Let us goin, 

And charge us there upon interrogatories, 
And we will anſier all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be (0: the firſt interrogatory 
That my Nerr;ſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, 

Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ftay, 


 &-'*umn. 


But were the day come, | ſhould wiſh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the DoQor's Clerk. 
Well, while I live, Ile fear no other thing 


So lore, as keeping fafe Nerrsſa Ring. Exennt, 


| 


f 


| Rowland de Boyes : he was my Father, and he is thrice a 


As you like tt, 


Aus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


| Enter Orlando and Adam. 
| Orlando. 
. $1lremember Adam, it was upon this 
MEE faſhion bequeathed me by will , but a 

or thouſand Crowns, and as thou 
faiſt, charged my brother on his blel- 
fing to breed me well ; and there be- 
d gins my ſadneſs: My brother Jaques 
he keeps at ſchool, and report ſpeaks 
goldenly of his profit : for my part 
he keeps me ruſtically at home, or (to 
ſpcak more properly ) ſtays -me here at howe unkept: for 
call youthat keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that 
differs not from the Rtalling of an Oxe? his horſes are 
bred better,for beſides that they are fair with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage; and to that end Riders dear- 
iy hir'd : but I ( his brother )) gain nothing uncer him 
but growth, for the which his Animals on his dunghills 
are as much bound to him as I: beſides this nothing that 
he ſo pleatiſully gives me, the ſomething that nature gave 
me, his couritenance ſeems to take from me : he lets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the- place of a brother, and 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu- 
cation. This isit Adaw' that grieves me,/and the ſpirit 
of my Father, which 1 think is within me, begins to-mu- 
tiny againft this ſervitude. 'I will no longer endure it, 
tho yet I know no wiſe remedy how to avoid it. 

| Entep Oliver. - 

Adam. Yoneer comes my*Maſter, your brother. 
Orlan. Go apart Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he 
will ſhake me vp. 
Oli. Now Sir, what make you here? 
Orla. Nothing : I am rot taught to mzke ary thing. 
Oli. What mar you then Sir ? 
Orla, Marry Sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours with idlc- 
nels. | 
Oli. Marry Sir, be better employed, and be naught a 
while. 
Orla. Shall I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them? 
what prodigal portion have | ſpent, that I ſhould come to 
luch penury ? | 
Oti. Know you where you are'fir ? 
Orla. O fir, very well :' here in your Orchard. 


| throat, till this other had pu'Pd out thy tongue for ſay- 

ing fo; thou haſt rail*d on thyſelf, 
eAdam, Sweet Maſter be p:tient, for your Fathers.re- 

membrance, be at accord. 
Oz. Let me go [ lay- 
Orla, 1 will not till I pleaſe : you ſhall hear me ; my fa- 


you have train'd me vp like a-pealant, obſcuring and hi- 
ding from me all gentleman-like qualities; the ſpirit of my 
father grows ſtrong in me, and | will no longer enduze 


by teſtament, with that I wi!l go buy my foriuncs. 
Oli. And what wilt thou dos beg when that is ſpent ? 


Well Sir, get you in. Iwill not long be troubled with 
you: you ſhall have ſome part oi your will, | pray you 
leave me. 


O-la. I will no further offend you, than becomes me for 
my good. 

Ot; Get you with him, you ol dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? moft true I have loſt 
my teeth in your ſervice : God be with my old maſter, he 
would not have ſpoke ſuch a word, Exit Orl, Ad 

Ols. Is it even fo, begin you to grow upon me? | will 
phyſick your rankneſs, and yet give no thouſand crowns 
neither z; halla Dennis. 

Enter Dennis 

Den. Calls your worſhip. 

Oli. Was not Charles the Duke's Wraſtler here to {peak 
with me? 

Den. $o pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor- 
tunes acceſs to you. 

Ols, Call him in : *twill be a good way : and to mor- 
row the wraſtling is. 


Enter Charles. 

Char. Good morrow to your worſhip. 

Oz, Good Mounſicur (harles z what's the new news 
at the new Court ? 

Cbar. There's no news at the Court Sir, but the od 
news: that is, the old Duke is baniſhed by his younger 
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords 
have put themſelves into a voluntzry exile with him, whoſe 
Lands and vevenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he 
gives them good leave to wander, 


Oli, Know you before whom Sir ? 

Ola. I, better than him I am before, knows me: 1 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
dition of -Blood you ſhould ſo know me : the courteſy of 
Nations allows you my' better, in that you are the firſt 
born; but the ſame tradition takes 'not away my Blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us; I have as much 
of my Father inme,'as you : albeit I confels your com- 
ing before me is nearer to his reyerence. | 
Olz. What Boy. ( this. 
Orla. Come, come elder brother, you are too young in | 
Ols. Wilt chou lav hands on me villain ? 

Orla. I am no villain : | am the youngeſt Son of Sir 


villian that ſays ſuch a Father begot villains : wert thou 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 


Oli. Can you tell if Roſalind the Dukes daughter be ba-: 
niſhed with her Father ? 

Cha. Ono; for the Dukes Daughter her Couſin ſo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that ſhe 
would have followed their cxile, or have died to ſtay behind 
her ; ſheis at the Court, and no lefs beloved of her Unkle, 
than his ownDavughter,and never twoladies loved as they do. 

Oli, Where will the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They ſay he is already in the Forreſt of Ardey, 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hood of England; they ſay many young 
Gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the timecare- 
leſly as they did in the golden world. 

Oli: What, you wraſtle to morrow before the new Duke? 
Charl. Marry do I fir , and I come to acquaint you 


it: therefore allow me ſuch exercilcs as may become a | 
gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father leit me } 


ther charg'd you in his will to give me good education : | 


_—_ 


with a marter ; I am given, fir, ſecretly to underitand,that 
your 
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your yourger bruther Orlando hath e Citpoſition to come 
in dil&1is'd 20ain!t me to UY.A tel}; tO Morrow, fir, I 
wizftic for my c:coit, and ne that eſcapes me withont 
(ome broken limb, ſhall acquit him wel; your Brother 1s 
but young and tender, and for your love 1 would be loath 
to fofle him, as I muſt far wine own honour it he come in , 
therefore 61:2 of my love to you, I came hirher to acquaint 
you witha!, that either you might ſtay him from his in- 
terdment, or brook ſuch diſgrace well as he (hall run into, 
in that it is 2 thing of his own fearch, and altogether 2- 
oainſt mov will. 
yy Charles, 1 thank thee for thy love to me, which 
hoy ſhalt fiad I will moR kindly requite : I had my {elf 
notice of my Brothers purpoſe herein, and have by under- 
hand means laboured to diſſuade them from it; but he 1s 
\cC(olute. 1 tell thee Charles, It is the Rubborneſt young 
fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every mans good parts, a ſecret and villanous Contriver 
againſt mz his natural Brother; therefore uſe thy Dilcre- 
tion, | had as lizf thou didit break his neck as his finger. 
And thou wert bcſt look to't; for if thou doſt him any 
light difgracc, or if he do not mightily grace himlclf on 
thee, he wiil praice againſt thee by poyton, to entrap 
thee by ſome treacherous device, and never leave thee till 
he hath tane thy life by ſome indire& means or other : for 
{ fſure thee (and almoſt with tears | ſpeak it) there 1s not 
one {o young, and fo villanous this day living. 1 {peak but 
brotherly of him ; but ſhould I znatomize him to thee , 
as he is, | muſt bluth and weep, and thou muſt look pale 
and wonder, 

Cha. 1 am heartily glad I came hither to you: if he 
come to morrow, ble give him his payment; if ever he go 
alone again, Vle never wraſtle for prizz more, and fo God 
keep your Worſhip. 


Exit. 
Oli. Farewel good Charles, Now will I ſtir this Game- 
ſer : 1 hope I ſhall ſee an end. of him, for my foul (yer 1 
know not why) hates nothing more than he; yet he's gen- 
tle, never ſchooPd, and yet learned, full of noble device, 
f all ſorts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much in 
the heart of the Wo:19, and efpecially of my own people, 
who beſt know him, that | am altogether miſprited z bur 
it ſhall not be fo lony, this Wr:ſtler ſhall clear all : 
no: hing remains, but that I kindle the boy thithcr, which 
now ['le go about. 
Exit 


Sena Secunda. 


Enter Roſalind and Celia. 


Cel. 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry. 
Roſ. Dear Celia; | ſhow more mirth than I am Mi- 


 ſirefs of, and would you yet were merrier: unleis you 


could teach me to forget a baniſhed Father, you muſt not 
learn me how to remember my extraordinary p'ca- 
ſure. 

Cel. Herein 1 fee thou lov'ſt me not with the full weight 
that 1 love thee if my Uncle thy baniſhed Father had 
baniſhed thy U:cle the Duke my Father, fo thou hadſt 
been till with me , I could have taught my love to 
take thy Father for mine; ſo wouldſt thoy, if the truth of 
thy love to me were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine'is to 
thee, 

Roſ. Well, 1 will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 
 rcjoyce in yours. 

C:l. You know my Father kath no Child but I, nor none 


heir? for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- 
force, 1 wi!l render thee ag»in in AﬀeRion; by mine ho- 


E” | will, and when I break that Oath, let me turn mon- 


As you like tt. 
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is like to have, and truly when he dies, thou ſhalt be his | 
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lter: therefore my ſweet Foe, my Cear Roſe be merry. 

Roſ. From henceforth { will, Cez, and Ceviſe ports: let 
me fee, what think you of {'!inp in love ? 

Cel, Marry I prethece d 
love no man in good earneſt, ror no further in {port neit 
than with lafcty of a pure bluſh, thouma:% in honour come 
off apain. ; 

Roſ. What ſhall be our ſport then ? 

Cel. Let us fic and mock the good houſervife Fortune 
from her wheel, that her gilts may kenceforth be beRtowed 
cqually. ; 

| Ko}. I would we could Co fo; for her benefits are migh- 
tily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moſt 
miſtake in her gifts to Women. 

Cel. * is true, for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, ſhe ſcarc* 
makes hon«ſt ; and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes 
very ii|-favourcdly. 

Roſ. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes Office to Na- 


tures : Fortune reigns 1in gifts of the World, not in the 
lincaments of Nature. 


, to make port withal 3 bur | 
her, | 


| 


Enter Clown, 

Cel. No; when Nature hath made a fair creature, 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire? Tho Nature hath g1- 
ven us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent in 
this fool to cut off this argument ? 

Ref. Indeed Fortunes there too hard for Nature, wh«n 
Fortune makes Natures natural, the cutter off of Natures 
wit, 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes work ncither 
but Natures, who perceiving our natural wits too dull 
to reafon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath fent this Natural for 
our whctſtone: for always the dulnets of the fool, is the 
wherſtone of the wits, . How now Wit, whether wander 
you: 

Clow. Miſtreſs, you mult come away to your father, 

Cel. Were you made the Meſſenger ? 

Claw. No by mine honour, but 1 was bid to come for you. 

Roſ. Where learned you that Ozth fool ? 

(!o. Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the 
Muſtard was raught: Now Ple ſtand to it, the Pancaxes 


were naugh”, and the Muſtard was good, and yet wasnot 
the Knigat forſworn, 


Cel, How prove you 
knowledg ? 

Bofi 1 marry, now unmuzzle your wiſdom. 

Clo. Stand you both forth now : ſtroke your chins, and 
{wear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our heards' (if we had them ) thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery (it I had it) then I were but if you 
[wear by that that i> not, you are not forſworn ; no more 
was this Knight twearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any ; or if he had, he had ſworn it away, before ever he 
taw thote Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 

Cel, Prethee, who is that thou means': ? 

Clo. Oae that old Fredrick your Father loves. 

Roſ. My Fathers love is enough to honour him enough ; 
ſpeak no more of him,” you't be whipt for taxation, one 
of theſe days. 

Cle. The more pity! that fools may not ſpeak wiſely , 
what wiſe men do fooliſhly. 

Cel. By my troth thou ſaieft true : For, ſince the little 
wit that fools have. was filenced, the little foolery that 


wiſe men havc makes a great ſhew ; Here comes Mounſieur 
Le Bw. 


may 


that in the great heap of your 


Enter Le Beu; 


Ref. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, .as Pigeons feed their 
Young. 

Roſ. Then ſhall we be -news-cram'd. 


Cel. 


ſh. 
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| acn by theſe preſents. | 


{ of life in him: So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and fo the third : 
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Cel. All the better ; we ſhall be the moxe waikcrtay\ 
Boon-jour Mounſieur le Beu , what new: ? 

Le Ben. Fair Princels, 

You have loſt much port. 
Cel, Sport ; of what colour ? 
Le RBeu. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer 
ou ? 
| R,of. As wit and fortune will. 

(!o. Or as the deſtinies decrees. 

Cel, Well faid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 

(lo. Nay, if I keep not my rank. 

R /. "Thou loſeſt thy old imell. 

Le Ben. You amaſe me Ladies : I would have told you 
of good wraſtling, which you have loſt the ſight of. 

Roſ. Yet tell us the manner of the wraſtling. 

Le Bew. | will tell you the beginning 3 and if it pleaſe 
your Liadiſhips, you may {ee the end, for the belt isyet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to perform 
If, 

Cel, Well, the beginning that is dead ard buried. 

Le Beu. There comes an old Man, and his three Sons, 

Cel. 1 could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beu, Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and preſence. 

Roſ. Wirth bills on their necks : Be it known unto all 


Lc Bex. The eldeſt of the three, wraſtled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraſtler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little hope 


yonder they lie, the poor old man their Father,; making 
ſuch pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take 
his part with weeping. 

Roſ. Alas. 

Clo, But what is the ſport Mounſicur, that the Ladies 
have loſt ? 

Le Ben. Why this is that | ſpeak of. 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day. It is the fiſt 
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was ſport for 
Ladies, p44 
Cel. Oc I, I promiſe thee. Y 
Rof. But is there any elſe longs to ſee this broken Muſick 
in his ſides ? Is there yet another doats upon Rib-breaking ? 
Sball we ſee this wraftling Coſin ? 

Le Beu. You muſt if you ſtay here, for here is the 
place appointed for wraſtling, and they are ready zo per- 
form it. 

Cel. Yonder ſure they are coming: Let us now ſtay 
and ſee it. L 


Flouriſh, Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, Charles 
and Attendants. 


Dk, Come on, ſince the youth will not be entreated, 
His own-peril on his forwardnels. 

Roſ. 1s yonder the man ? 

Le. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young: yct he looks ſucceſsfully 

Duk. How now daughter and Colin : 
Are you crept hither to ſce the wraftling ? 
Roſ. I my Liege, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. 
'D#. You will take little delightin it, 1 can tell you, 
there is ſuch odds in the man : In pity of the challengers 
youth, [ would fain difſywade him, but he will not be 
entreated. Speck to him Ladies, fee if you can; move 


him. 

Cel. Call him hither good Mounſicur L. Be. 

Duke. Do ſo ; I'le not be by. 

Le Bex, Mounfieur the Challenger, the princeſs calls for 


you. 
Orla. I attend them with all reſpe& and duty. 

Roſ. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 

Wraftler ? 


| COME Ut a5 Utners Co, ft ity With him the Nrength of 


ſhould down. Shout. i 


land de Boyes. 


The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, 
Bur I did find him ſtill mine enemy : 


Had'ſt thou defcended from an:ther houle ; 


| would thou hadſt told me of another Father. 


His young: fon, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Fredrick. 


And all the world was of my Fathers mind, | 
Had I before known this young man his ion, 

| Chould have given him tears unto eniceaties, | 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd . 


Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My Fathers rough and eavious diſpoſition 
Sticks me at heart; Sic, you have well deſerv'd, 
lf you do keep your promiles in love, 


Orl. No fair princeſs : he is the general challenger, | 
* 


my youth, 

Cel. Young Gentleman, your ſpirits are too bold for 
your y+«is: you have feca cruel proof of this rmans 
ſtrength, it you ſaw your i:1f with your «©yc3, or knew 
your ili with your judgment, the frar cf yeur adven- 
ture would counſ:l you to a more equal enterpriſe. We 
pray you loryour 0un like to embrace your Gran lafeiy, 
and give over this attQppr. 

Roſ. Do youas ſir, your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſcd : we will make it our ſuit to the Duke, that 
the wraſtling, might nor go forward. 

Orl. Ibeleech you, punniſh me not with your hard 
thoughts , wherein | confeſs me much guilty to deny 1o 
fair and excellent Ladics any thing. Evut Iet your fair 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes go with mz tomy trial 3 where- 
in if I be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd that was never 
gracious : it kiPd, but one Cead that is willino to be fo : 1 
ſhall do my iricnds no wrong, for | have none to lament | 
me ; the world noirjury, for init 1 have nothing: only 
in the world 1 fill up a pluce, which may be b<irer trpplicd; 
when | have mace it empty. 

Roſ. Thelittle ftrength chat 1 have, 1 wand it were 
with you. | 

Cel. And mine to eck-out hers. 

Rof. Fare you well : pray heaven I hz deceiv'd in you. 

Cel, Your hearts deſires be with you. 

Char, Come, where is this young gailant , that is t2 
defirous to lye with his mother earth ? 

Orlo, Ready fir, but his will hath ia it a more modeſt 
working. 

Diuk. You ſhall try but one fall. 

Char. No, | warrant your Grace you ſhzll not entreat 
him to a ſecond, that have fo mightily perſwatted him trom | 
a firſt. 

Orla. You mean to mock me after: you ſhould not 
have mockt before - but come your ways. 

Roſ. Now Hercales be thy ſpeed young man, 

Cel, I would I were inviſible, to catch the ftrong fellow 
by the leg. They Wraſtle. 

Ro/. Oh excellent young man. 

Cel, [f I had a thunderbolt in mine eyc, Ican te!l who 


þ 


| 


Duk. No more, no more. 
: - wp Yes I befeech your grace, I am not yet well brea- 
tned. 

Dak. How do'ſt thou Charles ? 

Le eu, He cannot ſp2ak iny Lord. 

Dik. Bear him away : 
What is thy name young man ? 

O,, Orlando my Liege, the youngeſt fon of Sir Reow- 


Dak. 1 would thou had'ſt been ſon to ſome man elſe. | 


Thou ſhould*ſt have better pleas'd m2 with this deed, 
But tare thee w:ll, thou arc a gallant youth, 


Exit Dick, 
Cel. Were I my Father ( Coz2 ) would 1 do this ? 
Orl, I am more proud to bz Sir Rowlonds lon, 


Roſ. My Father lov*d Sir Rowland as his ſoul, + _ 


Cel. Gentle Cofin, 
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As you like it. 


But juſtly as you have exceeded all in promile, 

Your Miſtris ſhall be happy. 

Roſ. Gentleman, 

Wear this for me : one out of ſuits with fortune, 

That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. 

yhall we go Coz: ? 

Cel. 1: fare you well fair Gentleman, 

Orla. Can I not ſy, Ithank you ? My better parts 

Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 

[s bu a quintine, a more livelefs block. _ 

Rof. He call us back : my pride fell with my fortuncs. 
Pe ask him what he wovld ; Did you call Sir ? 

| Sir, you have wraſtled well, and overthrown 

More than your enemies, 

Cel. Will you go Coze ? 

Roſ- Have with you : fare you well E xit 

Or. What paſſion hangs theſe weights upon my tongue * 

| cannot ſpeak to her, yet ſhe urg'& conference. 


Enter Le Bev. 


O poor 0: lands ! thou art overthrown 

Or Charles, or ſomething weaker maſters thee. 

Le Bex. Good Sir, | do in friendſhip counſel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have delerv'd 

High commendation, true applaule, and love z 

Yet ſuch is now the Dukes condition, 

That he milconſters all that you have done. 

The Duke is humorous z what he is indeed 

More tuirs you to conceive, than I to {peak of. 

Orl. | thank you Sir ; andpray you tell me this, 
Which cf the two was Daughter to the Duke, 

That here was at the Wraſtling ? | 
Le Beg. Neither his Daughter, if we judg by manners, 
But yet indeed the taller is his Daughter, 

The other is Daughter ro the banith'd Duke), 

And here detain'd by her ulurping Uncle 

To keep his Daughter company, whoſe loves 

Are dearer than the natural bond of S:iters : 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath tane diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle Nice, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praile her for her vertues, 

And pity her for her good Fathers ſake ; 

And on my lite his malice *gainſt the Lady 

Will ſuddenly break forth : Sir, fare you well, 
Hereafter in a better world than this, 

| ſhall defire more love and knowledg of you. 

Orl. 1 reſt much bountden to you: taft you well ! 
Thus muſt I from the ſmoke into the ſmoth1er. 

From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant Brother, 

But heavenly R oſaline. 

Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Emer Cclia, 44d Rotaline. 


Cel. Why Cofin, why R oſcline, Cupid have mercy, 
Not a word ? | 

R of. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, my words. are too precious to be caft away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me 
with reafons. 

Rof. Then there were two Colinslaid up, when the one 
ſhould be lam'd with reafons, and the other mad without 
any. 

Cel. Butis all this for your Father ? 

Roſ. No, ſome of it is for my Childs Father : Oh how 


% of briers is this working day-world. 


——— — 


very petticoats will catch them. 


my hearc. 
Cel. Hem them away. 
Rof. 1 would tryif | could cry hem, and have him. 
Cel. Come, come, wraſtle with thy affefions. 


elf, 

Cel. O, a good wiſhupon you z, you will try in tine in 
defpight of a fall; but turning theſe j:fts out of ſervice, let 
us talk in good earneſt; ls it poſſible on ſuch a ſudden 
you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrange a liking with old Sir Rowlands 
youngeſt lon ? 

Ro/. The Duke my Father lov'd his Father dearly. 

Cel, Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his 
Son dearly ? By this kind of chaſe, I ſhould hate him , 
for my Father hated his Father dearly; yet 1 hate not 
Orland). 

Roſ. No faith, hate him not for my ſ:k2. 

Cel, Why ſhould I not ? doth not he deſerve well ? 


Enter Duke with Loyds. 


Roſ. Let me love him for that, and Co you love him, 
Becauſe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 
Duk., Miftris, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt hiſt, 
Ard g:t you from our Geurt. 
Rf. Mc Uncle ! 
Duk. You Coſi , 
Within theſe ten days if that thor beeft found 
So near our publick Court as twenty miles, 
Theu diet for ir, 
Koſ. I do beleech your Grace 
Let me the knawleds of my fault bear with me : 
[f with ny {IF 1 hold intzlligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own deſires, 
[f that I 99 not dream, or be nor frantick, 
(As Ido truſt ] am not) then dear Unkle, 
| Never fo much as in a thought unborn, 
| Di?! 1 off:ne your Highnels. 
| Diab. Thus do all Traitors , 
(If their purgation did conſiſt in words, 
| They arc as innocent as grace it ſelf, 
| Ler it t+:flice thee that I truſt thee not. 
| Roj. Yet your miſtruſt cannot make me a Traytor ; 
| Tellme whereon the-lixlihocd depends ? 
Dui. Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough. 
Ro/. So was | when your Highneſs took his Dukedom, 
Co was | when your Highneſs baniſh'd him; 
Treaſon is not inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traytor : 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel Pear — hear me ſpeak. 
Dui, I Celia, we Raid her for your fake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. 
Cel. I did not then intreat to have her ſtay. 
[r was your pleaſure, and your own remorſe, 
| was too young that time to value her, 
But now | know her; if ſhe be a Traytor , 
Why ſo am I ; we till have 1:pt together, 
Role at an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eat together, 
An4 whereſoere we went, like Juno's Swans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Duk. She is too ſubtile ſor thee, and her ſmoothneſs 
Her very ſilence and her patience , 
Speak to the people, and they pity her : 
Thouart a fool, the robs thee of thy name, 
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| When ſhe is gone ; then opennot thylips, 
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Rop. I could ſhake them off my coat, theſe Burs are in 


Ro/. O they take the part of a better wraſtler than my 
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| Cel. Theyare but Burs, Coſin, thrown upon thee in | 
holiday f-olcry; if we walk notin the trodden paths, our 


| 
| 
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And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſeem more vertuous | 
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| Firm, and irrevocable is my domb, _ 

Whick ! have paſt upon h-r, ſhe is baniſt'd. | 

Cel. Pronounce tha: ſentence then on me , my Liege, 
7 wage live out of her company. 

Duk. Youare a fool ; you Neice provide your ſelf, 

If you cut-ſtany the time, upon mine honour, 

Ard in the greatneſs of my word youdie. 

Exit. Duke &c. 


Cel. O my poor Roſaline, whither wilt thou go ? 
| Wil: thou change father? I will give thee mine - 
| charge thee be not thou more griev'd them am. 
Rof. 1 have more caule. 
Cel. Thou haft not Couſin, 
Prethee be cheerful; know'fſt thou not the Dake 
Hath banifl"d me his Daughter ? 
| Rof. 'That he hath nor. 
Cel. No, hath not ? R oſalizelacks then the love 
; Whick teachcth thee that thou and I am one, 
She!1 we be ſundred ? ſhall we part ſweet girl ? 
No, let my Father f-ck another heir : 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear'with us, 
And do not ſeek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs your ſelf, and leave me out : 
| For by this heaven (now as our forrows pale 3 } 
Say what thou canſt, Ple go along with thee. 
Roſ. Why, whither ſhall we go ? 
Cel, To feck my Unkle in the Forreſt of Arden. 
Roſ. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
( Maids as we are ) to travel fortho far ? 
Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold- 
Cel. Vle put my felf in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber ſmutch my face, 
The like do you, fo ſhall we pals along, 
And never ftir aſſailants. , 
R:ſ. Were it not better, 
Becaufe that I :m more than common tall, 
That I did {uit all points like a man, 
A gallant curtclax upon my thigh, 
A bore-{pear in my hard, and in my heart 
Lie there what hidden womans fear there will, 
We?! have a ſwaſhing and a marſhal outſide, 
| As many other mannifh cowards have, 
[ hat do outface it with their femblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thou art a man ? - 
Roſ. Ile have no worſe a name then Foves own Page, - 
And therefore look you cali me G 2nimed, 
{But what will you be calPd ? 
Cel. Something that bath a reference to my ſtate : 
No longer Celia, but Alzena. 
Roſ. But Coſin, what if we afſaid to ſteal 
The clowniſh Fool out of your Fathers Court - 
Would he not be- a comfort to our travel ? 
(el. Heil go along o're the wide world with me, 
Leave me alone to wooe him ;, Let's away | 
And get our Jewels and our wealth together 
{Devite the fitteſt time , and ſafeſt way 
To hide us frompurſuit that will be made 
After my flight : .gow go we in cantent 
To liberty and not to baniſhment. 


- 3»* 


Exeunt, 


— 
———__— __ 


Aus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, and two or three Lord: 
like Forreſters. 


Duk, Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and brother in exile : 
Hath not old cuſtome made this life more ſweet 

Than that of painted pomp? Are not theſe woods 

More free from peril than the envious Court ? 


Ax you like it, 


* | Firſt, tor his weeping into the neeglets ſtream 3 


Here feel we not the penal:y of 4dam, 
The frafors difference, as the Icie phange 
And churliſh chiding of the wiaters wind, 
Which whenit baits and blows upon my body 
Even till I ſhrink wich cold, I fmile, and tay 
This is no flattery : theſe are counſcllors 
That feclingly perſwade me what I am : 
Sweet are the uſes of adverſity 
Which like the road, ugly and venemous, | 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his head : 
And this our life exempt from publick haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
yermons in ſtones, and good in every thing, 
Amien. 1 would not change it, happy is your Grace 
That can tranſlate the ſtubbornnebs ot tortune 
Into foquiet and fo {weet a ſtile. | 
Duck. Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us veniſon ? 
Andyetitirks me the poor dapled !ools 
Being native Burghes of this deſert Cit+, 
>hould in their own confines with futied heads 
Have their round haunches goard. 
I, Lord, Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
And inthat kind ſwears you do more ufurp 
Than doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you: 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf, 
Did ſteal behind him as he lay alung 
Under an oak, whoſe antick roop peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 
To the which place a poor ſequeſtred Stag 
That from the hunters aim had tane a hurr, | 
Did come to Languiſh ;z and indeed my Lord 
The wretched animal heav'd forth fuch groans 
That their diſcharge did ſtreatch his lethern coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round tears 
Cury'd one another down his innocent nole 
[a piteous chaſe : and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy 7agues, 
Stood on thrextreameſt verge of the twitt brook, 
Augmenting. in the tears, 
Dak. Sen.*Eut what lay 7aques ? 
Did he not moraliz? this ſpeacle ? 
I. Lora. O yes, into a thouſand ſimilics- 


Poor Deep, queth he, thou wak*ſt a reſtemenc 
As worldlings/do, fiving thy ſum of more 

To that which had too much : then being alone, 
Left and abandoned ef his velvet friend ; 

'Tis right, quoth he, thus miſery doth part 

The Flux of compacy : anon a careleſs hexd 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by izim 

And never ſtays to greet him ; I, quoth Faques, 
Sweep on, you fat and grazy Citiz:ns, 


"Tis juſt the faſhion; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there 2 
Thus moſt inveRively he pierceth through 
The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
Yea, and this our life, ſwearing that we 
Are meer ulucpers tyrants, and whats worſe, 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their aſſign'd and native dweling place. 
Da. Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation ? | 
2, Lora. We did my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the ſobbing Dcer. a 
Da. Sen. Show me the place, : 
[ love to cope him in thele ſullen fits, 
For then he's full of matter 


2, Lor. Vle bring you to him ſtraight, Exeunt, 


Scena, 
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&E-ena Secunda. 


Enter Duke with Loras, 


Duk. Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them? 
It cannot be, ſome Villains of my Court 
Are of content and fufferance in this. 
1. Lord, | cannot hear of any that did ſce her, 
The Ladies, her attenCants of her Chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the morning early 
They found the B:d untreaſur'd of their Miſtris, 
2. Lord, My Lord, the royniſh Clown, at whomſo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſling: 
Hiſperia, the Prir.cels Gentlewoman , 
Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 
Your Davghter and hcr Cofin much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraſtler 
That did but latcly foil the finowy Charles, 
And the believes where ever they are gone 
That youth is ſurely in their company. 
Duk. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, 
If he be abſent, bring his Brother to me. 
Ple make him find him z do this ſuddenly ; 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quail 


To bring again thelc fooliſh runaways. Exeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Orl. Who's there ? 
Ad. What my young maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 
Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here ? 
Why are you vertuous # Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonny priter of the humorous Duke ? 
Your praiſe is come too {wiftly home before you, 
Know you not Maſter, to ſome kind of men, 
Their graces lerve them but as enemies, 
No more do yours z your vertues gentle Maſter 
Are fanQified and holy Traytors to you - 
Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ? 
Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 
Ad. Oushappy Youth, 
Come not within theſ: doors; within this roof, 
The enemy of all your graces lives, 
Your Brother, no, no Brother, yet the Son 
(Yet not the Son, 1 will not call him Son) 
Of him I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he mcans 
To burn the lodging where you ule to liz, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
He will have other mcans to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his PraRtices : 
This is no place, this houſe is but a butchery; 
Abhor ir, fear it, do notenter it. 
Orl. VVhy, whither Adam would thou have me go ? 
eAda. No matter whither, for you come not h:re. 
Orl. What, would'f thou have me go and beg wy food, 
Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enlorce 
A thieviſh living on the common rode-? 
This I muſt do, or know not what to Co: 
Yet this | will not do, do how | can : 
| rather will ſubjz& me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody Brother. 
Ada. But do not fo; | have five hundred Crowns, 


_—_— 


— 


The thritty hire | faved under you Father , 
Which | did ſtore to b: my toſter Nurſ:, 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbs lic lam? , 
And unregarded age incorners thrown, 

Take thar, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age 5 here is the gold, 

A'l this | give you, let me be your fcrvant , 
Tho I look old, yet Iam firong and lufty ; 
For in my Youth | never Cid apply 

Har and rebellicus liquors in my b!cod, 
Nor did not with unbaſhful forhead woo 
The means of weaknets and debiliry, 
Therefore my age is as a luſty winter, 

Froſty but kindly ; let me go with you, 

le do the fcrvice of a younger man 

[n all your bufinels and neceſſities. 

Ort. Oh good old man, how well in thee appcars 
The coi ſtant fervice of the antick world, 
When ſervice ſweat for duty, not for iced ? 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe time:, 
Where none will {weat, but for promonio>, 
And having that do chozk their lervice up, 
Even with the having 3 it is not ſo with thee ; 
But poor old man, thou prun'ſt a rotten tree, 
Th.t cannot fo much as a bloſſom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry ; 

Bur come thy ways, we'll go along together, 

| And ere we have thy vouthful wages ſpent, 

We'lllight upon ſome tetled low content. 
eAda. Maſter go on, and I will follow thee 

To tae lf gaſp with truth and loyzlt . 

From ſeventy Years, till now almoſt tour ſcore 

Here liv'd I, but now live here no more. 

At (eventeen Years, many their fortunes ſec, 

But at fourſcore, it is too late a werk. 

Yer tortune cannot recompence me better 

Than to die well, and not my Maſters debter. 


—_—_— 


——— — — 


E x:unt. 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Roſaline for Ganimed, Celia for Alizna, 
and Clown, alias Touchſtone. 


Ro/. O 7upiter, how merry are my ſpirits? 

Clo. | care not for my Spirits, if my legs were not 
weary. 

Ro. | could ficd in my heart to Ciſgrace my mans 
apparel, and to cry like a Woman; but I mult comfort 
the weaker velſcl, as Doublet and Hoſe ought to ſhow it 
telf couragiaus to a [erticoatz therefore courage, good 
Alena. 

Cel, | pray you bear with me, Ican go no further. 

Clo. For my part, I hadrather bear with you, than bear 
you; yct | ſhould bear no croſs if I did bear you, for 1 
think you have no money in your purſe. 

Rof. Well, this is the Foreſt of Arden. 

Clo. I, nowam lin Ardex, themore fool I, when was 
at home I was ina better place 3 but Traveliers muſt bz con- 
tent. 


Enter Corin, ard Silyivs. 
Rof. I, be fo good Toxch/ione; look you who comcs 


here, a young man and an old, in folemn talk. 
Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you ſtill. 


Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ſt how | do love her. 
Cor. I partly gueſs; for I have lov*) ere now. 
Sil, No Corin, bing old, thou can't not gueſs, 
Tho in thy Youth thou walt as true a Lover , 
As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillbw ; 
P 


But 
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' Cut if thy love were ere like to mine, 

As ſure | think did never man love {o; 

How many aRions moſt ridiculous, 

Haſt thou becn drawn to by thy fantaſy ? 

Cor. Ito a thouſand that I have forgotten. 
$41. Oh thou didft then never love fo heartily 3 
[f chou remembreſt not the ſlighteſt folly, 

Taat ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou haſt not lov'd. 

Or i! thou haſt not ſate as Ido now, 

Weaiying thy hearer in thy Miſtris praiſe, 

Thou haſt not lov'd. 

Or if thou haſt not broke from company, 
Abruptly as my paſſion now makes me, 

Thou haft nor lov'd. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exeunt. 

R of. Alas poor Shepherd! ſearching of their wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Cle. And I mine ; I remember when I was in love, 1 
broke my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid him take that for 
coming a nights to Fane Smile; and I remember the kiſſing 
of her batlet, and the Cows dugs that her pretty chopt 
hands had milk'd ; and I remember the wooing of a peal- 
cod inſtead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giv- 
ing her them again, ſaid with weeping tears, wear thele for 
Ty fake ; we that are true Lovers run into ſtrange capers ; 
but as all is mortal in nature, fo is all nature in love, mortal 
in folly. 

Roj. Thou ſpeak*ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. 

Clo. Nay, I ſhall ne*re be ware of mine own' wit, till 
[ break my ſhins againſt it. 

R/ſ. Fove, Fove, this Shepherds paſſion 
Is much upon my faſhion. 

Clo. And mine, but it grows ſomething ſale with 
me. | 

Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yon'd man, 

[f he for gold will give us any food, 
[ faint almoſt to death. 

Clo. Holla ; you Clown. 

Roſ. Peace focl, hc's not thy kinſman- 

Cor, Who calls ? 

Clo. Your betters Sir, 

Cor. Elſe are they very wretched. 

Ro. Peacel lay z good even to you friend. 

Cor, And to you gentle Sir, and to you all, 

R»/. 1 prethee, Shepherd, if that love or gold 

Can inthis Deſert place buy enrertainment, 
Bring us where we way reft our ſelves, and feed ; 
Hcre's a young Maid with travel much oppreſſed, 
And faints for fuccour. 

Cor, Fair fir, I pity her, 

And with for her ſake more than for. mine own, 

My fortunes were moreable to relieve her; 

1 But I am ſhepherd to another man, 

{ Anddo not ſheer the Fleeces that I graze - 

My maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 

And little wreaks to find the way to heaven 

By doing deeds of hoſpitality. 

Zefides his Coat, his flocks, and bounds of feed 

Are now on ſale, and at our ſheep-coat now 

By reaſon of his abſence there is nothing 

That you will feed on : but what is, come ſce, 

And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. | 
Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flock and paſture ? 
Cor. That young Swain that you ſaw here but erc- 


while, 
That little cares for buying any thing, 

Rof. I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſly, 
Fuy thou the Cottage, and the paſture, and the flock, 
4nd thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we wilt mend thy wages ; 
[ like this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time in it. 

Cor. Afſuredly the thing is to be ſold; 


A_ ms. 


Go with me, il yu like upon report, 

The foil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

| will your very faithful Feeder be, 

And buy it with your gold right tuddenly. Exeunt. 


—CCCCO——— 


—— 
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Scena Quinta 


Enter Amyens, Jaques, and others, 


Song, 
Under the greenhood tree, 
who loves to (ye with me, 
LHnd turn his merry Note, 
unto the ſweet Bird: throat 
Come bither, c-me hither, cone hither , 
Here ſhall he ſee no enemy, 
But winter and rough Weather, 


Jaq- More, more, I prethee more, 

Amy. It will make you melancholy Mounſieur F aques, 

Faq. | thank it 3 More, I prethee more, 

I can tuck melancholy out of a fong. 
As a Weazel ſucks eggs 5 More, I prethee more. 

Amy. My voice is ragged, I know I cannot pleaſc you. 

Fa. Ido not deſire you ts pleale me, 
| do deſire you to ling 
Come, more, anOther ftanzo : Call you'em ſtanzz's? 

eAmy. What you will Mounſieur Fagues. 

Faq. Nay, | care not for their names, they own me 
nothing. Will you ling. 

«Amy. More at your requeſt, than to pleaſe my (elf. 

Faq. \Vell then, if ever {thack any man, Fle thank 
you 3 but that they call complement is like th*encounter 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thanks me heartily, 
methioks | have given him a penny, and he renders me the 
beggerly thanks. -Come fing, and you that will not, hold 
your tongues. . 

Amy. Well, Pie end the ſong. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will drink under this tree ; he hath been all this 
day to look you. 

Faq. Aud 1 have been all this day to avoid him : 

He is too diſputable for my company : 
| think of 'as many matters as he, but I give 
Heaven thanks, and make no boaſt of them. 
Come, warble, come. 
Song. Altogether here. 
Who doth ambition ſhun, 
and loves to lye 4th Sun, 
Seeking the food beeats, 
And pleas'd with what be gers 


Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here ſhall be ſee, no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


Fag. Vle give youa verfſe to this note, 
That made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention. 
eAmy. And Vie fing it- 
Jag. Thus it goes. 
If it do come to paſs, 
That any man turn Aſs; 
Leaving his wealth andeaſe, 
A ſtubborn will to pleaſe, 
Ducdime, duclame, ducdame ; 
Here ſhall he ſee, groſs fools as he, 
And if be will come to me. 
eAmy. What's that Ducdame ? 
Faq. *Tis a Greek invocarion, to call fools into a cir- 


cle. Vle go ſleep if I can: if I cannot, Ple rail againſt all 


the firſt born of Egypt- 
Amy, And Ple go ſeck the Duke, 


| His banket is prepar'd. Exenut. 
Scena 
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Feng Sexta. 


Enter Orlando, «and Adam, 


Adam. Dear Maſter | can go no further : 

O 1 die for food. Herelie I Cown, 

And meaſure out my grave. Farewel kind maſter. | 
Ort. Why how now Adam # No greater heart 1n thee! 
Live a lirtle, comfort a little, cheer thy {elf a little. 

If this uncouth Forrcſt yield any thing tavage, 

[ will cither be food for it, or bring it for food to thee: 
Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 

For my fake þ: comfortable, hold death a while 

At the arms eiid : 1 will here be with thee preſently, 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, 

| will give theelcave to die ; but if thou dieft 

Before | come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 

W-ll ſaid, thou look'R cheerly, | 

And Ple bz with thee quickly ; yet thou lieſt 

In the bleak air. Come | will bear thee 

To ſome ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not Cie 

For lack of adinner; 

It there live any thing in this Deſert. 


Cheerly good Adam. Eeqnt. 


— ———_— ————— 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Duke Scn. and Lurd, like out-laws. 


Ds. Sen. | think he be transform'd into a beaſt, 

For I can no where find him, like a man. 

1. Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Du. Sen. It he compa& of jarrs, grow Muſical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheres : 

Go ſcek him, tell kim 1 would ſpeak with him. 


Enter J:ques 


1. Lord. He ſaves my labour by his own apptoach. = 
Du, Sen. Why how now Monſicur, what a life is this 
That your poor friends muſt woo your company, 
What, you look merrily. 

Faq A fool, a fool; I meta folich Forreſt, 

A motley fool ( a miferable world ; ) 

As Idolive by food, | m:t a fool, 

Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun, 

And raid on Lady Fortune in good terms, 

In good ſet terms. and yet a motley fool. 

Good morrow fool ( quoth 1 : ) noSir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath {cnt me fortune , 
And then he drew a Dial from his poak, 

And looking on it, with lack-luſtre eye, 

Says, very wilely, it is ten a clock : 

Thus we may fee ( quoth he ) how the world wag: : 
'Tis but but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 

And after one hour more, *twill be eleven, 

And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 

And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool, thus moral on the time, 

My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 

That foo's ſhould be fo deep contemplative : 

And 1 did laugh, fans interwiſhon 

an hour by his Dial, Oh noble fool, 

A worthy fool. Motley's the on'y wear. 

Du. Sen. What fool is this ? 
Faq. O worthy fool ; one that hath been a Courtier, 
And fays, if Ladies be young, and fair, 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biskct 


| Alter a voiage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 

With obſervation, the which he vents 

in mangled forms. O that I were a fool, 

[ am ambitious for a motley coar. 

Ds. Sex, Thou ſhalt have cne. 
Faq. Itis my only ivit, 

Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That I am wiſe, I muſt have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 

To blow on whom pleaſe, for ſo fools have ; 

And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, 

They moſt muſt Lavgh: And why ſic muſt they & ? 
The why is plain, as way to Pariſh Church; 

He, that a fool doth very wiſely hit, 

Doth very iooliſhly, altho he ſmart 
Seem fenlclefs of the bob. If not, 

The wilc-man'sfolly is anatomiz'd 
Even by the ſquandring glances of a fool. 

Inveſt me in the motley : Giveme leave 
To ipe:k my mind, and will through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th'infeRed world, 

If they will patiently reccive my medicine. 
Dau. Sen, Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldſt do. 
Jaq. Wrat, for a Counter, would I do, but good ? 
D# Sen. Moſt miſchievous foul fin, in chiding lin: 
For thou thy fclf haft been a Libertine, 
As (enfual as the bruiriſh ſting it ſelf, 
and all th'imboſſed lores, and beaded evils, 
That thou with licenſe of free foot haft caught, 
Wou!d'ſt thou Cilgorge into the general world. 
\ Faq. Why whocrics out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party : 
Doth ic not flow as hugely as the Sca, 
Till that the weary vexy means do ebb, 
What woman inthe City do I name, 
When that I ſay the.City woman bears 
The coſt of Princes on unworthy ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and ſay that IL mean her, 
When tuch a one asſhe, tuth is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of baleft funAion, 
That ſays his bravery is not. on my coft, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein ſuits 
His folly to the mettle of my ſpeech, 
There then, how then, what then, let me ſee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right, 
"Then he hath wrong'd himfclf ; if he be free, 
V Vhy then my taxing like a wild-Goofe flies 
Unclaim'd of any man. But who comes here ? 
Enter Orlando, 
Orl. Forbear, and catno more. 
7 aq. V Vhyl have eat none yet. 
Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſſity be ſery'd. 
Faq- Of whatkind ſhould this Cock come of ? 
Du. Sen, Art theu thus bolden'd man by thy diſtreſs? 
Or elte a rude delpiter of good manners, 
That in civil. ty thou feem'ſt ſo empty ? 
Orl. You touch'd my vainat firſt, the thorny point 
Ot bare diftrels, that hath ranefrom me the ſhew 
Of {ſmooth civility z yet amlin land bred, 
And know ſome nurture ; But forbear, 1 ſay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I, and my #ffairs are anſwered. 
Faq. And you will not be an{wer'd with reaſon, 
[ muſt die, 
Da. Sen. VVhat would you have ? 
Your gentlenets ſhall force, more than your force 
Move us to gentleneſs. 

Orl. I almoſt die for food, and letme have it. 

Ds. Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to'our table 
Orl. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, | pray you, 
| thought that all things had been ſavage here, 

And therefore put I on the countenance 


Of ſtern command*ment. But whate're you are 
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That in this defart inacccflible, , Thy tooth is not ſo k/ en. becauſe thou art not ſeen , 
Urder the ſhade of m. [incholy boughs, Altho thy breath be rude, 
Loſe, and negleR the cre:ping hours of tim? 3 Heigh Ho, ſing beigh ko, unto the preen hol'y, 
If Ever You have look*d on better days; Moſt frienaſhnp is faimirg ;, m fi Loving meer fel'y : 
If ever þeen where Bll; bave knol'd to Church ; T he neigh ko, the holly, 
[f ever fate at any good mans feaſt 3 Thus Lijeis moſt joly, 
[f ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, | 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied, Frieze, frieze, thou bitter slie, that Goſt xot bite ſo n 'oþ 
Let gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be, as benefits forgct : | þ 
[1 ©. e which hope I buſh and hide my Sword. Tho thou the waters warp, thy itrg is not ſ- ſhzrp, 
Pu. Sen. Trae is it that we have fcen better days, as friend rememyred not, 
And have with holy bell been knowld to Church, Heigh ho, ſing Cc. 
And fate at good mens fealts, and wip'd our eycs | |; 
Of drops, that ſacred pity hath engendred : Da. Sen. It that you were the good fir Rewlands ſon, 
And therefore ſit you down in gentlenels, As you have whiſper'd faith'ully you were, 
And take upon command, what help we have Ard as mine eye Coth his «(hgics witnets, 
That to your wanting may be miniltred. | Moſt truly limn'd, and living in your face, 
Or1. T hcn but forbear your food a little while, Be truly welcome hither : |] am tre Dus 
Whiles like a Doe ) | go to find my Fawn, That lov'd your father : the Refiiue of yur fortane, 
Ard give it food, There is an old poor man, Go to my Cave and tell me. Gyod old man, 
Who after me hath many weary ſtep Thou art right welcome, as thy Maſter is, 
Limpt in pure love; till he be firſt luſſic'd, Support him by the arm; give m- you- hand, | 
Oppreſt with two weak evils, age and hunger, And let me all your fortunes under Rand Excunt. 
{ will nor touch a bit. 3 
Da. Sen. Go find him out, —_ LCs 
And we will nothing waſte till you return. ; TE ow | 
Orl. 1 thank ye, and be bieſt for your g204 comfort. Actus Tertius. Sc era Prima. | 
| Du Sen. Thou {:et we are not all alone unhappy : 
| This wide and univerſ-l Theater E;:ter Duke, Lords, ani Oliver, 


Preſents more woful Pageants than the Scene | 


Wherein we play in. Du. Not ſee him ſince ? Sir, (i-, that cannot be : 
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Faq. All the world's a ſtage, But were'l not the better part mace me:cy, 

A-d ail the men and women, meerly Players ; [ ſhould not ite an abſent argument 

They have their Exsrs and their Entrances, Ot my revenge, thou preſent : but look to it, 
And one man in ti; time plays many.parts, Find out thy brother wh-r.fo-re he is, 

Hi Aﬀts being feven ages» At firſithe Infant, Seek him with Cardle : bring him dead,or living, 

Mewling, and puking in the Nurſes adms. . : © | Within this twelyemonth, or turn thou no more 

Then, the whining School -boy-witln his Satchel, -.- To leek a living in our Territory, 

And ſhioing morning face, creeping like Soail  - Thy Lands and all things that thou dott call thine, 

Un illincly to School, . And then the Lover, \ | Worth tcizure, do we tcize into our hands, 

Sighing 1-ke Furnace, with a woful Ballad Till chou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 

Made to his Miſtrelseye-brow. Then a Soldier, Of what wethink againſt thee. | 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and: bearded like the Pard, OL. Oh that your Hig" nels knew my heart in this : t 
Jealeus in honour, ſudden, and quick in quarrel, | | never lov'd my brother ia my life. 

:ecking the bubble Reputation, | Dukg. More villain thou. Well, puſh him out of doors, 

Even in the Canons mouth. And then the Juſtice Andlet my Officers of ſuch a nature 

in f.ir round belly, with good Caponlin'd, M:ke an extent upon his Houſe and Lands: 

With eyes fevcre, and Beard of formal cut, Do this expediently, and turn him going. Exeunt, 


Full of wile f1ws, and mcdern inftances, 
An4 iv he plays his part. The 1xt age ſhifts OGISAY AL © IPA 0% LC ELRBO A 
[ito the lean and lipper'd Pantaloon, 


With ſpeRacles on boſe __ == pa fide 3 Scena Secunda. | 
His youthful hole well ſav'd, a worid too wide : Ort; 
For his ſbrunk ſhank, and his big manly voice, mart ore | 
Turning again toward childiſh trebble pipes, Orl, Hang there my verſe, in witneſs of my love, 
And whiſtles in kis found, Laft Scene of a'l, And thou thrice Crowned Queen of night ſurvey | 
That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, VVith thy chat eye, from thy pale ſphere above | 
Is ſecond childiſhneſs, and meer oblivion, Thy Huntrefs name, that my full life doth ſway. 
San: teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſansevery thing. O Roſalind, thele Tiees ſhall be my Books, | 
Andin their bark3 my thoughts Ple charaRter, | 
Enter Orlando with Adam. Thet every eye, which in this Forreft looks, | 
* | Shall fee thy virtue witneſs every where. 
Du. Sex, Welcome : {et down your venerable burthen, | Run, run O-lando, carve on every Tree, , 
and let him feed. . | The fair, the chaite, and unexpreſlive ſhe. Exit. \' 
Orl. | thank you moſt for him, | | ” 
eAd. £0 had you need, Enter Coren and Clown. i 
[ ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for my elf. ; 
Dx. Sen. Welcome, fall too : I will not trouble you, Co. And how like you this Shepherds life M. Touchſtone? | 
As yet to queſtion'you about your fortunes : Clow. Truly ſhepherd » in refpe& of ir {elf, it is a | 
Give us. ſome muſick, and good Coulin, ſing. 2004 life ; but in reſpe& that it is a Shepherds life, it is | 
ws 0 naught. ln refpeCt that it is ſolitary, 1like it very well : 
Song, but in re{peRt that it is private, it is a very vild life. Now 
Bl:w, blow, thou winter winde, in reſp:& itisin the fields, ir pieafeth me well : but in 
| Thex art not ſo unkind, as mans ingratitude ; relpcRit is notin the Court, it is t=Civus. Asitisa ſpare 
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| As you like it. 


life (look you) it fizs my humour wcll : but asthereis no 
more plenty ia it, it £905 much again{tmy ſtomack. Has't 
any Philoſophy in ther, Shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
the worle at caſe he is : and that he that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends. That 
the property of Rain is to wet, and fire to burn : That 
good paſture makes fat ſheep: and that a great cauſe of 
the night, is lack of the Sun ; That he that hath learned 
no wit by Nature, nor Arr, may complain of good breed- 
ing, or comes of a very dull kindred, 

Clo. Such a one is anatural Fhiloſopher. 
Was't ever in Court Shepherd ? 

Cor, No truly, 

Clos. Then thou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, 1 hope. 

Clo. Truly thou art damn'd, like an ill roaſted Ezg, all 
on one ſide, 

Cor, For not being at Court? your reaſon. 

Clo. Why, if thou never wag't at Court, thou never 
{aw'ſt good manners; If thou never ſaw'ſt good manners, 
then thy manners muſt bc wicked : and wickednels is fin, 
and (in is damnation : Thou art in a parlous ſtate, Sh. p- 
herd. | 

Cor. Not a whit Touchfone : thoſe that have good 
manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, 
as the behaviour of the Countrey is mat moackaole at the 
Court. You toid me, you falute not at.the Court, but 
you kils your hands z that courteſy would be uncleanly, if 
Courtiers were Shepherds, 


your {elf with them ? 


Let ns face be hep: in mind, 
but the moſt fair Rolalind. 


Clo, Plerime you fo, eight years together; dinners, 
and uppers, and ſleeping hours excepted : it is the right | 
Butter-womens rank to Matk«t. 

Roſ. Out Fool. 

Clo, For a taſte, 


If a Hart do lath a Hind, 
Let him ſeth out Rot.lind * 
If the Cat will after kind, 
ſo be ſure will Rolalind : 
Winter Garments muſt be lin'd, 
ſo muſt ſlender Roſalind ; 
T hey that reap muſt ſheaf and bind, 
then to Cart with Rolalind. 


Sweeteſt meat hath ſowreſt rind, 
ſuch anut © Rolalind. 
He ibat ſweeteſt roſe will find, 
muſt find Loves prick, and Roſalind. 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes 3 why do you infeRt 


Roſ, Peace you dull fool, I found them on a tree. 
Clo. Truly the tree yiclds bad frunt, 

Rof. Ple graft it with you, and then I ſhall greff it 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieſt fruiti'th? coun- 
trey : for you'l be rotten e're you be half ripe, and that's 


Clo. Inſtance, briefly 3 come inſtance, 

Cor, Why we are till handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels, you know, are greaſy. 

Clo. Why, do not your Courtiers hands ſweat ? and 
isnot the greaſe of Mutton as wholſome as the ſweat of a Enter Celia with a Writ ing, 

man ? Shallow, ſhallow ; a better inſtance I ſay: Come. | Rof. Peace, here comes my liter reading, ſtand aſide. 
Cor. Beſides, our hands are hard. Cel. Why ſhould this deſert be, 

Clo. Your lips will fe: them the ſooner. Shallow agen : for it 15 unpeopled? No; 

a more {: under inſtance, come. Tongs Ile hang on every tree, 

Cor. And they are otten tarr'd overwith the ſurgery that fball cevil ſayings ſhow, 

of our ſheep ; and wou'd you have us kils Tar * Th: Some, how brief the life of man 

Courtiers hards are perſumed with Giver. runs his errmng pilgrimage, 

t (lo. Moſt fhalow man: Thou worms meat in re- That the ſiretching of a ſpan, 

{pe& of a good picceof fl:ih indecd , learn of the wile buckleſ; in his ſum of age. 

and perpend; Civet is of a bat-r birth than Tar the aSome of violated vIws, 

very uncleanly flux of a Cat. Mend the inſtance, Shep- "twixt the ſouls of friend and friend, 

herd, Kut upon the farreſt bows, 

Cor. You have too Courtly a wit for me; Vle reft, or at every ſentence end ; 

Clo, Wilt thou reſt dawn'd ? God help thee ſhallow W:. ] Rofalinda write, 

man 5 God make incilion in thee, thou art raw. teaching all that read, to know 

Coy. Sir, I ama true Labourer, I earn that Leat z get This quante ſſence of every ſprite, 

thac | wear; owe g0 man hate, envy no mans happinels ; beav:n would 1n /1ttle ſhow. 

glad of other mens good, content with my harm ; and Theref.re h-aven Nature chang*d, 

the greateſt of my pride, is to ſee my Ewes griz:, and my that one body ſnould be fill "d 

Lambs ſuck. Witn all Graces mide enlarg'd, 

Clo. That is another ſimple fin in you, to bring the nature preſently diſtilPd 

Ewes ard the Rams together, and to « fer to get yourli- Helen's cheeks, but not bis beare, | 


the right virtue of the Medler. 
Clo. You haveſaid ; but whether wiſely or no, let the 
Forreſt judg. 


ving, by the copulation of Cartel, to be a Bawd to a Cleopatra's Majrfty ; 
Bell-weather , and to betray a ſhe-Lamb of a twelve- Atta'anta's better pare | 
month to a crooked pated old Cuck IIdly Ram, out of all ſad Lucretia's Modeſty. 


reaſonable match. If thou be'ſt not damned tor this, the 


Thus Rofalind of many parts, 
Devil himſelt will have no Shepherds 3 I cannot fee how 


by Heavenly Sinod was devir'd, 


, thou ſhoulcR ſcape. | Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
Th Cor, Here comes Mr. Ganimel, my new Miſtreſſes to have the touches deareft priz/d. 
- Prother. Heaven woult that ſhe theſe gifts ſbeuld have, 
arid I to live axd die ber ſlave, 
Enter Roſalinde. G 


Roſ. O moſt gentle F-piter, what tedious homily of 
Love have you. wearicd. your Pariſhioners withal, and 
never cri'd, Have patience good people? 

Cel. How now ! back friends 3 Shepherd go off a little: 
go with hio, firrah. 


| Rolf, From the Eaſt to Weſtern Fude, 
no jewel 55 like Rolalinde, 
Her worth being mounte1 on the wind, 
throurb all the World beards Roſalind, 
All the Piitures faireſt Lind, Cl» Come Shepherd, let us make an hononrable re- 
are but black.to Rolalind ; treat, tho not with bg and baggage, yet with ſcrip and 
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\ D's 3 {crippage. 


—— JQO_—_—— 


mw x 


AS you like it. 


{crippage. Ext. 


Cel. Didſt thou hear theſe Verſes ? 
Foſ. O yes, | heard them all, and more tno, for ſome 
of them had in them more feet than the Verfes would 
bear. ; 
Cel. That's no matter z the feet might bear the Verles. 

Rof. 1, but the feet were lame, and could not bear them- 
{Ives without the verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely in the 
verſe, 

Cel. But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
name ſhould be hang?d and carved upon thele trees ? 

Rof. 1 was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, before 
youcame: for look here what | found on a Palm tree ; 
| was never ſo berim'd fince Pythagoras time that | was an 
Iriſh Rat, which | can hardly remcrmber. 

Cet. Tro you, who hath done this ? 

Koſ. Is it a man? | 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, about his neck : 
change your colour ? 


Roſ. | prethee who? ; 
Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to 


meet ; but Mountains may be remov'd with Earthquakes, 
and ſoencounter. 

Roſ. Nay, but whois it ? 

Cel. Is it poſſible ? oh 

Roſ. Nay, I prethee now, with moſt petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonderful wor.- 
d::ful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 
hoping. 

Ys Good my complexion, doft thou think rhovugh | 
am capariſon'd like a man, I have a doublct and a hoſe 


| 


unſeaſonably, He was furniſh'd like a hunter. 


Cel. There lay he Rtretch'd along like a Wounded 
knight. | 

Roſ. Tho it be picy to ſee fuch a ſight, it well becomes | 
the ground. 

Cel. Cry halla, to the ronpue , I prethee: it curvers 


Ro/. O ominous, he comes to kill my Hart. 
Cel. I would fing my forg without a burthen , thou |} 
bring*lt me out of rune, | 
Roſ. Do you not know I] am a woman, when I think 1 
muſt ſpeak : ſweet, lay on. | 


Enter Orl.ndo and J:ques, | 


Cel, Youbring me out. Soft, comes he notnear ? 

Ro}. *Tis he, fling by, and note him, 

Faq. | thank you tor your company 3 but good faith, t' 
had as lief have been n:v iclf alone. | 

Orl. And fohad |: bur yet for faſhion ſake 
| thank you too, for your lociety. 

Faq. God buy you, let's mect a+ little as we can. 

Orl. 1do defire we may be b<iter ſtrangers, 

Faq. 1 pray you. marre no more trecs with Writing 
Love-tongs in their barks. | 

Ort. | pray you marre no more of my veries with read- 
ing them ilfavouredly. 

Jaq. Reſulinde is your loves name ? 

Orl. Yes, Juft. | 

7 ag. I donot like her name. 

Orl. Tiere was no thought of pleaſing you when He 


' was chriſten'd. 


in iry diſpoſition ? Oae inch of delay more, is a fouth- 
ſea of diſcovery. I prethee tell me, who is it quickly, and 
| ſpeak apace : I would thou couldſt ftammer, that thou 
might'ſt pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : either too 
much at once, or none at all, I prethee take the Cork 
out of thy mouth, that I may dripk thy tidings. 

C-l. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Roſ. Is heof Gods making ? What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth a beard ? 

(el. Nay, he hath but a little beard. | 

Rof. Why God will ſend more, if the man will be thank- 
ful; let me ſtay the growth of his beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tript up the Wraſtlers 
heels, and your heart, both in an inſtant. 

Roſ, Nay, but the Devil take mocking : ſpeak ſad brow, 
and true maid. 

Cel. Pfaith (Coz )*tis he. 

Roſ. Orlando ? 

Cel, Orlando. 


Roſ. Alas the day, what ſhall I do with my doublet | 


and hoſe > What did he when thou faw'it him? What | 


faid he? How look'd he? Wherein went he? What makes | ficur Melancholy. 


he here ? Did he ask for me ? Where remains he? How 
parted he with thee? And then ſhalt thouſfee him again ? 
Anſwer me in one word. 

Cel. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt: 
*tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ſize : to 
ſay I and no, to thele particulars, is more than to anſwer 


in a Catechiſm. 


Ref. But doth he know that I am in this Forreft, and | ſighing every minute, and groaningevery hour wou'd de- 
in mans apparcl ? Looks he as freſhly as he did the day te the l;zy foot of time, as well as aclock. 


he Wraftled ? | 
Cel. It is as eaſic tocount Atomes as to reſolve the pro- 


poſitions of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding him, | 


ard reliſh it with good obſervance. 1 found him under a | with divers perſons; Ple tc!l you who Time ambles with- 


tree like a dropp'd Acorn. ; | 
Rof. It may well be call'd Joves tree,when it drops forth | 


ſuch fruit. | 
Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 


Rof. Proceed, 


that been as proper ? 


Orl. Juſt as high as my hearr. 

Faq. You are full of pretty anſwers ; have you net been 
acquainted with gold{miths wives,& cond them out ofrings. 

Orl. Not ſo : but I anfwer you right painted cloath, 
from whence you have ſtudied your queſtions. 

Faq. You have a nimble wit; 1 think *twas made of 
eAttalants's heels. Will you fir down with me, and we 
two will rail againft our Miſtreſs the world, and all our | 
miſery, 

Ort. 1 will chide no brether in the world but my ws 


Jag. What ſtature is ſhe of? | 


againſt whom I know no faults, 

Faq. The worſt fault you have, is to be in love, 

Orl, *Tis a fault I wif not change for your beſt virtue . 
I am weaty of you. : 

Faq. By my troth, I was ſecking for a Fool, when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook, look but in, and you 
ſhall ce him. | 

Faq. There I ſhall fee mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cipher. 

Faq. Vie tarry no longer with you, farewel good heni- 
or Love. 

Orl. | am glad of your departure : Adieu good Mon- 


Roſ. 1 will ſpeak to himlike a ſawcy Lacky, and urder 
that habit play the knave with him: do you hcar Forreſter. 

Orl. Very well, what would you ? 

Ro). | pray you, what is't a clock ? 

Orl. You ſhould ask me what time 0* day : there's no 
clock in the Forreſt. 

Roſ. Then there is no true Lover in the Forreſt, elſe | 


Orl. And why not the ſwift foot of time ? Had not 
Roſ. By no means fir; Time travels in divers places, 


al, who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, and 
who he ſtands ſtill withal. 

Orl. 1 prethee, whom doth he trot withall ? 

Ro/. Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between 
the contra of her marriage, and the Cay it is ſolemniz'd : 
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if the interim be but a ſennight, Times pace is ſo hard 

that it ſeems the length of teven years. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal ? 

Roſ. With a Pricft that lacks Latine, and a rich man 

that hath not the Gout : for the one ſl:eps eaſily becauſe 

he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives mercily, becauſe he 

feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean and 

waſteful Learning the other knowing a9 burthen of heavy 

tedious penury. Thele time ambles withal. 

Or. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 

Roſ. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go 

as ſoltly as feot can fall , he thinks himfelf roo ſoon 

there. 

O41. VVhom ſtays it ſtill withal ? 

Boſ. VVith Lawyers in th? vacation ; for they ſ]:ep be- 

tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how 

time moves. 

Orl. VVhere dwel! you, pretty youth ? 

Roſ, VVith this ſhepherCels my ſiſter : here in the 

skirts of rhe Forreſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

O-1. Are you native of this place ? ET 

Ref. As the Cony that you ſee dwell where ſhe is kind- 

led. 

Orl. Your accent is ſomething finer, than you could 

purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. 

Ref. 1 have been told fo of many : but indeed, an old re- 

ligious Unkle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was in 

his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtſhip too 

well ; for there he fell ig love, | have heard him read ma- 

ny LeQures againſt ir, Ithank God, I am not a VVoman 

to be touch'd with ſo many giddy offcnces as he hath 

generally tax'd their whole ſex withal, 

Orl, Can you remember any of the principal evils that 

he laid to the charge of women ? | 

Roſ. There were none principal, they were all like one 

another, as half-pence are, every ones fault ſeeming mon- 

ſtrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 

Orl. 1 prethee recount ſome of them. 

Roſ. No : 1 will not caſt away my phyſick, but on thoſe 

that are ſick, There is a man haunts the Forreſt, that a- 

buſes our young plants with carving Roſalind on their 

bat ks 3 hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegics on bram- 

bles , all C forſooth ) deifying the name ot Roſalind. If 

Lcou!d meet that Fancy-monger, | would give him fome 

good counſel, for he teems to have the Quotidian of Love 

upon him. 

Orl. 1 am he that is ſo Love-ſhak'd ; Ipray you tell me 

your remecy, 

Roſ. There is none of my Unkles maiks upon you J 

he taught me how to know a man in love: in which cage | 

of ruſhes, 1 am ſure you are not priſoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Ref. A lean cheek, which you have not z a blew eye 

and tunken, which you have not ; an urqueſtionable ſpirit 

which you have not : a beard negleAed, which you have 

not : (but I pardon you for that, tor ſimply your having no 

beard, is a younger brothers revenue ) then your hoſe 

ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your ſl:eve 

unbutton'd, your ſhoo unti'd, and every thing about you 

demonſtrating a careleſs deſolation; but you are no ſuch 

man, you arerather a point device in your accouſtrements, 

as loving your ſelf , than ſeeming the Lover of any other, 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee bclieve 
| Love. 

Roſ. Me believe it?You may as ſoon make her that you 

Love b<lieve is, which 1 warrant ſhe is apter to do, than 

to confeſs ſhe do*s : that is one of the points, in the which 
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women till give thelye to their conſciences. Eutin good 
ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſes on the trees, Where- 


in R-ſalind is ſoadmired ? 

'  Orl. 1 fwear to thee youth, by the white hand of Ro. 
ſalind am hes that unfortunate he. 

Rof. But are you ſo much in love as your rimes ſpeak ? 
Orl. Neither rime nor reafon can expreſs how much. 


Ref. Love is meerly a madaeſs, and! tcl] you, deleryes 
as well a dark houſe, ard a whip, as mad men do : and 
the reaſon why they :re net {o punilſt'd and cured, is thir 
the Lunacy is ſo ordinary, that the whippers are in love 
too : yet I profeſs curing it by counſel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any (» ? 

Roſ. Yes one, and in this manner. Hz was to imagine 
me his Love, his Miſtreſs : and I ſet him every day to woo 
me, At which time would 1, being but a mooniſh youth, 
8: ieve,be effeminare, char geable,longing,and liking,proud, 
fantaſtieal, apiſh, ſhallow, inconſtanc, jull of rears, fai' of 
{miles : for every paſſion lomething, and for no paiſion 
truly any thing, as boys and women are for the mo#! 
part cattle of this co'/our : wou'd now like him, now loath 
him z then cnt:Train him, then for ſwe2r him 3 now weep 
for him, then ſpit athim; thar I d-4ve this ſuitor for his 
mad humour of love, to 2 livins bum 
which was to foglwear the (1)! Bream of the world, and 
to live in a nook meerly Monaftick : 4:6 thus | cur'd him, 
and this way will I rake upon me to vwaſhyour Liver as 
C.c2r as a found ſheeps heart, that there - ſhall not be one 
ipot of love in'r, 

Or”. 1 wou'd notbe cur'd youth, 

| Reg. 1 would cure you, if you would but call me Roſa- 
lima, and come every day to my Coat,and woo me. 

Orl, Now by the faith of my love, I will; Tell me 
where it is. 

Rof. Go with me toit, and Ple ſhew it you: and by 
the way, yeu ſhall tell me where in thc Forreſt you live; 
Will ycu go ? . 

Orl, With all my heart, good vouth. | 

Ref. Nay, Nay, you muit call me Roſalind: Come (iter 
will you go ? Exrunt. 


Scena Tertiga. 


Enter Clown, Audrey, and Jaques. 


Clo, Come apace good Audrey, I will fetch vn” your 
Goats, Aulrcy: and now Auarey, am | th: man yer ? 
Doth iny ſimple feature conteat you ? 

Aud. Your leaturcs, Lord warrant us : what features ? 

Clo. 1 am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moſt 
capricious Poet honelt Ov:d was among the Goths. 

Jag. O knowledg il} inhabited, worle"than Fove in a 
thatch't houle, 

Clo. When a mans verſes cannot 5+ underftood, nor a 
mans good wit feconded with the forward cii!d, under- 
ſtacding : it ſtrikes a mgn more dead than a great reckon- 
ing in a littleroom; truly, I would the Gous had made 
thee Foetical, | 

Au4. 1 do not know what Poeticial is : is it honeſt in| 
deed and word: is is a true thing ? 
| Clo. No truly : for the trueſt Poetry is the moſt fain- 
ing, and Lovers are given to Poetry : and what they 
lwear in Poetry, may be faid as L'vers, they doe feign. 

Aud. Doycu wiſh then that the Gods had mide me 
Poetical? . 

Clo. I do truly : for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho- 
neſt; Now if thou wert a Poer, I might have ſome hope 
thou didſt feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honeſt ? 

Clo. No truly, unleſs thou wert hardfavour'd : for 


honefty coupled to beauty, is to have Honey a fawce to | 


Sugar. 

J aq. A material fool, 

And. Vicll, 1 am not fair, and therefore pray the Gods 
make me honeſt. | 


Cle. Truly, and to caſt away honeſty upon a for! fui,} 


were to put go04 meat into an unclean Ct/h, 

And. 1 am not a flut, though 1 thank the 'Gods Iam 
foul. 

Clo, Well, praiſed be th: Gods for thy fovlne': : 
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lurtiſhnels may come hereafter. But b: it, as it may be, 


[ will marry thee ; and to th: t end, I have ben with Sir 
Over Martext, the Vicar of the next Vilage, who hath 
| prowiz'd to meet mein this place of the Forreſt, and to 
couple us. 

Faq. | would fain fee this meeting. 

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. 

Clo. Amen, A man may. if he were of a fearful heart, 


—_— 


| ſtzpoer in this attempt; for here we kaveno Temple but 
!tac Wood ; noaſſ:cmbly but Horn beaſts. But what tho ? 
Courage. As horns are odious, they are neceſſary. Itis 
laid, many a man knews no end of his goods ;, right : ma- 
ay a man has good Horns, and knows no end of them. 
Well, that is the dowry of his wife, *tis none of his own 
gerting 3 horns, even fo poor men alone ; No, no, the no- 
ble Deer hath them as kuge as the Raſcal: ls the ſingle 
'mon therefore blefſcd ? No, as awall'd Townis more wor- 
{thier thana village, ſo is the forchead of a married man 
' more honourable than the bare brow of a Batchellor : 
ard by how much defence is better than no skill, by ſo much 
is a horn more precious than to wanr. 
Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text- 

; Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Olever Mar-text, you are well 
mt. Wl! you diſpatch us here under this tree, or ſhall 
v© £0 with you to your Chappel ? 

O71. !s thire none here to give the woman ? 

Clo. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Ol Truly ſhe muſt be given,or the marriage is not law:vul. 

Faq. Proceed, procecd ! Ple give her. 

Clo. Good even, good M. What ye call't: how do 
you Sir, you are very well mct: godild you for your laſt 
company, lam vety glad to fee you, even a toy in hand 
here Sir : Nay, pray be covered. 

Faq. Will you be married, Mozley ? 

Clo. As the Ox hath his bew fir, the horſe his curd. 
and the Fa'con his be!!s, ſo man hath his defire, and as 
Pifeons bill, fo wedicck wonld be nibling. 

Faq. And willyou ( being a man of your breeding) be 
marricd undcr a buſh like a beggar? Get you to Church, 
4] have a good Pricſt that can tell you what marriage Is ; 
this f; I'ow will but joyn you together as they joyn Wain 
(cot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunk pannel, and like 
green timber, warp, WaTrp. 

Clo. I amnot in the mind, butI were better to be mar- 
ried of him (han of another ; for he isnot like to marry 
me well ; and not being well married, it will be a good 
excule for me hereaſtct to leave my wife. 

Faq. Go thou with me, 

And ler me counſel thee. 

Cle. Come ſweet Au7re, 

We mult be married, or we muſt live in bawdry : 
Farewel good M. Oliver : Not O (weet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee : But wind away, be gone 
i fay, Iwill not to wedding with thce. 

| OL *Tis no watter ; ne're a fantaſtical knave of them 
all ſh:1] Aout meout of my calling. Exeunt. 
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Scena Quarta. 
Enter Roſalind anJ Cel:a. 


Roſ. Never talk to me, Lyill weep, 

{el. Do l prethee, but yet have the Grace to conſider 
| that tears do not become a man. 

| Roſ. But have Inot cauſe to weep? 


Cel. As g60d caute as one would deſire, 
Therefore wecp. 

Rof. His very hair 
[5 cf the diſſcmbling colour. 

Cel. Something broyner than Zudas's : 
Marry his kIſſes are F#4as's own children, 
Rof. Pfaith his hair is of a good colour, 

Cel, An excellent colour : 
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Yeur Che{nurt was evcr the onely colour, 

Rof. Ard * is ki(ſing is 25 {all of 1.rRity, 
As the touch ol holy bread, 

Cel, He h:th boucht a pair of eba% lips of Drara ; a | 
nun of winters ſiſterhood Kiſſes not wore religiouſly, the | 
very ice of chaſtity is in then, | 

Ko. But why did de {wear he would come ti; morning, | 
and comes not ? 

Cel, Nay certainly there is no truth in him. 

Roſ. Do you think to ? 

Cel. Yes, | think he is not a pic! -2urſe, nor a horſe-ea!. 
er: but for his vcrity in love, | do think him as concave 
as a covered peblet, or a worm-2atcn'nut. 

Roſ. Not true in Iove ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I think he is not in. 

Roſ. You have heard him {wear Covnright he was, 

Cel. Was, is not is : bclides, the oath of a Lover is no 
ſtronger than the word ct a tapſter, they are both the con- 
firmer of falle reckonings; he atcends here in the torreſt on 
the Duke, your Father 

Ro/. 1 met the Duke yeſterd2y, and had much qucſti- 
on with him : he askt me of what parentage | was ;1 cold 
him of as good as hezſo ke Iaugh'c, and let me go.But what 
taik we of Fathers, when there is ivch a man as Orlando? 

Cel, O that's a brave man, he writes brave verles, {peaks 
brave words, {wears brave oaths, znd breaks them |Lravely, 
quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a puiiny 
Tilter, that ſpurs his horſe bu: en ene fide, breeks his 
Raff like a noble gooſe z but all's brave that youch mounts, 
and folly guides : who cons here F 

Ent:r Corin. 

Corin, Miſtreſs and Maſtcr, you haveenquircd 
After the Shepherd that complain'd of love, 
Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the Turt, 
Prailing the proud difdainful Shepherdeis 
That was his Miſtreſs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? 

Cor, If you will ſee a pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale complexion of true Love, 

And the red glow of ſcorn and proud dildain, 
Go hence a little and I ſhall conduR you, 
if you will mark it. 

Roſ. O come let us remove, 

The fight of Lovers feedeth thoſe in love : 
Bring us to this ſight,and you th.ll {ay 
Ple prove a buſy ator in their play. 


' 


E rxeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe, 
Say that you love me not, but fay not {fo 
in bitterneſs; the common executioner, 
Whoſe heart th” accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the kumbl:.d neck, 
But firſtbegspardon? will you ſterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloudy drops ? 

Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin, 

Phe, | would not be thy executioner, 
I flie thee, for | would not injure thee ; 
Thou telP& me there is murther in minc eye; 
' [is pretty ſure, and very probable, - 
That eyes that are the frail and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gates on atomies, 
-Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers, 
Now | do frown on thee with all my heart, 
and if mine «yes can wound, now let them kill thee : 
Now counterfeit to {ſwound, why now fall down, 
Oc if thou can'ſ not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 
Lye not, to ſay mine eyes are murtherers : 
Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made ia thee; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
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So ne lcar vi it; Loan OUT Up 32 4 ruin, 
The Cicatrice and capaile imprefſure 
Thy Palmſon: myn:nc keep: ; but now mine cycs 
Which have darted at chee, hurt thee not, 
Nor | am fure there is no force in eycs 
That can do hurr. 
Sil. © dear Puebe, 
[f ever ( as that ever may be near ) 
You met in {-me treth check the power of fancy, 
Then ſhall you know the wounds invilible 
That loves keen arrows make. 
Phe, But till that time 
Come not thou acar me ; and when that time comes, 
Afﬀi& me with thy mocks, pity menor, 
As till chat time | ſhall nor pity thee. 
| Roſ. And why I pray you who might be your mother 
That you inſult, exulr, and all at once 
Over the wretched ? What though you have no beauty 
As by my faith, I ſee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to bed : 
Muſt you be thercfore proud and pitilets ? 
Why what means this ? why do you look on me ? 
I ſeeno more in you than in the ordinary 
Of natures (zle-work ? *ods my little lite, 
| think ſh2 means to rangle mine eyes too : 
No faith, proud Miſtrefs, hope not after it, 
"Tis nor your iu.ky brows, your black filk hair, 
Your buple eye-balls, nor your check of cream 
That can entarae my ipirits to your worſhip. 
You fooliſh Shepherd. wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puſſing with wing and rain, 
Youare a thuuland timis a properer man 
Than ſhe a woinan. *Tis fuch touls as you 
That makes the wor'd full of ili-favoured children : 
*Tis not her glats, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you ſh: {:es her fe!f myreproper 
Tian any of her lineaments can ſhow her : 
But Miſtreſs, know your felf, down on your knees 
And thank Heaven, faſting for a good mans love ; 
For [| muit tell you iriendly in your ear, 
Sel! when you can, you are not for all markets ; 
Cry the man merc+, love him; take his offer, 
Foul is mok tou!, being foul ro be a lc-ffer, 
So tal:e her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, 1 pray you chice a year together, 
I had rather hear you chide than this man wooes 
Roſ. He's falla is love with your fouinefs, and hcl 
Fall in love with my anger. Ii it be fo, as faſt 
As ſhe antwers thee with frowning looks, Vie ſauce 
Her with bitter wer.!s : Way look you fo upon me ? 
Phe. Fornoiil will 1 bear you. 
Roſ. lpray you do norfall in love with me, 
For I am fallcr then voivs made in wine : 
Beſides, I |-ke you not : if you will kaow my houſe, 
'TTis at the cuſt of Olives, here hard by : 
Will you go Siter ? Shepherd ply her hard: 
Come fifter Shepherdets, look on him berter 
And be: not proud. thoall the world could fee, 
None could bet» abuled in fight as he. 
Come to our flock. Exit, 
Phe. Died Shepherd, now | finJ thy faw of mi ght, 
Whoever lo+'d,. that lov'd not arti: ft fight? 
Sil. Sweet Ph-be. 
Phe. Haih : what ſay thou Sil; rms ? 
Sil. $ weet Fhebe, pi:y me. 
| Phe. Why l am forry for thee, gentle £;/vinr. 
Sil. Whrre ever {urrow is, ichet wouid be : 
If you do forrow at my grict in love, 
By giving love, your forrow and mv grief 
Were both extermin'd. 
Ph:. Thou hatmy love, is not that neighbaucly ? 
$41, 1 would have you. 
Pye. Why that were covetoutnef; : 
Silvins ;, the time was, that 1 hated thee 3 
- 
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And yet It 1» QUT Lal | bear thee ove, 

But fince that thou canſt talk of love fo well, 

Thy company, which er{t was irkfome to me, 

[ will encure ; and Ile employ thee too : 

But donot look for further recompence. 

Than thine own gladneſs, that thou art imployed. 
Si, So holy, and foperfc& is my love, 

And ſuch a poverty of grace, 

That I (hall think it a moſt plentiovs crop 

To glean the broken cars aſter the man 

That the main harveſt reaps : loſenow and then 

A lcattered (mile, and that Vic hive upon. (wile? 
Fhe. Know®lt thou the youth that ſpoke to meere- 
Sl, Not very well, but 1 have met him oſt, 


And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds, 
Thar the old Carler once was Maſter of. 
Phe. Think not 1 love him, tho | a:k for him 3 
"Tis but a peeviſh boy, yet he talks well, 
Eut what care | tor worCs ? yet words Go well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear : 
[t is a pretty youth, not very pretty, 
But ſure he's proud, and yet his price becomes him ; 
H.'1 make a proper man : the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion: «nd faſter than his zongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal ic up: 
He is not very tall, yer for his years he's tail 3 
His legis but fo fo, and yet *tis well , 
There was a pretty rednels in his lip, 
A little riper, and more luſty red 
Than that mia'd in his checck ; *twas jut the difference | 
Btwixt the conſtant red, and mingled Damask. 
There be ſome women, Silvixr, bad they mark'< him 
In parcels as I 61d, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him ; but tor my part 
| love him not, nor hate him not 4 and yct 
| have more cauſe to hate him than to love him, 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
H- {aid mine eyes were black, and my hait black, 
Ardnow I am remembred, fcorn'd at me ; 
| marvel why I an{wered not again, 
But that's all one 5 omittance is no quittance. 
I'l. write to him a very taunting Letter, 
Ard thou ſhalt bearit wilt thou, Silvins ? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Plc write it ſtraight ; 
The matters in my head, and in my heart, 
| will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort ; 
Go with mc, Silvins, Exenxt. 
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Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Roſalinde, and Celia, and F 47mer. 


Faq. 1 prithee, pretty youth, let me de better acquaiat- 
ed wich thee, 

R of. They ſay you are a melancholly fellow. 

7ag. l amo ;, Idolove it better than laughing. 

Roj. Thoſe that are in extremity of either, are abomi- 
nable ſe}lows, ans betray theintelves to every modern ctn- 
(ure, worſe than drunkards, , 

Jaq. Why, *tis good to be (ad, and fay nothing. 

toſ. Why then *tis good to be a poſt. 

Fag. 1 have ncither the Scholars melancholly , which 
is emulation; nor the Muſicians, which 1s fantaſtical ; nor 
the Covurtiers, which is proud 4 nor the Souldiers, which 
is ambitious z nor the Lawycrs, which is politick ; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is 
all theſe z but it is a melancholly of mine own, compound. 
ed of many ſimples, extraRed from many objeARs, and in- 
ceed the fundty contemplations of travels in which my 
often romination wraps me in a moſt hymorous fad- } 
nels, 

Roſ. A Travel! r, by my faith you have great r-aſon 


to 


— — 


_— — 


182. 


As you like it. 


— 
—_ —— 


to be {2d : 1 fear you have {old your own Lands, to fce 0- 
ther mens ; then to have lecn much, and to have nothing» 
is to have richeyes and poor hands. 

Faq Yes, I have gaiu'd my experience. 


Enter Orlando. 


Roſ. And your experience makes you ſad : I had rather 
havea tool to make me merry, than experience to make 
me 1a", and to travel for it too. 

Or!, Good day, and happineſs, dear Roſalinde. 

; Faq. Nay then God buy you, and you talk in blank 
verſe. Exit. 

Roſ. Farewel Mounſieur Traveller ; look you liſp, and 
wear ſtrange ſuits ; diſable all the benefits of your own 
Country : be out of love with your nativity, and almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, or | 
will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a Gundello, Why 
how now Orlando, where have you been all this while? you 
| a lover ? andyouſcrve me ſuch another trick, never come 
ia my ſight more. bh. 

Orl. My fair R oſalinde, 1 come within an hour of my 
promiſe, | a 

Roſe. Break an hours promiſe in love ? he that will di- 
vide a minute into a thouſand parts, and break but a part 
of the thouſaud part of a minute in the affairs of love, it 
may be {aid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him oth ſhoul- 
der, bur Vie warrant him hearc-whole, 

O-rl. Pardon me dear R»ſalinde, 

R»ſ. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
fight, I had aslief be Woo'd of a Snail. 

Ol. Of a Snail ? 


Roſ. 1, of a Snailz for tho he comes (lowly, he carries 
his huuſe on his head : a better jointure I think than you 
make a woman : beſides, he brings his deftiny with 
him. 

Orl. What's that ? : 
| Ref. Why horns ;, which ſuch as you are fain to be be- 
holding to your wives for : but he comes armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the ſlander of his wife. - 

Orl. Vertue is no horn-mak:r : and my Roſalinde is vyer- 
tUous. 

R of. And Iam your Roſalinde. 

(el. It pleaſes himto call you ſo z but he hath a Roſa- 
linde of a tetter leer than you. 

Roſ. Come, woo me, woo me: fornow I am in a ho- 
ly-day humour, and like enough to conſent - What would 
you ſay to me now, and I were your very, very R:ſa- 
linde ? 

Orl. 1 would kiſs before 1 ſpoke. 

Roſ. Nay you were better ſpeak firſt, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you wight take occaſion 
to kifs / very good Orators when they are out, they will 
ſpir, and for lovers, lacking (God warn us) matter, the 
cleanlieft ſhift is to kils. 

Orl. How if th: kiſs be denied ? 

Roſ. Then ſhe puts you toentreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his Beloved Mi- 
frets ? 

Roſ. Marry that ſhould you if I were your Miſtreſs, or 


Jlaugh like a Hyen, and that when thou art inclin'd to 


I ſhould think my honeſty ranker than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my ſuit? , 

Roſ. Not out of your apparrel, and yet out of your 
{uir, 

Am not I your Roſalinde ? 

Orl. 1 take {ome joy to {ay you are, becauſe I would be 
talking of her. 

Roſ. Well, in her perſon, I ſay I will not have you, 

Orl. Then in mine own perſon, Idye. 

Rof. No faith, die by Attorney : the poor world is 
almoſt fix thouſand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own perſon ( vidilicet ) in 
a love cauſe: Troilus had his brain daſh'd out with a 


Grecian club, ict ne Cid what Þe could to before. and 
he is one of the patterns of love. Lerrder, he would 
have liv'd mary a fair ye:r, tho Hero toad ti1'd Nun, if 
it had not been for a hot Midiummer-night, tor { gore 
youth )) he went but forth to wiſhin the Hci!cipent, ard 


being taken with thecramp, was drown'd, and the fooliſh 
Chroniclers of that age, found it was Hero of Sr tos. 
But theſe are all lies, men have died from time to tune, and 
worms have eaten them, but not for love. 

Orl. 1 would not have my right Roſalinde of this mind, 
for I proteſt her frown might kill we. 

Roſ. By this hand, it will rot kill a flie ; tut come now 
| will be your Roſalsnde in a more coming-on Cilpoſition : 
and a:k me what you wil}, 1 will grant it, 

Orl. Thenlove me, Roſalinae. 
ow Ycs faith will |, Fridays and Saturdzys, and 
all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Roſ. |, and twenty ſuch, 

Orl. What (aiſt thcu ? 


Roſ. Are you not good? | 
Or1. 1 hopeto. | 
R oſalinde. Why then,can one Cefire too much of a 

good thing : Come lifter, you ſhall be the Fricf, and mar- 

ry us: give me your hand O-lando VVhat do you lay 
ſiſter ? 

Orl. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. | cannot ſay the words, 

Ro/. You muſt begin, will you OrlanZo. 

Cel. Goto; will you Orlando have to wiſe this Roſa 
linde? 

Orl. 1 will. 

Roſ. But when ? 

Orl. VVhy now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us. 

Roſ. Then you muſt ſay, | take thee Koſalinde fort 
wife. 

Orl, Itake thee Roſalinde for wiſe. 

Roſ. | might ask you for your commiſſion, 

But | do take thee Orlando for my husbard : there's a girl 

goes before the Prielt, and certainly a womans thought 

runs before her ations. 

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are wing'd. 

Roſ. Now tell me how lorg you would have her, after 
you have poſſcſt her ? 

Orl. For ever and a day. 

Rof. Say aday, without the ever : No, no Orlando,men 
are «April when they woo, December waen they wed : 
Maids are May when they are maids, but the «ky chan- 
ges when they are wives I will be more j-alous of thee, 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen , more c!amorous 
than a Parrat againſt rain; more new-fangled than 
an ape; more gidCy in my deſires than a monkey; 1 will 
weep for nothing like Diana in the Fountain, and | will 
do that when you are dilpos'd to be merry: | will 


ſlcep. 

Orl. But will my Roſalinde do (o ? 

Roſ. By my life ſhe will do as 1 do. 

Orl, O bur ſhe is wile, 

Roſ. Orelie (he could not have the wit to do this : the 
wilerzthe waywarder : make the doors upon a womans wit 
and it will out at the caſement : ſhut that, and 'twill out 
at the key-hole : ſtop that, it will ye with the ſmoak out at 
the chimney. 

Orl. A wan that had a wife with ſuch a wit, he might 
ſay, wit whither wilt ? | 

Koſ. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed, 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuſc that ? | 

Roſ. Marry to ſay, ſhe came to feck you there : you ſhall 
never take her without her anſwer, unleſs you take her 
withour her tongue : O that woman that cannot make her 
fault ber husbands occaſion, let her never nurſe her child 
her {elf, for ſhe will breed it like a fool. 


E Orl. 
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O-l. tor thcle two hours, Roſalinde, | will leave was 

Koſ. Alas. dear love, | cannot lack thee two hours. 

O-r1. 1 muſt attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clock 1 
will be with thee again. 

R:ſ. 1, go your ways, £0 your ways: I knew what you 
would prove, my friends told me as much, and I thought 
no leſs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me 3 "tis but 
one caſt away, and fo come death: two o* clock is your 
hour. 

Orl, 1 ſweet Roſalinde. 

Roſ. By my troth, and in good earncſt, and ſo God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promile, or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the moſt pathetical 
break-promilſe, and the moſt hollow lover, and the moſt un- 
worthy of her you call Koſalinde, that may be choſen out 
of the groſs band of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my 
cenſure, and keep your promiſe. 


Orl. With no lets religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Roſalinde ; ſo adieu. | 
Roſ. Well, Time is the old Juſtice that examines all 
ſuch offenders, and let time try : adieu- Exit. 


a. 


Cel. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſex in your love-prate : 
we maſt have your doublet and hofe pluckt over your head, 
and ſhew the world what the bird hath done to her own 
neſt. 

Roſ. O coz, coz, ccz 3 my pretty little coz, that thou 
didſt know how many fathom deep am inlove ; but it 
cannot be ſounded : my affc&ion hath an unknown bottom 
like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faſt as you pour af- 
feRion in, it runs out. 

Roſe. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleen, and born of mad 
neſs, that blind raicaily boy, that abuſes every ones eyes, 
becauſe his own are out, let him be judg, how deep | 
am in love ; Ple tcll thee eliena, I cannet be out of the 
fight of Orlanda : Ple go find a ſhadow, and figh till he 
come. 

Cel, And Vle ſleep. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Jaques and Lords, Forreſters, 


| Faq. Which is he that killed the Deer ? 


Lord. Sir, it was I. 
Faq. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
veror, and it would do well to fet the Deers horns upon 

his head, for a branch of ViRory ; have youno ſong For- 
reſter for this purpole ? 

Lord. YesSir. 

Faque. Sing it : *cis no matter how it be in tune, {o it 
make noiſc enough. 


Muſick, Song. 
What ſhalt he have that killed the Deer? 
His Leather thin and borns to wear ;; 
T wen ſing him home, the reſt ſhall bear this burthen ; 
T ake thou no ſcorn to wear the boyn, 
It was acreſt ere thou waſt born, 
Thy fathers fath:r wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
The horn,the horn,the luſty horn, 
Is not a thing to langh to ſcorn: Exeunt. 


- 
Scena 7ertia. 


Enter Roſalinde and Celia. 


Ref. How ſay you now, is it not paſt two a clock ? 
And here much Orlando. 


Cel. | warrant you with pure love and troubled brain. 
Enter Silvins. 


He hath ta'ne his bow and arrows, and is Fne forth 
To ſleep : look who comes here. 
Sil. My errandis to you, fair youth, 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this : 
| knew not the contents, but as I guels 
By the tern brow, and waſpiſh a&ion 
Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenure ; pardon me, 
| am but as a gvitleſs meſſenger, 
Ro/. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter, 
And play the {waggerer, bear this, bear all : 
She ſays I amnot fair, that! lack manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as Phenix : *od's my will, 
Her love is not the Hare that I Cid hunt, 
Why writes the {o to me ? Well Shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 
S441, Nog lIproteft, | know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Roj. Come come, you are a fool, 
And turn'd into the extremity of love. 
I ſaw her hand, ſhe has a leathern hand, 
A free-ſtone coloured hand : I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but *twas her hands : 
She has a huſwives hand, but that's no matter ; 
L fay ſhe never did invent this letter, 
This is a mans invention, and his hand : 
Sz1. Sure it is hers, 
Ro/. Why, *tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, 
A ſtile for challengers z why, ſhe defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriſtian ; womens gentle brain 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blackecr in their Efic& 
Than in their countenance ; will you hear the letter ? 
Sil. Sopleafe you, for | never heard it yet ; 
Yer heard too much of Phebey cruelty. 
Roſ. She Phebes me ; mark how the ryrant writes. 
Read. Arr thou god, to ſhepherd turn'd ? | 
That a maidens heart bathburn'd ? 
Can a wymanrail rhus. 
$41. Call you ths railing ? 
Roſ. Read. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Waſt thou with 4 womans heart ? 
Did you ever hear ſuch railing? 
Whiles the eye of man did wooe me, 
That could do no vengeance to me, 
Meaning me a beaſt. 
If the ſcorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love in mine, 
Alack,s n me , what ſtrange effe# 
Would they work.in mild aſpett ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
How then myght your prayers move ? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love tm me : 
And by hia ſeal up thy mind, 
Wher/ er that thy youth and kind 
Willthe fantoful : ffer take 
Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elſe by him my love deny, 
eAnd then Ple fiudy how to dye. 
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$1, Call you [his chiding ? 

Cel. &las poor ſhepherd. | 

Koſi Do you pity him ? No he deferves no pity : wilt 
thou love inch a woman ? What to make thee an inftru- 
ment, and play falſe ſtrings upon thee ? riot to be endured. 
Well, go your way ro her, ( for | ſce love hath made 
thee a tame tnake ) and ſay this to her » That'if ſhe love 
m-, 1 charge her to love thee - if ſhe will not, I will ne- 
ver have her, unlets thou entreat for her: if you bea 
true lover, hence, and not a word 5, for hete comes more 
company. Exit. Sil. 


Enter Oliver. 
know ) 
Oliv. Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, ( it you 
Whercin the Purlews of this Forreft ftands. 
A ibeep-coat, fenced about with Olive-trecs. 
Cel. Weſt of this place down in the neighbour bottom 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring ſtream 
Left on yourright hand, bring you to the place - 
But at this hour the houle doth keep it ſelt, 
There's none within. 
Os If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 
Such garm-nts, and ſuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beſtows himſelf 
Like a ripe Siſter : Bur the woman low 
And browner than her brother : are not you 
The owner of the houle I Cid er;quire for ? 
Cel. It is no boaſt being ask'd, to lay we are. 
Ols, Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to tha: youth hecalls his Roſalinde,. 
H: ſends this bloody Napkin yz are you he? 
Roſe. 1 am ; what muſt we underſtand by this? 
Ol. Some of my ſhame, if you will know of me 
What man | am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkercher was Rzin'd, 
Cel. I pray you tell it. 
{;, When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour, and pacing through the Forreſt, 
Chewing th: food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befcl 3 he threw his eye aſide, 
And mark what obj:& dill prelcat it telf 
Under an old Oak, whole bows were mols'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity ; 
A wreiched ragged man, ore-grown with hair 
Lay ſleeping on his back z about his neck 
A green and guilded inake had wreath'd ic ſelf, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats approach'd 
Lhe opening of his mouth ; but ſuddenly 
Sceing Orlando, it unlink'd it elf, 
4nd with indented glides d d {1:p away 
Into a buſh, under whoſe buſhes ſhade 
A Lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with cailike watch 
When that the ſl:eping man ſhou'd ſtir; for *cis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead 3 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found, it was his brother, his elder brother, 
. Cel. Ol have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural 
That liv'd amongſt men. 
Oli. And well he might ſo do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
R of. Rutto Orlzndo , did he leave him there 
Food to the ſuck*d and hungry Lioncfs : 
Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo ; 
But Kindnels nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature ſtronger than his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battel to the Liogels , 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſcrablc ſlumber I awaked, 


| 
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Cel. Are you his brother : 

Roſ. Was't you he relcu'd ? 

Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to {ill him ? 

Oli, *T was 1! > bur *tis not 1 5 | co nor thame 
To rel! you what } was, fince my conver fhon 
So ſweetly taſts, being the thing 1 am. 

Ro/. But for the bloody napkin ? 

Olz. By and by. 

When from the fiſt to 14 betwixt #5 1wo, 

Tears our recountwent- had moſt kindly ba: h'd, 
AS how I came into that dclert place. 

In brief, he ted m: to the gentle Duke, 

Who gaveme freſh array, and enterta:nment, 
Committing me unto my brothers love, | 
Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 

There ſtript himlelf, and here upon his arm 

The Lionelfs had torn fome ficſh away, 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
Andcri'd in fainting upon '& oſalime. 

Brief, I recover*d him, bound up his wound, 

And after tome {mall ipace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtrenger as | am 

To tell this, that you might excuſe 

His broken promite, and to give this napkin 

Died in his blood, unto tie Shepherd youth, 

That hein ſport doth call his Roſalinde. 

Cel. Why how now Ganimed, {weet Garimed ? 

Oli. Many will {ſwoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. There is no more in it ; Coſia Ganined, 

Ol;. Look he recovers, 

Roſ. 1 would [ were at home. 

Cel. We'llead you thither, 

[ pray you take him by the arm. 

Ols, Be of good cheer, youth: you a man ? 
You lack a mans heart. 

Ro. | &o to, I conf-ls it. 

Ah firra, a body would think this was well counterfeited, 
[pray you tell your brother how well I counterteiced : 
heigh-ho. 

Ols. This was not counterfeit, there is too great teſti- 
_ in your complexion, that it was paſlion of ear- 
neſt, 

R,ofſ. Counterfeit, I aſſure you. 

Ols, Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Roſ. So Ido: but Pfaith, | ſhould have been a woman 
by right, 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler : pray you draw 
homewards; good fir, go with us. 

Oli. That willl ; for I muſt bear anſwer back 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalin1e. 

Kof. | ſhall deviſe ſomething : but | pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him ;, will you go ? 

Exemunt. 


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Audrie. 


: Clo. We ſhall find a time eFwudrie, patience gentle Ax. 
rae. 

eAnd. Faith the Prieſt was good enovuph, for all the old 
gentlemans ſaying. 

(lo. A moſt wicked Sir Oltver, Audrie, a moſt vile Mar- 
text. _ But Audrie, there is a youth hcre in the Forreſt 
lays claim to you, 

Aud I, | know who *.is ; he hathno intereſt in me in 
the world ; here comes the man you mean. 


Enter Wiiliam. 


Clo. It is meat and drink to me toſeea Clowns by my 
| troth 
} 
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troth, we that have good Wits have much to anſwer for : 
we ſhall be flouting : wecannot hold, 

Will. Good ev'n, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good ev'n, Wilkam. 

Will. And good ev'n to you fir. | 

{lo. Good ev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy head, cover 
thy head 3 Nay, prethee be cover'd, How old are you, 
Friend ? 

Will. Five and twenty, fr. 

Clo. A ripe age : is thy name William ? 

Will. William fir. 

Clo. A fair name. Was't born i” th' Forreſt here ? 

141.1 fir, I thank God, 

Cle. Thank God : a good anſwer : 

Art rich ? 

Will, *Faith fir, fo, fo. 

Clo. $0, ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good : and 
yet itis not 3 it is but 10, fo, 

Art thou wile ? 

Will. [ fir, | have a pretty Wit. 

Cl», Why, thou ſayeſt well : I do now remember a ſay- 
ing; The Fo2l doth think he is wile, but the wiſe man 
knows himſelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philoſopher, 
when he had adeſue to eat a Grape, would open his lips 
when he put it into his mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 

You do love this maid ? 

Will. 1 do, fir. 

Clo. Give me your hand : Art thou Learnec ? 

W11. No, (ir. 

Clo. Then learn this of me, To have, is to have. For it 1+ 
a Figure in Rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a cup 
into a glaſs, by filling the one, doth empty the other. For 
all your Writcrs do conſent, that ip/e is he : now you are not 
ipſe ; forl am he. 

Wil, Which he, fir ? 

Clo. He fir, that uwft marry this woman : Therefore you 
Clown, abandon : which is in the vulgar, 1:ave the focie- 
ty: which in the booriſh, is company, of this Female : 
which in the common, is woman : which together, is, a- 
bandon the fociety of this Female ; or, Clown, thouperiſh- 
eſt: or to thy better underſtanding, Cieſt z or (to wit) 1 
kill thee ; make thee away, tranilate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage: I will deal in poyſon with thee, 
or in b-fſtinado, or in ſteel : I will bandy with thee in faQi- 
on, 1] will o*re-run thee with policy; I will kill thee a hun- 
dred and fifty ways; therefore tremble and depart, 

Aru1. Do, go00 William. 

V Fill. God reſt you merry, fir. Exit. 

Enter Corin, 
Cor, Our Maſter and Miſtris ſeeks vou : come away, a- 


way- 
Clo. Trip eAudrey, trip «Audrey, Iattend, 


[ attend, Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Oriando and Oliver. 


Or. 1s poſſible, that on fo little acquaintance you ſhould 
like her ? that, but ſecing, you ſhould love her ? 

And loving woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould grant ? And will 
you peri-vere to enjoy her ? 

01. Neither call the giddinels of it in queſtion, the pr. 
verty of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my tudden wooing, 
nor {udden conſenting ; but tay with me, I love Aliens : 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me 3 conſent with both, that 


| we may enjoy each other : it ſhall be to your good ; For | 


my Father's Houle, and all the Revenue, that was 0'd ©:x 


Rowland's, will I eſtate upon you, and here live and Cie 7 
Shepherd. 


Enter R{alicd. 


Orl. You have my conlent. 
Let your Wedding be to morrow : thither will [ 
Invite the Duke; and all's contented followers : 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for look you, 
Here comes my Roſalinde. 

Ro). God ſave you, brother. 

Orl. And you, fair ſiſter. 


Roſ. Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to ſee thee 
wear thy heart in a ſcarf. 

Orl. It is my arm. | 

Ry/.1 thouphttny heart had bcen wounded with the claws 
of a Lion. 

Ort. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady. 

Roſ. Did your brother tell you how 1 counterfeited to 
{wound, when he ſhew'd me your handkerchief ? 

Orl. 1, and greater wonders than that, 

Roſ. O, I know where you are : Nay, 'tis true: there 
was never any thing fo ſudden, but the fight of two Rams, 
and Ceſar*s Thrafonical brag; of, I came, ſaw, and overcame: 
For your brother, and my fiſter. no ſooner met, but they 
look'd 3 no ſooner look'd, but they lov'd ; no ſooner lov'd, 
but they figh'd ; no ſooner figh'd, bur they ask'd one ano- 
ther the reaſon ; no ſooner knew the reaſon, but they ſought 
the remeCy : and in theſe degrees have they made a pair of 
ſtairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, or clſe 
be incontinent before marriage z thzyare in the very wrath 
"1 Love, and they will together. Clubs cannot part 
taem, 

Or. They ſhall be married to morrow : and I will hid the 


Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is to look } 


into happineſs through another man's eyes : by ſo much the 


more ſhall I to morrow be at the height of heart heavinets, | 


by how much I ſhall think wy brother happy, in having what 
he wiſhes for. 

Roj. Why theg to morrow I cannot ferve your turn for 
Roſalind: ? 

Or. |.can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof. | will weary you then no longer with icle talking. 
Know of me then ( for now I ſpeak to iome purpole ) 
that I know you are a Gentleman of good conceit. | {pzak 
not this, that you ſhould bear a good opinion ot my 
knowledg : irfomuch (I fay ) I know you are : neither 
do | labour for a greater eſteem than may in ſome little 
meaſure draw a belief from you, to do your {elf good, 
and not to grace me. Believe then, if you pleaſes that 
I can do ſtrange things : I have fincel was three years old, 
converſt with a Magician, moſt profound in his keart, and 
yet not damnable. If you do love Roſalinde fo near the 
heart, as your geſture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Alzena, you ſhall marry her. 1 know into what 
ſtreights of Fortune ſhe is driven; and it is not impoſſible 
to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to {et her before 


your eyes tomorrow, humane as the is, and without ary |} 


danger. 

Or, Speak'ſt thou in ſober meanings ? 

Roſ. By my Life | do, which I tender dearly, tho I ſay 1 
am a Magician : Therefore put you in your beſt array, bid 
your Friends : For if you will be married to morrow, you 
ſhall, and to Roſalinde, if you will. 


Enter Silvius, and Phebe. 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover of hers. 


Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentlenels, 
To ſhew the Letter that I writ to you, 

R of. I care not if T have : itis my ſtudy 
To ſcem &iſpiteful and ungentle to you : 
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You are there followed by a faithful Shepherd ; 
Lovk i p>3 him, love him: he worſhips you, 
I'he. Good Shepherd, tell this youth what *tis to love- 
$.l. !t is to be made all of ſighs and tears , 
And ts aml for Phebe. 
Fo. Ani for Ganimecd. 
{ Or. and | for Kojalind. 
| Ro[. And | for no woman. 
| St. It is to bcall made of faith and ſervices 
And fo an I for Phebe. 
Ph:. and | for Ganimed. 
Or. And | for Ro/alind. 
Re/. *nd1 tor no. woman. 
$1/. It is to be all made of fantzſie, 
A'l made of paffion, and all made of wiſhes, 
All adoration, duty and obſervance, 
all humblenels, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all obſervance ; 
and ſo am | for Phebe. 
Phe. And (o am 1 for Ganimed. 
Or. And foam Ifor Roſalind. 
Roſ. And fo am | for no woman. 
Phe. lf this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
Sl. If this be {o, why blame you me to Jove you ? 
Or If this be ſo, why blawe you me to love you ? 
Ref. Why do you ſpeak too ? Why blame you me to love 
'Ou ? 
: Or. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 
Roſ Pray you no woreof this; *tis like the howling of 
{ Triſh Wolves againſt the Moon; I will help youif I can; 1 
would love yu if I could:"T'o morrow mect me all together, 
I will marry y. vu, if ever I marry Woman, and Ile be marri- 
ed to morrow : 1 will ſatisfie you, if ever | (atisfi'd man, and 
you ſhall be married tomorrow. | will content you, if what 
pleaſes you contents you, ard you ſhall be married to mor- 
row. As youlove Roſalind meet, as you love Phebe meer, and 
as I loveno woman, Ple meet. So fare you well, | have left 
you comm ands. 
Sil. ile not fail, if Hive, 
T'hs. Nor l. 
Or. Nr Exeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Clo. To morrow is the joyful days Andrey, to morrow 
will we be married. 

4n, | dodeſire it with all my heart : andI hope it is no 
diſhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman of the world, 
Here come two of the baniſh'd Duke's Pages. 


Enter two Pages, 


r. Pa. Well met honeſt Gentleman. 

Co By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a ſong, 

2 Pa. We arc for you, fit i'th* middle. 

i. Pe. Shall we clap inco'troundly, without hauking, or 


logues to 8 bad voice. | | 
2. Pa. Vfaithi ſaith, and both in tune, like two Gypſocs cn 


a ho1 te. 


Song. 
It was a Lover and bus Laſs, | 
With 4 hey, and 4 ho, and 4 bey nonino, 
That o're the preen corn field did paſs 
Inthe ſpring time ;, the only pretty rang time, 
When birds do ſing, bey ding a ding, ding. 


And therefore take the preſent time, 
With a hey, and abo, and @ bey nonino ; 
For love #« eronned with the prime, 

In ſpring-time, &c. 


Between the acres of the Rie, 

Wh « hey, and a ho, and a bey nonins ; 

Theſe pretty Country. folks would lic, 
In the ſpring«time, &c. 


T he Carrol they began that hour, 

VVith a bey, and a bo, and a key nonino ; 

How that a Life was but a Flower, 
In the ſpring*time, &c. 


Cle. Truly young Gentlemen, though there was no great 
matter in theditty, yet the note was very untunable. 
1. Pa. Youare deceiv'dſir, we keep time, we loſt not our 
time. 
Clo. By wy troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear ſuch 

a fooliſh ſong, God buy you, and God mend your voices, 
Come Audrey, Exennt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
Celia. 


Ds. Sen. Doft thou believe, Orlendo, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed ? 

Or. 1 ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not ; 
| As thoſe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 


Enter Roſalinde, Silvius, and Phebe. 


Ro/. Patience once more, whiles our compaR is urg'd : 

You lay, if 1bring in your Roſalinde, 

You will beftow her on Orlando here? | 
Du. Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give with her. 
Ro). And you lay youwill have her when bring her ? 
Or. That would 1, were of all Kingdoms King. 

Rf. You fay you'l marry me, if I be willing. 
Phe, That will-l, ſhould | die the hour after. 

| Roſ. Butif you doreſuſe to marry me, 

 You'l give your felf to this moſt faithful Shepherd. 

Phe. So is the bargain. 

Rof. You fay, that you'l have Phebe, if ſhe will ? 

Sil. Tho to have her and death were both one thing. 

Rof. 1 have promis'd to make all this matter even: 

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter ; 

You yours, Orlanae, to receive his Daughter : 

Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'l marry me ; 

Or elſe refufing me, to wed this ſhepherd 

Keep your word, Silvins, that you*l marry her, 

If ſhe refuſe me; and from hence | go 

I o make 1thefe doubts all even. 


Exit Rol. and Ctlia. 

Ds. Sen. 1 do remembet in this ſhepherds boy, 
Semelively touches of my daughter's favour. 

Or. My Lord, the firft time that Iever ſaw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter ; 
But my good Lord, this boy is Forreſt born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the Rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies by his Unckle, 
Who he reports to be a great Magician, 


Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Obſcured in the circle of this Forreft. 


Sweet Lovers love the ſpring. 
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Fag: There is ſure another flood toward, and theſe cou- | 
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certain Courtier's beard: he {.nt me word, If I faid his 


| Lie» 


As-you like it.. 


ples are coming. to the Ark, Here comes a pair of very 
trange beaſts, which in all congues are call'd Fools. 

Cle. Salutation and greeting to you all, _ y 

| Faq. Good my Lord bid him welcome. This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman that | have fo often met in the For- 
reſt: he hath been a Courtier he ſwears. 
CLIf any man doubr that,lct him put me to my purgation; 
| have trod a meaſure, I have flattred a Lady, I have been 
policick with my friend, {mooth with mine enemy, I have 
undone three Tas/ors, | have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. 

aq. And how was that tane up? Lea 4 
Cle. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon the ſc- 
venth caulc. 
Faq. How the ſeventh cauſe? Good my Lord, like this 
fellow. 

Ds. Sen. | like him very well. 
Cle. God'itd you fir, | defire you of the like : 1 prefs in 
here, ſir, amongſt the reſt of the Countrey copulatives, to 
(wear, and to forſwear, accordiug as Marriage binds, and 
blood breaks : a poor virgin, fir, an ill-favour'd thing, fir, 
but mine own, a poor humour of mine, fir, to take that that 
no man elſe will: rich honeſty dwells like a miſer, fir, in a 
poor houſe, as your Pearl in your Oyſter. 

Da. Sen. By my Faith he is vety ſwift and ſententious- 
Clo, According to the Fool's bolt, fir, and ſuch dulcet dif- 
cales. | 

Faq. But for the ſeventh cauſe : How did you find the 
quarrel on the ſeventh cauſe ? 

Clo. Upon a Lie ſeven times removed (bear your body 
more ſeeming Axdry): as thus, fir : 1 did diſlike the cut of a 


beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it was: this is 
call'd the retort courteous, If I ſent him word again, it was 
well cut, he would ſend me word, he cut it to pleaſe him- 
ſelf : this is call'd the quip modeſt. If again, it was not well 
cut, he diſabled my judgment : this is call'd the reply chur- 
liſh. 1f again, it was not wellcut, he would anſwer, I ſpake 
not true: this is call'd the reproof valiant. If again, it was 
not well cut, he would ſay, 1lie: this is call'd the counter. 
check quarcelſome : and fo to the Lie circumſtantial, and the | 
Lie dire. 

Faq. And how oft did you ſay his beard was not well 
cut ? | 

Clo. Idurft go no further than the Lie circumſtantial : nor 
he durſt not give me the Lie dire& : and fo we meaſur'd | 
{yords, and parted. 

749. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 


Clo. O ſir, we quarrel in Print, by the book : as you have 
books for good manners : I will name you the degrees. The 
firſt, the Retort courteous : the ſecond, the Quip modeſt: 
the third, the Reply churliſh : the fourth, the Reproof va. 
liant : the fifrh, the Countercheck quarr«Iforne: the ſixth, 
the Lie with circumſtance: the ſeventh, the Liedire&. All 
theſe you may avoid, but the Lie dire&: and you may a- 
void that too, with an If. I knew when ſeven Juſtices could 
not tzke up a Quarrel, but when the parties Were met 
themſelves, one of them thought but of an If 3 as, If you 
ſaid fo, then I ſaid ſo: and they ſhook hands, and ſwore 
oo_ Your lt is the only peace-maker : much virtue in 
f, X | 

749. Is not this a rare fellow, my Lord ? He's as good at 
any thing, and yet a Fool, _ 

Du, Sen. He uſes his Folly like a Qtalking-horſe, and un- 
der the preſentation of that he ſhoots his Wit. 


Ent.r Hymen, Roſalind, and Celia. 
© Still Muſick, 


Hymen: Then i there mirth in braven, 
When earthly things made even 


| That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 


[ doengage my life. 


Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 


Tea, brought ber bither, 4 
That thou might'ſt j1yn ber hand with his , 
Whoſe heart within his boſom ts. 


Roſ. To you 1 give my ſelf; for 1 am yours 
Or. To yout give my (elf; for | am yours. ' * + 
De. Se. If there betruthin ſight, you are my daughter. 
Or. If there be truth in ſight, you are my R oſalind. 
Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, why then wy Love aditv. 
Kof. I'le have no Father, if you be not he : 

Ple have no Husband, if you be not he: 

Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe, 
Hy. Peace hoa: I bar confuſion ; 

*Tis, | muft make concluſion 

Of theſe moſt ftrange events : 

Here's eight that muſt take hands, 

To joyn in Hymens bands, 

If truth holds true contents, 

You and you no crv6; ſhall part 3 

You and you are heart in heart ; 

You to his Love muſt accord, 

Or have a Worfan to your Lord, 

You and you are lure together, 

As the Winter to foul weather. : 

Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we ſing, 

Feed your ſelves with queſtioning: 


How thus we met, and theſe things finiſh, 
Song. 


Wedding is great Jon's crown, 

O blefſed bend of board and bed: 
*7is Hymen peoples every toun, 
High wedlock then be honoxred : 

Hononr, bigh honour and r:nown 

To Hymen, God of every Town. 


Du. Sex. O my dear Neece, welcome thou art to me, 
Even daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 

Phe. | will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter Second Erother. 


2. Bro L*t me haveaudience for a word or two: 
[ am the ſecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 

That bring theſe tidings to this fair Aſſembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth reſorted to this Forreſt, 
Addrefta mighty power which were on foot 

In his own conduRt, purpoſely to take 

His brother here, and put him tothe ſword : 
And to the skirts of this wild Wood he came z 
Where meeting witt an old religious man, 
After ſome qu:ſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world : 
His Crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, 
And all their Lands reſtor'd to him again 

That were with him exil'd. This to be true, 


Ds. Sen. Welcome, y mad : 

Thou offcr'ſt fairly to thy brother's wedding ; 
To one his Linds with-held, and to the other 

A Land itſelf at large, apotent Dukedome. 

Firft, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 

That here were well begun, and well begot ; 

And after, every of this happy number 

That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us, 
Sha!l ſhare the good of our returned Fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 


attone zogether, 
* 


_—_—— 


Mean time, forget this nzw-faPndignity, 
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T:ere 1s much matter to 
You to your former Honour, I bequeath ; 
Your patience, and your vertue welldeferves it : 
| Y u to a Love that your true Faith doth merit 3 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies 5 
You to a long and well-deſerved bed 5 
And you to wrangling 5 for thy loving Voyage 
L; but for two months viftuall'd : So to your pleaſures 
{ am for other than for _—_ meaſures. 
Ds. Sen. Stay, Faques, Nay. 
Þ Fag. Toſce - der, | : what you would have, 
Ple tay to know at your abandon'd cave, ; 
Ds. Sex. Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe rights, 


And fall into our Ruſtick Revelry - 
Pliy Mu'ick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 
Wi h meaſure hezp'd in joy, to th' Mealures fall. 
79. Sir, by your patience - If | heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious Life, 
And tktown into negleR the pompous Court. 
2. Ere. He hath. ; 
To him will 1: out of theſe convertites 
be heard and learn'd: 


Exit. 


Roſ. It is not the faſhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue :. 
but it is no more ur.handſi me than to fee the Lord the +. | 
logue. If ir be true, that good Wine needs no Baſh, *tis tru, 
that a good Play needs no Epilogue, Yer to pood Win: | 
they do uſe good Buthes ; and good Plays preve the better | 
by the help of :good Epilogues. What a cale am 1 in ther, | 
that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot infinvate with 
you in the behalf of a good Play? 1 am not furniſt'd like a ! 
Beggarz therefore to beg will not bccome me. My way | 
15 to conure you ;, and Plc begin with the women. 1] charge | 
you (O women) for the love,you bear to men, to l;ke _ 

' 


| men.) for the love you bear to women (as I perceiveby your 

ſimpring, none of you hates them), that between you and | 
the women, the Play may pleafe. If 1 were a woman, }! 
would kifs as mary of you as had beards that pleaC) my, 
complexious that lik'd me, and breaths that 1 defi'd not + 
And I am ture, as many as have good beards, or good faces, 
or {weet breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt.' 
| fie, bid me farewel. Exeunt.? 


- & 
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Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Beggar and Hoſtels, Chriſtophero Sly. 


- loſt, Apairof Stocks, you Rogue. 
Beg Y are a baggage ;, the Slies are 


' no Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, 


we came-.in with Richard Conquerour : 


£35 


therefore Paucus pallabrs , let the 
; world ſlide: Sea. 
. : Hoſt. You will not pay for the glaſſes 
- you-have burk ? 

B:g. No, not aGeniere': go byS. Zeronmy, go to thy cold [Grim death, how foul and loathfom is thine image ! 
bed, and warm thee, 


Hoff. | know my Remedy 1 muſt go fetch the Headbo- 


four th, or fife Borough, Ile an{wer him by 
nch, boy: Let hi 


m come, and 
Falls aſleep. 


Hind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with bu train. 


Le. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well-my hounds, 
Preach Merriman, the poor Cur is imboſt, 
And couple (fowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
Szw it thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedg corner, in the coldeſt fault, 
| would cot lote the Cog for twenty pound. 

* 


— 


Fun, Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it at the meercft{:-{s, 
And twice to day pick'd out the dullcſt ſent : 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as flect, 
I would eftecm him worth a dez?n ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto thcm all, 
To morrow | intend to hunt again, 
Hun. I will, my Lord. | 
Lord. Wiat's here? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth he 


breathe ? 
2. Hun, He breathes, my Lord, Were he not warm'd with | 
Ale, this were a bed but cold to ſleep fo ſoundly. 
Lord. O) monſtrous beaſt ! how like a Swine he lies ! 


Sirs, I will-praQtiſe on this drunken man. 
Wrnat think you if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrap'd in tweet cloaths : Rings put upon his finger ; | 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, | 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, | 
Would not the Beggar then forget himlſclf? 
1. Hun, Believeme, Lord, 1cthink he cannot chuſe. | 
2. Hun. It would feem ſtrange unto him when he wad, 
Lord. Even as a fl:t\'ring dream, or worthleſs-fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt ; 
Carry him gently to my faireſt Chamber,. 


And heng it round with all my wanton piAures : 
Balm his foul head in warm diſtilled waters, 

And burn ſweet wood to make the Lodging ſweet : 
Procure me Muſick ready when he wakes, 


- 
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To make a dulcet and a Heavenly found ; 
Andif he chance to {peak, be ready ſtraight 
C And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence ) 
Say, what is it your Honour will command ; 
Let one attend him with a filver Baton 
Full of Role-xatcr, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
And (ay , will pleaſe your Lordſhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with a coftiy (uit, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear : 
Another tell him of kis hounds and hore, 
and that his Lady mourns at his diſeaſe, 
Per{wade him that he hath been Lunatick , 
And when he fays heis, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
| This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; 
| Ir will be paſtime paſling excellent, 
! If it behu:banded with modeſty. 
| 1. Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we willplay our part, 
As he ſhall think by our true diligence 
He is no leſs than what we fay he 1s. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And e.ich one to his cfhce when he wakes. 

S oud Trumpets. 

Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet tis that ſounds , 
Belike ſome noble Gentleman that means 
( Trav. lling ſome journey) to repoſe him(: lt here, 


Enter Servingman, 


How now? (who ++ 1t ) 
Ser, An t pleaſe your hcreur, Playrs 
That offer ſcrvice to your Lordſhip, 


»S 


_ Enter Players, 


Lord. Bid them come near : 
Now fellows, you are weicome, 
Pla. Ws thank your honour- 
Lor. Do youintend to ſtay with me tonight ? 
2. Pla. So pleaſe your Lordlhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all wy heart, 'T'his follow Lrememb.r, 
Since once he plaid a Farmer's eldeit ton, 
'T'was where you wov'd the Genileweman fo well : 
I have torgot your name : but lure tha: part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perferm'd 
Sim. 1 think *twas Soto that yeur honour means. 
Lord. T's very true, thou Cidlit it excellent : 
Weil you are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for | have tome ſport in hand, 
Whercin your cunning can alliſt me much, 
There is a Lord will h:ar you play to night : 
But I am doubtful of your modeſtics, 
Leſt over cying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a Play ) 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 
And fooffend him : for I teil you firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 
Pla. Fear not my Lord, we can contain our fclyes, 
Were he the verieſt antick in the world. 
Lord. Go (irra, tae them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly we'come every one, 
Let them want nothing that my houſe affords, 
Exit one with the Players. 
| Sirra po you to Bartholmew My page, 
| And tce him dreft :n all fuirs like a Lady : 
That done, conduRt him to the Drunkards chamber, 
And cal! him Madam, qo him obritance : 
Tell him from m: (as he will win my love J 
He bear himlclt with honourable aQion 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 


Unto their Lords, by them accompliſhed, 

Such duty to the Drunkard let him do : 

With {v/t law tongue, and lowly couiteſy, 
+ 


| The 7 aming of the Shrew. 


| Oa that a mghty man of ſuch defeent, 
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AnG tay: What is*cyour Honcur vill command, 
Wherein yeur Lady, and your humble Wiſe, 
May ſhew her duty, and m-ke known tr love | 
And (hen with kind cmbracements, tempting kiſſes, 
And with declining head ic:to his boſome 
Bid him ſhed tears, as being overjoyed 
T5 tee her noble Lord refivr'd to hc alth, 
VVho for this ſeven years hath eſtecmed tim 
No better than a poor and loathſom b-gger 
And if the boy have not a wom ns #itt 
To rain a ſhower of commandcd tr: rs, 
\n Onion will do well for fuch a (hif;, 
VVhich in a Napkis(beingc'oſeconvey'C) 
>hail in deſpight enforce a watry eye : 
Sce this Cilpatch'd with all the hatic thou canf, 
Anon I'le give thee more inſtructions, 
Exit a Servingman, 


| Know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, ard ation of a Gentlewoman, 

[ long to hear him call the Druakard, husband; 

\nd bow my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
VVhen they Co homape to this fimp!e peaſant, 

Fic in to countel them: haply my pretcnce 

May well abate the over merry {plcen, 

V Vhich otherwile would grow into extreane, 


Enter aloft the Drurk;rd «ith att n4:nts, ſome with at pavel, 
Laſen and Emer, and other app triia"cis, 424 Lord. 


Beg. Far Gods fake a pot of fto!l A'e. 

I. Scr, Wil't plezſ: your Lorcthip crink a cup 0 

2. Ser. Wi't pleafe your Horcour taſte of thefe Con- 
ſerves ? 

3- Ser. What raiment will your Honour w2ar to Cay ?| 

Beg. | am Chriſtephero Slie, call nut me honour, ner | 

Lorcſhip: I nere drank ſack in wy life: ant if you give | 

me any Conf:rves. give me Cenlcrves of Beef: ne as 

ne what raiment le wear, for | rave no more Doub'crs 

cn:n Backsz ro more Stockings than Leggs: ner no 

more Sh.voes than Feet, nay fometimes more Fe-t than 

S$150cs, or {fuch Shooks as my Tocs lo094i; tharovgh the over- 

Icathir 

Lor. Hcav.n ceaſe this icle humour in your Honour. 


Of tuch p:10.M ms, ard fo high citecim, 

Saculd be infultd with fo tou! a fpirir. 

B g. V\ hat, would you make me ma® ? Am not 1Chrs- 
ſtophera Shie, £14 Slis len of Bu ton heath, by birth @ P<c- 
ler, by etucation a Card-maiicrys by tranſmucation a bear- 


* 4s beaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacy. 


herd, and now by pretent profeſhon a Tinker. ASK 2far- 
114+ Hacket the fat Al:-witc of Wincer, if ſhe know me 
ot : iifhe fay ] amnot xiv.d. on the {core for thcer Ale, 
[core me up for the lying? nave in Chriſtendome. What 1 
am not b:{ſtraught : here's = 

i. Man. ON this it is that makes your Lady mourn. 

2 Man. Oh this is it that makes your ſervants Croop. 
Lord. Herice comes it that your kindred ſhur.s your 
( houle, 
Oh Noble Lord. bethink thee of thy birth, 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from bariſhmcat, 
And baniſh hence the abje& lowly dreams : 

Look how thy lervanis do attend on thee, 

Each in his offce ready at thy beck. 

W1lt thou have Muſick ? Hez:rx, Apollo plays, 
And twenty caged Nightingales Co ling. 

Or wilt thou ſl.ep ? We'l have thee to a Couch, 
Softer and tweeter than the luſtful bed 

On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semrramss. 

Say thou wilt walk , we will beftrow the ground. 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harncfs ſtudded ail with Gold and Pearl. 

Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt Hawks will foar 
4bave the morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 


Aluſick. | 


Q 3 Thy | 


— 


———— 
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1 be 1 amang of a Sbrew, 


| Thy Hounds {hall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 
1. Man, Say thou wilt courſe, thy Grayhouncs are 


Adoris painted by a running brook, 

And Citberea all ia {cdges hid, 

Which {rem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Evcn as the waving (edges play with wind. 

Lord We'lſhew thee Fo, as ſhe was a maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and {urpriz'd, 

As lively painted, as the deed was done. 

3. Man.Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her Legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds, 
And at that Gght ſhall ſad 4pollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord, Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord : 
Thou haſt a Lady far more beautiful, 

Than any woman in this waining age. 


— 


Like envious floods, o'reruit her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none; 

Beg. AmI a Lord, and have 1 ſuch a Lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd till now ? 

do not flcep : I ſee, I hear, I fpeak : 

[ {mell {weet favours, and I feel foft things : 
Upon my life I am a Lord indeed, 
And not a Tinker, nor Chrsftoph:ro Slie. 
{| Well, bring our Lady hither to our ſight, 
| And once 2gain a pot O'th* ſmalleſt Ale. 


m_ 


hands ? 

Oh how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are : 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or when you wak'd, fo wak'd asif you ſlept. 

Beg. Theſe fifteen years, by my fay, a goodly nap, 
1 But did 1 never ſpeak of all that time ? 
i 1, Man. Oh yes, my Lord, but very idle words, 
For tho you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And rail 8pon the Hoſteſs of the houle, 
| And ſay you would preſent her at the Leet, 
Becauſe {he brought Stone Jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts : 
| Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacke:, 
Beg. I, the womans maid of the houte. 


Nor no fuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Slie, and old Fohn Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more fuch names and men as theſe, 
\W hich never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, 


All. Amen. 
Enter Lady with eAttendants. 


Beg. I thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marry I fare w cl, for here is cheer enough. 
| Whereis my Wife ? 

Le. Here noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 


My men (hould call me Lord, Iam your good man. 


{ am your Wife in ail obedience. 

Beg. Ll know it well, what muſt I call her ? 
| Lord: Madam. 
Beg. Alce Madam, or Fone Madam ? 


Beg. Madam wife, they ſay that [have dream'd, 
And fept about ſome fifteen year and more. 
L«1y. 1, and the time ſzem; thirty unto me, 


As breathed Staps : I, flecter than the Roe. {wiſt 
2.41 Doſt thou love pitures ? we will fetch thee ſtraight | To pardon me yet for anight or tio : 


3. Ms. Why fir, you know no houſe, nor no ſuch maid, | Yixcentio's come of 


Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe, fo Lords cal Ladies: 


Being all this rime abandon*d from your bed, 

Beg. *I'ts much, fervants leave me and her alone; 
as | Madam undr-{s you, and come now to hed. 

La. Thrice nodlc Lord, let m-<ntreat of you 


Or if not ſo, until the Syn be (cr, 

For your phylicians have expreſly charg'd, 

In peril to incur your forcner malay, 

That I ſhould yct abſent me from your bed 

| hope this realon ftands for my excule. 

Beg. 1, it Xands to that I may hardly tarry fo long ; 


therefore tarry indeſpight of the fk(h and the blood. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy, 
For ſo your Doors hold it very meet, 


I. Marx. And till the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, | Seeing roo much {adnels hath congeal*d your blood, 


And melancholly is the Nurſe of frenzy, 
Therefore tiey thought ir good you hear a Play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merrimenr, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 


ty, a Chriſtmas gambold, or a tumbling trick? 
Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleafing tuff, 
Beg. What, houſholdſtuff ? 

Lady. lt is a kind of hiſtory. 

Beg. Well, we'l fee't : 

Come Madam Wife, fit by my ſide, 


2. Man. Wile pleaſe your Mightineſs to waſh your | And let the world flip, we ſhall ne'ce be younger; 


Floxriſh. Enter Lucentio, and bis man 'Tranio. 


Luc. Tranie, fince for the great defire I had 
To fee fair Padua, nurſery of Arts, 
[ am arriv'd for fruitful Lum bardy, 
The pleaſant garden of great 7taly, 
And by my fathers love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company: 
My truſty ſervant well approv'din all, 
Herelet us breathe, and happly inſtitute 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Pia renowncd for grave Citizens 
Gave me my being, and my father firſt 
A Merchant of great Treftick through the world ; 
e Bentiwolis, 
V mcentio's fon, Brought up in Florence, 
[t ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happineſs, 
By virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have P:/a leſt, 
And am to Padzz2 come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſÞ, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with ſatiety feeks to querch his thirſt, 

Tra. Me Pardorato, gentle maſter mine, 
| am in a!l affeRed as your ſelf, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the {weets of ſweet Philoſophy. 


Beg. Are you my Wife, and will not call me Husband ? | Only (good maſter ) while we do admire 


This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 


Ls. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, | Let's be no Stoicks, nor no ſtocks I pray 3 


Or ſo devote to eAriſtetles checks, 

As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur*d : 

Balk Logick with acquaintance that you have, 
And praRtice Rhetorick in your common talk, 
Muſick and Poely uſe to quicken you, 

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyſicks, 

Fall to them as your ſtomack ſerves you : 

No profit grows, where is no pleaſure tane : 


But I would be loth ro fall into my dreams again: | will 


Mef. Your honours Players hearing your amendment, 


Beg. Marry I will, let them play, is it not a Comon- 


In 


————. 


—— —_ 
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[In briet (ir, Rtudly what you moſt aff. 

Luc. Gra nercizs Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe, 
If Biondello thou wert cone aſhore, 

We could at onc: put us in readinels, 

And take a lodging fit to entertain 

Luch friends (as time) in Padna hall beget. 

But ſtay a while, what company is this ? 

Tra. Mafter ſome ſh:w to welcome us to Town. 


Enter Baptiſta with his two daughters , Katherina and 
Bianca, Gremio a Pantalown, Hortenſio 4 Suitor 
to Bianca, Lncen. Tranio, ſtand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farthe, 
For how I firmly am refolv'd you know : 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 


| Before | have a husband for the elder : 


If either of you both love Katherins, 

Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 

Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure, 
Gre. To carther rather. She's too rough tar me, 

There, there Hortentio, will you any Wite ? 
Kat. I pray you fir, is it your will 

To make a ftale of me amongſt thoſe mates ? 

Hor. Mates maid, how mean you t:at ? 

No mates for you, 

Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould. 

Kat. Vfaith fir, you ſhall never need to fear, 

I wis it is not half way to her heart : 

But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be, 

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool , 

And paint your face, and uſe you like a tool, 
Hor. From all ſuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. 
Tre. Huſh'd maſter, here's {ome good paſtime toward, 

That wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Lac. But in the others filence do | {ce, 

Maids mild behaviour and fobriety. 

Peace Tranto. 
Tra, Wc-ll faid Maſter, mum, and gzze your fill, 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good 


| What | have ſaid, P5anca get you in, 


And let ic not diſpleafe thee, good Z5anca, 
For I wii love thee ne're thelel; my girl. 
Kat. A pretty peat, it is beſt put hnger in the eye, 
and ſhe knew why. 
Bian, Siſter content you in my Giſcontent; 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I fubſcride : 
My books and inftruments ſhall be my company, 
On them ro look and pratice by my ſelf. 
Luc. Heark Tranio,thou maiſt hear Minerva (peak. 
Hor. Signior Bapti'ta, will-you be fo ſtrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will effes 
Bianca's grief. 
Gre. Why will you mew her up 
( Signior Baptiſta ) for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye: I amreloly'd ; 
Go in Bianca. 
And for | know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In Muſick, Inftruments, and Poetry, 
School-maſters will 1 keep within my houſe, 
Fit to inftru& her youth. If you Hortentio, 
Or ſignior Grewio you know any luch, 
Prefer them hither , for to cunning men, 
I will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel : Katherina you may ſtay, 
For [ have more to commune with Bzexca. 
Kat. Why, and I truſt | may go too, may I not ? 
What ſhall I be appointed hours as tho 


Exit. 


(Belike) knew not what to take, 
And what to leave ? Ha. Fee 


Gre. You may £0 to the devils dam : your pif:is are fo | 


—— 


good, here is none will hold you ; our love is not fo prez! 
Hortentio , but we may blow our nails together, and fa? 
it fairly out, Ovurcake's dow on both fices. Farewel . 
yet for the love I brar my ſweet Biarcs, it I can by any 
means light on a fit man to tezch her that wherein ſhe Ce- 
lights, I will wiſh him co her father. 

Hor. So will 1 Signior Gremo : but a word I przy : tho 
the nature of our quarrel yet never brook'd parlee, know | 
now upon advice, it toucheth us both ;z that we ray yer 
again have zcceſs to our fair Miſreſs, and be h:ppy 
_—_ in Biaxce's love, to labour and c<fic& one thing tp: - 
cially, 

Gre. Whar's that I pray ? 

Hor, Marry fir, to get a husband for her ſiſter, 

Gru. A husband ; a Devil. 

Hor. | ay a husband. 

Gre. Ifay a dev]l : Think's thou, Hortextio, though her 
father be very rich,any man is ſo very a tool to be married 
to hell 2? 

Hor, Tuſh Gremio ;, tho it paſs your patience and mine 
to encure her lewd alarums, why man, there be good fel- 
lows in the world, and a man could light on them, woul- 
take her with all her faults, and money enough. 

Gre | cannot tell 5 but | had as lick take her dowry 
with this conCition , to be whipt at the high croſs every 
Morning. | 

Hor. Faith ( as youſay ) there's {mall choicein rotten 
apples ; come, fince this bar in law makes us friends, it 
(ball be fo forth friendly maintain'd, till by helping Bap- 
ti/:2; eldeſt deughter to a kusband, we fer his young:Rt free 
for ahusband, and then have to'r af-«l[h: Sweet Rianca, 
happy man be his dole ; he thacrurs faſti ſt gets the Ring 3 
How fay vou Sigrior Gremio? 

Grem. ] am agreed, and would | had given him the be? 
horſe in Pa«ra to begin his wooing that would throughly 
woo her, wed ner, and bed hcr, and rid the houſe of her. } 
Torre on. 


Exeunt ambo. Manet Tran end Lucenceo | 


Tra, I pray fir tell me, is it polhle 
Thar love ſhould ©n a ſudden: take tuch hold ? 

Luc. Oh Tranmo, til! I feund it to be true, 
{ never thought it poſſible or like!y, | 
But fee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 
| {ound the effc& of Love in idlenef;, 
And now ia plainnefs tocontelſs to thee 
That art to meas ſecret and as deir 
As Arnnz to the Queen of Carthage was : 
Tram» I burn, 1 pine, I perith Trans, 
[f Iatchieve not this young modeſt girl : 
Countcl me Trane, for I knew thou cant : 
Affiit me Trarnio, for I know theu wilt. 

Tre. Maſter it is no time tochide you now, 
AﬀeQion is not ratcd from the heart; 
{f love touch'sd you, nought remains but ſo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. | 

Lc. Gramercies L:d : go forward, this contents, | 
The reſt «ill comfort, for thy coun:!'s ſound. 

Tra. Maſter, you look'd fo longly cn the Mad 
Perhaps you mar' ed not what's the pith of all, 

Luc. O yes, I ſaw tweet beauty in kcr f:ce 
*uch as the daughter of eFgenor had, 
That made great Fove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſt the Cretan ſtrand. 

Tra. Saw youno more ? mark'd you not how her {iſter 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm , 
That mortal ears might hardly endure thedin , 

Luc. Tran, | (aw her coral lips to move; 
And with her breath ſhe did prefume the air, 
Sacred and {weet was all faw in her, 

Tre. Nay, then cis time to ſtir him from his trance : 
I pray awake fir ; if you love the Maid ; 
Bend thoughts and wits to atchieveher, Thus it ſtands: 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is ſocurſt and ſhreyw'd, 

Y Thar 
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{ That 114 the father 119 14's hands of her, 
Matter, yourlove mult tive a maid at home, 
Aud thrifore hy he oolely mew'd hot wp, 
can e [he will cor be annoy'd with fuiters, 
Luc. Ar Tramo, what a cruel Fathers h: ? 
Bui art thou not advis'd, he took fome care 
[© get ker cunning School-maſters ro inſtruct her, 


—_ OS — 


c 


174. 1 marry am | (ir, and row 'cis plotted, 
I xe, \ Raveit Tranio. 

| 7-4. Maſt.r, for my hand, 

| Eo tur inventions meet and jump in one, 


\ 


i be 4 anang of the Shrew 
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1ve Preſenters above freak, 


E xc Hint . 


[. X7an. My Lord you no, you Co nt mind the 
Pay. 

1.eg. Ves by Saint Ann do Jl, a good metticr {urcly: 
Comes there any more of ir? 

Laid. My Lord *is but þ guo. 

Beg. Tis a very exccllent picce of work, Madam 
Lady : wc. uld *: were done. They fit and mark. 


| Enter Petruchio, and bis, wan Grumio. 


} Cu;, 1cil me thine firſt. 
774. You will be icaool-miſter, 
| And untertake the teaching of the maid : 
| That's yeur device. 
| {uc. It is: May it bedone ? 
' Tra, Notpoſhble: for who ſhall bear your part, 
' At be in Padua here Yincentio's {3n, 
| K-ep hoult, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Viiit kis Countreyman, and banquet them # 
Luc. Baſt, content thce : for I have it full, 
We have not yet been feenin any houle, 
; Ner can we b: diſtinguiſhd by our faces, 
For man or maſter : then it follows thus 
Thou ſhalt be matter, Tren:0 in my ited : 
[en houle, and port, and fervants, as | ſhould, 
{ will tome other be, lome Florentine, 
Some Ne.mpolitan,or man'r man of Piſa. 
Fs hatch?J, and (hail bz fo 5 T7 at once 
| U- cle thee : tzk2 my colout'd hat and cloak, 
W en B ondelo comes, he waits. on thee, 
Bu” i will cha:in him firit ro keep his tongue. 
Tr.z. Sy tal you necd: 
[n bcicf Sir, fic it your pleaſure is, 
{ And 1am ticd to bz obed:enr, 
For fo your fath:r charg'd me at our parting : 
| Bz fervi-eable tony fon ( quoth he )) 
Altho I think *rwas 1n another fcrice, 
41 am cont:nt to be Lucent, 
Pec.t lc to well |ove Lucent, 
Lu:. Tranio b: fo, becauſe Lxccntio loves, 
4rd let me be a ſlve, CVatchi:ve that maid, 
4 hole ludden fight hath thral'd my wounded eye. 


| Enter Riondello, 


\ [1:re comes the rogue, Sirra, where have you been ? 

Lien, Where hve | been? Nay, how now, where are 
you 7 Mater, has wny tcliow 7 anio Rol'n your clothes 
er you tul'a his or both ? Pray what*s thenews ? 
| Les. Sirra, eome hither, *ct3 no time to jeſt, 
| And therefore frame your manners to the time, 

1 Your fellow Tram here to fave my life, 

2.ts my zpp.rei and my count'nance on, 

And 1 tor my efcape have pur on his : 

For ina qu:rr-l fince I came afhore, 

I «HP a m:a9, and fear 1 am ceicried : 

Wait Yeu on aim, 1 charge you, as becomes : 
While] m:ke way from hace 0 fave my life : 
You underſtand me ? 

Fox. | fir, ne*'re a whit: 

Luc. And not ajoatof Tranio in your mouth, 
Tr 4zi0 is chan2y?d mto Lucentro. 

Bey, The beter for him, would ] were ſo to2. 

Trg. <o would I, *{aith boy, to have the next wiſh af- 
cr, that Lucertio inderd had Haptr/tz's youngeſt daughter. 
Bur firra, rot for my fake, bur your maſters, | advite you 
ule your manners Cilcreetly in all Kind of companies ; 
Whenl am alone, why then | am 774740; bur inall places 
elſe, your Maſter Lucentio, 

T ac. Tranio let's £0: 

One thing more reſts, that thy ſelf execute, 
'{'0 nake one *mong rheſe wooers: if thou ask me why, 
{ Sufficeth my reaſons are both good and weighty, 


| Pet. Verona for awhile 1 toke my leave, 
{ To lee my frierds in Padua ; PUT Of dll 
My beſt beloved and approves (11:nd 
tlartertio;, and [ trow this i- the huuie : 
Here firra Grunin, knock 1 tay, 
Ora. Knock lir ? whom thould I knock 
man has r-5us'd your worſhip ? 
Pet, Villian Lay, knock me here foundly. 
Gru. Tinock you here fir ? Why ir, what am] 
That ſhouldkneck you here (ic ? 
Pet. Villian ! fay knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well,or Plc knock your knaves pate, 
Gru My Maſter is grown quarreltome : 
[ ſhould knock you fiſts 
And then 1 know after, who comes by the wo.ft. 
Pee. Will it not be ? 
Faith firra, and you'il not kacck, Ple ring it, 
le try how you can Sol, Fa, and ling it. 
He rings bim by the Ears. 
Gr&, Help miſtris help, my maſt-r is mad. 
Pet, Now knock when 1 b.d you: firra villain. 


? Is there any 


- 
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Enier LHortentio. 


Hor. How now what's the mattcr ? My old friend 
orumio, and my good friend Petruchio 2 How do you all 
| at Verona ? 

\ Per, Signior Hortentia, come you to part the (ray ? 
Contuttz le core bene trovatto, may | lay. 

Hor. eAllanoſira caſa ben venuts multo kon:rato ſigniar 
mo Petruchio, 

Rilc Grams, we wilc:mpound this quarrcl. 


| this be not a lawful caulſ: for me to leave his f{crvice, look 
( You (ir : Hz bid me knock him, 2nd rap kim foundly fir. 
Well, was it fic for a ſervant to ule his maſter fo, being 
perhaps ( for ovght | lee ) two nd thirty, a peep out ? 
Waom would to- God | had well knock at ficit, then had 
not Grumio come by the worlkt, 

Per, Aﬀencek.(s villain : good Fortentio, 
| bad the raſcal knock upon your gate, 

AaG covid nor get him for my heart to doit. 

Gre. Rnock at the gate ? O heavens: peak you not 
theſe words plain ? Sirra, Knock me here: rap. me here : 
knock me well, and knock we foundly e And come you 
now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirra, be gon, or talk not I advite you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, | am Gramis's pledg : 

Way this a heavy chance 'twixt him and you, 

Your ancicnt truſty pleaſant fervant Grumzo 5 

And t:1| mz now (i{wect friend) what h-ppy gale - 
Blows you to Payua herc, from old Veronz ? 

Fet Such wind as icatters young men through the world, 
To ſeck their Fortunes farther than at home, 

Where finall experience grows but in a few, 
S:ignior Hortentio, thus it ftancs with me, 
eArntonio my father is deceatt, 
and I have thruſt my fclf into this maze, 
Happily to wive and thrive, as beſt | may : 
Crowns in my purſe I haves and goods at home, 
And ſo amcome abroad to ſce the world. 
Her, Petruchio, ſhall I then come round!y to thee, 


And 


Gru. Nay *tis ro matter fir, what he leges in Litine, If 
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And wiſh thee to a farew'd ill- avour'd wife? 
Thou'd think me but a little for my countcl : 
And yet Ple promile thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich: but t!Yart too much my friend, 
And Pienot wiſh thee to her. 
Pet. $'gn'or Hortentio, *cwixt (uch friends as we, 
Few words fuffice : and therefore, if rhou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wile : 
C As wealth is bucthen cf my woving dance ) 
Be ſhe as ſoul as wes Fiorenrius Love, 
As old as Sibel, as curſ} and ſhrew'd 
As Socrates Zantippe, Or a worle : 
She movcs mc not, or not 2emoves at leaſt 
AﬀeRions edge in time, Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwclligg Azriatick eas. 
[ come to wive it wealthily in Pads: 
[f wealthily, then happ.ly in Padua. 
Gru. Nay look you fir, he tells you flatly what his 
mindis : why give him Gold enough, and marry him to a 
Puppet or an Aglet baby, or an old trot with ne're a tooth 
in her head, tho the have as many diſeaſes as two and fifty 
horſes. Why nothing comes amit-, fo money comes with- 


| all. 


un 
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Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus far in, 
[ will continue that I broach'd in j.ff, 
[ can Petru:hio help thee to a wite | 
With we:l:henough, and youug and beautiour, 

Brought up as bef becomes a Gentlewoman. 
| Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
[s, that ſhe is intolerable curſt, 
And ſhrew?d, and froward, fo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate far worſer thin it is, 
| would not w-d her for a mine of Gold. 
Pet, Hortentio peace : thou knowſt not golds effeR, 
Tell me her fathers nzme, and *tis enouph : 
For 1 will boord her, tho ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Auiuma crack, 
Hor, Her father is Baptiſts Minola, 
An affible and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherina AMenels, 
Renown'd in Padxa for hr icolling tongue, 
Pet. | know her Father, rho I know nor her, 
And he knew my decealed Fathcr well ; 
I will noi flecp Horten fro till I fie her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, 
Unleſ; you will accompany me thither. 
Gra, | pray you ſir let him go while the humour lofts. 
{ A my word and ſhe knew him as well as I do, ſhe would 
think ſcolding: would do little good upon him. She may 
perhaps call him half a ſcore Knaves, or fo: Why that's 
nothing ; and he begin once, he'l rail in kis 'rope tricks. 
Fle tell you what fir, and ſhe ſtand him buta litele, he will 
throw a figure in her face; and {o' disfigare her with ir, 
that the ſhall have-no more eyes to fee withal than a Cat : 
you know him not (ir, 
Hor. Tarry Petruchio, 1 muſt go with thee, 
For in PaptiPas'keep my treafure is : 
He hatit ch& Jewel of my life in ho19, 
His youngeſt danzhter, beavtiful Þrazcr, 
Ard ker with-holds he from me. Other more 
Sutors to her, and rivals inmy Love : 
Suppoling it a thing impoſſible, 
For tholc d<fcRs | have betore rehearſt, 
That ever Katherine will be woo'd : 
Therefore this order hath Baptiffa rane, 
That none {hy have acceſs unto Z7arcz, 
Till X.:b-rine the Curtt hive got a kusband. 
Gia: Katherine the curſt, 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worit. 

Hor. Now ſhallmy friend Peiruehro do me grace, 

ang of:r me Gif-uis'd in {ober rodcs, 
Te 00 Eap:ifte as a ſchool-maſter. 
Wcll [:zn in Mulitk ro inſtru Bigr ce, 
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That f I may by this device ar 124\t 
Have leave and leifure to make love to her; 
And unlutpe&ed court her by her (elf, 


Eiter Gremio and Lyucentio d/ſguiſcd. 


Gru, Here's no knavery. Sce, to beguile the 0! (»ll;s 
how the young folks lay their heads together. after, 
maſter, look a9-ut you : Who goes there ?. ha. © 

Hor, Peace Grumio, it is the Rival of my Leve 
Perrichio Rtand bv a while. 

Gru,. A proper ftripling, and an amorovs. 

Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the note. 
| Hark you fir, Ple have them very fairly bou 1d, 
| All books of Love, fee that at any hand, 
| And fee you read no vther L:Aurcs to her : | 

You urderſtand me, over and bc ſide | 
Signior Baprsſta's Liberality, 
I'le mend it with a Largeſs. Take your paper te9, 
And let me have them very well perfum'g, 

For ſhe is {weeter than perfume it elf 

To whem they go to : what will youTrezs to her ? | 

Luc. Wiatere I readto her, Vie plead for you, 
As 1-r my Patron, ftand you ſo affured ; 

As firm'y as your {If were Rill in place, | 
Yea and perhavs with more luccefsful words 
Th-n you ,, unlels you were a ſchlar, fir. 

Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is. 

Gru. ON this Woodcock, what an at it is. 

Pet, Peace firra. 

Hor. Gr# mum: God fave you fignior Gremis 

Gre. And you are well mer Signior Flortextio. 
Trow you whither I am going ? To Baprifta /iino's 
1 promis'd to enquire carefuliy ; 
About a Scheol-:nafter for the fair Fiarce, 

And by good fortune I have lighted wc! ; 
On this yonng man : Forlearning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn,” well read in Poetry 


And other books, good ones, | warrant ye. 
Hor. *Tis well ; andI have met a Gentleman 
Harh promis'd m: ta help one to another, 
A fine Myuſitian to irſt:u&t cur Miftrefs, 
S {hill | no whit be bchind in Cuty 
To fair Bianczlo belov'd of me; 
Gre. B:Joved of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove. 
G#. Ani! taathis bags thal prove, 
Hor, Gremio, "(iS ncw no tine to vent our love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak mefair, 
Ple tel} you news indifferent good for either, 
Here 15 a Gentleman whom by chance | mer 
U>on sgreement from us to his liking, | 
Wil! untertake to woo curſt Katharine, | 


Y.a and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe. 
Gre. $9 {aid, (9 done , is well ; 
Hortentio, have your told him all her faults ? 
Per. | know ſh: 45 an irkfome brawling ſcold ; 
[f that bza!, Maſters, I hear no harm. 
Gre. No, tayeſt me fo, friend ? What Counti eyman'? 
Fer. Born in Ferona, old Putonio's{'n ; 
My Father de-d, my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope, good days and long, to ſee. 
Gre. Ohfir, fuch a life with ſuch a wife were Rrange , 
But if you havea ſtomach, to't a Gods name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in ll. 
But will you wooe this Wi'd-cat ? 
Pet, Will 1 live ? 
Gru. Wi'l he wooe her ? [,or Vie hang her. 
Fet. Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
T hink you a little Gin can Gaunt mine ears ? 
HaveInotin mv time h:ard Lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the fea, puſt vp with winds, 
Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with (wear ? 
Havel not heard great Orcnarce in the field ? 
And Heavens Artillery thunder in the $kies 2 | 


Have | 
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Hzvc I not in ap.rched bat:el heard 
Loud Larums, neighing ſeeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
An4 co you t.ll me of a womans tongue ? 
That gives not hait ſo great a blow to hear, 
' As wilt a Chel-yut in a Farmers hre. 
Tub, wth, fear 20s with bugs. 
Gr#. For he fears none. 
Ge. Hortent:ohark: 
This G«<nileman.is happily arriv'd, 
\1y mind p.«ſumes for his own good, and yours, 
Htor. ]promiy'd we would be Contributors, 
\ud bear his charge of wooing whatſoever. 
Gre. AnG lo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gr#. | would 1 were as fure of a good dinner, 


Ent:r Tranio brave, and Biondello. 


Trz. Gentlemea God ſave you. If 1may be bold, 
Tell me | brfeech you, which is the readieſt way 
Co the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Hinola ? 

Eto, He that has the two fair daughters; is't he you 
mean? 

' Tra. Even he Biondells, 

Gre, Hark you fir, you mean not her to — 

Tra. Perhaps himand her , what have you to do ? 

Per, Not her that chides fir, at any hand | pray. 

Tra. | love no chiders fir : Biondello, let's away. 

Luc. W<ll begun Tranio: 

Hor. Sir, a wordere you go: 

Arc you aSvitor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no ? 

Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre. No: if without more words you will get you hence, 

Tra. Why fir, | pray,are not the ſtreets as (tee 
For me, as for you? 

Gre. But (o is not ſhe. 

Tra. For what reaſon I beſeech you, 

Gre. For this reaſonif you'l know, 

That ſhe's the choice love of Signior Gremo, 

Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of Signior Hortenteo. 

Tra. Softly my Maſters : If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this right : hear me with patience. 

Kaptiſie is a noble Gentleman, 

To whom my Father is not all unknown, 
And were his daughter fairer than fhe is, 
She may more ſutors have, and rfie for one. 
Fair Ledaes daughter had a thoufand wooers, 
Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 
And fo ſhe ſhall. Lucentio ſhall make one, 
Tho Parss came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us al. 

I x. Sir, give him head Iknow he'l prove a Jade. 

Pet. Hortentio, to what end are all thefe words ? 

Hor. $:r,l:.t me be ſo bold, as to ask you, 

Did you y«t ever ce Baptsſta's daughter ? 

Tra. No fir, but hear | do that he hath two : 
The one as famousfor a ſcolding tongue, 

Asis the other for beauteous mudeſty- 

Per, Sir, (ir, the tirſt's for me, let her go by. 

Gre, Yca, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
And let ir be morc than Aicides twelve, 

Fet. Sir, underſtand you this of me { infooth ) 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken tor, 

Her father keeps from all accefs of ſuitors, 
And will not promiſe her to any man, 
Until the elder liter firſt be wed- 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it beſo fir, that you are the man 
Muſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt rhe reſt: 

And if you break the ice, and do this ſeek, 
Atchieve the elder : ſet the younger tree, 
For our acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to h ave her, 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be _— 

Hor. Sir you ſay well, and well youdo conceive, 
And ſince you do profels to be a ſutor, 


You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman 
To whom we all.reſt generally beholding. 
Tre. Sir, | ſhall not be ſlack. in ſign whereof, 
Pleale ye we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quaff carowles to our Miſtreſs health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law, þ.. 
Strive mightily, but ezt and drink as friends. 


Hor. The motions good indeed, and be it ſo, 
Petruchio, 1 ſhall be your Ben venuto, 


Enter Kath:rina aad Bianca, 


To make a bondmaid and a ſlave of me; 
That I diſdain : but for theſe other goods. 
Unbind my hands, Ple pull them off my ſelf, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoar, 
Or what you will cemmand me will do : 
So well I know my Cuty to my elders. : 
Kat. Of all thy friters here | charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov beft : fee thou difl.mble nor. 
Bian. Belicve mc litter, of :1| the men alive, 
| never yct beheld thar ſpecial face, 
W hich 1 could fancy more than any other. 
Kat. Minion thou lyeft, is it not Hortentio ? 


| 


Bian- If you iſfe&him ſiſter, here I ſwear 
Pe plead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kat. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair, 
Bian. 1s it for him you envy. me ſo ? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now l well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while ; 
I prethee ſiſter Kate, urtie my hands, 
Kar. If that be jc, then all the reſt was (0, Strikes ber. 


Enter Baptiſta. 


Bap, Why how now D.me, whence grows this inſo- 
lence ? : 
Bianca Rand alide, poor girl ſhe weeps: 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not wich her, 
For ſhame thou Hilding of a devilith ſpirit, 
Why doelt thou wrong her, that did ne're wrongrh ee. 
When did ſhe cro(s thee with a bitter word ? 
Kat, Her ſilence fiouts me, and Ile he reveng'd. 
ys Flies after Bianca: 
Bap. What in my fight ? Bianca get thee - So 
Kat: What will you not ſuffer me: Nay 1fee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 
And for your love to her lead apes in hell; 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till Ican find occaſion of revenge. 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as ? 
But who comes here ? 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, inthe habit of a mean man; Pe. 
truchio with Tranio, with bis boy bearing a Late and 
Books. 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bap. Good morrow neighbour Gremio : God fave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you good fir: pray have you not 
call'd Kathering, Fir and +2. 90 ? : ? — 
Bap. | have a daughter fir, call'd Xathering, 
Gre, Youare too blunt, go to it orderly. 
Per. You wrong me fignior Gremio, give me leave. 
| am a Gentleman of Yerona fir, 
Tat hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affabiliey :nd baſhful modeſty , 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my (clf a forward gueſt 
Within 
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Gru. Bion, O cxccllent motion : fellows let's he gone. 


Exewnt. 


Bian. Good ſiſter wrong me not, nor wrong your ſelf, 


| 
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Within your houlc, to moKe mine eye the witnels 
Of that report, which 1 lo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 
| dopreſent you with a man of mine 
Cunning in Muſick, and the Mathematics, 
To inftru&t her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof 1 know ſhe is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantus. 
Bap. Yare welcome (ir, and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter Katherina, this | know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief. 
Pet: I ſee you do not mean to part with her. 
Or ele you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, | ſpeak but what I find, 
| Whence are you fir? What may [call your name. 
| Pet. Petruchio is my name, Antonio's fon, 
A man well known throughout all /caly. 
Bap. | know him wel) : you are welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, | pray let us that are 
poor petitioners ſpeak too ? Baccare, you are marvailous 


| forward. 
Pet. Oh, Pardon me ſignior Gremse, I would fain be do- 


ing. 
Gre. 1 doubt it not fir. But you will curſe 
Your wooing neighbours : this is a gift 
Very grateful, I am ſure of it, to expreſs 
The like kindneſs my ſelf, that have been 
More kindly beholding to you than any : 
Free leave = unto this young Scholar, that hath 
Been long ſtudying at Kbemes, as cunning 
In Greek, Latine, and other Languages, 
A.s the other in Muſick and Mathematicks : 
His name is Cambio : pray accept his fervice. 
Rap. A thouſand thanks ſignior Grew : 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle (ir, 
Methinks you walk like a ranger, 
May | be1o bold, to know the cauſe of your coming ? 
Tr2, Pardon me, (ir, the bolancls is mine own, 
That being a ſtranger in this City here, 
Do make my ſelf a {uitor to your Daughter, 
Unto Biancs, fair and vertuous: 
Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of the eldeſt filter, 
This liberty is all that I reGueſt, 
That upon knowledg of my parentage, 
I may have welcome *mong R the reſt that woo, 
And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 
And toward the education of your Daughters, 
| here beſtow a fimple inftrument, 
And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latine books, 
If you accept them, then their worth is great : 
Bap. Lucentio is your name : of whence [ pray. 
Tre. Of Pi/a (ir, ſon to Vincentio. 
Bap, A mighty man of Ps/4 by report, 
[ know him well : you are very welcone fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the ſet of books, 
You wall go ice your pupils preſently. 
Holla, within. 


—_— 
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Enter a Servant, 


Sirra, lead theſe Gentlemen 
Tomy two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſe arc thciz Tutors, bid them ule them well, 
We will go walk alittle in the Occhard, 
And then to dinner : you are paſſing welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to think your ſelves. 

Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, 
You know my Father we!l, an in him me, 
Left ſoly heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Which 1 have bettered rather then decreaft, 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughterslove, 


| hearing. 


What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife. 
Bap. Aſter my death, the one halt of my Lands, 
And in poſi. ſion twenty thouſand Crowns. 
Pet. And tor that dowry, Ile affure her of 
Her widow-h 00d, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever, 
Let ſpecialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand, 
Bap. Il, when the ſpeciai thing is well obtain'd, 
Thar is, her love: for that is all in all. 
Pet. Why that is nothing : for I tell you Father, 
| am as peremptory as ſhe proud minded: 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury- 
Tho little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream guſts will blow out fice and all : 
So I to her, and fo ſhe yiclds to me, 
For 1 am rough, and woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well maiftthou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed : 
But be thou arid for ſome unhapy words. 
Pet. 1, to the proof, as Mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, tho they blow perpecually, 


Enter Hottentio with bis head broke. 


F'-. 

**Bap.: How now my friend, why doſt thou look ſo pale , 
Hir-*For fear, I promiſe you, if Ilook pale. 
" Rap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Muſitian ? 

Hor. 1 think ſhe'il ſooner prove a ſouldier, 

[ron may hold with her, but never Lures. 
Bap. Why then thou cart not break her to the Lute 7 
Hor. Why no,ſor ſhe hath broke the Luce to me : 
1 did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When( with a moiſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit) 
Fretscall you theſe? (quoth ſhe ) ie fume with them : 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the head, 
And through my inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
4s on a Pillory, looking through the Lute, 
While ſhe &id call me Rafcal, Ficler, 
And twangling J ck, with twenty ſuch vild terms, | 
As had ſhe ſtucicd to miſuſe me fo. 
Pet. Now by the world, it is a luſty Wench, 
I love her ten timcs more thenere I did, 
Oh how I long to have ſome chat with her. 

Bap. Well go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited. 
Proceed in pre@itc with my younger Daughter, 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good ruins ; 
Signior Petr«chbio , will you go with us, 

Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Xate to you. 


Ex. Manet Pettuchio. 

Per. I pray youdo. t attend her here, 
And woo ker with ſome fpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe rail, why then Ple tell her plain 
She ſings as ſweetly as a Nightingal 3 
Say that (he frown, Vie fay ſhe looks as clear 
As morning Roſesnewly waſl'd with Dew 5 | 
Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 
Then Ile commend her volubility, 
And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence : 
If ſhe do bid me pack, Ile give her thanks, 
As tho ſhe bid meftay by her a week , 
If ſhe deny to wed, Ple craye the day 
When I ſhall ask the banes, and when be married, 
But hcre ſhe comes, and now Petra:hio {peak. 


Enter Katerina. 


Good morrow X ate, for that's your name I hear: 
Kat. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of 


They call me Xater;ne. that do ta!k of me, 
LI 
Peg 


 — 4. 


——— 


_— 


—— 


196 


T be 7 aming of the Sbrew. 


Pet. Youlye infaith, for you are call'd plain & ate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
Bat Kare, the prettieſt Kare in Chriſtendom, 
| Kate of Kate-hall, my {upper dainty Kate, 
For daintiesare all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation, 
Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every Town, 
Thy vertues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs, 
My fe'f am mov'd to woo thee for my wie. 
Kat, Mov'd , in good time, let him that moy'd you 
hithcr. 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the firſt 
You were a movable. 
Pet, Why, what's a movable ? 
Kat. A joyn'd tool. 
Per. Thou haft hit it: come ſit on me. 
Kat. Aſſes are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Per. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Kat. No ſuch Jade fir as you, if me you Mean. 
Pet, Alas good Kate, | will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light. 
Kat. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight ſhall be. 
Pet, Should be, ſhould : buz. 
Kat, Well tane, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. Oh ſlow-wing'd Turtle, ſhall a Buzzard take thee ? 
Kat. 1, for a Turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Per. Come, come you Walp, faith you are too an- 


ry. 
: Kat If I be waſpiſh, *beſt beware my ſting. 
Pet, My remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Kat. I, If the fool could find it where it lies. 
Pet, Who knows not where a Waſp does wear his ſting ? 
in his tail. 
Kat. In his tongue ? 
Pet, Whoſe tongue ? 
Kat. Yoursif you talk of tales. and fo fare well. 
Pet. What with my tongue in your tail. 
| Nay, come again , good Kate, Iam a gentleman. 
Kat. That Yle try. ſhe ſirckes him. 
Pet. 1 ſwear Ple cuff you, if [you ſtrike again. 
Kat. So may you loſe your arms. 
q [f you ſtrike me you are no gentleman, 
{ Aadif no gentleman, why then no arms. 
Pet. A Herald Kate? Ohput me in thy books. 
Kat, What is your Creſt, a Coxcomb ? 
Pet. A combleis Cock, (o Kate will be my Hen: 
Kat. No Cock of mine, youcrow too like a craven. 
Pet, Nay come Kate; come ; you muſt not look ſo 
lower. 
Kat. 1t ismy faſhion when | ſee a Crab. 
Pet. Why here's no Crab, and therefore look not 
{ower. 
} - Kat. Thereis, there is. 
}Y Pee. Then ſhew it me: 
Kat. Had I a glaſs, I would. 
Pet. What, you mean my face. 
Kat. Well aim'd of ſuth a young one: 
| Per, Now by S. George arg too young for you. 
Kat. Yet you are wither'd. 
Pet. "Tis with cares, 
Kat: | care not. 
Pet. Nay hear you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not fo. 
Kat, I chafe you if | tarry ;, Let me go. 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle : 
*T was told me you were rough, and coy, and1ullen, 
And now 1 find report a very liar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſling courteous, 


} 


4 


| Bu: flow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flowers. 


Thou can't not frown, thoucan'it not look a ſcance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk: 

But thou with mildnefs entertain'ſt thy wooers. 


— << —_— —— 


— 


With gentle conference, tofr, and affable. 

Why does the world report that Kare doth limp? 

Oh ſland*rous world : Kate like the H: ze twig 

Is ſtraight, and ſender, and as brown in hue 

As Hazle Nuts, and ſweeter than the Kernels; 

Oh let me fee thee walk : thou doſt not halt. 
Kat, Go fool, and whom thou keep*{ command, 
Per. Did ever Dian fo become a Grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gate 3 

O be thou Dtan, and let her be Kate, 

And then let Kare be chaſt, and Dias ſportful. 
Kate. Where Cid you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech? 


Kate. A witty mother, wigleſs elſe her ſon- 

Pet. AmT not wiſe ? 

Kate. Yes, keep you warm. 

Per. Marry fo I mean ſweet Katherine in thy bed : 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, ' 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall bemy wife; your dowry 'grecd on, 
And will you, nill you, 1 will marry you. 

Now Kate, Iam a husband for your turn, 
For by this light, whereby 1 ſee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth mak: me like thee well, 
Thoumuſt bemarried tono man but me: 


Exter Baptiſta, Gremio, Trayno. 


For I amhe am born to tame you Kate, 

And bring you from a wild Kat to a Kate 

Conformable as other houſhold Kates ; 

Here comes your father, never make denial, 

[ muſt, ahd will have Katherine to my wife. (daughter? 
Bap. Now Signior Pctrxchzo, how ſpecd you with my 
Pet. How but well fir ? how but well? 

[t were impoſſible | ſhould ſpeed a miſs. 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katherine, in your 
Kat. Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 

You have ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 

To wiſh me wed to one half Lunatick, 

A madcap rufhan, and a ſwearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out: 

Pet. Father, 'tis thus, your fclf and all the word 

That talk'd of her, have talk*d amiſs of her ; 

If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy, 

For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the Dove; 

dhe is not hot, but temperate as the morn z 

For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Grsſſel 

And Roman Lxcrece for her chaſtity - 

And to conclude, we have greed fo well together, 

That upon Sunday is the wedding day. 

Kat. Tle fee thee hang'd on Sunday firft. Oy: 
Gre. Hark : Petruchio, ſhe ſays ſhel ſee thee hang'd 
Tra.l5 this your ſpeeding? nay then good night our part. 
Per. Be patient gentlemen, I chooſe her for my {clf, 


'Tis bargain'd *ewixt us twain being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall Rill be curſt in company. 

[ tell you *tis incredible to believe 

How much ſhe loves me ; oh the kindeſt Kate, 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs and kiſs 6M 
She vr'd fo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 

That in a twink ſhe won me to her love: 

Oh you are'novices,*tis a world to ſee 

How tame when men and wom2: are alone, 

A meacock wretch-can make the curfteſt Shrew 
Give me thy hand Ke, I will unto Venice 

To buy apparel *gainſt the wedding day ; 
Provide the feaſt Father, and bid the gueſts» 


Bap. I know not what to ſay» but give me your hands, 
God lend you joy, Petruchio, 'tis a match. 


Pet. It is extempore, from my mother wit- | 


(dumps ? 


If ſhe and 1 be pleagd, what's that to you? 


[ will be ſure my Katherine ſhall be fine. 1 


Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes. 
| Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen adieu> | 
l | 
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3 T be taming. of 


will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
\We will have rings, and things, and hine array, 


And kif; me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
Exit Petruchio, and Katherine. 


Gre. Was ever matchclapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 

Bap. Faith Gentleman, now | play a Merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Mart. 

Tra. Twas a commodity lay tretting by you 3 


' Twill bring you gain, or periſh on the teas. 


Bp. The gain | {cek, is quiet methe match, 

Gre, No doubt but he bath gor a quiet catch: 

But now Bapriſta, to your younger daughter » 

Now is theday we long have looked for 3 

| am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 

Tra. And 1am one that love Bianca more 

Than words can witneſs, or your thoughts can guels. 

Gre. Youngling, thou canſtnot love fodear as I, 

Tra. Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze. 

Gre, But thine doth fry : 

Skipper, ſtand back 3 'tis age that nouriſheth. 

Tra. But Youth in Ladies eyes that flouriſheth. 

Bap, Content you Geatlemenz I will compound this 
ſtrife; 

Tis deeds muſt win the prize, and he of both 

Chat can aſſure my Caughter greateſt dower, 

Shall have, Bianca*s Love. 

Say Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 

Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 

Is richly furniſhed with place and gold, 

Baſons and Ewers to lave her dainty hands : 

My Hangings all of Tiri2n Tapeſtry : 
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Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am thus rcfuly? 
On Sunday next, you know, _—_— 
My daughter Katherine is to be married : 
Now on the Sunday following ſhall Eiarcs 
Be Bride to you, if you make this aſſurance ; 
[f not, to ſignior Gremio ; 
And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. Exit 
_ Gre, Adieu good neighbour : now {car thee not : | 
Sirrah, young Gameſter, your Father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waining age 
Set foot under thy table : tut, a toy ; 
An old Italian Fox is not fo kind, ny boy. Exit. 
Tre A vengeance on your crafty withered hide : 
Yet l have fac'd it with a card of ten : ; 
'Tis in my head to do my maſter good : 
[ {ce no reafon but luppos'd Lacentio 
Mult get a Father, call'd ſuppos'd Vincentis : 
And that's a wonder : Fathers commonly ; 
Do get their chil ire ; but in this caſe of wooing 
A chi!d ſhall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning. 


Ext. 


In ivory Coffers I have (tutt my Crowns: 
In Cyprets Cheſts my Arras Counterpoiats : 
Coltly Apparel, Ten's and Canopies, 


Vallens of Venice gold, in ne<dle- work ; 

Pewter and Brals, and «ll things that belangs 

To houſe, or hovle keeping: then atmy Farm 

[ have a hundred milch-kine to the Patil, 

Six ſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my Stalls ; 

And all ;hings anſwerable to this porticn; 

My (cl: amſruck in years, I mutt confels ; 

And it I die to morrow, this is hers, 

If whil?& I tive ſhe wil! bz only mine. 

Tra. That only came weil 1n: Sir, liſt tome z 
Iam my Father's Heir, and oniy Son * 

If Imay have your Daughter to my Wife, 

Ple leave her Houtes three or four as good, 
Within rich P:/e Walls, as any one 

Old Signior Gremo has in Padua ; 

Beſides two thouland Ducats by the year 

Of fruitiul Land; all which (hall be her Joyater. 
What, have I pincht you, fignior Grew: ? 

Gre. Two thouſand Ducats by the year of Land; 
My Land amounts not to fo much inall : 

That ſhe ſhall have, befides an Argoſoe 

That now is lying in Marſels Road, 

What, have 1 choakt you with an Argoſi: ? 

Trae Gremio, 'tis known my Father hach no-Tefs 
Than three great Argoſics, belides two Galliaſles 
And twelve tite Gallies; thefc I will affure her, 
And twice as much, what e're thou offer*ſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offe1*d |! ; I have no more 5 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have 

If you l:ke me, ſhe ſhall have me anc mine. 

Tra Why then the Maid is mine from all the World 
By your firm promiſe ; Gr. mio is out-vied. 

Bap. I muſt confeſs your Offer is the belt ; 

And ler your Father make h:r the affurance, 

Che is your own , elſe you muſt pardon me: 

if you ſhould Cie before him, where's her Comer ? 
Tra. That's but a cavilz he iscld, Iyoung. 

Gre. And may not young men dic as well as old ? 


Fine Linnen, Twrky Cuſhions boſt with Pearl, | 


Actus Tertius. 


Ener Lucentio, Hortentio, erd Bianca. 


Luc. Fidlcr, forbear 3 you grow too forward fic : 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Katherine welcom'd you withal ? 

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The fatronels of heavenly harmony z 
That giveme leave to have prerogative ; 

And when in Muſick we have ſpent an hour, 
Your Leure ſhall have leiſure f:r as much, 

Luc. Prepoſterous Als that never read (o far, 
To know the cauſe why Muſick was ordain'd : 
Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 
After h s fludies, or his uſual pain ? 

Then give me leave to read Philolophy ; 
And while I paufe, ſerve in your harmony. 

Hort, Sirrah, | will not bear theſe braves of thine. 

Pan. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my choice: 

[ am no breeching ſ(cholar in the ſchools ; 

Ple not be tied to hour, nor pointed times, 

But learn my Lefſons as | pleaſe my fclf ; 

And to cut off all ftrife, here ſit we down, 

Take you your inſtrument, play you-the whiles, | 
His Leture will be done ©re you have tun'd. | 

Hort. You'l leave his Lefture whenl am in tune? | 

Luc, That will be never : tune your inftrument. 

Eian. Where leſt we laſt? 

Luc. Here, Madam : Hic ibat Simois, bic eſt Sigeia telm, 
hic ſteterat Priams regis cel/a ſenis. A 

Bian. Conſtrue them. : bp 

Luc Hic ibat, as | told you before, Simoir, Iam Lacentio, | 
hic eſt, ſon unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia tellws, diſguiſed 
thus to get your Love, hic ſteterat, and that Lacenso that 
comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man Tram, regia, bear- 
ing my Port, ce/{4 ſenis, that we might beguile the old Pan- 
taioon, 

Hort. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. 

Bian. Let's hear. O fie, the treble jirs. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian, Now let me fee if 1 can conſtrue it: His that fimo- 
i5, | know you not, hic ef} ſigers rellus, | truſt younor, bic 
ſteterat priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, prelume nor, 
cel/a ſens, deſpair not, | 

Hort. Madam, *tis now in tune, 

L us. All but the Baſe. 
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H.rt. The baſe is right  *cis the bale knave that jars. 
| uc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is ! 

Now for my Life th:t knave doth court my Love : 

Pedaſcule, Vie watch you better yet: 

[n time | may believe, yet I miftruft. 

Bian.Miſtruſt it not ; for ſure e/Eacrdes 

wes eAjax cald ſo from his Grandfather. 

Hort. 1 muſt believe my Maſter ; elfe I promiſc you, 
| ſhould be arguing ſtil] upon that doubt : 


| Burt let ir reit : now Lytroto you: 


Good maſter, take it notunkindly, pray, 
Chat have been thus pleaſant with you both. 
Fiax. You may go walk, and give me leave a while 3 
My Leſſons make not Muſick in three parts. 
Luc. Are you fo formal, fir ? well, I muſt wait 
And watch withal: for but I be deceiv'd, 
Our fine Muſician groweth amorous. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
[ muſt begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To teach you Gamoth in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effeQual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade; 
And thereit is in writing fairly drawn. 
Eian, Why, 1 am paſt my Gamoth long ago. 
Her. Yetread the Gamoth of Hortenſ%o. 
Bian. Gamath | am, the ground of all accord : 
Are, 19 picaſe Hortenſio's paſſion : 
Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord, 
Cfent, that loves me with all affeQion : 
D /el re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 
Elams, {how pity, or | die, 
Call you this Gameth? tut, I like it not 3 
Old fzthions pleaſe me beſt ; I am not fo nice 
To change true rules for old inventions. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Nc. Miſtris, your Father prays you leave your books, 
And help co dreſs your fiſters chamber up 3 
Yon know to morrow is the Wedding-day. 
Bian, Farewel ſweet Maſters both ; 1muſt be gone. 
Lac. Faith Miſtris then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
Hor. But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant 3 
Methinks he looks as tho he were in Love : 
Yet if thoughts, Biaxca, be ſo humble 
Tocaſt thy wandring eyes on every ſtale; 
Sciz* thee that Liſt ; if once [ find thee ranging, 
Hort: ni: will be quit with thee by changing. Exits. 
Extey Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and 
others, attendants. 


Bep. Signior Lucentio, this the pointed day 
That K atherive and Petruchio ſhould he married , 
And yet we hear not of our ſon in Law. 

What will be ſaid ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the Bridegroom when the Prieſt atrends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage ? 
What ſavs Lucentio to this ſhame of ours * 

Kate. No ſhame but mine + 1 muſt forſooth be forc'e 
To give my hand oppov'd againſt my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of ſpleen, 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure. 

I told you 1, he was a frantick- Fool, 

Hiding his bittcr jefts in bluor behaviour 3 

And to be noted for a merry man : 

He woo a thouſand, point the day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invite 3 yes and proclaim the Banes ; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath wood. 
Now aut the World point ar poor Katherone, 
And ſay, lothere is mad Petruchio's Wife, 

[t it would pleaſe him come and marry her: 

T78. Patiznce good Katherine and Bapti/ta too 3 


| 
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Upon my Lite Perr:chio means but well, 
Whatever Fortune ſtays him [rom his word, 
Tho he be blunt, I know him paſſing wile 
Tho he be merry, yer withal he's horeſt. 
Kate, Would Katherine had never ſeen him tho. 
Exit weeping, 
Bap. Go Girl: I cannot blame thee now to weep ; "Y 
For (uch an injury would vex a faint, 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 


Enter Biondello, 


Bion. Maſter, Maſter z news, and ſuch news as you never 
heard of. 
Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ? 
tho. Why: is it not news to hear of Petruchio's com- 
ings! 

| Bap. Shewkas 7 

Bzo, Why no (ir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bzo, He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be hcre ? 

Bio. When he ſtands where | 2m, and ſees you there. 

Tra. But ſay, what to thy o!d news ? 

Bro, Why Petruchio is coming in anew hat a:d an old 
jerkinz a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd 3 a pair of 
boots that have been candic-cates, one buckled, another 
ac'd z an old ruſty ſword tane out of the Town-Armory, 
with a broken hilt, and chapleſs ; with two broken” point: 
his horſe hip'd with an old mothy ſaddle, the fiirrops of no 
kindred : beſide poſlcſt with the Glanders, and 1 ke to mole 
| in the chine ; troubled with the Lampaſſe, infeed with the 
Faſhions, full of Windgalls, ſped with Spavins, raied with 
the Tellows, paſt cure of the Fives, ſtark ſpoil'd with the 


ſhoulder-ſhotten, neer leg'd before, and with a half checkt 
Bit, and a headftall of ſheep's Leather; which being re- 
ſtrain'd to keep him from tumbling, hath been often burſt, 


and now repaired with knots ; one Girth fix times piec'd, | 


and a Womens Crupper of Velure, which hath two Letters 


piec'd with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

| Bio, Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the World compari- 
lon'd like the Horſe ; with a Linnen ſtock on one Leg, 
and a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, gartted with a red 
and blew Liſt; anold hat, and the humor of forty fancies 
prickt up in't for a feather: a Monſter, a very Monſter in 
apparel, and not like a Chriſtian Foot- boy, or Gentleman's 
Lackey. 

Tra. *Tis ſome odd humor pricks him to this faſhion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean appare!l'd. 

Bap. | am glad he's come, howloever he comes. 

Bio. Why fir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didfſt thou not ſay he comes ? 

Bio. Who ? that that Petruchio cam ? 

Bap. I, that Petruchio came. 

Bio. No fir ; 1 ſay his horſe comes with him on his back. 
Bap. VVhy that's all one. 

Bio. Nay by S. FamylI hold you a penny, a horſe and a 
man is more thanone; and yet not many. 


Enter Petruchio 41d Grumio. 


Bap. You are welcome fir. 

Per. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt nor. 

Tra. Not fo well apparcli'd asI wiſh you were. 
Pet. VVere it better I ſhould ruſh in thus, 


| But where is Kate ? where is my lovely Bride ? 


How does my father ? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they faw ſome wondrous Monument, 


Come 


——_ 
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hs. Hit. th. ad 


_— ct Ati _- 


Staggers, begnawn with the Bots, Waid in the back, and } 


for her name, fairly fet down in ſtuds, and here and there | 


Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants? who's at home ? 


hm —_— 
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An eye-lore to our ſolemn feſtival, 
T4. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Hath all fo long detai:;'d you from your wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your elf ? 
Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear 3 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my word, 
Tho in ſome part enforccd to digreh: , 
VVhich at more lciſure | will fo excule, 
As you ſha]l well be ſatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate ? | ſtay too long from her. 
The morning wears z *cis time we were at Church, 


—__ 


| 


Tra. Seenot your Bride in theſe unreverent Robes 3 
Goto my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pet. Not I; believe me, thus Ile viſit her. 
Bap. But thus I rruſt you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good footh even thus; Therefore ha? done with 
words ; 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my clothes : 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 
As 1 could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
"T were well for Kate, and better for my elf. 
But what a fool am1 to chat with you, 
When | ſhould bid good morrow to my Bride , 
And leal the title with a lovely kiſs ? 
Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire: 
we will perſwade him, be ir pcſlible, 
To put on better e*re he go to Church, 
Bip. Vie after him, and fee the event of this. 
Tra, But fir, Love concerneth us toadd 
Her father's liting z which to bring to paſs 
As before I imparted to your Worthip ; 
lam to get a man; what &re he be 
It skill: not much; we'l fit him to our turn ; 
And he ſhall be Yincentio of Piſa, 
And make afſurance herc in Padus 


Exit 


| Of greater ſums than | have promiſed : 


So ſhall you ceuictly injoy your hope, 
And marry lweet Bs-n6.4 with confcnt. 

Luc. VVere it not that my fellow ſchool-maſter 
Doth watch Fiance's ſteps fo narrowly, 
'Twere good methinks to teal our Marriage 3 
VVhich once pertorm'd, {ct all the world fay no, 
Plc keep mine own deſpight of all the world, 

Tra. 'That by degrees we m-an to look into» 
And watch our vantage in this bufinels : 
VVe'l over-reach the gray-beard Gremio, 
The narrow prying father Minela, 
The quaint Muſician amorous L:tio ; 
All for my Maſter's ſake Luceatio. 


Entcr Gremio. 


Signior Gremso, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. As willingly as e*re I came from ſchool. 
Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom ſay you ? 'cis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom ; and that the girl ſhall tind. 
Tra. Curiter than ſhe ? why *tis impoſſible. 
Gre. VVhy he's adevil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra. V Vhy he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool co him: 
Ile tell you fir Lacentio , when the Prieſt 
Should ask if Katherine (hould be his wife ? 
I by gogs woos quoth he z and lwore fo loud, 
That all am:z'd. the Prieſt let fall the book ; 
And as he ftoop'4 again to take It up, 


| 


——— 


This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down f-11 Prict and book, and book and Prieſt. 


New take racmup (queth he) j7 ©ny Nig 


Exit 


Tra. What (aid the Wench when he roſe up again ? 
Gre. omg and ſhook : for why, he ſtamp'd and 
wore, 

As if the Vicar meant to coz*n him, 

But after many Ceremonies done, 

He calls for Wine : a health quoth he ; as if 

He had been aboard carowzing to his Mates 

After a ftorm : quaſt off the Muſcadel, 

And threw the Sops all in the Sexton*s face : 

Having no other re:ſon, but that his bcard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 

His {ops as he was drinking. "This done, he took 

The Bride about the neck, and kit her lips 

With tuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 

All the Church did eecho : and1T ſeeing this, 

Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me 

I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 

Never was before. Hark, Park, I hear the Minftrels play: 


Muſick plays. 
wer Land 


Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 
I know you think to dine with meto Cay, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of WeCeding.- cheer ; 
But fo it is, my hafte dothcall me hence ; 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. |&t poſſible you will away to night ? 
Per. I muſt away to day before night come : 
Make it no wonder: if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And honeft company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away my felf 
To this moſt patient ſweet and vertuorus Wife :; 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 
Tra. Let usintreat you ſtay till after dinner, 


Enter Petuchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenfio, 


Pet. It maynot be. 

Gre, Let me intreat you, 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let me intreat you: 

Pet. 1am content. 

Kat. Are you content to tay ? 

Pee. | am content you ſhall imtreat me tay 
But yet not ſtay, iotreat me how you can. 

Kat. Now it youlove me ſtay. 

Pet. Grumio, my hore. 

Gre. | ir, they be ready ; the Oats have eaten the 


horſes. 
Kat. Nay then 

Do what thou cnt, I willnot go to day | 

No, nor to morrow, nor till I pleafe my clf: 

The door is open fir, there lies your way, 

You may be jogging whiles your boots are green: 

For me, I'le not be gone till I pleaſe my ſelf: 

"Tis lik: you'l prove a jolly furly groom, 

That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly, | 
Pet. O Kate content thee prethee be not angry. | 
Kat. | will be angry : What haſt thou to do ? 

Father, be quiet; he ſhall tay my leifure. 

Gre. I marry ſir, now it begins to work. | 
Kat. Gentlemen, forwa:d to the Bridal-dioner, 
ſec a woman may be made a fool, | 

If ſhe had not a fpirit ro reſift, 

Pet. They ſhall go forward Kare, at thy command. 

Obey the Bride, you that attend on her : 

Go to the feaft, reve] and domineer ; 

Carowſe full meaſure to her Maiden-head 

[Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves: 

But for my bonny £ are, ſhe muſt with me. 

\ Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 

[ will be Maſter of what is mine own; 

She is my goods, my chartels, ſhe is my houſe, | 

My houſhold-ſtuff, my field, = barn, 
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of the brew. 


My hoite, my ox-, my als, my ary thing ; 
And here ſhe lands, touch her who ever Care; 
[ic bring mine aCtion on the proudeſt he 
Thar ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio 
Draw forth thy Weapon ; we are belct with thieves 3 
Rcicue thy MViſtris if thou bea man: _ - 
Fear not twezer Wench z they ſhall not touch thee Kate 
le butkler thee againſt a;Million. Exeunt P. Ka. 
Ep. Nay, let them go , acouple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not quickly,l ſhould die with laughing. 
Trs. Ot 2ll mad matches never was the like. 
Luc. Miſtris, what's your opinion-of;your ſiſter ? 
Fizn That being mad her elf, ſh&s madly mated. 
Gre 1 warrant him Perruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride and Bridegroom 
wants. 
For to ſupply the places at the table, 


You ſhall ſupply the Bridegroomvs place, 
And let Branca take her ſiſters room. 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca praQtice how to bride it ? 
Bap. Shg ſhall Lucentio « Come gentlemen, let's go. 
Exeunt. 
Enter Grumio. 


Gru. Fie, fie on.a!l tired Jades, on all mad Maſters, and 
all foul ways: Was ever man fo beaten? Was ever man fo 
raicde ? Was ever man fo weary? Iam fent before to make 
a fire, and they arecoming after to warm them : now were 
I not alittle pot, and ſoon hot, my very lips might ſreeze 
to my te. th, my tongue to the root of my mouth, my heart 
in my belly, e're I ſhould come by a fire to thaw me ; but 1 
with blowing the fire ſhall warm my felf: for conſidering the 
weather, a taller man than I will cake cold : Holla, hoa Cur- 
146. 


Enter Curtis. 


Curt, Who is it that calls ſo coldly ? 

Gru, A piece of ice ; if thou doubt it, thou maiſt ſlide 
from my ſhouldcr to my heel, with no greater a run but my 
head and my neck. A hre good Curtz. 

Cur. Is my Maſter and his Wite coming, Grumie ? 

Gre, Oh 1, Curtis, 1; and therefore fire, fire, caſt on no 
water, 

Cur. I; ſhe fo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this Froſt ; but thou 
know'4 Winter tames Man, Woman and Beait: for it hath 
tam'd my old Maſter, and mynew Miftris, and my elf, fel- 
low Curts. 

Cur. Away you three-inch fool z 1am no beaſt. 


and (o long am1 at the leaft. But wilt thou make afire, or 


ing now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold comfort, 
for being ſlow in thy hot office. 

Cur. 1 prethec, good Gramio, tell me, how goes the 
World ? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ; and 
therefore fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my Ma- 
ſter and Miftris are almoſt frozen to death. 

Cur. There's fire ready 5 and theretore good Grumzo the 
news. 


Wit. 

Car. Come, you areſo full of conicatching, 

Gra:V Vhy therefore fire, tor I have caught extream cold. 
VVhere*s the Cook ? is ſupper ready, the houſe trimm'd, | 
ruſhes firew'd, cobwebs ſwept, the ſerving-men in their new 
Fult an, their white ſtockings, and every officer his wedding 
2a merit on 2 Be the Jacks fair within, the Jills fair withour, 
Carpets ſaid, znd every thing in order ? 

Cer. All realy : and therefore I pray thee what 


Gru. Am 1 but three inches? Why thy horn is a foot, , 


ſhall I complain on thee to our Miftris, whoſe hand (lhe be- |.. 


Gru, VVhy Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news as "yl 


—_ DC ——— 


Gru, Firſt, know my hotle ts tired, may Mattcr and Miſt: i: 


| fan our. 
| Car, How ? ; 
| 
| a tale. 
| Car. Let's ha't. good Gram's. 
Gre. Lend thine car. 
Cur. Here. 
Gra. There. 
' Cr. This *tis to feel a tale, not to hear a tale, 


| Gru, And therefore'cis call 'd a ſenſible tale : and this C:2ff 
now | 
| begin : Imprimss, we came down a foul hill, my mticr riding 


| was but to knock at your'ear, and bclzcchliſtning : 


behind my Maftris, 
Car. Both of one horſe ? 
Gru. VVhat's that to thce ? 
Cur. VVhy a horſe. 


You know there wants no junkets at the ſcaft : Lucentio, Gr. Tell thou the tale :* but had*Rt thou not croft me, 


thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her horſe f- il, and the under 
her horſe: thou ſhoul@*it have heard in how micry a placy. 
how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he lett her with the horſe upon 
her, how he beat me becatle her horſe ftumbied, how !':- 
vvaded through the dirt to pluck him off me kovy ke {wor o, 
hovy ſhe pray'd that never pray'd before, khovy 1 cri*d, ko: 
the horſes ran avvay, how her brid'c vves burlt, hovy | lol 
my crupper, vvith many things of vvorciry memory, vvkich 
novv ſhall die in oblivion, and theu rcturn uncxperienc'd 5s 
thy grave, 

Car. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 

Gru. I, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
find vyhen he comes home. 
forth Nathaniel, Foſeph, Nicholas. Philip, Walter, Suzer ſop, 
and the reft: let their hcads be flickly comb'd, their blevy 
coats bruſh*d, and their garters of an indifferent knit ; let 
them curthie vvith their left legs, and not preſume to touch 
a hair of my maſter's horſe tail, till thcy kils their hands. 
Are they'all ready ? 

Cur. They are. 

Gra. Call them forch. 

Cur. Do you hear ho ? You muſt meet my maſter to 
countenance my miſtris. 

Gra. VVhy ſhe hatha face of hcr ovvr. 

Cur. VVho knovvs not that ? 
: Gra. Thou it ſeems, that calls for company to countenance 

er. 
Car, I call them forth to credit her. 


Enter four or five Serving men. 


Gru. V'Vhy ſhe comes to borrovy nothing of them, 
Nat. VVclcome home Grumo: 
Phil Hovv novvy Grumio ? 
Foſ. What Gramio, 
Nick. Fellow Grum:. 
Nath. How now old lad. 
Gry. Welcome you . how now you : what you : fel. 
lowyou: and thus much for greeting. Now my ſpruce 
companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 
Nat. All things are ready; how near is cur mafter ? 
Gra. E'ne at hand, alighted byithis : and therefore he 
—_ — Cocks paſſion, ſilence, 1 hear my Ma- 
er, 


Enter P<etruchio ard Kate. 


hold my ftirrop, nor to take my horſe ? Where is Vatha- 
nel, Gregory, Philip? 


All Ser. Here, here (ir, here fir. | 


Pet, Here fir, here fir, here fir, here ir, 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſht grooms: 
What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before ? 


cews ? 


Gr. Out cf their ſaddles into the dirt; and thereby hangs 


But vvhat talk I of this? Call! 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves? What no man at door to ; 


of 
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Gru Here ir, as fooliſh as | was before- 
Pet, You petant, ſwain,you whoreſon malt-horſe drudg, 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the Park, 
And bring along the ralcal knaves with thee ? 
Gru. Nathanie!'s coat fir, was not fully made 
And Gabriels pumps were all unpink't rh? heel : 
There was no Link to colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adaw, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reft were ragged, old, and b:ggarly, 
Yet as they are, they come to meet you. | 
Pet. Go raſcals, go and fetch my ſupper in. 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thoſe ? Sit down Kare. 
And welcome. 50ud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 


Enter Servents with ſupper. 


Why when | fay ? Nay good ſweet Kate be merry; 
Off with my boots, you rogues: youvillians, when ? 


It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As he forth walked on his way. 


Out you rogue, you pluck my foot awry, ' 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other. 
Be merry Kate: Some water here. what hoa. 


Enter one with water. 
Where's my Spaniel Trozlus ? Sirrah, get you hence, 


And bid my Couſin Ferdinand come hither : 
OneKate that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with, 
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and fits as one new riten from a Cream, Away, away, for 
bl 


he is coming hither. 
Enter Petruchio. 


Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 
And *tis my hope to cnd tuccefstully : 
My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhenever looks upon her lure, 


' Another way | have to man my hzggard, 


Ex, Ser, | T'o make her cone, and know her Keepers call 


| That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe Kites, 


Where are my ſlippers ? ſhall I have ſome water ? 
Come Kate and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You whorelon villain wilt you let it fall ? 
| Kat. Patience lpray you, 'twas a fault unwilling- 
Pet. A whoreſon beetle-headed flap-ear'd knave : 
Come Kate fit down, I know you have a ftomack, 
Will you give thanks, ſweet Kaze, or elſe ſhall 1? 
What's this, Mutton ? 
8. Sev. |. 
Pet, Who brought it ? 
Ser, I. 
Pet. *Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat : 
What dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook ? 
How durſt you villains bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus ro me that love it nor ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all ; 
You heedlet; joit-heads, and unmanner*'d ſlaves. 
What, do you grumble ? Ple be with you ſtraight, 
Kat. | pray you husband be not fodiſquiet, 
The meat was well, if you were fo contented. 
Pet. | tell thee Kate, *ewas burnt and dried away, al 
And Iexpreſly am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better *twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of out felves, our ſelves are chollerick, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-rofted fleſh : 
Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 
| And for this night we'l faft for company. 
Come I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber- Exeant. 
Enter Servants ſeverally. 


t Math. Peer, didſt ever fee the like ? 
| Peter He kills her in her own humour. 
Gra. Where is he ? 


Enter Curtis, a Servant, 


Car. In her Chamber, making a Termon of continency 
| to her, and rails, and ſwears, and rates, that ſhe (* poor 


foul ) knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to \peak, 


That bait and beat, and will not be obedicnr : 
She eat no meat to day, nor none ſhall eat. 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept nor, nor tonight ſhall not : 
As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 

Ple find abour the making of the bed. 


| And here Vle fling thepillow, there the bolſter, 


This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets : 

I, and amid this hurly 1 intend, ; 
Thar all is done in reverend care of her. 

And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night, 

And if ſhe chance to nod, Ile rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ſtil! awake , 

T his is a way to kill a Wite with kindneſs, 

And thus Ple curb her mad and head-ſtrong hamoyr, 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, 

Now let him ſpeak, 'tis charity to ſhevy. 


Enter Tranio and Heorterfho, 


Tra. Ist poſſible friend Liſio, that Miſtreſs Biancs 
Doth fancy any other but Lacentio ? 
[ rell you fir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to fatisfie you in what t have ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 


Enter Bianca. 


Luc, Now Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read ? 
Bian. What Maſter read you firſt, refolre me that ? 
Luc, 1 read that I profels the art to love. 

Bian, And may you prove fir, maſter of your art ? 


Luc. VVhile you tweet dear prove miſtreſs of my 


heart. 


Her. Q.ick proceeders marry; now tell me 1 pray, you 
that durſt twear that your miſtreſs Bianca lov'd me in the 


VVorld fo well as Lacentio. 


Tra. Oh deſpigntful Love, unconſtant woman kind 5 I 


tell thee Lifio this is wonderlul. 

Hor. Niſtake no more, I amnot Lifco, 
Nor a Muſician as I ſeem to be, 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Cullion; 
Know fir, that lam cali'd Hortextfio. 

Tra. Signior Hortenſio, | have often heard 
Of yourentire affeion to Bianca, 
And fince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
I will with you if you be fo conrented, 
Forſwear Bsancaand her love for ever. 


Hor. See how they kifs and court z Signior Lucentio, 


Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do foriwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That 1 have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tre. And here | rake thelike unfained oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho ſhe would intreart. 
Fie on her, ſee how beaſtly ſhe doth covrrt him. 


Hor. VVould all the world but he had quite forſworn 


For me, thar I may ſurcly keep mine oath: 
| will be married to a wealthy Widow, 
Fre three days pals, oy has as long lov'd me, 
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As | have lov'd this proud dildainful Haggard : 
And to r2rewel Signtor Lugentio : 
Kindncts in Women, not their beauteous looks 
Shall win my Love: and fol take my leave, 
la re{olution as I fwore before. 

Tra, Miftris Biancs, bleſs you with ſuch grace 
As longeth to a Lover's bleſſed caſe : 
Nay, 1 have tane you napping, gentle Love, 
Ard have for{worn you with Hortenſio+ 


Tra. Viiſtris> we have. 

I xc. Then we arerid of Liſio. 

Tra, T taith he'l have a luſty Widow now, 
That (hall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God give him joy. 

Tra, |, and he'l tame her: 

Bian, He ſays ſo Trane. 

Tra, Faith he is gone unto the taming ſchool. 


Tra. | Miſtris, and Petruchio is the Maſter 
That tzacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 


Enter Biondello. 


Mon. Oh Maſtcr, Maſter, I have watcht ſo long 
That 1 am dog-weary z but atlaft I ſpied - 
Anancient Angel coming down the hill 
Will ferve tlie turn, 

Tra. What is he, Biondelio ? 

Eie, Maſter, a Marcantant, or a pedant z 
! know not what 3 but formal in :yparel z 
In gate and countenance ſurly, like a father, 

Luc. And what of him, Trans ? 

Tra 1f he be credulous, and rruit my tale, 
Pie mak= him glad toſeem Yencentio, 

And give aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right YV:zncentio : 
Toke me your Love, ard then let me alone, 


Entcy a Pedant. 


Ped. God fave you fir. 


Tra. And you fir: you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 

Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a Week or two 3 
But thenup farther, and as far as Fome ; 
Ando to Tripoly, if God lend me life: 

Tra. What Countreyman | pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantus. 

Tra. Of Mantxa fir ; marry God forbid 
And come to Padua, Careleſs of your life ? 


Ped. My life fir ! how | pray ? for that goes hard. 


Tra. *Tisdeath for any one in Mantue 
To come to Padua , know you not the cauſe ? 
Your Ships are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrel*twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly: 
"Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 


| You might have heard ic elle proclaim'd abour. 


Ped. Alas fir, it is worſe for me thanſo; 
For ] have bills ſor money by -xchange 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 

Tre. Well fir, to do you curtcile, 


1 This will I do, and this I will adviſe you : 


Firft tcl me, have youever been at Piſa ? 
Ped. 1 fir, in Piſa have I often been; 

Fija renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one /incentio? 
Ped, 1 kr.ow him got, but | have heard of him , 

A Mcrchent of incomparable Wealth. 

_ Tra. liz is my father, fir; and footh to lay, 
[n count*oance fomewhat doth reſemble you. 


* Bien. As much as an apple Coth an oyſter, and all one, 
x 


Bian. Tranio you jeſt: but have you both forſworn me? 


Bian. The tawing ſchool : what is there ſuch a place ? 


To raine a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


| Tra. Tolave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I oo you for his fake ; 
And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to fir Vincentio: 
His name and credit ſhall you undertake, 
And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd : 
Look that you take vpon you as you ſhould : 
You underftand me fir : fo ſhall you ſtay 
Till you have done your buſineſs in the City? 
If this be court'fie fir, accept of it. 
Ped, Oh fir I do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my Life and Liberty. 
Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good : 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
My father is here look'd for every day, 
To pals aſſurance of a dowre in marriage 
*'Twixt me and one Baptiſta's daughter here : 
In all thefe circumſtances 1'leinftru& you : 
Go with me fir to cloath you as b:comes you. 
Exeunt. 


Atlus Quartas. 


Scena Prima. 


Enter Ratherina ad Grumio. 


Gru. No, no forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
Kat. The more my wrong; the more his ſpite appears: 
What did he marry me to famiſh me ? 
Beggars that come unto my father's door, 
| Upon intreaty have a preſent alms; 
| If not, elſewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed that I ſhould intreat, 
Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of ſleep 
With Oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed g 
And that which ſpights me more than all theſe Wants, 
He does it under name of perfeR Love : 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or cat 
*T were deadly ficknels, or elſe preſent death : 
] prethee go and get me ſome repaſt ; 
| care not what, ſo it be wholſome food. 
Gra. What ſay you to a Neats-foot ? 
Kat. *Tis paſſing good) I prethee let me have it. 
Gr. | fear it is too phlegmatick a meat : 
How lay you to a fat Tripe fincly broil'd ? 
Kat. I like it well; good Gram tetch it me. 
Gru. Icannot tell; | fear *tis chollerick : 
What ſay youto a piece of Beef and Mutiard ? 
Kat. Adiſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gra. I, but the Muſt:rd is too hot alittle. 
Kat. Why then the Beef, and let the Muftard reft. 
Grn. Nay thenI will not ; you ſhall have the Muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no Beef of Grams. 
Kat. Then both, or one, or any thing thouwilt. 
Gru. Why then the Muſtard without the Beef. 
Kat. Go get thee gone, thoufalſe deluding flave, 
Beats him. 


That feed'it me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my miſery : 

Go gct thee gone,I lay, 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio with meat. 


Per, How fares my Kate ? What, ſweeting, all amort? 
Hor. Miſtris, what cheer ? 

Kat. Faith as cold as can be. 

Pee. Pluck up thy fpitits ; leok cheerſully upen me : 
Here Love, thou ſeeſt how diligent Fam, 


To dreſs thy meat my elf, and bring it thee : 
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| am ure, {weet Kate, this kindnels merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay then, thouloy'ſtit not : 
And all my pains is fort. d to no pcoof, 
Here rake away the Giſh. 

Kat. pray youletit ſtand. _ 

Pet. The poorelt ſervice is repaid with thanks, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the meat, 

Kat. | thank you ir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miſtris Kate, Vie bear you company. 

Pet. Eat it up all Hortentio, if thou loveſt me: 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart 3 
Kateeat apace ; and now my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy Fathers houſe, 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 
With ſilken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things : 
With Scarff., and Fanns, and double change of brav'ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this knay*ry. 
With haſt thou din'd ? The Tailor ſtays thy leaſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treaſure. 


, Enter Tailor, 
Come Tailor, let us ſee thele ornaments, 
Enter Hab: rdaſher, 


Lay forth the gown.. What news with you fir? 
Fel. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porrenger, 
A Velvetdith: Fie, fie, *cis lewd and filthy, 
Why *cis a cockle or a walnu:-ſhell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a babits cap : 
Away with it, come let me have a bigger. 
Kat. Vie have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe. 
Per. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not ill then, 
Hor, That will not be in haſt, 
Kat. Why fir, 1 truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will. I am no child, no babe, 
Your betters have endur*d me, ſay my mind. 
And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger of cay heart, 
Or elfe my heart concealing it will break, 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be tree, 
Evcn to the uttermolt as I pleaſe in words. 
Per. Why thou fay'it true, it is a paltry cap, 
A cuftard coffen, a bauble, filken pie, 
[ love thee well in that thou lik'ft it not. 
Kat. Love me, or love me not, [like the cap, 
And it I will have, or I wiil have none. 
Pet. Thy gown, why | : come Tailor let us fee't, 
O mercy God, what masking ſtuff is here ? 
What ? this a ſlzeve ? *tis like a demi-cannon, 
What, up and down carv'd like an apple. tart ? 
Here ſnip, and nip, and cut, and fliſh and flaſh, 
Like to a Cenſor in a barbers ſhop: | 
Why what a Devils name Trilor call thou this ? 
Hor. | (ee the's like to have neither cap nor gown. 
Tai. You bid me makeit orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion, and the time. 
Pee. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 
[ did not bid you mar it to the time, 
Go hop me over every kennel home, 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 
Ile none of it : hence, make your beſt of it. 
K :t. | never (aw a better faſhion'd gown, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable : 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 
Pet. Why true, he means to make a puppet of thee. 
Tai. Sheſays your Worſhip means to make a puppet 
ol her, 


Per. Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance : 
Thou lyeſt, thou thred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail : 
Thou Flea, thou Nic, thou winter-cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with a $kein of thred : 
A way thou Rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, ' 
| Or I ſhall fo be meet thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whil'& thouliv'R ; 
| tell thee |, that thou haft maid her gown. 

Tail. Your worſhip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 
Juſt as my Maſter had direQion : 

Grams gave order how it ſhould be done. 

Gr, | gave him no order, | gave him the fuff 

Tail. But how did you delice it ſhould be made ? 

Gru. Marry tr with needle and thred. 

Tail. But did you not requeſt to have it Cut ? 

Gru, Thou haſt fac'd many things. 

Tail. 1 have. 

Gru. Face not me : thou haft hrav*d many mcn, brave 
not me : 1 will neither he fac'd nor brav'd. 1 fay unto thee, 
| bid thy maſter cut out the gown, but 1 did not bid him 
cut it to pieces, Ergo thou lieft. 

7T.4l. Why here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in's throatif he ſay I ſaid fo. 

Tas/. Imprimis, a |looie bodied gown. 

Gru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied gown, ſow me 
in the «kirts of it, and beat me to death wi.h a bottome 
of brown thred : 1 faid a gown. 

Pet, Proceed. 

T a:l. With a ſmall compaſt cape. 

Gre. | confels the cape, 

Tail. With a trunk 1:eve. 

Gra. I confels two ſleeves, 

Tail. The ſleeves curioully cut. 

Pet. 1 there's the villany. 

Gru, Error ith bill fir, error i'th bill : I commanded 
the ſſzeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up again, and that 
Vie prove upon thee, tho thy little finger bz armed in a 
thimble, 

Tail, This is true that I fay, and I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhouldſt know it: 

Gra. | am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give me 
thy meet-yard, and ſpare not me. 

Hor. God-3-mercy Grumio , then he ſha'l have no 
odd's. 

Pee. Well fir in brief the gown isnot for me. 

Gra, You are i*th right 61, *tis for my miſtris. 

Pet. Go take it up unto thy maſters ute. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : Take up my Miſtreſs 
gown for thy maſters ule. 

Pet. Why fir, what's your conceit in that ? 

Gra, Oh fir, the conceit i- deeper than you think for 
Take up my Miſtris gown unto his maſters uſe, 

Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet. Hortentio, ſay thou wilt ſee the Tailor paid: 
Go take it hence, be gone, and {ay no more. 

Hor, Tailor, le pay thee for thy gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words: 

Away | ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. Exit. Tail” 

Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers; 
Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments : 

Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garmentspoor : 
For *tis the mind that ta:ks the body rich. 

And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honor peereth in the meanct habit. 

What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
Becauſe his teathers are more beauriful ? 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 

Becauſe his painted skin contents the eye ? 

Oh no, good Kate : neither 2rt thou the worſe 
For this poor turniture, and mean array, 

If thou accounted'|t it ſhame, lay ir on me, 

| And therefore frolick, we will hence forthwith : 


To 
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To feaſt and {port vs at thy fathers houle, 
Go cill my men, and let us firaight to him, 
And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither wa'k on foot, 
Ler's fee, I think *cis now ſome ſeven aclock, 
And well we may come thcre by dinner time. 
Kat. I] dareaſſure you fir, *tis almoſt two. 
And :will be ſupper time ere you come there. 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to horſe: 
L9o:k what 1 ſpeak, or do, or thin: to do, 
You areftill croſſing it ; firs let't alone, 
i will net go today, andere I do, 
ic thall be what a clock I fay it is. 
Hor. Why lo : this gallant will command the ſun. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreſt like Vinentio. 


Tr. Sirs, this is the houſe, pleaſc it you that 1 call. 
Ped. | what elſe, and but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Gemoa, 
Tra. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegaſus : 
'Tis we!l, and hold your own in any caſe 
With fuch auſterity as longeth to a Father. 


Enter Biondello. 


Ped. 1 warrant you: but fir, here comes your b5y. 
*T were good he were ſchool'd. 

Tra Fear you not him : firrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly 1 adviſe yau : 
Imagine *cwere the right Vincentio. 

Bion. 'Tut, fear not me. 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta? 

Eion, | told him rhat your Father was in Venice 
And that you look'c for him in Padua. _ 

Tre. That's a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Beptijta : ſet your countenance, fir. 


Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio q, and Pedant boote 
and bare-headed. F 


| Tra. Signior Baptiſta you are happily met : 
Sir, this is the gentſeman I told you of, 
-l pray you Rand good Father to me now, 
| Give me Branca tor my patrimony. 
Pea. Soft fon : fir by your leave, having come to Paduz 
To gather in ſome debts, my ſon Lacentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 
Of love between your daughter and himſelf : 
And for the good repart 1 hear of you, 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And ſhe to him z to ſtay him not too long, 
{ amcontent in a good fathers care 
To have him matcht, andif you pleaſc to like 
No worſe than I fir upon ſome agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beftowed : 
For curious | cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptiſts, of whom | hear ſo well. 
Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay, 
Yeur plainnels and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well : 
Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and ſheloveth him, 
Or both Cifſemble deeply their affe&ions 3 
And therefore if you ſay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And paſs my daughter a ſufficient dowre, 
The match is made and all isdone, 
Your ſcn ſha!l have my daughter with conſent 
Tra. 1 think you ir, where then do you know beſt 
We he affied, and ſuch afſurance tane, 
As ſhail with cither parts agreement ſtand. 
Bap. Not in my houſe Lucentio, for you know 
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Pitchers have ears, and l have many ſervants, 
Beſides old Gremiois barkning fill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. 

Ira. Then at my lodging, and itlike you fir ; 
There doth my father lic ; and there this night 
We'l paſs the buſinefs privately and well: 

Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently. 
The worſt is this, that at ſo lender warning, 
You are like to have a thin and ſlender pittance, 
! Bap. It likes me well: 
[Cambio hie you homc, and bid Biarcs wake her re:d y 
ſtraight : 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, 
Lucentio's Father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wife. 
Biox, I pray the gods ſhe may with all my heart. 


Tra. Dally n& with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Enter Peter, 


Signior Baptiſta, ſhall I lead the way, 
VVe come, one mefls is like to be yourgcheer 
Comefir, we will better itin Piſa. 

Bap. 1 follow you. 


Enter Lucentio, and Biondel'o, 


Bion. Cambio. 

Luc. VVhat ſaiſt thou Briondello ? 

Biond You faw my Maſter wink and laugh upon you: 
Luc. Biondelo, what of that ? 


expound the meaning, or moral of his ſigns and ro- 
ens. 

Luc. I pray the moralize them. 
| Biond. Thenthus. Baptiſta is ſafe talking with the de- 

eiving Father of a deceitful Son. 

Luc. And what of him? 
| Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the ſup- 
per: 

Luc. And then ? 

Bion.The old Pricft at St, Luke's Church is at your com- 
mand at all hours. | 

Luc. And what of all this? 

Bion. | cannot tell , except they are buſied about a 
counteſeit aſſurance 3 take you sſurance of her, Cum pri- 
vilegio ad Imprimendum ſolum , to th' Church take the 
Pricft, Clark, and fome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes : 
if this be not that you look for, | haveno more to ſay, 

But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day 

Luc; Hear*ft thou Brondello. 

Bion. | cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in an af- 
 ternoon as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſtley to ſtuff a 
Rabit, and ſo may you fir : and fo adieu fir, my Maſter 
; hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke's to bid the 
|Prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with your appen- 
dix. Ext. 

Luc. I may and will, if ſhe be fo contented : 

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, Ple roundly go about her : 
It ſhall go hard if 1 Cambio go' without her. Exit. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenſio. 


Pet. Come on a Gods name, once more towards our 
Fathers, 
Good Lord how bright and goodly ſhines the Moon : 
Kate, The Moon, the Sun ; it is not Moon-light 
now. 
Pet. I fay it is the Moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
Kat. 1 know it is the Sun that ſhinsſo bright. 


Pet 
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Pet. Now by my Mathers *07, and that's my felt, 
{t (hall be moon, or Rar, or what 1 liſt, 
Or erel journey to your fath-rs houſe : 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again, 
| Ever more croft and croſt, nothing but croft, 
{ Hor. Say ashe fays,or we thall never go, 
| Kat. Forwatd I pray, fince we have come lo far, 
And be it moon, or tun, or what you pleale : 
and if you pleaſe tocall it aruſh Candle, 
Hence forth I vow it ſhall be fo for me, 
Pet. | fav it is the moon, 
Kat. I know it is the moon. 
Pet. Nay th:n youlie: it is the bleſſed Sun. 
Kat. Then God be bleſt, it is the bleſſed Sun, 
| Bur Sun it is not, when you ſay it is not. 
And the Moon changes even as your mind : 
What you will have it nam'd, even thatit is, 
And fo it ſhall be fo for Katherine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 
Pet. Wel, forward, forward, thus the bowl ſhould run; 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias : 
But ſoft, Company is comming here. 


Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow gentle Miſtris, where away ? 
Tell me {we-t Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou bzheld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks : 
What Stars do ſpangle Heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate embrace her for her beauties ſake. 
Hor. A will make the man mad to make a woman of 
him, 
Kat, Young budding Virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a child 
Happier the man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely bedfellow. 
Pet. Why how now Kate, I hope thou art not mad, 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou {ai'ſt he is. 
Kat. Pardon old father my miſtaking eyes, 
That. have bcen fo bedazled with the tun, 
That every thing I look onfeemeth green : 
Now l perceive thou art areverend Father : 
Pardon 1 pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 
Pet. Do good old grandfir, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleſt, if along with us, 
| We ſhall be joyiul of thy company. 
Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtris, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me : 
My name is call'd Yincentio, my dwelling Pia» 
And bound | am to Padua, there to viſit 
A ſon of mine, which long | have not ſeen. 
Pct, What is his name ? 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle ir, 
Pet, Happily met, the happier for thy ſon : 
And now by Law, as well as reverent age, 
| may intitle thee my loving father ; 
The fiſter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 


| Thy Son by this hath married : wonder not, 


Nor be not grieved, ſhe is of good efteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
| Beſide, fo qualified, as may beſcem 
The Spoule of any noble gentleman : 
Let me ebrace with old Fincentio, 
And wanler wc to fee thy honeſt fon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous, 
Vin, But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pre!ent travellers to break a jeſt 
U1p95n the company you overtake ? 
Hor. | do allure thee father lo it is. 


Per, Come go along ani fre the wuth hereot, 
For our firſt merriment hath made th E j-alous. LZxencte. 
_ Hor. Well Petrucbio, this bas put ms in ixcart, 
Have to my Widow, it ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt chou taught Hortentioto b: untuward. Exir. 


Enter Biondclo, Lucentio and Biznca, Gremio 
15 out before. 


Bron. Sofily and ſwiſtly fir, for the Prieft is ready. 

Luc. | fly Eiondello, but tlicy may cance to need thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Et 

Bon. Nay faith, Vie fee the Church a your back, and 
then come back to my miſtris as 100n as | can, 

Gre. | marvael Cambio comes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumio 
with Attendants. 


Pet. Sir heres the door, this is Lu:entio's houſe, 
My Fathers bears more toward the Market-pl ace, 
Thither muſt I, and here [leave you fir. 
Lin. You ſhall not chooſe but drink before you go, 
| think [ ſhall command your welcome here ; 
And by all lik<lihood fome cheer is toward. Kneck. 
Gre. They're buly within, you were beſt knock louder 


P-dant looks out of the window. 


FOR What's ke that knocks as he would beat down the| 
ate { 
Vin, Is Signior Lucentio within fir ? 
Ped, He's within fir, but not to be ſpoken witha!. 
Vin. What if a man bring tim a buncred pound or 
two to make merry withal. 
Ped: Keep your hundred pounds to your ſelf, he ſhall 
need none as long as [ live. 
Pet. Nay, | told you your fon was well b:loved in Paduz; 
do you hear fir, to leave frivolous circumſtances . 
| pray you tell fignior Lucentio that his Father is 
come from Piſa, arc 1s here at the Coor to fpeali with 
him. 

Ped. Thou lieſt , his father is ceme from Padua, ard 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin, Artthou his father ? 

Ped. | ir, fo his mother fays, if I may believe her, 

Pet. Why how now Gentleman : why this is flat kna- 
very to take upon you another mans name. 
Ped. Lay hands on the villain, I bclieve he means to 
cozen ſome body in this City under my countenance. 


Enter BionCello. 


Bion. | have ſeen them in the Church together, God 
fend *em good ſhipping : but who is here ? mine old Ms- 
ſter Yincentio: now we are undone and brought to no- 
thing. 

Vin. Come hither Crackhemp. 

Bion. I hopel may choole Sir, 

Yin, Come hither you rogue, what have you forgot me? 
Bion. Forgot you, no (ir: | cou'd not forget you, for 1 
never {aw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, did*'&> thou never (ce 
thy Maſters Father Fircentio ? 

Ron. Wh:t my old worſhipful old mafter ? yes mar- 
ry fir, fee where he looks out of the window, 

Vin. 1st foindeed ? He beats Biondello., 
Bion. Help, hclp, hclp, here's a mad man will murther 
me, 
Peda. Help, ſon, kelp Signior Baptiſta. 

Pet. Preth.e Kate let's ſtand afide ard fee'the end of 
this controverſy. 


Exter Pedant with ſervants, Bapiita, Tranio, 
» 


Tra. 
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Tr. Sir, what are you that offer io beat my fer- 
vant ? 
| Vin. What am I fir 5 nay what are you fir ? oh immor- 

tal Goc?: : oh fine villain, a ſilken doublet, a velvet hoſe, 
a ſcarlet cloak, and a copatain hat : oh 1lamundone, I am 
undone: while | play the good husband at home, my fon 
and my ſervant ipend all at the Univerſity. 

Tra. How now, what's the matter ? 

Bep. What is the man Junatick ? 

Tia Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient Gentleman by your 
h.bir ; but your words ſhew you a mad man; why fir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; I thank 
my good Father, | am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy father { oh villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber- 

AMO. 
y Bap-. You wiſtake ſir, you miſtake fir-pray what do you 
think is his name ? 

Vin. Ais name, as if I knew not his name: I have brought 
him up ever fince he was three years old, and his name is 
Tranio, 

Ped. Away, away mad aſs, his name is Lucentio, and hc 
is wine onlyſon and heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Wincentto. 

Vin. Lucentio | oh he hath murthered his Maſter; lay 
1cld on him I charge you in the Dukes name; oh my ſon, 
my fon ; tell me thou villain, where is my ſon Lacer- 
tio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer 3 Carry this mad knave to the 
Goal ; fath-r Baptiſta, I charge you fee that he be forth 


Vin. Carry me to the Goal ? 

Gre. Stay officer, he ſhall not go to priſon. 

Bap. Talk not Signior Gremioz | tay he ſhall go to 
riſon. 

/ Gre. Take heed fignior Baptiſta, left you be coni- 

catch'd in this buſineſs ; I dare {wear. this is the right Yin. 

eentio. | 

Ped. Swear if thou dar'ft 
Ge. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 
774. Then thou wert beft ſay that | am not Lucer- 

I:0» 

Gre» Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentzo, 

Bap, Away with the dotard , to the Goal with him, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca+ 


Vin. Thus ſtrangers may be hal'd and abuyg'd ; oh mon- 
firovs viilair. 
* Bon, Oh we arefpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, for- 
{wear him, or «Iſe we are all undone. 

Exit Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faſt as may bes 


Luc, Pardon ſweet father. 
Vine Lives my {weet ſon ? 
Bion, Fardon dear Father 

}ap, How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio? | 
Luc. Here's Lucemio, right fon to the right Yincen- 
f10, 


That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 


Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive us all. 
Vin, Where is that damned villain Trano, 

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter ſo ? 

Bap. VVhy, tell me if not this my Cambio? 

Biox. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Lc. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my ſtate with Tran, 

YVhile he did bear my countenance in the town, 

And happily I havearriv'd at laft 

Unto the wiſhed haven of my blif: ; 

VVhkat Treniodid, my ſelf enfore'd him to; 

Then pardon him ſweet Father for my lake. 

Yin. Ple lit the villains noſe t hat would have fent me 


to the Goal, 


I pray you tel] me what you meant by that. 


| Bap.But do you hcar fir, have you married my davghter 
without asking my good will ? 
Fin, Fear not Baptiſta, we will content you, goto ; 
but I will in, to be revenged on this villain, / 
Bap. And Ito ſound the depth of this knavery. Ext, 
Zac. Look not pale, Bianca, thy fathcr will not frown 
E xeuns. 
Gre. My cake is dough, but Ile in among the reft, 
Out of hope of all, but my ſhare of the feaſt. 
Kat. Husband let's follow, to ſee the end of this ado. 
Pet, Firſt kifs me Kate, and we will. 
Kat. What in the midſt of the ſtrect ? 
Pet, What art thou aſham*d of me? | 
Kat. No fir, God fordid, but aſham'd to kiſs. 
Pet, Why then let's home again: Come firra let's a- 
Way. 
. Kat. Nay, 1 will give thee a kiſs, now pray thee Love 
ay. 
Pet, Is not this well? come. my ſweet Kare. 
Better once then never, for never too latr. 


Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Ent er Baptiſta, Vineentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucenti», and 
Branca, Tramo, Biordello, Gr umio, and Widdow : 
The Serving- men with Tran bringing 
in a banquet. 


Lac. Atlaft tholong, our jarring notes agree, 

And time it is when raging war is come, 

To ſmile at ſcapes and perils over blown : 

My fair B5ence bid my father welcome, 

While I with ſelf-ſame kindneſs welcome thine : 

Brother Petruchio, ſiſter Katherina, 

And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow : 

Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houle, 

My Banquet is to clofe our ſtomachs up 

After our great good cheer : pray you fit down, 

For now we lit to chat as well as cat, 

Per. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat. 

Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, fon Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but whats kind. 

Hor. For both our fakes I would that word were true: 

Pet. Now for my life Hortent:o fears his widdow. 

Hor. Then never truſt me it I be afeard. 

Pet, You are very fenfible, and yet you miſs my 
lence : 

I mean Hortentiois afeard of you. 

Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round, 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kat. Miftris, how mean you that ? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortentso that ? 

Hor . My Widdow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her tale. 

Pet, Very well mended, Kiſs him for that, good 

Widdow. 

Kat: He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 

W:d. Your Husband being troubled with a ſhrew, 

Meaſurs my husbands (ſorrow by his wo 3 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kat, A very mean meaning. 

Wid. Right, I mean you. 

Kat. And | am mean indeed, reſpeRing you, 

Pet, To her Kate. | 

Hor, To her Widdew. 

Pet: A hundred marks, my Kate do put ker down. | 


—_— 


Exit, | 


Hor. That's my office. 
Pet. Spokelike an officer ; ha to thee lad. 
Drinks to Hortentio. 


ln EO 


1 he 1 aming of the Shrew. 


Bap. How lies Gremis th:(e quick witted folks? 
Gre - Believe me fir, they Bur together well: 
Bizn, Head, and but an haſty witty body, 

Would ſay your Head and But were head and horn, 

Yin. 1 Miſtrels Bride, hath that awakened you ? 

Eian. 1 but not frighted me, therefore Ple ſleep a- 

ain, 

Pet. Nay that you ſhall not ſince you have begun: 

Have at you fot a better jeſt or two. 

Eian. Am 1 your Bird, | mean toſhift my buſh, 

And then purlue meas you draw your Bow. 

Youare welcowe all. Exit Bianca. 

Per. She hath prevenced me, here ſignior Tranie. 

This bird you aim'd at, tho you hit her not, 

Cherefore a health to all thar ſhot and miſt, 

Tre. Oh fir, Lucentio (11pt me likz his Gray-hound, 

Which runs himſelf, and catches for his Maſter. 

Per. A good (wilt limile, but ſomething curriſh, 

Tra: *Tis well fir, that you hunted for your felt : 

'Tis thought your Dzer does hold you at a bay. 

| Bap. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. 1thank thee for that gird good Tramo. 

Hor. Confels, confe(s, hath he not hit you here ? 

Pet. A has alittle gall'd me I confeſs: 

And as the Jeſt did glance away trom me, 

'Tis ten to one it maim'd you too outright. 

Bap. Now in good fadnefs fon Petrruchso, 

{ think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 

Pet. Well, | ſay no ; and therefore for aſſurance, 

Let's each one ſend unto his wife, 

br he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, 

Tocome at firſt when he doth fend for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 

| Hor. Content, what's the wager ? 

Luc. Twenty Crowns. 


Pet. Twenty Crowns. 
Ple venrure fo much of my Hawk or Hound, 
þu twenty times fo much upon my Wite. 

Luc. A hundred then, 

Hor, Content, 

Pet. A match, *cis done . 

Hor. Who ſhall begin ? 

Luc. That will I. | 
Go Biondello, bid your Miſtreſs come tome : 
Bion. |_ go. Exit, 
Bap. Son, Ple be yonr half, Bianca comes. 
Luc, Ile have no halves : Ple bear it all my ſelf, 


Enter Biondello. 


How-now, what n:ws ? 

Bion, Sir, my Miſtreſs ſ:nds you word 
That the is buſie, and cannot come. 

Pct. How ? the's buſie, and cannot come: is that an an- 
(wer ? 
Gre. |, and a kind one too : 
Pray God Sir your wife fend you not a worſe. 
Per, | hope better. 
Hor. Sicra Biondello, go and intreat my wife to come to 
me forthwith. Exit Biondello. 
Per. Oh ho, intreat her , nay then ſh: muſt needs 
come. 
Hor. Tam afraid Sir, do what you can, 


Enter Biondcello. 


Yours will not be entreated : Now, where's my wife ? 
Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly Jeſt in hand, 
She will notcome : ſhe bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worle and worle, ſh: will not come : 

Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur'd : 

Sirra Grum4o, go to your Miltrels, 


Hor. | know her anſwer, 
F o 


Say 1com nand her to come to me, Exit. 


Per. What ? 
Hor, She will not. 
Per. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 


Enter Katherina. | 


Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katherina. 
Kat. What is your will Sir that you {end for me ? 
Pet, Where is your Siſter, and Hortentio's wite ? 
Kat. They fit con ferring by the Parlor fire. 

Per. Gofetch them hither, if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their kusbar.cs : 
Away | fay, and bring them hither Rraight. 

Luc. Hereis a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And ſoit is: - I wonder what it boats. 

Per. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet liſe, 
An awful rule and right ſupremacy : 

And to be ſhort, what not, that's (weet and happy. 

Zap. Now fair befs! the good Frtrachio; 

The wager thou haſt won, and I will add 
Uato their loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 
Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chan; as ſhe had ncver been, 

Per. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 

Her new buiic vertue and obedience. 


Enter Rate, Bianca, and Widdow. 


See where ſhe come?, and brings your froward Wives 
As priſoners to «cr womanly p-rtnofian : 
Katherine, that cap of yours hiccmes you not, 
Off with that bable, and throw u v:.dcrioc, 
Wid. Lord I:t te never hav: a cauſe to figh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly p4's 
Bian. Fic what a {oo'iſh duty <1] vou this? 
Luc. I would your duty were a: '»0liſh too : 
The wiſdom of your duty, fair Biancs, 
Hath cot me five hundred Crowns fince tupyer time. 
.Bian. The more fool you for laving on my duty. 
Pet. Katherine, | charge thee tcll theſe keadFrong wo- 
men, what duty they owe to their Lords and ku; h:nds. 
IWid, Come, come, you're mocking : we will have no 
telling. 
Per, Come on I fay, and firſt begin with ker. 
IWid. She (hall not. 
Pet. I ſay ſhe ſhall, and firſt begin with her. 
Kate, Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind brow, 
And dart not fcornful glances from tholc eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governour. 
It blots thy beauty as froſts bite the meads, 
Confounds thy fame, whirlwinds ſhake fair bu4s, 
And in no ſence is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, derefr of beauty, 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirſty 
Will dain to fip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Lite, thy keeper, 
Thy Head, thy Soveraiga : One that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
To painful labour, both by ſea and land : 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
WhiPſ thou 10 warm at home, ſecure and (afe, 
And craves no 0 ther tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and rrue obedience z 
Too little payment for fo great a debt. 
Such duty as the SubjeR o:7es the Prince, 
Even ſuch a woman oweth to her husband ; 
And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh ſullen, fower, 
And not obedient to his honeſt will, 
VVhat is ſhe butafoul contencing Rebel, 
And gracelcfs traitor to her loving Lord ? 
Iam aſham?*d that women are ſo ſimple, 
To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace : 
Or 
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Or ſeek, for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 
\When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey: 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and we-k, and ſmooth; 
| Lirap# to toil and, trouble in the world, 
But that our {oft conditions, and qur hearts, 
Sheuld well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, ceme, you fre ward unable worms, 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My hcrt is great, my realon haply more, 
ſo bacdy word for word, and frown for frown 3 
But now 1 ſce our Launces are but ſtraws : 
Our ſtrength as weak, our weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are, 
Then vale your Rtomacks, for it is no boot, 
Aad place your hands below your husbands foot : 


| Intoken of which Cuty, if he pleaſe, 
My haad is ready, may it de him eaſe. 


Kate. 
Luc. Well go thy ways old Lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Yin. 'Tis a good hearing when children are toward. 
£uc. But a harſh hearing, when women are froward, 
Pct. Come Kate, we'l to hed, 
We three are married, but you two are ſped. 
"Twas I won the wager tho you hit the white, 
And being a winner, God give you good n'ght. 
Exit Pitruchio. 
Hortenſ. Now go thy ways, thou haſt tram'd acurſt 
Shrow. 6 
Luc. *Tis a wonder, by your lcave, ſhe will be tan''d fo. 


A 


_ All's well that ends well. 


Per. Why there's a wench: Come on, and kif me 


<4 


Attus Primus, 


| 


Scena Prima. 


Enter young Bertram Court of Reſſilion, his Mother , and He- 
lena, Lord Lafew, all in black, 


Mother. 
"43 N delivering my ſon from me, I bury a 
KEE fccond hnsband. 

| Roſ. And in going, Madam, weep 
o're my Fathcr*s death anew , but 1 
muſt attend his Majeſties command, to 
whom I am now in Ward, evermore 
in ſubjeRicn. 

Lef. You ſhall find of the King a 
husband , Madam, you fir a father, 
He that ſo generally is at all times good, muſk of neceſſity 
hold his virtue to you, whoſe worthineſs would ſtir it up 
were it wanted, rather than lack it where there is ſuch 
abundance. 

Mo. What hopeis there of his Mijeſties amendment? 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phyſitians, Madam, under 
whole pra&tices he hath perſecuted time with hope, and 


Roſ. I heard not of it before. 
Laf. | would it were not notorious. Was this Gen- 
| tlewoman the Daughrer of Gerard de Narbon? 

Mo. His fole child my Lord, and bequeathed ro my c- 
ver-looking. | have thoſe hopes of her good, that her edu- | 
cation promiſes her diſpoſitions ſhe inherits, which makes | 
fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind carries vertuovs ! 
qualities, there co mmendations go with pity, they are 
vertues and traitors too : in her they are the hetter for 
their ſimpleneſs ; ſhe derives her honeſty, and atchieves her 
goodnefſs, 

Lafew. Your commendations, Madam, get from her 
tears. | 

Mp. :Tis the beft brine a Maiden can feaſon her praife 
in, The remembrance of her Father never approaches! 
her heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows takes all liveli- 
hood from her cheek, No more of this Helens, go to, no 
more, leſt it be rather thought you aif:& a ſorrow, than to 
have 
Hel. 1doaffeR a ſorrow indeed, but I have it too. 
Laf. Moderate lamentations is the right of the dead, | 


finds no other advantage in the proc. {, but only the loſing 
of hope by time; ; 

Ate. This young Gentlewoman had a Father, O that had! | 
how ſad a paſſage *tis, whoſe skill was almoſt as great as 
his k-neſt y, had it Riretch'd ſo far, would have made nature 
immortal, and death ſhould have play for lack of work. 
Would, for the Kings ſake he were living, I think ic would 
be the death of the Kings diſcale, 

Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of Madam ? 
Aa, He was famous fir, in his profeſſion, and it was his 
great right to beſo ; Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, Madam, the King very 


$kilſul enough to have liv'd till, if knowledg could be fet 
vp againlt mortality. | ; 
Roſ. What is it ( my good Lord) the King languiſhes 
of? 


Share with thy birth-right : Love all, truſt a few, 


Rither in power than uſe : and kcep thy friend 


exceſſive grief the enemy to the living, 
Mo. It the living be enemy to the prief, the exceſs 
makes it ſoon mortal. 
Roſ. Madam, 1 defire your holy wiſhes. 
Laf. How underftand we that ? 
Mos Be thou bleſt Bertram and ſucceed thy Father 
In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and virtue 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodneſs 


Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 


Under thy own lifes key : Be checkt for ſilence, 

But never t:x'd for ſpeech : What heaven more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy hand : Farewel my Lord, 

"Tis an unſealovn'd Courtier, good my Lord 

Adviſe him: 


Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. 
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His arched arrows, his hawkiog eye, his curls 
In our hearts table : heart too capabie 

Of every line and trick of his {weet favour, 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muſt ſanftify his Relick. Who comes here ? 


Enter Paroles. 


One that goes with him : 1 love him for his fake, 
And yet I know him a notorious Liar, | 
Think him a great way foo], folely a coward, 
Yet thele tixt evils fir fo fit in him, 
That they take place, when Virtues ſteely bones 
Looks bleaki'th cold wind 3 withal, full oft we {ce 
Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly. 

Par. Save you fair Queen. 

Hel, And you Monarch. 

Par. No- 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on Virginity ? 


— ———— 
_ 


me ask you a queſtion. Man is enemy to virginity, how 
may we barrocado it againſt him 
Par. Keep him out. 


Hel. 1 : you have ſome ſtain of touldier in you : Let 


Hel. But he affails, and our virginity though valiant, 
in the defence yet 13 weak: unfold us ſome warlike reſiſt. | 
ance, 

Par. There is none : Man ſetting down before you will 
undermine you, and blow you up, 

Hel. Blefs our poor Virginity from underminers, and 
blowers up. ls there no Milicary policy how Virgins might 
blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklier 
be blown up - marry in blowiug him down again, with 
the breach your ſelves made, you lole your City. lt is not 
politick, in the common-wealth of nature, to preſerve 
virginity. Loſs of Virginity, is rational encreafe, and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firſt loſt, 
That you were made of, is metal to make Virgins. Vir 


being ever kep:, it is ever loſt : *ris too cold a companien : 
away with't. 

Hel. 1 will ttand for't a little, though therefore 1 dic a 
Virgin. 

Par. There's little can be ſaid in't ; *tis againſt the rule 
of Nature, To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is to ac- 
cule your Mothers 3 which is mo(t infallible Ciſobedience. 
H: that hangs himſclf is a Virgin ; Virginity murthers 
it ſelf, and ſhould be buried in high-ways out of al! 
ſantified limit, as a dcl{perate Offendreſs againſt Na- 
ture, Virginity breeds mites, mych like a Cheeſe, con- 
ſumes it felt to the very pairing, and ſo dies with feed- 
ing his own ſtomack. Betides, Virginity is peeviſh, proud, 
idle,made of ſelf-love, which is the moſt inhabited fic in the 


Canon. Keep it not, you cannnot chooſe but loſe by't. 
Out with'c: within ten years it will make it felf two, 
which is a goodly increaſe,and the principal it ſelfnot much 
the worſe. Away witIYr. 
Hel. How might one Co fir,to loſe it to her own liking? 
Par. Let me fee. Marry ill, to like him that ne're 
it likes. *Tis a commodity will |. fe the gloſs with 
lying, The longer kept, the lels worth: Off with't 
while *tis vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt. Vir. 
gSinity like an old Courtier, wears her cap out of fa. 
ſhion, richly ſuted, but unſuczble, juſt like the brooch 
and the toothpicl;, which were not now : your Date is 
better in your Pye and your Porredg, then in your check; 
and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our 
French wither'd Pears ; it looks ill, ir eats drily, matry 
tis a wither'd Pear : it was formerly better, marry 
yet *tis a wither'd Pear, Will you any thing with 
it? | 

Hel. Not my virginity yet. 
There (hall your Maſter have a thouſand loves, 


- — — 


A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a fricnc, 

A Phceiix, Captain, and an encmy, 

A guide, a goddels, and a foveraign, 

A Counlelor, a Traitrefs,' and a Dar : 
His humbleſt ambition, proud humility - 

His jarring concard : and his diſcord dulcct : 
His faith, his ſweet difaſter : with a wor!d 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendoms 

That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he : 

| know not what he ſhall, God ſend him well. 
The Courts learning place, and he is cnc. 

Par. What cne i*faith 7 

Hel, That] wiſh well, tis pity. 

Par. Whar's pity ? 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in':, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whoſe bater ſtars do ſhut them up in wiſhes, 
Might with effeQts of. them follow our friends, 
And ſhew whit we alone muſt think, which never 
Returns us thanks, 


Enter Page. 


Page. Monſieur Parolles, 
My Lord calls for you. 


Hel. Menſteur Parolles, you were born und:r a chari- 
table ftar. | 

Par. Under Mars I, 

Hel, 1 eipecially think under Are. 

Par, Why under Mars ? 


neccs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde I think rather. 
Par. Why think you fo ? 

Hel. You go ſo much backward when you fight: 
Par, That's for advantage. | 

Hel. So i5 running away, 

When fear propoſes 1afery : 


well. 

Paroll, | am fo full of buſineſs, I cannot anſwer thee 
acutely : | will return perfc& Courtier, in the which 
my inſtruRion ſhall {crve to naturaliſe thee, fo thou wil: 


advice ſhall thruſt upon thee,elle thou Gicſt in thice un- 
thankfulneſs, and thine ignorance makes thee away ; {are- 


band, and ufe him as ke uſes thee : So farewe!. 
E xt. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our felves do lie, 
Which we aſcrible to heaven : the fated «ky 
Gives us free ſcope, only doth back ward pull 
Our flow deſigns, when we our {elves are Gull, 
What power is it, which mounts my love {o high, 
Tait makes me fce, and cannot feed mine eye ? 
The mightieft ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 
To joyn like likes ; and kits :ke native things. 
Impoſhble be ftrinpe attempts to thole 
Thai weigh their pains in tence, and do ſuppoſe 
What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ſtrove 
Toſh cw her merit, that did mits her love ? 
(The Kings difcale ) my proj. & may Ceccive me, 
But my intents are fixt, and will not leave me. Exit, 


Fl wriſh C-r36!'s. 


» Enter the King of France with letters, and 
divers Attendants. 
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Hel. The waters hath fo kept you under, that you mult 
] 


But the compoſition that your valour and fear makes in | 
you, is a viitue of a good wing, ard 1 like the wear | 
be capable of the Courtiers counſel, and underſtand what | 


wel : When thou haft leiſure, ſay thy prayers: when then ! 
haft none, remember thy Friends : ger thee a g90d hul. : 


' 
: 
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King. Thc Florentnes and Senoys are by th' cars, 
Have tvught with equal fortune, and continue 
A bravirg war. 

1. Lo, G. So”ris reported fir. 

Kin. Nzy tis moſt credible, we here receive it, 
Accttaii:ty vouch'd from our Couſin Auſtria, 
With Caution, that the Florentsne. will move us 
For ip<dy aid : wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejuciicaies the buſinels, and would ſeem 
To h.ve us make denial. 

1, L. G. His love and wildom 
Apprev'd to to your MajeRy may plcad 
For ampleſt credence. 

Km. He hath arm'd our anſ'ver, 

And Florence is deni'd before he comes : 
Y<r for our Gentlemen that mean to ſre 
The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ftand on either part. 

2. Lo. E. It may well ſerve 
A twurſery to our Gentry, Who are ſick 
For breathing and exploit. 

Kin. What's he comes here ? 


Enter Bertram, Lafew 4nd Parolles, 


Young Bertram. 
Kin. Youih, thou bear'ſt thy fathers face, 
Frank Nature rather curious than in haſt, 
Huth well compos'd thee : Thy Fathers moral parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too: welcome to Paris. 
Ber, My thanks and duty are your Majeſties. 
Kin, 1 would | had that corparal ſoundneſs now 
As when thy father and my ſelf in friendſhip 
Furſt tri'd our fouldierſhjp : he did look-far 
#nto the ſervice of the time, and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 
But on vs both did haggiſh-Age ſteal on, 
And wore us out of a& ; it much repairs me 
To talk of your good Father in his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 
Today in our young Lord ; but they may jeſt 
Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
So like a Courtier, contempt nor bitterneſs 
Were in his pride, or ſharpneſs, if they were, 
His eq ral had awak'd theo, and his honour 
Clock to it ſelf, knew the true minute when 
Fxception bid him ſpeak, and at this time | 
His tongue obey'd hishand. Who were below him) 
He us'd as creatures of another place, 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks. 
M-king them proud cf his humility, 
[n their poor praiſe he humbled : ſuch aman 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times 3 
Which followed well, would demonſtrate them now 
But goers backward. 
Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb: 
So in approof lives not his Epitaph, 
As in your royal ſpeech. 


( Methirks I hear him now ) his plauſive words 
He ſcatter'd not in cars, but grafted them 

To grow there and to-bear ; let me not live, 
This his good melancholly oft began 

O1 the Cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime 

When it was out : let me not live, (quoth he ) 
After my flame lacks oyl, to be the ſnuff 

Of yeunger ſpirits, whofe apptehenſive ſenſes 
Alt but new things diſdain 3 whoſe jndgments are 
kieer fathers of their garments; whoſe conſtancies 
Excire before their faſhions : this he wiſh'd. 

[ after him, do a't:r him with too: 


* 


1» Lo, G. It is the Count Roſilkon, my good: Lord, 


King. Wovld 1 were with him : he would always ſay, 


| 


( Since I, nor wav, nor honey can bring home, ) 
[ quickly were difſolvcd from my hive, 
To give ſome Labourers room. 

2. L. E. Yowre loved Sir, 

They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lack you firſt, 
Kin. fill a = I know't 3 how long is'c, Count, 

Since the Phylician at your tathers died , 

He was much fam'd. 

Ker. Some (ix months fince, my Lord. 

Kin. If he were living, I would cry him yet, 
Lend me an arm ; the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral applications; Nature and ſickneſs 
Debate it at their leiſure. Welcome Count, 

My ſons no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your Majefty. 

Exit. 


Flauriſh, 
Emer Counteſs, Steward, and Clover. 


Cos. I will now hear, what ſay you of this Gentle:y0- 
man ? 

St. Madam, the care I have had tro even your content 
Iwiſh might be foundin the Kalerider of my paft endes: 
vours, for then we wound our modeſty, and make foul the 


:clearneſs of our deſervings, when of our felves we publiſh 


them. 
Cou, What do's this knave here ? Get you gone firrah; 


'tismy ſlowneſs that Ido not; for | know you lack-not 


| Clo, *Tis not. unknown to you Madam, I am a poor fel. 
ow. | 

Cox, Well fir. 

Cle. No Madam, 
'Tis not ſo well that I am poor , though many of the 
Tich are damn'd ; but if I have your Ladiſhips good will 


-to go the world, I:bei the woman and I will do as we 


may. 
Conn. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Clo. I do beg your good will in this caſe. 

Con, YVhatcaltc? 

Clo. In Isbels cale and mine own 3 ſerviceis no heri- 


tage, and I think Iſha}l never have the bleſſing of God, 


——< ago iſſue amy body, for they fay Barns are blct- 
ings. 

Cou. Tell me thy reaſon why thou wilt marry 7 

Clo. My poor body Madam requires it, I am driven on 
by the fleſh, and he muſt needs go that the devil 
drives. 

Cox: Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? 


they are. 

Cox. May the world know them ? 

Clo. | have been ( Madam )) a wicked creature, as you 
and all fleſh and blood are, and indeed I do marry that 
may repent. 

Cox. Thy marriage ſooner than thy wickedneſs: 

Clo. T am out of friends. Madam, and I hope to have 
fr ends for my wives ſake. 

Cox, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Cl, Yeare ſhallow Madam, in great friends, for the 
knaves come to do-that for me which 1 am a weary of; 
he that cars my Land, ſpares my team, and pives me 
leave to in the crop; if I be his Cuckold, he's my 
drudg 5 he that comforts my wife, fis the cheriſher of my 
fleſh and blood ; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood, 
loves my fleſh and blood ; he that loves my fleſh and 
blood is my friend : Ergo, he that kiſſes my wife is my 
friend : if men could be contented ro be what they are, 


| there were no fear in marriage ; for young Charbon the 


Puritan 


_——r— 
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the complaints I have heard of you, I do not all believe; | 


folly to commit them, and have ability enough to make 
ſuch knaveries yours. | 


Clo. Faith Madam I have other holy reafons 5 ſuch as | 
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Pariten, and 610 Poyſam the Pap E,howlfomere their hearts 
are {rver?) in R-1:por, their heats are both cone, ticy may 
joul hor:.s together hike any Dear Vih Herd, 

Cou. Thou w lt ever b. a foul mouth'd 2nd calumnious 
knave, 

Clo. A prophet, I M:damn, and I ſpeak the truth the next 
way, for | the Ballad will repeat, which men full true ſhall 
find, your marriage comes by deftinv, your Cuckow ings 
by kind, 

Couz. Get you gone fir, le talk with you more anon. 

Sr-w. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid Hell:n 
come to you, of herl am to (peak. 


| 


| 


nor milſdoubt : pray you leave me, (tall this in your botem, 
and I thank you for your honeſt care; 1 will ſpeak with 
you further anon, 


Cou. Sirrah tell my Gcntlewoman 1 would ſpeak with 
her, H<«llen | mein, 

Clo. Was this fair face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſack Troy ? 


' Fond Conc, done tond, was tins King Priam's joy ? 


Wich that ſh- ſighed as the Rood, bis 


And gave this featence ther, a nong nine bad if one be} ( Gods mercy Maiden Co's tr: curd thy blood 


good, among nine bad if oe be good, there's yet one | 
g00d in ten. | 
Cer, What, one good in, ten? you corrupt the forg 


firrah. Li Why, that yeu are wy Caughter 2 
Clo. One good woman in ten. Madam, which is the pu- | "_ ) Y © 

riſying a*th ſong : would God would ferve the world fo «I! 

the year, we'd find no fault with the tithe woman if I were | 


the Parſon; one in ten quoth a? an4 we might have a good | Th. Coy-1 Roſſillion cann1t be my brother 3 


woman born but o'ce every blazing Str, or at an carth- 


quake, *cwould mend the Lottery. well, a man may CraW , gg ore upoi my Parents, his all noble 
| , 


. | My Matter, my cear Locd he is, and [ 
Cox You'l be gone fir knave,and do as | command you? | 14,, feryany'live, and will kis vaſſal dic : 


his heart out ere a pluck one. 


Clo. That man that ſhould be at a womans command, | 
and get no hurt done, tho honeſty be no Furitan,yet it will 
dono hurt; it wi!l wear the Surplis of humil:ty over the 
black Gown of abig heart : I am going forfooth, ti: buſt- 
neſs is for Heller to come hither. 

Exit 

Cox, Well now. 

Stew. I know (Madam) you love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirely. 

Con, Faith I do : her Father bequeath'd her to me, and 
ſhe her ſelf without other advantage, may lawfully make 


[cis the ſhow and fecal of naturts rruth, 

\Vhere loves ſtrong paſſhon is 3mpreſt in youth, 

By our remerr brances of days forgone, 

*uch were our faults, or then we thought themnone : 

Hr eye is ſick 04'r, 1 obſerve her now. g 
Hel. what is your pleaſure, Madam ? 
Of. Con. You know, Hellen, I am a mother to you. 
Hel. Mine honourable Miftris. 
O/. Con. Nay a Mother, why not a Mother ? when 1 

1cd Mother, 

Methought you ſaw a ſerpent; what*s in Mother, 

Thar you {tart at it? I fay, I am your mother, 

And put youin the Catalogue of thofe 

Thr were enwombed mine ; *cis often ſcen 

| A\dop:ion ſtrives with nature, and choice breeds 

| A native ſlip to us from ſorrain ſeeds : 

| You ne'rc oppreſt me with a mothers groang 

'Yerl exprets to vou a mothers care : 


To fay I am thy mother 2? what*: the marrer, 
Tra: this Cit mpered meſfcoger of wer, 
The many colour'd [ris rounds thine eye ? 


Hel, That I amnor. 
Of. Cen. | fay I 32 your Mother. 
Hel. Pardon Matam. 


| am from humble, he from honevred name 3 


He muftnot be my brother. 

Ol. Cox. Nor | your Mother. - 

Hel. Youare my Mother M » would you were 
So that my Lord your Son wereMot my brother, 
Indeed my Mother, or were you both our mothers, 

[ care no more for, thanl do for heaven, 
$9 1 were not his ſiſter, cant no other, 
But 1 Your Daughter, he muſt be my Brether. 

Ol. Cou. Yes Hellen, you might be my Daughter in law, 
God ſhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother 
So firive upon your pulie ; what pale agen? 


title to as much love as the finds; there is more owing her 
than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her than ſhc'll de- 
mand, 

Stew. Madam,1 was very late more near her than I think 
ſhe with'd me ;, alone ſhe was, and did communicate to her 
felf her own words to her own ears; ſhe thought, ] 
dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ſtranger tence ; 
her matter was, ſhe loved your Son ;, Fortune the faid 
was no goddeſs, that had pur fuch difference berwixt 
their two eftates ; Love no God, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level : Queen of 
Virgins, that would fuffer her poor Knight ſurpris'd with- 
out reſcue in the firſt afſavit or ranlome afterward ; 
This ſhe Celiver'd in the moſt bitter touch of forrow 


that ere] heard Virgin exclaim in, which | held my duty | a; heaven hill work in m: for mine avail 


ſpeedily to acquaint you withal 3 fithence in the loſs 
that may happen, it concerns you ſomething to know 
if, | 

Conn. You have difcharg'd this honeſty, keep it to your 
felf; many likelibpods infor 'd me of this bejore, which | 
hung ſo tottering in the ballance, that I could never believe 


Exit Steward: 
Enter Hellen. 


O14 Con. Even lo if was with me when was young 
f ever, we are natures, theſe are outs, this thorn 


My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs ! now | ſee 
The Miftry of your lovelineſs; and find 

Your falt tears heads now to all fence *tis groks : 
You love my Son, invention is aſham'd 

Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion 

To ſay thou doft not : therefvre tell me true, 
Bur rc11 me then tis fo, for look, thy cheeks 
Confſeſs it *rone to tfother, and thine eyes 

Sceir is ſo grofily ſhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they [pexk it; only fin 

And helliſh obttinancy tic thy rongue 

That truth ſhould be fuſpcRed; ſpeak, is't fo ? 

[f it be fo, you have wound a goodly clew : 

[f it benor, forſwear't : how ere [charge thee, 


To rel] me truly. | 

Hel. Good Madam pardon me. 

Con. Do you love my S0n ? 

Hel. Your pardan noble Miftris. 

Cox. 1. ove you my Son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him Madam ? 

Cex, Go not about; my love hath in't a bond 
Whereof the world taxes note: Come, come, ditcloſe 
The ſtate of your aff<ion, for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeact'd. 

Hel. Then I conſels 

Here on my knee, before high heavens and you, 

That before you,and nextunto high heaven, [love yourSonz 
My friends were poor but honeſt, {0's my love ; 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him 


Doth to our Roſe of youth'rightly belong, 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born, 


That he is lov'd of me : | follow him not 


By any token of prefumptuous ſuir, 
S 2 


Nor 
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nent tings — 
Not would I have him, till I do deſerve him, 
Yet never know how that deſert ſhould be: 
| know 1 love in vain, ſtrive againſt hope 3 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive 
| ſill pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack not to loſe till; thus Indies like 
Religious in mine error, 1 adore 
The un that looks upon his worſhipper, 
But knows of him no more. My dearſt Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdo ; but if your ſelf, 
Whoſe aged honour cites a vertuous youth, ,, 
Did ever in fo true a fanie of loving, 
VViſk chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dsar 
VVas both her ſelf and love. O then give pity 
To her whole ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give where ſhe is ſure to lofe; 
That ſeeks not to find that, ſearch implies, 
But riCdle like, lives ſweetly where {he dies. 
Cox. Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 
Hel. Madam l had. 
Cu. VVherefore? tell true. 
Hel. 1 will tell true, by grace it ſelf I ſwear ; 
You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effets, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience had colleed 
For general ſoveraignty 3 and that he will'd me 
In heedfulPR reſervation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were, 
More than they Were in note: Amongl the reſt, 
There is a remedy, approv'd, fet down , 
To cure the deſperate languſhings whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. | 
Con. This was your motive for Paris, was it, (peak? 
Hel. My Lord, your ſon, made meto think of this 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily been ablcnt then. 
Cox. But think you Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He wovld receive it ? He and his phyficians 
Are of one mind, He, that they cannot help him : 
They, that they cannot help: how ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools 
Embowel'd of their dofrine, have lett off 
The danger to it (elf. 
Hel. There's ſomething in't 
More than my Fathers skill , which was the great 
Of his prof. ſion, ti:at his good receipt, 
Shall for my legacy be ſanftified 
By th' luckieft Stars in heaven, and would your honour 
But give me leave, to ſucceſs I'de venture 
The well loſt life of mine, on his Graces cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
Cox, Do'it thou deliev't ? 
Hel. I Madam knowingly. 
Cox. VVhy, Hellen, thou ſhalt have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thofe of mine in Coort, Vile ftay at home 
AnG pray Gods bleſling unto thy attempt : 
Be zone tomorrow, and be ſure of this , 
VVhat 1 can help thee to, thou ſhalt not miſs, 
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Aus Secundus. 


| Enter the King with divers young Lords, taking leave for the 
| Florentine war : Count Roſs, and Paroles. 
| Flonriſh Cornets. 


| Kin. Farcwel young Lords, theſe warlike principles 
Do not throw from yeu; and you my Lords farewel ; 
Share the advice betw:xt you, if both gain, all 
The gitit doth Riretch it {elf as *cis recery'd. 
And is enough for both, 
| Lord. G. 'Tis our hope fir, 
| After well entered Souldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health, 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet wy heart 
Will not coofeſs he owes the malady 
That doth my life beſiege ; farewel young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, þe you the ſons 
Ot worthy French men ; let higher /raly 
(Thole bated thar inherit but the fall 
Of thelaſt Monarchy ) ſce that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it, when 
The braveft queſtion ſhrinks 3 find what you ſeek, 
That fame may cry you loud : [ ſay farew:l. 
L. G. Health at your bidding ſerve your Majeſty, 
King. Thoſe girls of Jtaly, take heed of them, 
They 1.y our French lack language to deny 
If they demand : bewarc of being Captives 
Before you ſerve. 
Bo. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
King. Farewe!, come hither to me. ( us. 
1. Lo. G. O' my ſweet Lord that you will ſtay behind 
Par. *Tis not his fault, the ſpark. 
2. Lo. E. Oh'tis brave wars. 
Par. Moſt admirable, I have ſeen thoſe wars. 
Roſſill, | am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too young, and thenext year, and *cis too caily. 
Par. And thy mind ſtand to it boy, 
Steal away bravely. 
Roſſil, T ſhall Ray here the forehorſe to a ſmock, 
Creeking my ſhooes on the plain Maſonry, 
Till hon« ur be bought up, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with : by heaven, le ſteal away. 
1. Lo. G. There's honour in the theft. 
Par. Commit it Count. 
2. Lo. E. | am your acceſſary, and fo farewel. 
Ref. 1 grow to you, and our partingis a tortur'd body. 
1. Lo. G. Farewel Captain. 
2.Lo. E, Sweet Monſieur Parolles. 
Par. Noble Heroes , my ſword and yours are kin, 
_ {parks and luſtrous, a word good metals, You 
all find in the Regiment of Spinii, one Captain Spmrio 
his Cicatrice, with an emblem of war here on his finifter 
check ; it was this very (word entrench'd it; ſay to him 
| live, and obſerve his reports of me. 
L. G. We ſhall noble Captain. 


Par. Mars doat on you for his novices, what will ye dc? 
| Roſſ. Stay : the King. 

Par. Uſe amore ſpacious ceremony to the noble Lords, 
you have reftrain'd your ſelf within the Liſt of too cold 
an adieu: be more expreſſive to them; for they were 
themſelyes in the cap of the time, there do muſter true gate; 
cat, ſpeak, and more under the influence of the moft 
receiv'd tar, and tho the devil lead the meaſure, ſuch are 
to be followed : after them, and take a more dilated fare- 
wel. 

Roſſ. And I will do ſo. 


Par. Worthy fellows, atid like to prove moſt ſinewie 
ſword-men. Exenne, | 
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k Our great {elf and our credit, to efieem | 
Enter Lafew. | A ſencelefs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. | 
L. Laf. Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings. Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains; | 
King. Vie {ee thee to ſtand up. (pardon, | I will no more enforce tny office on you, | 
L. Laf. Then here's a man ſtands that hath brought his | Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts, | 
[ would you had knecl'd, my Lord, to ask me mercy, A modeſt one to bear me back again. 
| And that at my bidding you could fo ſtand up. Kin. | cannot give thee lels to be call'd grateſol ; 
. King. 1 wouldI had, fo I had broke thy pate Thou thoughr'ſ to help me, and fuch thanks | give, 
And asx't thee mercy tor'c. As one near death to thoſe that wiſh him live ; 
| Laf. Goodfaith a croſs, but my good Lord *tis thus, | But what at fall I know, thou know no part, 
| ! Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? | knowing all myperil, thou no art: 
[ | King. No. H-ll, What can 6&0, can Go no hurt to try, 
& Laf. O will you eat no grapes my royal Fox ? 5 nce you ſet up your reſt *g:inſt remedy 3 | 
# Yes but you will, my noble Grapes, and if He that of greateſt works is finiſher, | 
| My royal Fox could reach them : | have feen a Medicine | Oft does them by the weakeft Minifter 
L That's able to break life into a ſRone, SO holy Writ, in babes, hath judgment ſhown, 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary When Judges have been babes, great floods have flown 
With ſprightly fire and motion, whoſe fimple touch From ſimple fources ; and preat Seas have dried, 
[s powerful to araile King Pipper, nay When Miracles have by the great*{ been denied. 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's hand, Ofr expeRation fails, ard moſt oft there 
and write to her a love-line. Whrre moſt it promiles: and oft it hits, 
| Kin. What her is this ? Where hope is coldeft, and deſpair, moſt ſhifts. 
Laf. Why door ſhe: my Lord, there's one arriv'd, | Kin. | muſt not hear thee, fare thee well kind Maid, 
If you will ſee her : now by my faith and honour, Thy pains not 1v'd, mult by thy {elf be paid, 
( [f ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
[n this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke Hell. Inſpired Merit fo by breath is bard : 
With one, that in her f{cx, her years profeſſion, [t 15not ſo with him that all things knows 
Wiſdom and Conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more As *tis with us, that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows : | 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs: will you lee her ? Bur moſt it is preſumption in us, when 
For that is her demand, and know her buſinef; ? The help of heaven w: count the a& of men, | 
That done, laugh well at me. Dear ſir, to my endezvours give conſent, 
| Kin. Now good Lafew. Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
Bring inthe admiration, that we with thee | am not an Impoſtor, that proclaim | 
May ſpend our wonder too, or rake off thin e My felf againſt the level of mine aim, | 
By wondring how thou took'R it. Burt know, | think, and think 1 know moſt ſure, | 
Laf. Nay, Vie fit you, My art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure. 
And not be all day neither, | Ksng. Art thou fo confident ? within what ſpace | 
Kin, Thus he is ſpecial nothing ever prologues. Hop thou wy cure ? 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horſcs of the fun ſhall bring 
q Enter Helen. Their fiery torther his diurnal ring. | 
ji Ere twice in murk and occidental damp, | 
| Kin, This haſt hath wings indeed. Moiſt Heſperxs hath quench'd her fleepy Lamp | 
Laf. Nay, come your ways, Or four and twenty times the Filots glaſs 
This is his Majeſty, fay your mind to him, Hath told the thieviſh minures, how they paſs, 
ly A traitor you do look like, but fuck rraitors What is infirm, from your ſound parts ſhall fly, 
" His Majeſty ſeldom fears, 1am Cr-fſeds Uncle, Health ſþall live free, and ficknels freely die. 
That dare leave two together, fare you well. Exit.| King. Upon thy certainty and confiderce, 
, Kin. Now fair one, do's your buſinels follow us? Whar dar'ſt thou venture ? | 
Hel. 1 my good Lord. Hel. Tax of impudence, 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, A tcumpets boldnels, a divulged ſh:me 
In what he did profeſs, well found. Traduc'd by oCious ballads : my Maidens name 
K+apg. | knew him. Seard otherwiſe, no worle of worlt extended 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſes towards him, | With vileſt torture, let my life be ended. 
Rnowing himis enough : on's bed of death, Kin. Me thinks in thee ſome blefſed ſpirit doth ſpeak 
Many receits he gave me, namely one, His powerful ſound, wherein an Organ wezk; 
Whichas the deareſt iſſue of his practiſe, And what impofſib.liry would {ly 
And of his old experience, th* only darling, In common fence, {ence faves another way : | 
He bad me ſore up, as a triple eye, Thy life is Cear, for all that life can rate | 
Safter then mine own two: more dear | have fo, Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate: 
And hearing your high Majeſty is touch'd Youth, Beauty, Wiſdom, Courage, all | 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour Th-t happinefs and prime, can happy call | 
Of my dear fathers gift, ſtands chief in power, Thou this to bazird, needs muſt intimate | 
l come to tender it, and my appliance, Skill infinite, or monſtro-5 defperete ; | 
With all bound humbleneſs Sweet pradtifcr, thy Phyfick | will cry, | 
| King. We thank you Maiden, That miniſters thine own death if 1 cie. | 
, But may not be fo credulous of cure, Hel. lf | break time, or flinch if property 
When our moſt learned DoRors leave us, and Of what 1 ſpoke,unpitied let me die, | 
| Che Congregated Colledg have concluded, And well delerv'd : nor help.ng, death's my fre; 
, That labouring art can never ranfome nature Burt if 1 help, what do you promite mc ? 1 
From her unaydible eſtate : 1 ſay me muſt not Kin Make thy demand. 
| So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, Hel. But will you makeit even ? | 
| To proſtitute our paſt cure malady Kin. | dy my Scepter, and my hopes of help, | 
To empericks, or to diſſever ſo S 3 Hel. ' 
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Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me with thy kingly hand, | 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
Excmptzd be from me the arrogance 
To chooſe from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ſtate : 
But ſuch'a one thy vaſſal, whom I know 
is free for me to ask, thee to beftow. 
Kin. Here is my hand, the premiſes obſerv'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſery'd : 
So make the choice of thine own time, for [ 
Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee Rtill rely ; 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more | muſt, 
Though more to know, could not be more to truſt : 
From whence thou cam'ft, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubtcd bleft. 
Give me {owe help here hoa, if thou proceed, 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy decd. 
Exeunt: 


Enter Counteſs, and Clown, 


Lady. Come on, fir, I ſhallnow put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clown, | will thew my ſelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
| know my buſineſs is but to the Court. 

Lady. To the Court, why what place make you ſpeci- 
al, when you put off that wich tuch contempt, but to the 
Court? 

Cl2. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any manners 
he may eaſily pur it off at Court : he that cannot make a 
leg, put off's cap, kiſs his hand,and ſay nothing,has neither 
leg, hands, lip, nor cap ;, and indeed {ſuch a fellow, to ſay 
precilely, were not for the Court, but for me, I have an 
anſwer will ſerve all men, 

Lady,.Marry that's a bountiful anſwer that fits all queſti- 
Ons. 

Clo. It is like a Barbers Chair, that fits all buttocks, the 
pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, or 
any buttock. 

Lady. W:\l your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 

Clo, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an Atturney, 
a5 your French Crown for your Tatfaty Punk, as Tibs 
Ruſh for Tom's fore-ſinger, as a Pancake for Shrovetueſday, 
a Morris for May-dzy, as the nail to his hole, the Cuck- 
old to his Horrgis a {coding Quean to aw rangling Knave, 
zs the Nuns lip co the Friar's mouth, nay, as the Pudding 
to his «kin. 

Lady. Have you, I (ay, an anſ{yer of ſuch fitneſs for all 
queſtions? 

C.lo. From below your Duke , to beneath your Con. 
ſab'ey it will fit any queſtion, 

Lady. It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous fize,that 
cauſt fir all demands. 

Clo. Burt a 1rifle neither in good faith, if the learned 
kould ſpeak truth of it: here t is, and all that belongs 
trot. Ask meif Iam a Covrtier, it ſhall Co you no harm to 
learn. 

Lady. To be young again if we could : 1 will be a 
fool in queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your an- 
wer. | 
L ady. I pray you fir, are you a Courtier ? 

Clo. O Lord fir there's a ſimple putting off: more,more, 
a hundred of them. 

La. Sir l am a poor friend of yours, that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord fir, thick, thick, ſpare not me. 

La. I think fir, you can eat none of this homely 
mear. 

Clo. I Lord fir; nay put me to't, I warrant you. 

La. You were lately whipt, fir, as I think. 

Clo. O Lord, fir, ſpare not me. 

La. Dg youcry, © Lord fir, at your whipping, and 
ſpare not me ? Indeed your, O Lord fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping : you would anſwer very well to awhip- 


CC m_— ere 


ping if you were but bound tor. 


Cle. 1 ne*re had worle luck in my life, in my, OL oe | 


fir : I ſee things may ſerve long. but not ferye eyer - 

La.1 play the noble hufw1ife with the time, to ercter- 
tain it fo merrily with a fool. 

Clo, O Lord tir, why there'r ſerves well apen. 

La. And end ; fir to your bufinels : give Helen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anfwer back. 

Commend meto my kin{men, and my ſon, 
This is not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them, 

La. Not much imployment for you, you underſtand 
me. 
Clo. Moſt fruitfully, 1 am there, beforc my legs, 
La. Hafte you agen- Exent. 

Enter Count, Lafew, and Parolles. 

Ol. Laf. They ſay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
Philoſophical perlon, to make moderen and familiar 
things {upernatural and caulclefs. Hence is it, that we 
mak< trifles of terrors , enfſconſing our fclves into ſeem- 
ing knowledge , when we ſhould ſubmit our ſelves to an 
unknown fear, 


hath ſhot out in our latter times, 

Roſ. And fo *tis. 

Ol. Laf. to be relinquiſh'd of the Artifts. 

Par. So I ſay both of Galen and Paracelſus, 

Ol. Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows, 

Par. Right, fo 1 tay. 

Ol. Laf. That gave him out incurable. * 

Par. Why there *tis, io lay I too, 

Ol. Laf. Not to be help'd. 

Par, Right , as *twere aman afſur'd of 4a——— 

Ol. Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death. 

Par, Juſt you ſay well ; ſo would | have ſaid: 

Ol. Laf. 1 may truly fay, it is a novelty tothe world. 

Par. It is indeed if you will have it in the ſhewing, 
you ſhall read it in what do you call there. 

Ol. Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly «it:& in an earthly 
AQor, 

Par. That's it, I would have faid the very ſame. 

Ol. Laf. Why your Dolphin is not luſticr : for me 1 
ſpeak in r pet ——— 

Par. Nay 's ſtrange, *ris very ſtrange, that i; the 
brief and the tedious of it, and.he's of a molt facinerious 
ſpirit,that will nct acknowledge it to be the 

Ol. Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par. 1, fo I ſay. 

Ol. Laf. In a moſt weak ——— 

Par. And debile Miniſter, great power, great tran- 
ſcendence , which ſhould indeed give us afurther uſe to 
be made, than only the recov'ry of the King, as to be — 

Ol. Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helen, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have ſaid it, you faid well : here comes 
the King. 

Ol. Laf. Luſtick, as the Dutchman ſays : Ile like 
a Maid the better whileI have a tooth in my head : why 
he's able to lead her to a Carranto. 

Par. Mor du vinager, isnot this Helen ? 

Ol. Laf. Fore God I think fo. 

King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court, 

Sit, my prelſerver, by thy patients fide, 

And with this healthful hand whoſe baniſh'd ſence 
Thou haft repeald, a ſecond time reccive 

The confirmation of my promis'd pitt, 

Which but attends thy naming. 


' Enter three or four Lords, 
Fair Maid, ſend forth thine eye, this youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchellors, ſtand at my beftowing, 
Ore whom both Soveraign power, and fathers voice 


Par. Why *tis the rareſt argument of wonder, that | 
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Thou halt power to chu'e, and they none to forlake. 
Hel. T'o each of you, one fair and vertuous Miltreſs 
Fall waen love pleaſe : marry to each, but one. 
Old. Laf. Vie give bay curtal, and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than thele boys, 
And writ as little beard. 
King. Peruſe them well : 
Not one of thoſe, but had a noble father. 
She adreſſes her toa Lord- 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through me, reſtor*d the 
King to health. | 
All. We underſtand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel. lama ſimple Maid, and therein wealthieſt, 
That | proteſt ; 1 imply am a Maid : 
Pleaſe it your Majeſty, | have Cone already: 
The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me. 
Kin. We bluſh that thou ſhouldſt chuſe but be refuſed 3 
Let not white death (it on thy cheeks for ever, 
Wel ne*re come there again, - 
Make choice and tee, 
Who ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
too Now Dian from thy Altar do | fly, 


And to impartial Fove, that God moſt high 

omy ſighs tream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ? 

1, Lo. And grantit. 

Hel. Thanks fir, all the reſt is mute. 

Ol. Laf. 1 had rather be in this ch ice, than throw 
A deaul-ace for my life. 

Hel. "The honour fir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I ſpeak too threatningly replies : 
| Love make your ſortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wiſhes, and her humble love. 

2. Lo. No better if you pleaſe. 

Hel. My wiſh receive, 

Which great Fove grant, and ſo | take my leave. 

Ol. Laf. Do all thzy dery her ? And they were ſons 
of mine, I'de have them whip*d, or | would fend them 
to'th Turk to make Eunuchs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that I y our hand ſhould take, 

Ile never do you wrong for your own fake : 
Bleſſing upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, it you ere wed. 

Ol, Laf. Theſe boys are boys of Ice, they'le none have 
her : ſure they are baſtards to the Englsſh, the French ne're 
got 'em. 

Hel. Youare too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your fon out of my blood. 

4. Lo. Fair one, | think not fo. 

Ol. Lor. There's one grape yet, I am ſure my father 
drunk wine. But if thou be*t not an als, I am a youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee already. 

Hel. 1 dare not lay 1 take, but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whil(t I live 
Into your guiding powcr : This is the man. 

King. Why then young Bertram take her, ſhe's thy 
wife. 

Ber. My wife my Liege ? 1ſhall beſeech your highnels, 
[n ſuch a buſineſs, give me leave to ule 
The help of mine own eyes. 

Kin. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, what ſhe hath done 
ſor me ? 

Ber. Yes my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I ſhould marry her. 

Kin, Thou know'ſt ſhe has rais'd me from my ſickly 
bed. 

Ber. But follows it my Lord to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your railing ? I know her well : 

She had her breeding at my Fathers charge : 
A poor Phyſicians daughter my wife ? Diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever, 

Kin.*Tis only Title thou difdainſt in her, the which 
I can build up : firange is it that our bloods 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diftinion : yet ſands off 


| In differences of mighty. It ſhe be 

All that is virtuous ( fave what thou diſlik't ) 

A poor Phyſicians daughter, thou diflik't 

Of Vertue for the name : but do notfo; 

From loweſt place, whence vertuous things proceed, 

The place is dignified by th* doers deed. 

Where great addition ſwells, and vertue none, 

It is a droplied hunour, Gnod alone, 

Is good without a name. Vileneſs is ſo: 

The property by what it is, ſhould go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wiſe, fair, 

In theſe, to nature ſhe's immediate heir : 

And theſe breed honour : that is honours ſcorn, 

W hich challenges it {elf as honours born, 

And isnot like the fire : Honours beſt thrive, 

When rather from our a@ts we them derive 

Than our fore-goers: the meer word's a {live 

Deboth'd on every tomb, on every grave ; 

A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumb, 

Where duſt, and damn'd oblivion is the Tomb- 

Of honouw'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid ? 

if thou canft like this cteature as a Maid, 

I can create the relt : Vertue and ſhe 

Is her «wn dowfr : Honour and wealth from me. 
Ker. | c:nnot love her, nor will ſtrive to do't. 


chule. 


Let the reft go. | 
Kin. My Honor*s at the ſtake, which to defeat 

I muft produce my power, Here, take her hand, 

Prouc tcoraiul boy, unworthy this goed pitt, 

Tac Colt in vile miſprifion ſhackle ap 

My love, and her deſert : that carft no; dream, 

We poizing us1n her defeCtive ſcale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam : That wilt not know, 


Itis in Us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleaſe to have it grow. Check thy contempt -; 


| Obey our will, which travels in thy good : 


Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
Do thine own fortunes that obcdienr right 
Which both thy duty owes and our pow-r claims, 
Or I will t:row thee from my cares for eyer 
Into the ſtaggers and careleſs lapte 
Of youth an ignorance: both my revenge and hate 
Loſing upon thee in the nam-< of juſtice, 
Wichcur all terms of pitv. Speak thine anſwer, 
Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord: tor I ſubmit 

My fancy to your eyes, when | conſider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it : 1 fiad that ſhe which late 
Was 1n my noblcr thoughts moſt baſe : is now 
The praiſed of the King, who fo enobled, 
[s as *twere born to, 

Kinz, Take her by the hand. 
And cell her ſhe is thine : to whom I promiſe 
A counterpoize : if notin thy eſtate, 
A ballance more repleat. 

Ber, I take her hand. 

Kin. Good fortune, and the favour of the King 
Smile upon the contra : whoſ: Ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now born brief, 
And be perform'd to night ; the ſolemn Feaft 
Shall more atrend upon the coming ſpace, 
ExpeQing abſent friends. As thou lov'lt her, 


Parolles and Lafew ſtay bebind, comment- 
ing of this wedding. 


Loaf. Do you hear Mounſicur ? a word with you, 
Par. Your pleature fir. 


| 


cantaion' 


Kin. 7-1 wrong thy {clf, if thou ſhouldſt ftrive to 


He], That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, Pme glad : 


Thy love's to me religious ; elſe do'serr. Exeunt, 


Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his Re- 


Pa, 
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Par. Recantation? my Lord ? my Maſter ? 

Laf. 1, s it not a Language I ſpesk ? 

Par. A moſt harſh one, and not 10 be underſtood with 
ont bloody ſucceeding. My Maſter ? | 

Laf. Axe you companion to the Count Roſjillion ? 

Par. To any Count, to all Counts 3 to what is man- 

Laf. To what is Counts man 3 Counts maſter is of ano- 
ther ttile. 

Par. You are too old fir : Let it ſatisfy you, you are too 
old. 

Laf. I muſt tell thee fircab, | write Man: to which 
-] title age cannot bring thee, 

Par. What Idare too well do, ] dare not do. 

Laf. 1 did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty 
wiſe fellow. If thoudidR wake tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel, it might paſs 3 yet the (carfs and the banners about 


a v<fſel of too great a burthen. 1 have now found thee, 
when I loſe thee again, I care not : yet art thou good 
for nothing . but taking up- and that thou'rt ſcarce 
worth. 

' Par. Hadfſt thoy not the priviledg of Antiquity upon 
thee, 

Laf. Donot plunge thy ſelf too far in anger , left thou 
haſten thy trial 3 which is, Lord have mercy on thee for 
a hen ; ſo my good window of Lattice, fare thee well,thy 
caſement Inecd not open, I look through thee, Give me 
thy hand, 

Pay. My Lord, you give moſt egregious indignity. 

Laf. I, withal wy beart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par. 1have not my Lord defery'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev*ry dram of it, and I will not 
bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer: 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'it, for thou haſt to pull at 
a ſmack a'th contrary. If ever thou beeſt bound in thy 
Skarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to be proud of 
thy Bondage. 4 have a deſire to hold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rather my knowledg, that I way lay in the default, 
he is a man I know. 

' Par, My Lord you do me moſt infupportable vexati- 
on, 
Laf. I wovld it were h«ll pains for thy fake,and my poor 
doing erernal : for doing | am pait, as I will by thee, in 
what motion ge will give me leave. Exit. 

Par, Well, thou haſt a ſen ſhall teke this diſgrace off inc; 
ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy Lord: W-1l, | mult be patient, 
there is no fetteringof auchority ['le beat him ( by my 
life) if I can meet him with any conzenience, and he were 
doutle and doub'e a Lord, Pie have no more pity of his 
age than would have of Vie beat him, andit I could 
oUt meet him agen. 


Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirrab,your Lord and M iRer's married, there's 
news for you : you havea new Miftris. 

Par. | mot unfainedly beſeech your Lordſhip to make 
ſome reſervation of your wrongs. He is my good Lord, 
whom [ſerve above is my Maſter. 

Laf. Who ? God ? 

Par. I fir, 

Laf. The Devil it is, that's my Maſter. Why doeſt thou 
gar ter up thy arms a this faſhion ? Doſt make hoſe of thy 
| ſleeves? Dothother fervants ſo ? Thou wert beſt fet thy 
lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, if ] 
were bur two hours younger, Pde beat thee : methinkt 
thou art a general offence and every man ſhould beat thee. 
t think chou waſt crcated for men to breath themſclves up- 
on thce. 

Par. - This is hard and undcſerved meaſure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten in /taly for picking a 
kernel out of a Pomgranar, you are a vagabond, and no 
true traveller : you are more ſawcy with Lords and ho- 


thee, did maniſoldly diſſwade me from believing thee 


norable-pertonages, than the commiſſion ol your birth and 
vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth another 
word, el{c de call you knave. I leave you. Ex.t 


Enter Count R ofillion, 
Pay, Good, very good, it is fo then : good, very good, 
let it be conceal'd a while. 
Roj. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 
Par. What is the matter ſweet heart ? 
Zoſ. Although before the folemn Pricſt I have ſworn, 
[ will not bed her. 
Par.. What ? what ſweet heart? 
Roſ. O my Parrolles, they have married me : 
Ple to the Twx/car wars, and never bed her, 
Par. Franceis a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : to'th wars. 
Ro. There's letters from my mother ; What th'import 
is, | know not yet. 
Par. I that would be known : to'th wars my boy, to*ch 
wars : 
He wears his honour in a box unſcen, 
That hugs his kickſy wickſy here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms 
Which Gould luſtain the bound and high curvat 
Of Mors's fiery ſteed : toother Regions, 
France is a ſtable, we that d well in't Jades, 
Therefore to th' war. 
Ro/. It ſhall be fo, Ple ſend her to my houſe, 
paws 0's: my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore | am fled : write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe [ralian fields 
Where noble fellows ſtrike : war isno ſtriſe 
To the dark houle, and the deteed wife. 
Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure ? 
Ro). Go with me to my chamber, and advile me. 
le fend-her ftraight away : To morrow 
Ple to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 
Par.Why thele balls bound, there's noiſe in it. 'Tis hard 
A young wan married, is a man that's mar'd : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
The King ha's done you wrong : but huſh*tis ſo. 


Enter Helena and Clown- 


Hel, My Mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well ? 

Clo. She is not well, but yet ſhe ha's her health,ſhe's very 
merry, but yet ſhe is not well: but thanks be given ſhe's 
very well, and want's nothing ch world : but yet ſhe is 
not well. 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what Co's ſhe ayl, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 

Clo, Truly ſhes very well, indeed, but for two things. 

Hel. What two things ? 


her quickly : the other that ſhc's in ezrth, ſrom whence 


God lend her quickly. 
Enter Paroles. 


Par. Bleſs you my fortunate Lidy, 

Hel. I hope ir I have your good will to have mine own 
good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on, and to keep 


Lady? 

Cl», So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 

| would ſhe did as you ſay, 

Par, Why I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry you are the wiſer man: for many a mans 
tongue ſhakes out his maſters undoing: to ſay nothing, 
to donothing, to kaow nothing, and co have nothing, is 
to be a great part of your title, which is within a very litcl: 
of nothing, | 


Ext. 


Clo. One that ſhe is not in heaven, whither God ſend. 


them on, have them (till. O my knave, how do's my old | 
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ee, | 


Par. Away, tart a Knave. 

Clo. You ſhould hive ſaid fir before a knave, 1Þart a 
knave, that's b:fore (hart a knave : this had been truth 
lic. 

Par. Go to, thou art 'a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in your fclf fir ? or were you 
taught ro find me ? 

(19. The (earch fic was profitable, and much Fool may 
you find in you, even t9 the worlds pleaſure, and the en- 
creaſe of laughter. 

Par . A good knave Yfaith, and well fed, 

Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 

A very fcrious bufinels calls on him : 

The great prerogative and rite of love, 

Which as your due time claims, he do's acknowledg, 
But puts it off þy a compclPd reſtraint : 

Whole want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets 
V'Vhich they diſtil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'reflow with joy, 


| And pleaſure drown the brim. 


| Hel. VVnat's his will elle? | 
Par. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th King, 
And make this haſt as your own good proceeding 
Strengthned with what Apology you think 
May make it probable need. 

Hezel. VVhat more commands he ? 

Par. Th at having this obtain'd, you preſcnrly 
Heron his further pleaſure. 


Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 


Par. I ſhall report it ſo. Exit. Far. 


| Hel. 1 pray you come, firrah. Exit. 


Enter Lafew and Bertram: 


Laf. But I bope your Lordſhip thinks not him a foul- 
dier, 

Ber. Yes my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony. 

Laf. Then my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 
a bunting. 

Ber, Ido afſure you my Lord, he is very great in know- 
ledg, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. 1 have then ſinned againſt his experience, and tranſ- 
_= againſt his valour, and my ſtate that way is dangerous 
nnce ]| cannot find in my heart to repent: Here he 
comes, I pray you make us friends, 1 will purſue the ami- 


ty. | 
Enter Parolles. 


Par. Theſe things ſhall be done fir. 

Lef-. Pray you fic who's his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir ? 

Laf. OI know him well, I fir, he fir'sa good workman 


a Very good Tailor. 

Ber. Is ſhe gone tothe King? 

Par; She is. 

Ber. VVill ſhe away to night ? 

Par. As you'l have her. 

Ber, | have writ my letters, casketed my treaſure, 
Given order for our horſe, and to night, 

VVhen I ſhould take poſſeſſion of the Bride, 
And ere I do begin. 

Laf. A good traveller is ſomething at the latter end of a 
dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and uſes a known 
truth to paſs a thouſand nothings with, ſhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten. God ave you Captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindneſs between my Lord and you 
Mounſicur ? 

Par. | know not how I have deſerved torun into my 
Lords diſpleaſure. 

Laf- You have made ſhift torun into't, boots and ſpurs 


and all : like him that leaps into the cuſtard, and out of 
it, you'l run again,rather than ſuffer queſtion for your re- 
fidence. 

Ber, It may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. 

Laf. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho I took him at's prayers. 
Fare you well my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
beno kernel in this ligat Nut : the foul of this man is his 
cloaths: Truſt him not in matter of heavy conſequence: 
[ have kept of them tame, and know their natures. Farc- 
wel Mounficur, 1 have ſpoken better of yeu, than you 
have or will deſerve at my hands, but w: muſt do good a- 
gainſt evil, 

Par. An idle Lord, I ſwear. 

Bey. I think 1o. 

Par. Why do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, | do know him well, and common ſpeech 
Gives him a worthy pals Hz:re comes my clog. 


Enter Hellena. 


Hel. 1 have, fir, as I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and have procured his lcave 
For preſent parting, only he dcefres 
Some private ſpeech with yoo. 

Ber. | ſhall obey his wil}; 

You muſt not marvel Helex at my courſe; 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniſtration, and required cffice 
On my particular, Prepar'd | was not 
For ſucha buſineſs ; therefore am 1 found | 
So much unſerled : This drives me to entreat you, | 
That preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather mule than ask why I entreat you, 
For my reſpeRts are better than they ſeem, 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than ſhews it (elf at the firſt view, 
To you that know them not, This ro my mother, 
Twill be two days, ere I ſhall ſee you, to 
[ leave you to your wiſdom, 
Hel. Sir, I cannothing ſay, 
But that lam your moſt obedient ſervant. 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hel. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that 
Wherein toward memy homely ſtars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber, Let that go: my haſt is very great. Farewel : Hie 
home. 

Hel Pray fir your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 

Hel, | am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 

Nor dare I ſay tis mine: and yet it is, 
Bot hike a timerous thief, moſt fain would ſteal 
What law do's vouch mine own. 

Ber: What would you have ? 

Hel. Something, and ſcarce fo much: nothing indeed, 
| would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes do ſunder, and not kiſs. 

Ber, I pray you ftzy not, but in hafte to horſe- 

Hel. 1 ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord : 
Where are my other men? Mounſieur, farewel. Exit, 

Ber. Go thou toward home, where | will never come, 
WhiP&Ican ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum : 

Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Brayely, Coragio. 


Altus 


es . 
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Aus Tertius. 


Ezter the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen, 


Flouriſh, 
with a troop of Souldiers. 


D4#. So that from point to point; now have you heard, 
The fundamental reaſons of this war, 
Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. 

1. Lord Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upen your Graces part: black and fearful 
On the oppoler. | 

Duke Therefore we marvel much our Couſin France 
Would in fo juſt a buſineſs ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 

French E. Good my Lord, 
The realonsof our ſtate I cannot yield, 
But liae a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Council trames, 
By ſelf- unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fince ]-have found 
My felf jn my -incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſt. 

D«. Be ir his pleaſure: 

Fre. G. But 1 am ſure the younger of our nature, 
That ſurfeit on their caſe, willday by day 
Come here ſor Phyſick, 

Dx. Welcome hall they be : 
And all the honours that can flye from us, _ 
Shall on them ſettle : you know your places well, 
Y Vaen better fall, for your avails they fell, 
To morrow to the ficld. 0 


3 


Enter Counteſs and Clown. 


Court. It hath happer'd as I would have had it, ſave that 
he comes not along with her. | 


For the content ot Empire- 
Enter Clenn. 


Clo. O Madam, yorder is heavy news within betwcen 
two fouldiers, and my young Lady. 

Le. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay there is ſome comfort in the news, ſome com- 
fort, your ton will nor be kill'd fo foon as 1 thought he 
would. 

La. Why ſhou'd he be kill'd ? 

Clo. So lay |, Madam, if he tun aways as I hear he 
does; the danger is in ftanding to't ;, that's the lots of 
men, tho it be thegetting of childrev. Here they come 
will tell you more. For wy part, | only hcar your fon was 
run away. 


E meter Helen and two Gentlemen. 


French E. Save you, good Madzm. 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
French G. Do not lay fo. 
Lg. Think vpon patience: pray you Gentlemen, 
[ have felt ſo many. quirks of joy and grit, 
That the firſt face ot neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me unto't. Where is my fon, I pray you? 
French G, Madaw, he's gone to ferve the Duke of Flo- 
rence, 
We met him thitherward., for thence we came : 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Courr, 
Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on his Letter, Madaw, here's my Paſ- 
port. 


When thou canſt get the Ring upon my finger, which never 
ſhall come off, and ſhew me. a child begotten of thy body, 
that I am father to, then call me husband : but in ſuch a 


[ Then } 7 write a [7 Never, ] 


This is a dreadful ſentence. 
La. Brought you chis Letter, Gentlemen ? 
1. Gen, 1, Madam, and for the Contcnts lake are ſorry 


Clo. By my troth I tzkemy young Lord to be a very 
melzncholly man. | 

Cou. By what oþblcrvance I pray you ? 

Clo, VV hv he will look upon his boot, and ſing : -mend 
the ruft and ſing ; ask- queſtions, agd. ling ; pick his teeth 
and fing : 1 know a man chat had this tricx of mclanchol- 
ly fold a goodly Mannor for a foag. 

Lad. Let mc {ce what he writes, and wh.n he means to 
COMme. 

Cie. 1 have no mind to Isbel finge I was at Court, Our 
old Ling, and our Jvels a"th Corntrey, are nothing like 
your old L'ng, and your Jsbels a'th Courc : the brains of 
my Cupid's knock'd-out, and I b:gin to love, as an old man 
loves money, with noſtomack. 

Lad. VVhathave we here ? 

Cle. In that you have thcre. Exit . 


A Letter. 


1 have ſent you 4 aaught:r-m-Law : ſhe hath recovered 
tte King, and undone we : I have wedded ber, Not bedded 
her , and ſworn to make the Not eternal! Tou ſhall bear 1 am 
run away : know it before the repart come, if there b: breadth 
ereugh in the world, 1 will hold a long 1iſtance. My duty to 

1.5 
F Tour unfort unate Son, 
Bertram. 


This is not well ( raſh and unbridled boy, ) 
To fiye the favours of ſo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head , 


By themilpriſing of a Maid too virtuous 


ſor our pains 

Old. La. I prethce Lady, hve abetter cheer, 
If thou engroſicft all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb'it me of a moity : He was my ſor, 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 


And thouart all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 


. Fren. G. I, Madam. 
La. And to be a ſoldier ! 
Fren G. Such is his noble purpoſe, and believ't 
The Duke will lay vpon him all the honour 
That good convenicne» claims: 
La Return you thither ? 
Frenc. E. I, Madam, with the ſwiſtcſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. Tl T have no wife, I have nithing in France, 
"Tis better. 
La. Find you that there? 
Hel. I, Madam. 
French. E, "Tis but the boldneſs of his hard happily, 
which his heart was not con{cnting to. 
La. Nothing 16 France until he have no wife ; 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord 
That twenty ſuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly Miſtreſs: Who was with him? 
Fren, E. A tervant only, and a Gentletran: which 1 
have fometimes known, 
La. Parolles, was it not ? 
French. E, |, my good Lady, he. 
La. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſs, 
My fon corrupts 2a well derived natore, 
With his inducement. 
Fren. E. Indeed good Lady, the feRlow has a os of 
t at, 
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that, too much, which holds him much to have. 
| La. Yare welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you 
when you ſee my fon, to tel} him that his {ſword can never 
win the honour that he loſes : more Vleentreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

Fren, G. We ſerve you Madam, in that, and all your 
worthieſt affairs. 

La. Not ſo, but as we change our courteſies, 
Will you draw near / Exit. 
Hel. Till I have ne wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no wife: 

Thou ſhalt have none Roſſill;on, none in Frances 

Then haſt thou all again; poor Lord, is't 1 

That chaſe thee from thy Countrey, and expoſe 

| Thoſ: tender limbs of thine, to the event 

| Of the none ſparing war ? And isitI, 

That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Wavt ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of ſmoaky Muskets ? O youleaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeed of fire, 

Fly with falle aim, move the ſtill piercing air 

That tings with piercing, do not touch my Lord : 
Who ever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there, 

Who ever charges on his forward breft, 

I am the Caitifi that do hold him to it, 

And tho I kill him not, I am the cauſe 

His death was ſo affe&ed. Better 'twere 

I met the raving Lyon when he roar'd 

With ſharp conſtraint of hunger : better *twere, 
That all the miſeries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No, come thou home Rofillion, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 

As oft it loſes all. 1 will be gone : 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 

Shall 1 tay here to do't ? No, no, altho 

The air of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, 

And Angels offic'd all; I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To conſolate thine ear. Come night, and day, 

For with the dark ( poor thief )Ple ſteal away: 


—_— 


Exit, 


Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
Drum and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 


Duke. The General of our horſe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and credence 
Upon thy promiſmg fortune, | 

Roſſ. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my ſtrength, but 
We'Iſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 

To th'extream edg of hazard. 


Du, Then go thou forth, 

And fortune play upon thy proſperous helm 

As thy anſpicious Miſtreſs. 

Roſſ. This very day, 

Great Mars, | put my elf into thy file, 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 

Exennt omnes. 


Emter Counteſs and Steward. 


La. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a Letter. Read it agen: 


Letter.” 
I as St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gon ;; 
Ambitious love hath ſo in me offended, 
That bare- foot plod 1 the cold ground upon 
With ſaint ed vow my faults to bave amended. 


Write, write, that from the courſe of war, 
My deareſt Maſter, your dear ſon, may bie, 
Bleſs him at bome in peace, whil ft 1 from far, 


——_— * 
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| His name with zealous fervoar ſantlify , 

His taken labour: bid him me forgive ; 
I bis deſpightful Funo ſent him forth 
From Courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the heels of warth. 
He is too good and fair for death, and me, 
Whom 1 my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharp ſtings are in het mildeft words? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo z had I ſpoke with her, 
| could have well diverted her intent:, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Ste. Pardon me, Madam, 
If I had given you this at over night, 
She might have been o'cetane: and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuit would be but vaiti. 

La. What Angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her praycrs, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And ſoves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateſt Juſtice. Write, write, Rynalds, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light : my greateſt grief, 
Tho little he do feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the mgft conycnient meſſenger, 


| When haply he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 


He will return, and hope I may that the 

Hearing ſo much will ſpeed her foot again, '- 

Led hithe r by pure love : which of them b#h 

Is deareſt to me, I have no skill in ſence by 

'To makediſtinRion ; provide this Meſſenger : 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 

Grief would have tears, and ſorrow bids me ſpeak. 


Exemnt. 
ATucket afar off. 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, ber Daughter, Violenta and 
Mariana, with other 
Citizens« 


Widow. Nay come, 
For if they do approach the City, 
We ſhall lofe all the ſight. 

Dia. They ſay, the French Count has done 
Moft honourable ſervice, 

Wid. lt is reported, 
That he has taken their great't Commander, 
And that with his own hand he flew 
The Dukes brother ; we have loſt our labour, 
They are gone a contrary way : hark, 
You may know by their Trumpets- 
Maria. Come let's return again, 
And ſuffice our ſelves with report of it. 


| Well Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 


The honour of a Maid is in her name, 

And no legacy is fo rich 

As honeſty. 

Vid. | bave told my neighbour 

How vou have been ſolilicited by a Gentleman 

His companion. 

Mar... I know that knave, hang him, one Paroles a fil- 
thy Officer he is in thoſe Suggeſtions for the young Earl ; 
beware of them Diane; their Promiſes  Enticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, and all the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been ſeduced 
by them, and the Miſery is Example, that fo terrible 
ſhews in the wrack of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that 
diſwade ſucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threatens them. I hope I need not to adviſe you 
further, but 1 hope your own grace will keep you where 


you are, tho there were no turther danger known, but the 
modeſty which is ſo loft. 


— —— 


_ 
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Aus Tertius. 


Enter the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen, 


Flour, 
| with a troop of Souldiers. 


Dy. $9 that from point to point, now have you heard, 
The fundamental reafons of this war, 

Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 

And more thirſts after. 

1. Lord Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upen your Graces part: black and fearful 
On the oppoler. 

Duke Therefore we marvel much our Couſin France 
Would in ſo juſt a buſineſs ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 

French EF, Good my Lord, 

The realons of our ſtate I cannot yield, 

But lize a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Council trames, 
By ſelf- unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fince I-have found 
My elf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gucſt. 

Ds. Be ir his pleaſure 

Fre, G. But 1 an ſure the younger of our nature, 
That ſurfeit on their eale, will day by day 
Come here ſor Phy ſick, 

Dx. Welcome {hall they be : 

And all the honours that can flye from us, 

Shall on them ſ:ttle : you know your places well, 
y Ven better fall, for your avails they fell, 

To morrow to the ficld. my 
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Enter Counteſs «nd Clown. 


Court, It hath happer'd as I would have had it, fave that 
he comes not along with her, , 

Cle. By my troth I take my young Lord to be a very 
melincholly man. 

Cou. By what oþblervance I pray you ? | 

Clo, VV hy he will 190k upon his boot, and ſing : -mend 
the ruff and ſing 3 ask- queſtions, ad. ling ; pick his teeth 
and fiog : I know a man chat had this trics of mclanchol- 
ly fold a goodly Mannor for a {oag. 

Lad. Let me {ce what he writes, and wh.n he means to 
cone. 

Cle, 1 have no mind to [bel finge I was at Court, Our 
old Ling, and our Jvels a'th Corntrey, are nothing like 
your old L:ng, and your Jsbels a'th Courc © the brains of 
my Cupid's knock'd-out, and 1 b:gin to love, as an old man 
loves money, with noſtomack. 

Lad. VVhathave wet here? 


Clo. In that you have thcre. Exit . 


A Letter. 


1 have ſert you 4 danght:r-m-Law : ſhe hath recovered 
tte King, and undone me : I have wedded her, Not bedded 
her , and ſworn to make the Not eternal! Tuu ſhall bear 1 am 
run away : know it before the repart come, if there b: breadth 
exeugh in the world, 1 will hold a long 1iſtance. My duty to 
cs 
F Tour unfort unate Son, 
Bertram. 


This is not well ( raſh and unbridled boy, ) 
To fiye the favours of ſo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head, 


s themilpriſing of a Maid too virtuous 


—_ 


For the content of Empire- 
Enter Clenn. 


Clo. O Madam, yorder is heavy news within betwcen 
two louldiers, and my young Lady. 

Le. Whats the matter ? 

Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in th: news, ſome com- 
fort, your ton will nor be kill'd fo foon as 1 thought hc 
would. 

La. Why ſhou'd he be kill'd ? 

Clo. So lay |, Madam, if he run away; as I hear he 
does; the danger is in ſtanding to't ;, that's the lots o! 
men, tho it be thegetting of childrev. Here they come 
will tell you more. For wy part, | only hcar your fon vas 
run away. 


E nter H elen and two Gentlemen, 


French E. Save you, good Madam. 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone, 
French G. Do not lay fo. 
Lg. Think vpon patience: pray you Gentlemen, 
[ bave felt ſo many. quirks of joy and griet, 
That the firſt face ot neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me unto't. Where is my fon, I pray you ? 
French G, Madam, he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Flo- 
rence, 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came : 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Courr, 
Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on his Letter, Madaw, here's my Paſ- 
port. 


When thou canſt get the Ring upon my finger, which never 
ſhall come off, and ſhew me « child begotten of thy body, 
that 1 am father to, then call me husband : but in ſuch a 


[C Then } I write a [; Never, ] 


This is a dreadful ſentence. 
La. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ? 


1. Gen. 1, Madam, and for the Contcnts fake are ſorry 
{or our pains. 
Old. La. I prethce Lady, hve abetter cheer, 
If rhou engroficf all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb'it me of a moity : He was my ſor, 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 


And thouart all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 


. Fren. G. I, Madam. 
La. And to be a ſoldier ! 
Fren G. Such is his noble purpoſe, and believ't 
The Duke will lay vpon him all the honour 
That good convenicne*» claims- 
La Return you thither ? 
Frenc. E. I, Madam, wich the ſwiſteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. Tl T have no wife, I have nothing in France, 
"Tis better. 
La. Find you that there? 
Hel. I, Madam. 
French. E, *Tis but the holdneſs of his hard happily, 
which his heart was not con{cnting to. 
La. Nothing in France until he have no wife ; 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only fe, and ſhe delerves a Lord 
That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly Miſtreſs: Who was with him? 
Fren. E. A tervant only, and a Gentletran: which 1 
have foretimes known, 
La. Parolles, was it not ? 
French. E, 1, my good Lady, he. 
La. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſs, 
My for corrupts-a well derived natore, 
With his inducement. 
Fren. E. Indeed good Lady, the feRow has a or of 
t at, 
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that, too much, which holds him much to have. 
La. Yare welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you 
when you ſce my fon, to tel} him that his ſword can never 
win the honour that he loſes : more Vieentreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

Fren, G. We ſerve you Madam, in that, and all your 
worthieſt affairs, 

La. Not fo, but as we change our courteſies, 
Will you draw near ? 


—_— 


Exit. 


Hel. Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France. 

Nothing in France until he has no wife: 

Thou ſhalt have none Roſſillion, none in Frances 

Then haſt thou all again: poor Lord, is't 1 

That chaſe thee from thy Countrey, and expoſe 

Thol: tender limbs of thine, to the event 

Of the none ſparing war ? And isitT, 

That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 

Wav't ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of ſmoaky Muskets ? O youleaden meſſengers, 

That ride upon the violent ſpeed of fire, 

Fly with falle aim, move the ſtill piercing air 

That ſtings with piercing, do not touch my Lord : 

Who ever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 

Who ever charges on his forward breft, 

[ am the Caitiff that do hold him to it, 

And tho I kill him not, I am the cauſe 

His death was ſo affeed. Better 'twere 

I met the raving Lyon when he roar'd 

With ſharp conſtraint of hunger : better 'twere, 

That all the miſeries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No, come thou home Rofillion, 

Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 

| As oft it loſes all. 1 will begone : 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 

Shatl 1 tay here to do't ? No, no, altho 

The air of Paradife did fan the houſe, 

And Angels oftic*d all; I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To conſvlatc thine ear. Come night, and day, 

For with the dark ( poor thief )Þle ſteal away: Exit, 

Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
Drum and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 


Duke. The General of our horſe thou art, and we 
Great in our —_ lay our beſt love and credence 
Upon thy promiſmg fortune, 

Rofſ. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my ſtrength, but 

| We'lſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 

To th'extream edg of hazard. 


Du, Then go thou forth, 

And fortune play upon thy proſperous helm 

As thy anſpicious Miſtreſs. 

Roſſ. This very day, 

Great Mars, I put my elf into thy file, 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 

Exennt omnes. 


Enter Counteſs and Steward. 


La. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By Lnding me a Letter, Read it agens 


Letter.” 
I am St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gon ;; 
Ambitious love hath ſo in me offended, 
That bare- foot plod I the cold ground upon 
With ſaint ed vow my faults to bave amended. 
Write, write, that from the courſe of war, 
My deareſt Maſter, your dear ſon, may bite, 
Bleſs hins at home in peace, whilſt 1 from far, 


——_— c— i 


| His name with zealous feruoar ſantlify ; 

His taken labour: bid him me forgrve ; 
I bis deſpightful Funo ſent him forth 
From Courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the beels of warth. 
He is too good and fair for death, and me, 
Whom 1 my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharp ſtings are in het mildeft words? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs fo ; had I ſpoke with her, 
| could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Ste. Pardon me, Madam, 
lf I had given you this at over night, 
She might have been o'retane: and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuit would be but vaiti. 

La. What Angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And ſoves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatcft Juſtice. Write, write, Rynalde, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light : my greateſt grief, 
Tho little he do feel ir, ſer down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt cony:nient meſſenger, 


| When haply he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 


He will return, and hope I may that ſhe 
Hearing ſo much will ſpeed her foot apain, * 
Led hither by pure love : which of them b#h 
is deareſt to me, I have no skill in ſence = 


To makediſtinion ; provide this Meſſenger ; 


My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 
Grief would have tears, and ſorrow bids me ſpeak. 


Exennt. 
A Tucket afar of. 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, ber Daughter, Violenta and 
Mariana, with other 
Citizens« 


Widow. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the City, 

We ſhall loſe all the ſight. 

Dia. They ſay, the French Count has done 

Moft honourable ſervice, 

Wid. lt is reported, 

That he has taken their grear't Commander, 

And that with his own hand he flew 

The Dukes brother ; we have loſt our labour, | 
They are gone a contrary way : hark, 

You may know by their Trumpets- 

Maris. Come let's return again, 

And ſuffice our ſelves with report of it. 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 


The honour of a Maid is in her name, 


And no legacy is fo rich 

As honeſty. 

Wid. 1 have told my neighbour 

How you have been ſolilicited by a Gentleman 

His companion. 

Mar. I know that knave, hang him, one Paroles a fil- 
thy Officer he is in thoſe Suggeſtions for the young Earl ; 
beware of them Diane; their Promiſes , Enticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, and all the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been ſeduced 
by them, and the Miſery is Example, that ſo terrible 
ſhews in the wrack of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that 
diſſwade ſucceſſion, but that they arc limed with the twigs 
that threatens them. I hope I need not to adviſe you 
further, but hope your own grace will keep you where 


you are, tho there were no further danger known, but the 
modeſty which is ſo loſt, 
_ 


— —— 
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Dia, You ſhall not need to fear me. 
Enter Hc<llen. 


1Vid. 1 hope fo 3 look here comes a Pilgrim 3 I know 
ſhe will lie at my hcuſe ; thither they fenc one another; 
Pic queſtion her, God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound ? 
Hel. To $: Faques le grand. 
Where do the Palmers lodg, 1 do beleech you ? 
Wd. &t the ©, Frances hcre be[1Je the Port. 
Hel, 1; this the way ? A march a far. 
Wid. | warry igt. Hark you, they come this way: 
{lf you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 
Bu: till the troops come by, 
[ will conduR you where you ſhall be lodg'd, 
The rath:r for I think I know your hoſtels 
As ample as my ſelf. 
Hel. |s it your lelf ? 
1/id, If you ſhall pleafe ſo Pilgrim. ; 
Hel. I thank you, and will tay upon your leiſure. 
Id. You came I think from France ? 
He'. ] did fo. | 
11d. Here you ſhall ſee a Countreyman of yours. 
That has done worthy ſervice. 
Hel, His name I pray you ? 
Dia. The Count Reſſilkken : know you ſuch a one ? 
Hel. But by the car that hears moſt nobly of him. 
His face 1 know not. 
Dia. Whatſomere he is, 
H-c's bravely taken here, He ple from France 
As cis reported : for the King had married him 
Againft hisliking. Think you it is ſo ? 
Hel. Tſurely, meer the truth, I know his Lady. 
Dia. There is a Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
Reports but courſely of her. 
Hel. What's his name? 
| Dia. Monſieur Paroltes. 
Hel. Oh, | bwlicve with bim, 
In arg»menr of praiſe,or to the worth 
Of the great Count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 
' To have her name repeated 3 all her deſerving 
ls a reſerved honeſty, and that 
| havenot heard examin'd. 
; Dia. AlaspoorLady. 
Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
'Of a deteſting Lord. 
IW14. I right good creature» whereſoe're ſhe is, 
Her heart weighs fadly 3 this young Maid might do her 
{A ſhrewd turn if ſhe pleas'd. 
' Hel, Howdoyou mean? 
' May be, the amorons Count ſollicitcs her 
ln the unlawſul purpoſe. 
Il id. He does indeed, 
And brokes with all that can in ſuch. a (uit, 
Corrupt the tender-honourof a Maid : 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeſteſt defence, 


Drum and Colours. 
| Entcr Count Roſſillion, Parolles, and the whole eArmy. 


Ma. The Gods forbid cl(c. 

1/14. $0, now they come : 

That is eFntoxio the Dukes eldeſt ſon, 

That Eſcalus. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dis. He, 

That with the plume, *tis a moſt gallant fellow, 

| would he lov'd his wife: if he were honefter 

He were much, goodhier. 1st not a handſome Gentleman ? 

Hcl. 1 like him well, 

Dia. "Tis pity he is not honeſt : yonds that fame knave 
4 


Thatleads him to theic places, were I his Licy, 
[ would poyton that vile Raſcal. 
Hel. Which is hc ? 
Dis, That] ack-an-apes with ſcarfs. Wity is he melan- 
cholly ? | 
Hel, Prechance he's hurt "th battel, 
Par. Loſe our drum? Well. 
Foote ſhrewdly vext at fomething.Lock he has ſpi- 
ed us, 
Wid. Marry hang you. 
Mar. And your curtely , for a ring-carrier. 
Ex. 
IWlid. The troop igpaſt : Come Pilgrim, ] will bring 
You, where you ſhall hoſt : Ot injoy'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great S. Faques bound, 
Already at my houlc, 
Hel I humbly thank you : 
Plealſe it this Matron, 2nd this Gentle Maid 
To cat with us to night, the charge ard thanking 
Shall be for me; and co require you further, 
[ will beſtow ſome precepts on this Virvin, 
Worthy the note, 
Both, We'l take your offer kindly. Exennt. 
Enter Count Roſhillion and the Frenchmen, 
4s at firſt. 


Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him toc : Iet him have 
his way. 

Cap. G. If your Lordſhip find him not a Hilding, hold 
me no more in your reſpec, 

Cap. E. Onmy life, my Lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think I am fo far 
Deceived in him ? 

Cap. E. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direR 
knowledg, without any malice, but to tpeak oi kim as 
my Kinſman, he's a- moſt notable Coward, an infinite 
and endlefs Liar, an hourly promiſe-breaker- the own- 
er of no one good quality, worthy your Lordſhips enter- 
tainment. 

Eap. G. It were fit you knew him, Icft repoſing too far 
in his virtue which he hath not, he might at ſome great 
and truſty buſineſs, in a main danger, fail you. 

: Ber. I would I knew in what particular ation to try 
im. 

Cap. G. None better than to Jet him fetch off his 

_ which you hear him fo confidently undertake to 
0. 


priſe him ; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knows not 
from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink him ſo, 
that he ſhall ſuppoſeno other bur that he is carried into 
the Leaguer of the adyerſaries, when we bring him toour 
own tents ; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his exami- 
nation, if he do not for the promile of his life, and in the 
higheſt compulſion of baſe fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver * all the inteHigence in his power 2gainft you, and 
that with the divine forfcit upon his ſoul upon oath, never 
truſt my judgment in any thing. 

Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum z he ſays he has a ſtratagem for't ; when your Lord. 
ſhip ſees the bortom of this ſucceſs in't, and ro what metal 
this counterfeit lump of ours will be melted, if you give 
him not Fohn Drum's entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed. Hcre he comes, 


Exter Parolles. 


Cap. E. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the ho- 
nour of his deſign, Ict him fetch off his drum in any 
hand. 

Ber. How now Mounſieur ? This drum ticks ſorely in 
your diſpoſition, 

Cap. G. Apox on't, let it go, *cis but a drum. 


Par, 
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Par. Bit a druw ! lr but a drum? A drun {© | Will you po fce her ? ; 

loſt, There waz exccllent command , to charge him with Cap, E, With all my heart, my Lord. Exeant 


our horſe upon cur own wings, and to rend our own 
touldicrs. 

C49. G. That was not to be blam'd in the command 
of the ſervice, it was a dilatter of war, that Ceſar him- 
lelt could not have prevented, if he had beeh there to 
command, Bue I ſhall loſe the grounds 1 work upon. 

Ber. well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſuccels: | p;4. Tho my eftate be fallen, 1 was well Zorn, 
ſome dilh »nour we had in the loſs of that drum, but Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſTes, 
it is not to be recovered. And would not put my reputation now 

Par. te might have been recovered. In any ftaining a. 

Ker. It might, but it 1s not now. Hel, Nor would I wiſh you. 

Par. lr is to be recovered, but that the merit of fer- | pq give me truſt, the Count he is my husband, 
vice is ſel1ome attributed to the true  exadt perfor. | 1,4 what tg your ſworn counlel I have ſpoken, 
mer, | wouid have that drum or another , or ic ja- | 1; {@ from word to word : and then You cannot 
cet . . | By the good aid that I of you ſhould borrow 1 
; Ber. Why, if you have ſtomack to't, Monſieur : if | gr. jp beſtowing it. 
| you think your myſtery in ſtratagem can bring this in- //id. 1 ſhould believe you, 
| ſtrument of honour again into his native quarter, be mag- | gg, you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
nanimous in the enterpcize and go on, 1 will grace the | ys ,.. great in fortune. 
attempt for a worthy exploit : if you ſpeed well in it- the Hel. Take this purle of Gold, 

Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur-| aq er me buy your friendly help thus far , 
ther becomes his greatneſs, even to the utmoſt ſyllable of | gyhich, 1 will over-pay, atid pay again 
your worthineſs. : When | have found it 3 the Count he wooes your 

Par. By the hand of a ſouldier, | will undertake it, daughter, 

Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it, Lays down his wanton ſirgfe before her beauty , 

Par. Vie avout ic this evening , and I] will preſently | Re{qlves to carry her : let her in fine conſent 
pen down my dilemmaes, encourage: my ſclf in my cer- | 1. yo aire Her how *tis beſt to bear it : 
tainty , put my felt into my mortal preparation : and by | gy this important blood will ravght Ceny, 
midnight look to hear further from me. That ſhe'l demand : a ring the Count wears 

Ber. May | be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone | That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
about it» From ſon, to ſon, ſome*four or five deſcents, 

Par. I know not wat the ſucceſs will be, my Lord | gjacs the PR father wore it. This Ring he holds 
but the attempc [ vow. In moſt rich choice yet in his idle fire, 

Ber, I know tart valiant, GEE. To buy his will, jt would not ſeem too dear, 

And to the poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, How { or 1 ek 


Enter Hellen, and Widow. | 


Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I am not ſh: , 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, | 


Will ſubſcribe for thee : Farwell. Exit. | Wid,.Ndw 1 ſee the bottom of yodr purpole, 
Par. 1 love -not many words. ; Hel. You. ſee it lawful then, itis no more, 
Cap. E, Ny more than a fiſh- loves water, Is not this | p,,,- that your daughter ere the ſeems as won, | 

a ſtrange fellow,” my Lord, that fo confidently feettis to | 5c... this Ring.z appoints .him an encounter ; 

undertake this buſineſs, which he knows is not to be | ,, fine, delivers me to fill the time , 

done, damns himſelf to do'r, and dares better bedamn'd Her, felt moſt chaſtly abſent : after this | 

than to do't. © | To marry her , Ile add three thoutfand Crowns 


Cap. G. You do not know him, my Lord, as we dog | To what is paſt already. 
certain it is, that he will ſteal himſelf into a mans fa- '  IVid. I have yielded: | 
vour, and for a week eſcape a great deal of difcove- | 1 g@..; 'my daughter how ſhe ſhall preſerve , 
ries, but when you find him out, you have him ever a= | That time and place with this deceit {o lagyful 
ter. | rove coherent. Every night he comes 

Ber, Why do you think+ he will make no deed at Wa Muſick of all ſorts, Tt, composd 
all of this, that fo ſeriouſly he do's addreſs himſelf un- : To her unworthinefs: It nothing Reach us 
to ? : . | To chide him from our eeves, for he perliſts 
(ap. E. None in the world, but return with an in- As if his life lay on't. 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lie : 1 Why then to night 
but we have- almoſt imboſt -him, you hal! ſee his fall to Let us afſay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
"_=_ for indeed he is not for your Lordfhips re-[1.:1..4 meaning in a lawful deed 3 
pet. THY ; ad lawful meaning in a lawful a&, 

Cap. G. We'l make you ome ſport with. the Fox | (ypc. hgh not fins and yet a finful faR; | 
ere wecaſe him, He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord 2ut let's about it. 
Lafew ; when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell-me what 
a ſprat you ſhall fiad him, which you ſhall ſee this very 
_ FI ; | | 

P & 0 loo twigs, | 
He Gall beconghe® EH. | : Aus Ouartus, 

Ber. Your brother he mn 80 __ _ me. . 

ap, G. Avgr pleaſe your Lordſhip, Vie leave you. REES : 

Br. Now willed you to the houſe; avi ſhew you |, Enter ove of the Frenchmen, with five or fox ether 
the Lals I ſpoke of. | | | ſealdiers is ante. 
Cap. E. But you ſay ſhe's honeſt, | 
Ber. T 1at's all che fault: 1 ſpoke with her but once, 


1. Lord E. He can come no other way but by this 


Ani found trer wondrous cold'y but 1 lent to her 
'By this {ame Coxcomd that we have th? wind. 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 

And this is all I have done :'\She's' a fair creature, 


hedge corner. : when you fally upon him, ſpeak what ter-| 
rible Language yon will, chough you underſtand it nor 
your ſelves no matter : for we muſt not ſeem to unger, 


I "MF 


(and him, unle(s. fome one among us, whom we myſt 
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provec: tor at Inierprerer, _ 

P 04 Good C-ptan ler me bh: tht Interpreter, 

Lor E, art not acuainted with hun } Knows he not 
tity voOre ; 

1. Sel No, {t,, I wa:irant you. 

L». E. But what lnſfic-wootlie hafi thou to ſpeak to 
Ys AO Ff 

1. *»{ F2a fuch as you {peauk to me, 

Lo. E Hs muft think us fome band of ſtrangers, th 
_v 11a:tcs entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of all 

iphio ri-g Languzges : therefore we muſt every one 
;* a man of his o4n fancy, not to kigw what we ſpeak 
nz to 2n0rher : fo «e fe:m to know, is to know ſtrazght 
vr purpoſe £ Chough's language, gabble enough, and 
g50d cnou;h, As for you Interpreter, you muſt teem ve- 
ry politick. But couch hos, here he comes, to beguile 
wo hours ina ep, and then to return and ſwear the 
l es he forges, 


Lnter Parolles, 


Ye tine enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay 1 have 

don ? [t muſt be a very plauſive invention that carries 

it, They begin to ſmoak mie, and Ciſgraces have of Nate 

K::0cx'd too often at my door : I find my tongue is too 

fool-hardy, but my heart hath. the ſcar of Mars beſorc 

it, and of his creatures, not Varing the repores of my 

ongUe. | | 

| Leo. E. This is the fir! that ere thine own tongue was 
uilry of Ne - 

, Par. What the . devii frould mave me to undertake 

the r-covery of this drum, being not ignorant. of the 

impoſhbili:y , end knowing | hag, go ſuch . p rpoſe 

ouſt give my felf ſome hurts, and ſay I got thera mex: 

p'our : yet flight ones will, pot carry it. They will ſay, 

came you off: with fo little ? And eat 'ohes I dare not 

give z wherefore whats the wſta 1 Tongue, I mp pot 

you into a But ter -womans mouth , and. buy my; (eJf ano- 

ther of Bajezeths Mules, i? you prattle ec into theſe pe- 

rils. bot : 

Le. E. |sit poſſible he ſhould know what he'is, and 

"e that heis? | 

P:r. | would the cutting of my  garmehts would ſerve 

th: turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh word. 

Lo E, We cannot afford you fo.. 

Far. Or the paring of my beard, and to ſay it was, in 

trataget. | - GY | 

_ Lo. E. *T mould notdo. 

Par. Or to drown my cloathes, and'Tay 1 was ftript. 
Lo. E. Hatdly ſerve, - | 

Par. Though 1 {wore | leap from the window of 'the 

Cittadel ; 

Ls. E. How deep ? 

Par. Thirty fadome, : 

Le, E. Three great oaths would ſcarce make that be 

clieved. 

Pa. I would I bad' any drim of the enemies, 1 would 

ſwear I recover'd it. 

Lo E You ſhall hear one anon. 

Par. A drum now of the enemies. 


. 


Alarum within. 


Lo. E. Throco movouſus, cargo, cargo, oarge. 
All. Cargo, Cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo. 
Par O ranfome, ranſome, we 

Do not hide mine eyes- 

Inter. Baskos thromul1o beskos. | | 
Pay. 1 kno». vou are the Muzkos Regiment , 
And I ſhail loſe my life for want of laugua ge. 

if there þc here German or Dane, low-Dutch, 
Lea!t»1, or French, let him ſpeak tome, 

[Ie Cilcover that which ſhail undo the Florentine, 


Pay. Ten a clock: Within thiſe three hours *twil 


ſe? 1] 


- And mock us with our, barenneſs. 


| What is not holy, that we ſwear not by, 


| When I did love you ill ? This has no holdiog 


' Are words and poor conditions, but unſcal'd 


Inter. Baskgs vauvado, | underſtand thee, and can ſpezk 
thy tongue. Kerelybonto (ir, betake thee to thy faith, for 
leventeen ponyards are at thy boſome. 

Par. Oh. 

Int. Oh pray, pray, pray, 

Mancha revancha dulche, 

Lo. E+ Oſceorbidulchos wolivorco- 

Int. The General is content to ſpare thee yet, 
And hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou maycft inform 
Something to ſave thy life. 

Par. Olet me live, 
| And all the ſecrets of our camp Ile ſhew 
Their force, their purpoſes : Nay, Ule ſpeak that, 
Which you will wonder at. 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If Ido not, damn me. 

Int. eAcordolinta. 

Come on, thou art granted ſpace. Exn. 


A ſhort Alarum within. 


Lo, E.Go tell the Count Roſſillion and my brother, 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep him muf- 
Till we do hear from them (feld 
Sol. Captain I will. 

L, E. A will betray us all unto our fclves, 

laform on that, 

Sol, So I will fir. 

L. E. Till then Ple keep him dark and fafely lockt, 


| | Exit. 
Enter Bertram, and the Maid called 
Diana. 


Ber, They told me that your name was Fontsþell. 
Dia. No wy ood Lord, Diana. 
| Ber. Title Coddels , 
And worth it with addition: but fair ſoul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no Maiden but a monument : 
Wheg,you are dead you ſhall be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern : 
And gow, you ſhould be as your Mother was 
| When your ſweet ſelf was got. 
Dia. She then was honeſt, 
Ber. $0 ſhould you be. 
| Dia. No. 
My Mother did but duty, ſuch ( my Lord) 
| AS You owe to your wiſe. 
Ber. No more a'that : 
| prethee do not ſtrive againſt my yows : 
1. was compeP'd to her , but | love thee 
| By loves own ſweet:confſtraint, and will for ever 
' Do thee all, rights of ſervice, 
Dia. 1 fo you ſerve us 
; Till, we ſerve you : But when you have. eur Roles, 
You barely leave our Thorns to prick our ſclves, 


Ber. How have I ſworn ? 
Dia. *Tis not the many oaths chat make the truth, 
But the plain ſingle vow, that is yow'd: true: 


But take. the High'ſt to witneſs: then pray you tell me, 
If 1 ſhould. ſwear by Joves great Attribute, 
| lav*d.youdearly, wouid you believe my oaths, 


To {wear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
That I will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths 


At leaſt inmy opinion. 
Ber, Change it, change it : 


Be not fo holy cruel: Love is hcly, 


And 
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And my integrity ne're knew the crafts | 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
But give thy (elf unto my ſick deſires , 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. 
Dia. 1 ſee that men make ropes in ſuch a ſcar, 
That we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber. Ple lend it thee my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord? 
Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe , 
veathed down from many Anceſtors , 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'th world, 
In me to loſe. 
Dia. Mine Honour*s ſuch a Ring, 
My Chaſftitie's the Jewel of our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy th world, 
In me to loſe Thus your own proper wiſdom 
Brings in the Champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain affault. 
Ber, Here, take my Ring, 
Hy houle, my honour, yea my life be thine - 
And I le be bid by thee. 
Dis. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window : 


P——_— 


Vie order take, my mother ſhall not hear. 

Now will | charge you in the band of truth, 

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me : 

My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them, 
When back again this Ring ſhall be deliver'd : 

And on your finger in the night, IVe put 

Another Ring, that which in time proceeds, 

May token to the future, our paſt deeds, 


Adieu till then, then fail not : you have won 
A wiſe of me, though there my hope be done. 
Be. A heav'n on carth I've won by wooing thee. Exe. 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both heav'n and me. 
You may ſo in the enG. 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe fat in's heart. She ſays, all men 
Have the like oaths : He had ſworn to marry me 
When his wife *s dead : therefore Ile lie with him 
| When I am buried. Since French-men are fo braid, 
Marry that will, Ile live and die a Maid ; 
Only in this diſguiſe, I think't no fin, 
To cozen him that would unjuſtly win, Exit. 
| 
Enter the two French Captains, and ſame two or three 
Souldier 5. 


Cap G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap- E. I have deliver'd it an hour ſince, there is 
ſomething{ in't that ſtings his nature : for on the reading 
it, he chang'd almoſt into another man, 
Cap. G. He has much worthy blame Jaid upon him, 
for ſhaking off ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 
Cap. E. Eſpecially, he hath incurred the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King, who had even turn'd his bounty 
to' ſing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
ſhall let it dwelt darkly with you. 
Cap. G. When you have ſpoken it, *tis dead, and 1 
a the grave of it, 
Cap. E. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a moſt chaſt renown, and this night 
he feſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour : he hath 
given her his monumental Ring, and thinks himlelf 
made in the unchaſt compoſition. 
Cap. G. Now God delay our rebellion , as we are our 
ſelves, what things are we. 

Cap. E. _ our own traitors. And as-in he 
common courſe of all treafons, we ſtill ſee them reveal 


themſclves, till they attain to their abhor1'd ends : {o he 
* 


_——_— 


that in this aftion-contrives againſt his own Nobility in 

his proper ſtream, o*'ce-flows himlelf, 

Cap. G. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be Trum- 

peters of our unlawful intents? We ſhall not then have 

his company tonight ? | 

: Cap. E. Not till after midnight: for he is dieted to his 
our. 

Cap. G- That approaches apace : I would gladly have 
him fee his company anathom'z'd, that he might take 
2 meaſure of his own judgments, whercin fo {criouſly 
he had ſet his counterfeit. 

Cap. E. We will not meddle with him till he come ; 
For hi; preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 

Cap. G. In the mean time , what hear you of thoſe 
Wars? : 

Cap. E. I hear thereis an overture of peace. 

Cap. G.Nay 1 afſure you a peace concluded. | 

Cap. E. What will Count Reſſillien do then ? Wi ll he 
travel higher,or return again into France ? 

Cap. G.1 perceive by this demand , you are not alto- 
gether of his counſel. 

Cap. E. Let it be forbid, fir, fo ſhould I be agreat deal 
of this a. 

Cap. G. Sir , his wife ſome two months fince fled 
from his heuſe , her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint F«- 
ques legrandy, which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
(teer ſanQtimony ſhe accompliſh'd : and there reſiding , 
the tenderneſs of her Nature, became as a prey to her grite : 
in fine, made a groan of her laſt breath, and now ſhe 
ſings in heaven. 

Cap. &. How is this juſtified ? ; 

Cap. G. The ftronger part of it by her own Letters, 
which m#kes her troy true , even to the poiar of her 
death : her death it (elf, which could nat be her office 
to lay , iscome, was faithfully confirm'd by the Retor 
of the place, 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 

Cap. G. I, and the particular confirmations , point 
from point, to the tull arming of the verity. 

Cap. E. 1 am heartily ſorry that hel be glad of this. 

Cap. G. How mightily fometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loſſes. 

Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times , we 
drown our gain in tears, the great dignity that this valour 
hath here requir'd for him , ſhall at home be encountred 
with a ſhame as ample. 

Cap. G. The web of our life, is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill rogether : our vertues would be proud, if our | 
faults whipt them not, and our crimes would deſpair if 
they were not cheriſh'd by our vertues. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


How now? Where's your maſter ? 

Ser, He met the Duke in the ſtreet, fir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave: bis Lordſhip will next morn- 
ing for France, The Duke hath offered him Letters of 
commendations to the King. 

Cap. E. They ſhall beno more thannecdſul there , if 
' they were more than they can commend. 


Enter Count Roſjilhon. 


Cap. G. They cannot be too ſweet for the Kings tart- 
nels , here's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, iv't 
not after midnight ? 

Ber. | have to night Ciſpatch'd fixteen buſineſſes, a 
months length a pieces, by anabſtrat of ſucceſs: I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adicu with his neareft ; 
buried a wife ; mourn*d for her ; writ to my Lady mother, 
I am returning ; entertain'd my Convoy , and between 
theſe main parcels of dilpateh, effeted many nicer 
needs : the 1:{t was the greateſt, but that 1 have not end- 


ed yet. 
T 2 Cap. 
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Cap. E. If the buſinels be ot any difficulty, and thi 
morning your departure hence, it requires halte of your 
Lordſhip. 

Bey. | mean the buſineſs is not enced, as fearing to 
hear of it hcreafter : but ſhall we have this Dialogue be- 
tween the Foul and the Soldier ? Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit module ; *has deceived me, like a doublemean- 
ng Propheſier. | 

Cay. E. Bring him forth, has fate th Stocks all night, 
poor gellart Knave. | 

Ber. No matter, his heels have deferv'd it, in uſurping 
his Spurs 1o long. How does he carry himſelf? 

Cap. G. I have told your Lordſhip already : The Stocks 
carry him. But to anſwer you as you would be underitood, 
ke weeps like a Wench that had ſhed her Milk , he hath 
confcſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very remembrance to this very 


.| inftant Dilaſter of his ſefting th Stocks ; and what 


think you he hath confeſt ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has a ? 

Cap. E. His confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read.$0 
his Facez ifyour Lordſhip bein't, asI believe you are, you 
mult have the patience to hear it- 


Enter Parolles, with hzs Interpreter. 


Ber. A plague upon him, muffeld ; he car fay nothing 
of me; huſh. 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes : Portotartaroſſa. 

Iz:, He calls for the 'Tortures, what will you fay with- 
out *"«rm ? 

Par. | will confeſs what I know without conſtraint ; 
If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I] can ſay no more. 

Izt. Boſ ko Chimurcho. 


ii 


Cap. Eiblibindo Chicurmurco, 

Jit. You are a merciful General : Qur Generel bids you 
anſwer to what I ſhall ask you out of a Note. 

Par, And trulv, as I hope to live. 

[z::. Firſt demand of him, how many Ho1ſc the Duke is 
ſtrong. What ſay youto that ? 

Per. Five or fix thouſand, but very weak and unſervice 
able; the Troops are all fcattered, and the Commanders 
very poor Rogues, upon iny Reputation and Credit, and 
as I hope to live. 

Int. Shall I ſet down your anſwer fo? 

Par. Do, Ie take the Sacrament on't, how and which 
way you will : all's one to him. 

Ber. What a paſt- ſaving ſlave is this? 

Cap. G. Y*aredeceiv'd, my Lord, this Monſieur Parol- 
les, the gallant Militariit, that was his own phraſe, that 
h:d the whole Theorick of War in the knot of his Scarf, 
ard the praRice in the Chap of his Dagger. 

Cap. E. 1 will never truſta man again, for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
by wearing his Apparcl neatly. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 

Pay, Five or (ix thouſand horſe 1 fed, I will ſay true, or 
thereabouts {et down, for Ple ſpeak truth. 

Cap. G. Re's very near the truth in this. 

Ker. But 1 con him no thanks for?c in the nature he de- 
livers if. 

Par, Poor Rogues, I pray you ſay. 

Int. Well that's ſet down. 

Per. 1 humbly thank you, fir, a truth's a truth, the 
Rogues are marvellous pour. 

Int. Demand of him of what ſtrength they are a foot. 
What ſay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were-to live this preſent 
hour, I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio 2 hundred and 
fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus io many, Faques fo 
many : Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick, and Gratis, two hun- 
dred each: Mine own Company , Chitepher, Vaumond, 
Bentii, two hurdred fifty each ; fo that the Muſter-file, 
r6tten and {cund , vpon my lite amounts not to filteen 
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to pieces. 

Ber. What ſhall be done to i:im ? | 

Cap. G. Nothing, but Ict him have thinks, Demend | 
of him my conditions; and what Crcdit | have with wc 
Duke, | 

Int. Well thai's fer down: you ſhall demand of kim. 
whether one Captain Dumain be ih Camp, a Frenchman : + 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Vatour, ! 
Honeſty, and Expertnels in War ; or wh:ther he thinks 
it were not poſſiDle wich well weighing tums of Gold to. 
corrupt him to revol'. What fay you to this ? What do 
you know of it? 

Par. I beleech you let me anſwer to the particular of |; 
the interrogatories. Demand them ingly. | 

Int. Do you know Captain Dumain? . | 

Par, | know him, a was a Botchers Prentice in Paris, | 
from whence he was whipt for getiing the Shrieves fool 
with Child , dumb innocent that could not ſay him 
nay. 
he Nay, by your leave hold your hands, tho 1 know 
his Brains are forfeit to the next rile that falls, | 

Inter. Well, is this Captain 1 the Duke of Florerces 
Camp ? 

Par. Upon my knowledp he is, ard [owſie, 

Cap. G. Nay look not fo upon me; we ſhall hear of ; 
your Lord anon. | 

Int. What is his Reputation with the Duke ? | 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but « poor | 
Officer of mine, and writ to me the ether day, to turn 
him out a'th Band. I think 1 haye his Letter in my Poc- ; 
ket. 

Int, Marry we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good ſadneſs I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my | 
Tent, 

Int. Here*tis, here's a Paper, ſhall Irexdit to you? | 

Par. I donot know it it be it or no. | 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's ic well. 

Cap. G. Excellently. 

Int, Dian, the Count's a fool, and full of gold. 

Par.That is not the Dukes |ctter fir ; that is an Advertiſe- 
ment to a proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to tak 
heed of the Allurement of one Court Rv//ilsor, a foolith | 


idle Boy 3 but for all that very ruttiſh. 1 pray you fir, 


put it up again. | 


Int, Nay, le read it firſt by your favour. | 
Par. My meaning in't, I proteſt was very honeſt in the; 
behalf of the Maid: for I knew the young Count to he a) 
dangerous and laſcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virgini- | 
ty, and devours up all the fry it tinds. | 


Ber. Damnable / both-fides Rogue. 


Int. Let. gre he ſwears Oaths, bid him drop Gold; and 
Fake tt; 

After he ſcores, he never pays the ſcore : 

Half won is match well made, match and well make it. 

He ne're pays after-debti, take it before, 

eAnd ſay a Soldier (Dian) told thee thi: 

Men are to mell with, Boys are not tokiſs, | 

For count of this, the Count's a Fool ] know #t, 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. | 

Thine as he vow'd to thee in thine car , | 

| 
| 


Parolles. 


Ber. He ſhall be whipt through the Army with this 
rime in's forehead. 
Cap. E, This is your devoted friend; fir, the manifeld 
Linguiſt, and the Army-potent Soldier. | 
Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat, and 
he's a Cat to me, 
Int. | perceive, fir, by the Generals looks, we ſhall be 
fain.to hang you. 
Far. 


— 


| 
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Par. My life, fir,fin any cale : Not thac 1 am afraid t9 
lie, bur that my offcnces being many , 1 would repent 
mit the remainder of Nature. Let me live, fir, in a dunge- 


 0n, ih ſtocks, any where, ſo 1 may live, 


Int. wc'il tee what may be done , fo you confeſs free- 
ly : therefore once more to this Captain Dumazn: you 
have ar{wer'4 to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honeſty ? 

Par. He will tzal, fir, an Egge out of a Cloifter: for 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profeſles 
not keeping of oaths , breaking them he is ſtronger than 
Hercules, He will lye, fic, with ſuch volubility , that you 
would think truth were a fool : drunkenneſs is his beſt 
vertue, for he will be {wine-drunk, and in his ſleep he 
does little harm, fave to his bed-cloathes about him : but 


they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtraw. I have 


but little more to ſay , fir, of his honeſty, he ha's every 
thing that an honeſt wan ſhoold not have : what an ho- 
neſt man ſhould have, he has nothing. 

Cap. G. 1 begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? A pox up- 
on him ſor me, he's more and more a Cat. 

Int. What ſay: you to his expertneſs in war ? | 

Par. Faith fir, ha's led the drum before the Engliſh 
Tragedians : to belic him | will not, and more of his foul- 
dierſhip I know not, except in that Countrey, he had the 
honour to be the Officer at a place there called 3£6/e-end, 
to inſtru for the doubling of files. | would do the man 
what honour | can, but of -this I am not certain. 

Cap. G. He hath our-villar'd villany fo far , that the 
rarity redeems him, 

Ber. A pox on hin, he's a Cat til, 

Int, His qualitics Leing at this poor price , I need nor 
to ask you, it Gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, For a Cardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvation, the inhcritance of ir, and cut thintail from 
all remainders, and perpetual ſucceſſion for it perpes» 
tually, 

Int. What's his Bro.her , the other captain Damwain ? 

Cap. E. Why Co's he ask kim of me? 

Int What's he? 

Par. E'n a Crow a'ch ſame neft: not altogether ſo 
great as the firſt ia goodneſs, but greater a great deal in 
cvill, Hz excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt chat is. In a retreat he out- 
runs any lackey z marry in coming On, he ha's rhe 
Cramp. | 

Int. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray 
the Florentine ? 

Par. | and the Captain of his horſe Count R ofſillion, 

Int. Ple whiſper with the General, and' know his 
plealure. 

Par. Vie no more drumming , a plague of all drums, 
onely to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the ſuppo- 
fition-of that laſcivious young boy the Count, have 1 run 
into tizis danger : yet who would have ſulpe&ed an am- 
buſh where I was taken ? 

Int. There is no remedy, fir, but you muſt die: the 
General ſays, youu that have fo traitcrouſly diſcovered 
the ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for no 


-honeft uſe : therefore you muſt die. Come heads man 


off with his head, 

Par. O Lord, fir, let me live, or let me fee my death. 

int. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends ; 
So look about you, know you any here ? 

Coun. Good morrow noble Captain. 

Lo. E. Gud blefs you Captin Parolles. 

Cap G. God fave you noble Captain. ; 

-Lo. E. C:ptain, what greeting will you ta my Lord 
Lafew ? | ain for France, 1} 

Cap. G. Godd Captain will you give me a Copy of 
the lame ſonnet you writ to Ds4n3 in behalf of the Count 


All's well that ends 1 well 
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Roſſillson, and I were not a very Coward, I'de compel it 
ot you; but fare you well Exeunt, 

Int, Yuu are undone Captain all but your fcarf, that 
has a knot on'c yet. ; 

Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot ? 

Int. If you could fiod out a Countrcy where but wo- 
| men were that had reccived {o much ſhame, you might 
| begin an impudent Nation. Fare ye well fir, I am for 

France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. 


Ext 
Par. Yet amT thankful : if my heart were great 
"T would burſt at this: Captain Ile be no more, 
Burl will eat and drink, and ſleep as {ft 

As Captain ſhall. Simply the thing 1 am 

Shall make me live : who knows himlclf a braggart 
Let him fear this, for it will come to paſs, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an AG. 

Ruſt ſword, cool bluſhes, and Parolles live 

Safeſt in ſhame ; being fovl'd, by fool'ry thrive ; 
There's place and means for cvery man alive. 
Ile-after them. 


Emer Hellen, Widow, aud Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong'd you, 
One of the greatelt in the Chriſtian world 
Shall be my turzty : *fore whoſe throne *cis need(ul 
Ere I can perfe& mine intents, to:knrel. 
Time wasI did him a defired office, 
Dear almoſt as his life, which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars boſome would pecp forth, 
And antwer thanks. I Culy am inform'd, 
His grace is at Xarſclis, to which place 
We have convenient conyoy z you muſt know 
[ am foppoſed dead, the Army breaking, 
My tus band hies him 'home, where heaven aiding, 
And by ihe leave-of my good Lord the King, 
We'l be before our welcome. 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſe truſt 
Your bulineſs was more welcomes 

Hel, Nor you. miftris + 
Ever a friend, whoſe: thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence yqurloeve : Doubt not but heaven 
Hath tought me up to be your daughters dowre, 

As it hath fated her to be my motive 

And helper to a husband, But O ſtrarge men, 
That can fuch ſweet uſe make ofwhat they hate, 
When ſawcy truſting of the cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loaths, for that whichis away: 
But more of this: hereafter : you Diana, 

Unger my poor inftruRions yet muſt fuffer 
Somethiog in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honefty 
Go with your impoſicions, 1 am 
Upon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you: 

But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 

And be as ſwect as ſharp ; we muſt away, 

Our Wagon is- prepar'd,.and times revives us, 

Als well that ends. well, fill, that finds the Crown 
What ere the courſe, the end is the renown. Exeunt. 


yours 


Enter Clown, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf.. No, no, no; your ſon was miſled” with a ſnipt 
taffata fellow there , whoſe villanous ſaffron would have 
\ made all the unbak'd and dow youth of a nation-in his 


and - your fon here at home, more advanc'd by 
than by that red-tail'd humble-Bee I ſpcak of. 
TY 6 


Lon 


225] 


| 
| 


colour , your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hout, | 
the King, 
| 
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f a body as when he numbred thirty, a will be here to \mor- 


All's well that ends well. 


Lad. 1 would I had not known him, it was the death of 
the moſt vertuous Gentlewoman, that ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating, if ſhe had partaken of my fleſh 5, and 
coft me the deareſt groans of a mother, | could not have 
owed her a more rooted love. | 

Laf. 'T'was a good Lady, 'twas a good Lady. We may | 
pick a thouland allets ere we light on fuch another 
herb. | 

Clo. Indeed, fir, ſhe was the ſweet Margerom of the | 
faller, or rather the herb of grace. | | 

Laf, They are not herbs, you knave, they are noſe- 
herbs. 

Clo. 1 am no great Nebuchadnezzar,fit,t have not much 
skill in grace- 

La. Whether doeſt thou profels thy felf, a knave or a 
tool ? 

Clo; A fool, fir, at a womans ſervice, and a knave at a 
mans. 

La. Your diſtinQion? 

Clo, 1 would eozen the man of his wife, and do his ſer- 
Yice. | 

La. So you were a knave at his ſervice indeed. 

Clo. And | would give his wife my bauble, fir, to do 
her ſervice. 

La. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. 

Clo- At your ſervice. 

La. No,no, no: 

Clo. Why, fir, if 
a Prince as you are. | 

La. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 
Cle. Faith, fir, a tas an Engliſh mean, but his fiſnony is 
more hotter in France than here. 

La. What Princeis that ? | 

Clo. The black /prince,'fir, a/iazthe prince of darknefs, 
«lias the devil. | | 

La. Hold thee, there's my purfe, 1 give thee not this to 
ſuggeſt thee from thy 'Mafter thou talk*ft of, ſerve him 
114). 

(lo. lam a woodland fellow, fir, that always loved 
a great fire, and the imaſter] ſpeak 'vf eyer keeps a good 
fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the world, let his No- 
bility rcmain in's Court. 1 am for the 'houfe with the 
narrow gate, which | take'to be too little for pomp to 
enter : ſome that humble' themſelves 'may, but the ma-/ 
ny. will be too chill and 'tender, and they*| be for the 
flowry way that leads tothe 'broad ' gate, and the great 
fire. WT 
| La. Gothy ways, begin to be 'aweary of thee, and 
] tell thee fo before, becautel would nor fall out with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my: horſes be well look't to, "without a- 
ny tricks. 


Cle. 1f 1 put any tritks upon *emfir, they ſhall be Jades 


| 


[ cannot ſerve you, | can ſerve as great 


Ext. 

Laf. A ſhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Lad. So ais. My Lord that's gone, made himſelfmuch 
ſport ont of him, by his authority he remains here, which 
he thinks is a patent for his ſaucineſs, and indeed he has no 
pace, but he runs where he will. 


tell you, fince I heard of the good Ladies death, and that 
my Lord your fon was upon his return home; I moved 
the Kirg my maſter to ſpeak in the behalf of my _ 
ter., Which in the- minority of them both, his Ma- 
jeſty, cut of a ſelf gracious remembrance did firſt pro- 
poſe ; his Highneſs hath 'promis'd me to doit, and to ſtop 
up the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againft your ſon, 
there is no fitter matter. How do's: your Eadiſhip like 
it? | 

La. With very much content, my Lord, and I wiſh it 
happily effced. 

Laf. His Highneſs eomes poſt fromMarſelles, of as able 


tricks, which are their 'own ' right by 'the' ſaw of Nature | 


Laf, I like him -well, *tis not amiſs: and I was about +ro þ 


row, or | am deceiv'd by him that in ſuch intelligence |} 
hath ſeldom fail'd. 

Ls. It rejoices me that 1 hope I ſhall ſe: him ere 1 die, | 
[ have letters that my ſon will be here to night : I ſhall bc- 
=_ your Lordſhip to remain with me till they meet to- : 
gether. 

Lef. Madam', 1 was thinking- with what Manners 1 
might ſafely be admitted, 
=_ You need but plead your honourable privi- | 
edp. 

Lef. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; but 1 


thank my God it holds yet. 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your fon wich apatch 
of velyet on's face ; whether there be a ſcar under'c or no, 
the Velyet knows, but *tis a goodly patch of Velvet, his 
left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his right 
cheek is worn bare. 

La. A ſcar nobly got: 

Or a noble ſcar, is a good livery of honour. 


Enter Clown. 


So belike is that. 
Clo. But it is your carbinado'd face. 
| Laf. Letus goſee 


| Your ſon | pray you, | long to talk 
; With the young noble foldier. 

Clo, Faith there's a dozen of *cm, with delicate fine 
hats, and moſt courteous Feathers, which bow the head, 
and nod at every man, 

Exenn, 


Aus Quintus. 


Emer Helen, Widow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. 


Hel, But this exceeding poſting day and night , 
Muſt wear your fpirits low, we cannot help it. 
. But ſince you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Behold you do ſo grow in my requital, 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time. 


Enter a Gontleman a ſtranger. 


This man may help me to his Majefties ear, 
If he would fpend his power. God fave you fir : 

Genz. And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have ſeen you in the Court of France. 

Gent. | have been ſometimes there. 

Hel. 1do preſuwe, fir, that you are not fallen 
"From the report that goes upou your goodneſs, 
And therefore goaded with moft ſharp occaſions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put youto 
The uſe of your own vertues, for the which 
| ſhall continue thankful, 

Gen, What's your'will ? 

Hel. "That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 

And aid me with that ſtore of power you have 
To come into his preſence. 

Gent, The Kings not here. 

Hel. Not here ? 

Gent., Not indeed, 

He hence remoy'd laft night, and with more haſt 
Than is his ufe. 
Wid. Lord, how we loſe our pains. 
Hel, AlPs well that ends well yet, 
Tho time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit : 
| dv beſeech you, Whither'is he gone ? 
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Gert. Marry es | takc it to Refſillion, | Kin, We loſt a Jewel, and our efleem 
Whither I am going. Was made much poorer by it : but your Son, 
Hel. | do beiecch you fir, As mad in folly, lack'd the {:nie to know 
Since you are like to ice the King before me, Her eſtimation home. 
Commend the Paper to his gracious hand , Old La. *Tis paſt, my Liege, 
Which I preſume ſhall render you no blame, And [ beleech your Majeſty to make it 
Burt rather make you thank your pains for it. Natural Rebellion, done ith blade of Youth, 
| will come after you with what good ſpeed When Oyl and Fire, too firong for realons force , 
Our means will make us means. Ore bears it and burns on. | 
Gent, This Ile do for you. Kin, My honour'd Lady , 


Hel. and you ſhall find your {elf to be well thankt | T have forgiven and forgotten all, 
what ere fails more, We mult to horle again. Go, go, | Tho my revenges were high bent upon him, 
provide. Exennt.\ And watch'd the time to ſhoor. 
Laf. This I muſt ſay, 
Enter Clown 4nd Parolles, But firſt | beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
| : Did to his Majeſty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Par. Good M. Levatch, give my Lord Lafew this Let- | Offence of mighty note ; but to himſelf 
ter; I have erenow, fir, been better known to you, when | The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a Wiſe, 
[ have held familiarity with freſher Cloaths 5 but I am | Whoſe beauty did aftoniſh the ſurvey 
now, fir, muddied in fortunes mood, and/ſmell ſomewhat | Of richeſt eyes : whole words all ears took captive 
ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure, | _ | Whole deep perfeRion, hearts that ſcorn'd to {:rve, 
Clo, Truly, Fortunes diſpleaſure is but fluttiſh, it it | Humbly call'd Miſtris. 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ſt of ; I will henceforth eat [ Xjy. Praifing what is loſt , 
no Fiſh of Fortunes butt'ring. Prethee , allow the Wind. | Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither, 
Par. Nay, you need not toſtop your Nole, fir : I ſpeak | We are reconciPd, and the fart view ſhall kill 
but a Metaphor. All repetition: Let him not atk our pardon , 
Clo, Indeed, fir, if your Metaphor Rink, I will topmy | The nature of his great offence is dead, 
Noſe, or againit any mans Metaphor, Prethee get thee fur- | And deeper than Oblivion, we do bury 


ther. Tir inceofing relicks of it. Let him approach 
Par. Pray you, fir, Celiver me this Paper. A ſtranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
Clo. Foh, prethee ſtand away z, a Paper from Fourtunes | So *tis our will he ſhould. 
 Clole-ſtool, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he comes | Gent. I ſhall my Liege. 
himſelf. Kin. What ſays he to your Daughter, 
Have you ſpoke ? | 
Enter Lafew. | Laf. All that he is, hath reference to your Highneſs. 


Kin. Then ſhall we have a match. I have Letters fent 
Clo. Here is a pur of Fortunes, fir, or of Fortunes Cat, | me, that ſets him high in fame. 

but not a Muſcat; that hath faln into the unclean Fiſh- 

pond of her ditplealure, and as he fays muddied withall. Enter Connt Bertram. 

Pray you, fir, ule the Carpa3 you may, for he looks like 

a poor decayed, Ingenious, Fooliſh, Rafcally Knave, 1| Laf. He looks well on'r. 

do pity his diſtreſs in wy >mi'es of comtort, and leave him Kin. 1 am not a day of ſeaſon, 


to your Lordſhip. For thou maiftſee a Sun-ſhine, and a Hail 
Par. My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly | In me at once Bur to the brighteſt Beams 
{cratch'd. DiſtraQed Clouds give way, fo ſtand thou forth, 


Laf. And what would you have me to do?. *Tis too | The time is fair again. 
late to pare her Nails now. Whercin have you plaicd the | Ber. My high repented blames , 
'f Knave with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould Scratch you, who of | Dear Soveraign, pardon me. 
her ſelf is a good Lady,and would not have Knaves thrive] Xs. All is whole, 
long under her ? There's a Cardecue for you : Let the Ju- | Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
tices make you and Fortune friends 3 I am for other buſi- | Let's take [the inftant by the forward top: 


nels. For weare old, and 'our quick'lt decrees 
'} Par. I befeech your honour, to hear me one ſingle | Th' inaudible, and noiſelets foot of time 
'{ word. Steals, ere we can effet them, You remember 
Laf. You beg a- ſingle penny more : Come you ſhall | The Daughter of this Lord? 
ha't, ſave your word, Ber. Admiringly, my Liege, at firſt 
Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles. [ tuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Laf. You beg more than one word then, Cox my pal- | Durſt make too bold a herald of my Tongue : 
fion, give me your hand : How does your Drum? Where the Impreſſion of mine Eye enfixiog, 
Par. O my good Lord, you were the-firſt that found | Contempr his ſcornful PerſpeQive did lend me, 
me. Which wrapt the line of every other favour, 


Laf. Was 1 inſooth? And 1 was the firſt that loſt thee. | Scorn'd a fair colour, or expreſtit toln, 
Par: It lies in you, my Lord,to bring mein ſome grace, | Extended or contraſted all proportions 
for you did bring me out. To a moſt hideous Objet. Thenit came, 

Laf. Out upon the Knave, doeſt thou put upon me at | That ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whom my ſelf, 
once, 59th the Office of God and Devil: one brings thee | Since I have loft, have lov'd ; was in mine Eye 
in grace, and the other brings thee out, 'The-King's com- | The Cuſt that did offend ir. 
ing | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further af-| Xn. Well excus'd : 
ter me, I had ralk of you laft Night, tho you are a Fool | That thoudidR love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
and a Knave, vou fhall cat, go to, follow. From the great compt z but love that comes too late, 

Par. I praiſc God tor you. Like a remorſeful pardon flowly carried | 
To the great ſender, turns a fowre offence, 
Fleuri Enter King, old Lady, Lafew, the twoFrench | Crying, that's good that's gone: our raſh faults 

; Lords, with 4ttendants, Mke trial price of ſerious things we have, 
bl 
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Not knowing them, until we know their grave, 
1 our diſpleaſures to our ſelves vojuſt, 

D:f:oy our friends,and after weep their dutt: 
Our own love waking, cries to {cc wh-1's done, 
While ſhapeful hate ſleeps out the afterroon, 

Be this ſweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 
$:nd forth your amorous token for tair Aaudlin, 
The min conſents are had, and here we'll ſtay 
Co lte our widowers {econd matriage day : 
which better than the firft, O Cear heaven blc(s, 
Or, ere they meet in me, O'Nature ccate. 

Laf. Come on my lon, in whom my hovles name 
Muſt be digeſted : give a favour frum you 
To {parkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 

Thr ſhe mzy quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev'ry hair that's on't, Hellen that's dead 

| Was afſweet creature : fuch a Ring as this, 

' The laſt that ere I took her leave at Court, 

| I ſaw upon her finger. 

B:r. Here it was not. 

Kin. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't - 

Tis Ring was mine, and when gave it Helen, 
| bac her, if her fortunes ever ſtood 
N. c+{lited ro help, that by this token 
{ would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 
Ber. Ny gracious Soveraign, 
How ere it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The Ring was never hers. 

01d La. Son, on my life 
[ have ſcen her wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her lives rate. 

Lif. lam fure I ſaw her wear it, 

Bar. You are deceiv'd my Eord, ſhe never ſaw it: 
in Florerce was it from a catement thrown.me, 
Wrejp*d in a paper, which contain'd the name 
O! her that threw it : Nob!c ſhe was, and thought 
{ ſtood ing4ip'd, but when | had ſubſcrib'd 
To w.nc «wa fortune, and inforn''d her fully, 
| cov]. nct anſwer in that courſe of honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ceaſt 
In heavy fatisfaRtion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

K:n. Platas himiel?, x 
That know: the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myſtery more ſcience, 

Than 1 have in this Ring. *T'was mine, 'twas Helens, 
Who ever gave t you : then if you know 
Tit you are well acquainted with your elf, 
Conlets *rwas bers, and by what rough enforcement 
Yuu got it from her. She call*d the Saints to furery, 
Thar the would neverput it from her finger, 
| Un!-fs ſhe gaveir to your {elf in ded, 

Wh. re you have never come : or {ent it us 
Upen ker great diſaſter. 
| Ber. She never law it- 

Kin, Thou ſpeakf it falſly : as Llove mine honour, 
And mak'ſt —_— fears, to come into me, 
Which I would fain ſhur eut ; if it ſhould prove 
That tt ou art ſo inhuman, *cwill not prove 19. 

Ard yet 1 know not, thou didft hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nething but to cloſe 

Her eyes my fclf, could win me to believe, 

M orc than to fee this Ring. Take him away, 

My fore-paſt proofs, how ere the matter fall 

Sh-!l tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear'd too little, Away with him, 
We! fifr this matter further, 

P.r. It you tha!ll prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as caſy 
Prove that | husbanded her bed in Florence, 
| VWaere y«t ſhe never was, 


— 


| Enter a Gentleman. 

Kin. I am wrap'd in diſmal thinkings. 

Gent. Grecious Soveraign. : 
Whether I have been too blame orno, I know not, 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

V'Vho have for four or tive removes come ſhort, 
To tender it her ſelf, | undertook it, 
Vanquiſl'd thereto by the fair grace and ſpeech 
Ot the poor ſuppliant, who by this I know 

Is here attending : her bufinels looks in her 
VVith an importing viſage, and ſhe told me 

In a {weet verbal brief, ic did concern 

Your Highneſs with her elf, 


A Letter. 


Upon his many proteſtations to marry me, when his wife was 
dead, I bluſht to ſay it, he won me. Nuw is the Court 
Roſbllion Widower, his vows are forfeited to me, and my 
howdurs paid to him, He ſtole from Florence, taking. no 
leave, and 1 follow bim to this Conntrey for Fuſtice : Grant 
:t me, O King, mn you it beſt lies, otherwiſe a ſeducer flow- 
riſhes,and a poor Maid is undone, 

Diana Capilet, 


Laf. I will buy meafoninLaw in a fear, and toule him 
for this. Ple none of him. 

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafey, 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry, ſeek the tutors : 
Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count, 


Enter Bertram. 


| am afcard the life of Heller (Lady) 
VV as foully fnatch'd. 

Old La.Nuw juſtice on the doers. 

Kin, I wonder fir, wives are ſo monſtrous to you, 
And that you fly them as you ſwear them Lordſhip, 
Yet you defire to marry. V Vhat woman's that ? 


Entcr VVidow, Diana, and Parolles. 


Dia 1 am, my Lord, a wretched Florentixe, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet; 

My ſuit, asI underſtand you know 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

W:d. Iam her Mother, fir, whote age and honour 
Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedy. 

Kin. Come hither,Count, do you know theſe YVomen? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will Ceny, 

Bur that I know them, do they charge me further ? 

Dia. VVhy &o you look ſoftrange upon your wife? 

Ber. Shc's none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you ſhall marry 
You give away this hand, and that is mine : 

You give away heavens vows, and thoſe are mine : 

You give away my (elf, which is known mine: 

For I by vow am fo cmbodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marry me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my daughter, 
you are no husband for her. 

' Ber. My Lord, this is a fond ard deſperate creature, 
VVhom ſometimel have Laugh'd with: Let your Highne's 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, | 
Than for to think that I would fink it here. 

Kin. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
Till your deeds gain them fairer : prove your honour, 
Then in my thought it lies. 

Dian, Good my Lorc, 

Ask him vpon his oath, if he do's think 
He had not my virginity. 
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Kin, What faiit thou to her ? 

ber. She's impudent, my Lord, 

And was a common gameſter to the Camp. 

Dia, He do's me wrong, my Lord : It | were to, 

He might ha ve bought me at a common price, 
Do not believe him. O behold this Ring, 
Whoſe high reſpe& and rich validity 

Did lack a parallel : yet for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner a'th Camp 
[t I be one. . 

014 La. He bluſhes, and tis hit : 

Of (ix preceding Anceſtors, that Jem 

Conrter'd by teſtament to th? ſequent iſſue 
Hath it been owed and worn. This is his wiſe, 
That Ring's a thouſand proofs. 

King. Me thought you ſaid 
You ſaw one here in Court could witneſs it, 

Dia. I did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So had an inſtrument 3 his name's Parolles. 

Lf. | (aw the man to day, if man he be. 

Kin, Find him, and bring him hither: 

Roſ. What of him ? 

He's quoted for a mot perfidious ſlave 
With all the ſpots a'th world, taxt and deboiſh'd, 
Whole nature ſickens ; but to ſpeak a truth, 
Am 1, or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will ſpeak any thing ? 
Kin. She hath that Ring of yours . 
R'ſ. 1think ſhe has ; certain it isT lik*d her, 

And boorded her i'th wanton way of youth : 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint, 
As all impediments in fancies courſe 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
! Her inſuit coming with her modern Brace, 

Subdu'd me to her rate ;, ſhe got the Ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
Ar Market price have bought. 
Dia. 1 muſt be pa.ient : 
You that have turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May juſtly diet mz. I pray you yet, pak 
(Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a husband)) * 
Send for your Ring,l will return it home, | 
And give me imine again. 

Roſ. 1 have it not. 

King. What Ring was yours, I pray you? 

Dian. Sir, much like the ſame upon your finger: 

- Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late, 

Dia. And this was it 1 gave him, being a bed. 

King: The ſtory then goes falle, you threw it him 
Out ot a Cafement. 

Dia» | have ſpoke the truth. Enter Parolles, 

Roſ. My Lord, I do confels the Ring was hers. 

Kin. You boggle ſhrewdly, every feather ſtarts you : 
Is this the man you ſpeak of ? 

Dia. I, my Lord: lx. > 

Kin, Tel! me, firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your Mafter : __ 

CWhich on your juft proceeding, I'le keepoff ) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Pay. So pleaſe your Majeſty, my Maſter hath been an ' 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 

Kin, Come, come; to th' purpoſe ; Did he love this 
woran ? | 

Pay. Faith fir, he did love her, but how ! 

Kin. Rowl pray you? 

Par. He did love Her, fir, as a Gent. loves a Woman, 

Kin, How is that ? 

Par. He loy'd her, fir, and lov'd hernot. 

Kin. As thouart aKnave aud no Knave, what an 
equivocal Companion is this ? 


, 
+ ut 


All's well that ends well 


] 


-| Thou diet within thishour. 


"Kin. Wherefore haft thou acco?d him all this while? 
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A Laf. He't a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty Ora- 
ur. 


Dia, Do you knew he promi'd me marriage? 
Par. Faith, I know more than Vie ipeak, 


Kin. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'(t ? 

Par. Yes, {0 pleaſe your Mzjeſty-: 1 did go between | 
ther, as I ſaid; but more than that, he foved her : for 
indeed he was mad for her, and tralkt of Sathan, and 
of Limbo: and of Furies, and | know nor what : yet 
| waSin thatcredit with them at that time; that 1 kn:w 
of their going to hed, and of other motions, as p «- | 
miſing her marriage, and things that would derive me i! 
well to ſpeak of ;-therefore | will not ſpeak what 1 
know. 

Kin, Thou haſt ſpoken all already , unlefs thou cant 
lay they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence ; Therefore ſtand a fide. This Ring you ſay Was 
yours. |; ; 

Dia. 1, my good Lord. | 

Kin. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor Cid not BUY It. 

Kin, Who lentit you ? 

Dia. It was not lent mencither, 

Kin. Where did you find it then ? 

Dra. 1 jou it nor. 

Kin, I! it were your? by none of all theſe ways, 

How could you give it him ? 
Dia. | never gave it him. 
_ _Laf. This woman's an eaſy glove, my Lord, ſhe goes off 
and on at pleaſure. 
. Kin, ThisRing was mine, I gave it his firft wiſe. 
' Dis. It might be yours, or hers, for ought 1 know. 
Kin._Take her away, 1 do not like her now, 
To priſon with her : and away with him, 
Unleſs thou teJPf me where thou hadit this Ring, 


Dia. Vie never tell you: 
Kin. Take her away. 
Dis. Ile putin bail my Liege. 


IX A, I think thee now {ome common Cuſtom:r, 
Dia. By ove if ever I knew man, 'tw&$ You. 


"Dia. Becauſe he's Puilty; and he is not guilty ; 

e knows I am no Miid, and he'll fivear ro't ; | 
Ple'{wear I am a Maid, ard he knows not. + 
Great King, I am no ſtruwpet, by my liſe, 
[ am eicher Maid, or elfe this old 'mans wife. 

Xiv. She do's abuſe our ears, to priſon with her. 

Dia, Good mother fetch my bayl. Stay, Royal ſir, 

The Jeweller that owes the Ring isfent for, | 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this Lord, 
Who hath abuy'd me as he knows himſelf, 
T ho yet he never heard me, here Tquir him. 
He knows himſelf my bed he hath defid, 
And at that time he pot his wife with child ; 
Dead tho ſhe be; the feels her young one kick : 
So there's my ridcle, one'that's dead'ts quick, 
and now behold che meaning, - "i" 


Exter Hellen and Widow. 


Kin. Is there no exoreiſt 
Beguilrs the true Cflicer of mine eyes? 
I>c real that I fee 2.7 ++ 

Hel. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but the ſhadow of « Wife you lee, 
The name, and not the thing. 

Roſ. Both, buth, O'pardon. | 

Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
| found you wondrous kind, there-is your R ing 
And look you, heres your Letter: this it ſays, + 
V Vhen from my finger you can pet this Ring, 


Par. lam a poor man, and at your Majefties com 


manJ. 
>» 
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And is by me with child, &c. This is Cone, 
V Vill you be mine, now: you are doubly won ? 
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Reſ. If ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
Ile love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you. 

O, my dear mother, do I ſee you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes ſmell Onions, ſhall weep anon : 
Good Tow Dram, lend me a handkercher. 
$91 thank thee, wait on me home, I'le make fport with 
thee: Let thy curtſies alone, rhey are ſcurvy ones. 
| King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 

To make the even truth in pleaſure flow : 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, 
Chooſe thou thy hushand, and le pay thy dower. 


| Thou keepeſt a Wiſe her ſelf, thy ſelf a Maid. 
Of that and all the progreſs more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leifure (ball expres : 

All yet ſeems well, and if it end fo meer, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the lweet. 


T2 King's a Beggar, now the Play is done. 
All is well ended, if his ſuit be won , 

you expreſs content ;, wbich we will pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day ; 
| Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
| Tour gentle hands lend us, and tae our hearts. 


| Tis not fo ſweet now, as it was before. 


For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt aid, | 


Flouriſb, 


Ex: Om. 


Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


Afus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


DO ———_— 
 D— 


Enter Orſino Duke of Illyria, Curio, and: | 
other Lords. Fes 


F Muſick be the food of Love, play 
on, © SOLD 

Give me exceſs of it ; that ſurſeiting, 

” The appetite may ficken, and ſo die. 

Thar firain agen, it hada dying fall: 

O,it come o're my car, like the ſweet 


Fhat breathes upon a bank of Violets , 
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, 


O ſpirit of Love, how quick and freſh art thou, 
That notwithſtanding thy capacity, 
Recciveth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 


But falls into abatement, and low price, 
Even in aminute; ſo full of ſhapes is fancy, 
That it alone is bigh fantaſtical. 
Car, Will yougo hunt, my Lord ? 
Dux. What Curia ? 
Cur. The Hart. 
Ds. Why fo I do, the nobleft that I have : 
O when mine eyes did ſee Olivis firſt, 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence 3 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a Hart, 
And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, | 
Ere fiace purſue me. How now, what news from her ? 


Enter Valentine. 


Vl. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But ſrom her hand-maid do return this anſwer : 
Th» Element it ſelf, till ſeven years heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view : 


Of what validity, and pitch fo e're, ; | 


I 


And water ence a day her Chambers round 
With eye-offending brine : all this to ſeaſon 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance. 

To pay this debt of Tove but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love, whien the rich Golden ſhaft 
Hath killd the flock of all affetions elſe 


Theſe ſoveraign thrones are all ſuppli'd and fill'd 
Her (ſweet prefeRions with one ſel{-ſame king : 
Away before me, to ſweet beds of Flowers, 


A brothers dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
Ds. O ſhe that hath a heart of this fine framt, 


That live in her. When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 


Love thoughts lics rich, when canopy*d with'bowers. 


% 3 
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Exennt- 


Scena Secunda. 


Emer Viola a Captain, and Saylors. 


Vio. What countrey(Friends)is this ? 
Cap. This is Illyria, Lady. 
Vis. And what ſhould I doin 1llryia ? 
My Brother he is in Elizinm, 


Aſſure your ſelf after our ſhip did ſplit, 


_ on our droving boat : 1ſaw your brother 
Mofft provident in peril, bind himſelf, 


To a ftrong Maſt, that liv'd upon the Sea ; 
Where like Ori0x on the Dolphins back, 
[ ſaw him hold zcquaintance with the Waves: 


But like a Cloyftreſs ſhe will vailed walk, | 


—_—_— 


Perchance he is not drown'd ; What think you, Sailors ? 
Cap, Ic is perchance that you your ſelf were ſaved. 

Vis, O my poor brother, and ſo perchance may he be. 
Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 


When you, and thoſe poor number ſaved with you, 


(Courage and hope both teaching him the praQtiſe) 


So 


A A... 


hd — wt... A II Wn w_ —— "_ 


p——_— 


"ne 
£y 


CCC NN Ne hg —_— 


- 


_—_ — =o a - 


. T welf night, Or what you will nes 


231 


Cc le EE —_— 
— —  — — 


So long as | could fre. 
Yio. tor laying fo, there's Gold : 

M.:ne own eſcape unfoldeth ro my hope, 

Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority 

The like of him. Know'it thou this Countrey ? 

Cap. I, Madam, well : for I was bred and born 

Not three hours travel from this very place 

Vie. Who governs here ? 

Cap. A Noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orſino. 

Vio. Orſino | | have heard my Father name him. 

He was a Batchellor then. 

Cap. And fois now, or was lo very late: 

For but a month ago 1 went from heneec, 

And then *cwas frei in murmur ( as you know 

What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of } 

That he did teek the love of fair Owe. 

Vie. What's ſhe ? 

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the daughter of a Count, 

That di'd ſome twelvemoath ſince, then leaving her 

In the proteRion of his ſon, her brother, 

Who ſhortly allo di'd : for whoſe dear love 

(They ſay) the had abjur'd the fight 

And company of men. | 

Vis. O that 1 ferv'd that Lady, 

And might not be delivered to the world 

Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow 

What my eſtate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compaſs, 

Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 

No not the Dukes. 

Vie. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain ; 

And tho that nature, with a beauteous wall 

Doth oft cloſe in pollution ; yet of thee, 

[ will believe, thou haft a mind that ſuits 

With this thy fair and outward Charaer. 

[ prethee ( and [lc pay thee bounteouſly ) 

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid. 

For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 

The form of my intent, Ple ſerve this Duke, 

Thoghalt prefent me as an Eunuch to him, 

It be worth thy pains: for | can ſing, 

And ſpeak to him ia many forts of Muſick, 

That will allow me very worth his ſervice; 

What elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 

Only ſhape thou thy filence ro my wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute Ple be, 

When my tongue blabs, then let mine cyes not ſee. 


——_——" —_— 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria, 


Sir To. What a plague means my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus ? I amfure care's an enemy to 
life. | 

Mar. By my troth, fic Toby, you muſt cone in. earlier 


to your ill hours. 
To. VVhy let her except, before excepted. 
Mar. 1, but you mult confine your ſelf within the mo- 
deft limits of order. 
To. Confine? T'le confine my ſelf no finer thanl am: 
theſe clothes are good enough to drink in, and (o be theſe 
boots $00 ; and they be not, let them hang themſelves in 
their own ſtraps, 

Muir. That quaffing and drinkiug wiil uado you": I 
heard my Lady ralk of is yeſter-day, and of a fooliſh 


) c— 


Vie, I thank thee: Lead me on Exennt. 


| anights : your Couſin, my Lady, takes great exceptions | 


knightthat you brought in one night k«re,to be her wooer? 

To. VVho, Sir Andrew «Ague-cheek ? 

Ma. I he. 

To. He's as tall a man as any's in 1hyria. 

Ma. V'Vhat's that to th” purpole ? 

To. VVhy he has thice thouſand Deucats a year, 

As. I, but he'll have but a year in all theſe Ducats : 
He's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

To. Fiey that you'll lay fo: he plays o'ih Viol-de-gam- 
boys, and ſpeaks three or four Languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed, a\moft raiuial: for befides thar 
he's a fool, he's a great quarreller: and but that he hut 
the gift of a Coward, to allay the guſt he hath in quarre]- 
ing,'4is thought among the prudent, he would quickly have 
the gitt of a grave, 

Job, By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſubſtraQors 
that ſay ſo of him. VVho are they ? 

Har. They that add moreover, he's Crunk nightly in 
your company. 

To. VVithdrinking healths to my Neece: Ile drink to 
her as long as there is a paſſage in my thr oar, and drinkin 
Ilyria: he's a Coward and a Coyftril that will not Crink 
to my Neece, till his brains turn o'th' toe like a pariſh rop. 
V Vhat wench ? Caftiliano vulgs ; for here comes Sir Andrew 
| eAgue- face. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


And. Sit Toby Belch- How now Sis Toby Belch? 

To. Smeet Sir Andrew. 

And. Blels you fair Shrew. 

Mar- And you too (ir. 

Tob. Accolt, Sir «Andrew, accoſt, 

And, VVhat's that ? 

To. My Neeces Chamber-maid. 

An, Good Miſtris accoft, | delice better acquaintance. 

Ma. My name is Mary fir. 

And. Good Miſtreſs Mary, accolt. 

To. You miſtake Knight : Accoſt is, front her, boord 
her, wooe her, affail her. 

And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in this 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoſt? 
{ Mar. Fare you well Gentlemen. 

To, And thoulet her part fo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
mightſt never draw {word agen; 

eAnd. And you part ſo Miſtreſs, I would I might never 
draw ſword agen. Fair Lady, do you think you have fools 
in hand ? 

Ma. Sir, I have not you by th hand. 

And. Marry but you ſhall have, and here's my hand. 

Mar. Now fir, thought is free : | pray you bring your 
hand to th* Buttery bar, and let it drink. 

An. V'Vherefore ({weet heart? ) what's your Meta- 
phor ? 
Mar. ICs dry fir. 
An. VVhy | think fo : I am not ſuch an afs, but I can 
keep my hand dry. But what's your jeſt ? 
Ma. A dry jet, fir. 
And. Are youfull of them ? 
Mea. 15'r, I have them atmy finger ends : marry now 
[ let go your hand, | am barren. 


| 
| 


i... AMS 


Exu Maria. 
Tb. O knight, thou lack't a cup of Canary : when did 
'I ſce thee fo put down? 
| nd. Never in your life, I think, unlels you fee Cana-| 
ry put down: me thiaks ſometimes | have no moaz wit 
'than a Chriſtian, or an ordinary man has ; but | am a 
\great eater of Beef, ard | believethat do's harm tomy 
wit. 
To. No queſtion. 
An.And 1 thought that, 'de forſwear it. Ple ride home 
to morrow, fir Toby. 
To Pur-quoy, my dear knight ? 


—— 


An. 


1 Galliard; 
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An. V'Vhar is pur quoy ? Do, or not do? | wouldI 
had beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fen- 
civg, dancing, ard bear-baiting : O had | but followed 
the Arts. 

To. Then hacſt thou had an excellent head of' hair, 

An. V hy, would that have mended my hair ? 

To. Paſt queſtion, ſor thou ſeeſt ir will not cool my 


To. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a' diſtaff : and I 
hope to ſee a houſwiſe take thee berween her legs, and 
'p:n it off. ' 

h An. Faith I'le home tomorrow, fir Toby, your Neece 
will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one, ſhe] none 
of me : the Count himſelf here hard by, wooes her. 

To. <hell none o'th Count, ſhell not match above her 
degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor witz I have heard 
her ſwear. Tut, there's life in't man, 


times altogether. ; 
To. Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight ? 


an old man. . : 

To. VVhat is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

eArnd. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

To. And | can cut the Mutton to'r. 

nl. And 1 think 1 hve the back-trick, ſimply as 
{trong as ary min in /liyria, 

Jo. VVherefore are thele things hid ? wherefore have 
thele cifts a Curtain before *em ? are they like to take 
cut, like Miſtris 24zls pifture ? why doſt thou not go to 
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto ? My 
very walk ſhould bc a Jig ! I would not fo much as make 
water bufyjin a Sink-a-pace 3 VVhat doft thou mean ? Is 
it a world to nidevirtueFin ? I did think by the excellent 
conflitution.of thy leg, tt was form'd under the' ſtar of a 


And.1,*Gjs Rrong, and it does indifferent well in a dam'd 
col:-v; *& ftocken: Shall wefit about ſome Revels ? 

To. What ſhall we do elſe: were we not born under 
Tai us ? 

And. Taurus? That's fides and heart. 

To.. No (ir, it is legs and thighs :: tet me fre thee caper. 
Ha, higher : ha, ha, excellent. Exennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, ad Viola,' in mans attire. 


al. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you 
Ce/In%0, you are like to be much advanc'd, het hath known 
you but three days, and already you areno ſtranger. 

V:e. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, that 
you call in queſtion the continuance of his love: Is he in 
conſtant fir, 1a his favours ? : 
Val. No beiicve me. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 


Fi. | thank you : herecomes the Count. 
Dike. 'Whotaw (eſario, hoa ? 

V:e. On your attendants, my Lord, here, 

Ds. Stand you a while aloof, Ceſar, | 

Thou knowſt no-.lefs, butall : 1 have unclaip*d 
Ta thee the Book even of my ſecret ſoul. 
Therefore good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Be not deni'd accef:;ftand at her doors; 

* nq cel} them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 


*=_ : +; "2% f Pb - 
F;!! thou nave aÞclence. 


An. But it becom:s me well enough,doſt not ? (nature, 


An. Vie tay a month longer.] am a fellow &ch firangeft 
mind i'the world: I delight in Masks and Revels fome- 


And. As any man in /llyria, whatſoever he be, under 
the'degree of my betters, and yet I willnot compare with 


Vo. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If ſhe be ſo aba-don'd to her forrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Dx. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 
Yo. Say do ſpeak with her ( my Lord ) what ther. - 
Dk. O then, unfold the p:ſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith , 
It ſhall become thee well ro a my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a Nuncis's of more grave alp«&, 
Vo. 1 think not fo, my Lord. 
Duk. Dear Lad, believe it 3 
For they ſhall yer be-ly thy happy years, 
That fay thou art a man: Dianes lip 
ls not more {mooth, and rubious ; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the Maidens Organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a womans part. 
I know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair : ſome fonr or five attend him, 
All if you willy for I my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company 3 proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Vie, Vledo my beſt 
Ta woo your Lady ; yet a barſul ftrife, 


Who ere I woo, my ſelf would be his wife. Exeunt. 
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Scena Quinta. 


i 
\ 


Enter Maria, and Clown. _— 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or 1 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſsle nay enter in way 
of thy excule ; .my Lady will' hang thee for thy ablence. 
CH. Let her hang me 5 he that is well hang'd in this 
world, needs fear no colours, 
Ma. Make that good. f 
Clo. He ſhall fee none to fear. ' "4 
Mar. A good Lentron anſwer ; | [can tell thee where: 
that ſaying was bors, of I fear no colours, 

(lo. Where good Miſtreſs Mary ? | 
Mar, In the wars, and that may you be bold to ſay in 
your foolery. 

Clo. VVell, God give them wiſdom that have it ; and 
thoſe that are fools, let them uſe their talents __ . *\ 
Mar. Yet: you will be hang'd for being fo long abſent, 
' or be turn'd away, is not that as good as a hanging to 
you? 

Clo. Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 

Mar: You are reſolute then ? 

Clo. Not fo neither, but 1 am reſolv'd on two point», 
Mar. That if one break, the other will hold ; or if both 
break, your gaskings fall, 

Clo. Apt in good faith, verpapt : well, go thy way, if 


Mer. Peace you rogue, no more o'that: here comes my 
Lady : make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. | 


Enter Lady Oliva, with Malvolio, | 


thoſe wits that think they hive thee, do very oft prove 


man. For what ſays Quinapalns, Better a witty fool, than 

a fooliſh wit. God blets thee, Lady. 

Ol. Take the fool away. 

Clo, Do you not hear fellows, take away the Lady. 
| Ol 


Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty apicce | 
of Eves fleſh, as any in Illyria. q} 
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Clo, Wit, and*t be thy will, put me into good fooling ; | 


fools : and I that am ſure I lack thee, may paſs for a wile | 
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Ol. Gy to, yYare a dry fool : Pie no more of you, b-- 
ſides you grow diſhoneRt. 

Clo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good counſe! 
will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, theu is the fool 
not dry : bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf, if he mend, 
he is no longer Ciſhoneſt 5, if he cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him: any thing that's mended, is but patch'd : vir- 
rue that tran ſzreſſes, is but patcht with fin, and fin that 
amends, is but patcht with virtue. If that this ſimple 
Sillogitme will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what remedy ? 
As there is no! true Cuckold but calamity, ſo beauty's a 
flower ; 'The Lady bad tak&away the fool, therefore Ifay 
again, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 

Clo. Mijpriſfion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cxcul- 
Ins nin facit mnachum : that's as much to fay, as 1 
were not motley in my brain : good Madona, give me 
Icave to prove you a fool. 

Ol. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madona. 

Ol, Make your proof. 

Ci2, I muſt catechize you for it, Madons, Good my 
Moute of virtu: anſwer. 

Ol, Well fir, for want of other idlenels, Vie bid 
your proof, 

Clo. Good Ma1ona, why mourn'lt thou? 

O! Good tool, for my brothers death. 

Clo. I think his foul is in hell, <adona. 

OL I know his foul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo, The more fool ycu( Madona ) to mourn for your 
Brothers ſoul, being in heaven; Take away the fool, Gen- 
tlemen, 

Ol, What think you of this fool, Aalvelio, doth he 
nor mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, till the pangs of death ſhake 
him . Infirmity that decays the wiſe, Goth ever make the 
better fool, 


better increaſt1g your folly : Sir Toby will be {worn that 
| am a9 Fox, hut he will not paſs his word for two pence 
that you are no {ool, 

7! flow fay you to that Malvole ? 

ical. I marvel your Ladiſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal; 1 faw him put down the other day , with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brains than a ſtone. 
Look you now, he's out of his guard already : unlels you 
laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd. I proteſt 
| take theſe Wile men, that crow (o at theſe fet kind of 
ſools, no better than the fools Zantes. 

OL O you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio, and taſte 
with a diſtcmper*'d appetite,, To be generous, guiltleſs , 
and of free dilpoſition, is to take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts, that vou deem Cannon bullets : Theres no flander 
in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail 3 nor 
no railing in a known Ciſcreet man, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
{peak'ſt well of fools. 


[ 


Enter Marrs. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle- 
man,much deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Ol. From the Count Orſono, is it ? 

Ma. | know not (Madam) *tis a fair young man, and 
well attended. 

Ol. Who of my p:ople hold him in delay ? 

Ma. Sir Toby, Madam, your kinfwan. 

O!. Ferch him off | pray you, he {peaks nothing but 
madman - Fie on him. Go you, Malvolio ; it it be a fuit 
from the Couar, I am fick, or not at home. What you 
will, to diſmils it, 


Exit Malvo. 


Clo. God ſen1 you, ſir, a ſpeedy Infirmity, for the | g 


| 


Now you ſec, (ir, how your fooling grows 614, and peo- 
ple diſlike ir. 
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Clo. Thou haft ſpoke for us ( Madona) as if thy eldet | 


ſon ſhould be a fool : 
brains, for here he comes. 
One of thy kin has a moſt weak Pia mater. 

O/. By mine honour half drunk. What is he at the 
gate, Couſin ? 

To. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman ? What Gentleman ? 

To. *Tis a Gentleman heres A plague o'theſe pickle 
Herring: How now Sot ? | 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. 

O!. Coufin, Coutin, how have you come fo early by 
this Lethargy ? 

Tob. Letchery, 1 defie Leichery : there's one at the | 


— 


gate. | 


Ol. TI marry, what is he ? 

To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not : give 
me faith, ſay I, Well, it's all one. Exit. 

Ol. What's a drunken man like, fool 7 

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a mad man: 
One draught above hear makes him a fool, the fecond | 
mads him, and a third drowns him. | 

Ol. Go thou and teek the Crowner, and let him fit of 
my Coz : for he's in the third degree of drink : he's 


crown'd : go look after him, 


Clo. He 1s but mad yet, Madons, and the fool ſhall 


look to the mad man. 
Enter Malvolio. 


al. Madam , yond young fellow ſwears he will 
ſpeak with you. I told him you were fick, he takes on him 
to underſtand fo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
you, I told him you were aſſecp, he ſeems to have a fore- 
knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
you. What is to be laid to him? Lady. he's fortified a- 
aint any denial. 

Ol. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. Ha's been told to : and he ſays he'l ſtand at 
your door like a Sheriffs poſt, and be the ſupporter ro a 
bench, but he'l ſfpeaxe with you. | 

Ol, What kind o'man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of man-kind. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

Ma/, Of very ill manners: hel ſpeak with you, will 
you or no, 

Ol. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough f 
for a boy : as a ſquaſh is before *cis a pelcod, or a Codling ! 
when *tis almoſt an Apple: 'Tis with him in Randing 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-tavour's 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly: Oae would think his 
mothers milk were {carce out of him. 

Old. Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Meat. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit. 


——_———_—Sy” 


Enter Maria | 


Ol. Give we my vail: come throw it o'ce my facgy 
W.'l once more hear Orſino's Embeſh-, | 


Enter [iolg. 


Fio, The honourable Lady of the houſe, which is ſhe ? 
Ol. Speak to me, | ſhall anſwer for her : your will? 


Vi:. Moſt radient, Exquiſize, and unmatchable beau- | 


ty, I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of thOZ.oule, 
for I never {aw her. | would be loath to caſt away my 
{peech : for, beſides that it is excellently well penn's, I have 
taken great pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me ſuſtain 
no ſcorn; 1 am very comptible,- even to the leaft finiſter 


ulage. 


—_ 


whoſe cull, 7ove cram with | 
Ent:r Sir Toby. ' 
| 
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Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


Ol. Whence came you, fir ? 

Vie. | can fay little more than I have ſtudied, and that 
quefſtior.'s out of my part, Good gentle one, give me mo- 
ceſt afiucance, if you be ike Lady of the houſe, that | may 
procecd in ſpeech. 

Ol. Are you a Comedian ? 

Vi. No wy profound heart; and yet (by the very 
(hangs of malice, 1 ſwear) I amnot that I play. Are you 
ite Lacy of the houle ? 

O-. 1t 1 co not uturp my ſelf, I am. 

V:o. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your 
(1; 3 for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve. 
Zur this is from my Commiſſion; I will on with my 
Speech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of my 
meilicc. 

0. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the 
praile. 

Vie. Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and *tis.Poeti- 
Cal. 
Ol. It is the more like to be feigned. I pray you keep 
itin. I heard you were ſawcy at my gates,and allow'd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, than to hear you. If 
you be not mad, be gone ; if you have reaſon, be brief: 
'ris not that time of Moon wath me, to make one in fo 


{5\!ppirg a Dialogue. 


Ma Will you hoilt Sail, fir, here lies your way. 


Some rmollification for your Giant, {weet Lady: tell mc 
your mind, | am a meſſenger. 

Ol. Sure you have ſome hideous watter to deliver, when 
the curteſie of it is {o fearful, Speak your office. 

Vie. It alone concerns your ear ; I bring no overture 
of War, no Taxations of Homage I hold the Oliff in.my 
hand: my wordsare as full of peace as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 

What would you ? 

Vie. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me, have I 
learn*d 'rom my ent:rtainment,, What I am, and what I 
would, are aslecret as-a Maiden-head : to your ears, Di- 
vinity ; to any others, prophanation, 

Ol. Give us the place alone. 

We will hear this Divinity. Now fir,, what is your Text ? 

Vir. Moſt ſweet Lady. 

O01, A comfortable Do@rinc, and much may be ſaid of 
it. Where lies your 'Fext ? 

V:o. In Orſino's boſome. 

OL. In his bofome ? In what Chapter of his Boſome ? 

Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his Heart. 

OL, O, Ihave rcad-it y/ it is Hereſie. Haye you no more 


|to lay ? 


Vie. Good Madam, let me fee your face. 


gotiate with my Face ? you are now out of your Text: 
kurt we will draw the Curtain, and ſhew- you the Picture. 
Look you, fir, ſuch a one was this preſent: 1;'r not well 
done? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Ol, *Tis in grain, fir, *twill endure Wind and Wea- 
ther. 

Vis. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures own ſweet, and cunning hand laid on: 
Lzdy, you are the cruelVit ſhe alive, 
If you willlead theſe Graces to the Grave , 
And leave the World no Copy. 

OL O fir, 1 will not be fo hard-hearted : I will give out 
divers ſcedules of my beauty. It ſhall be Inventoried, and 


every particle and uten(i] labell'd to my will: As, Item, |. 
two Lips indifferent red. Item, two gray Eyes, with lids |. 


to them: Irem, one Neck, one Chin, and ſo forth. Were 
you ſent hither to praiſe me? 
Vie. | ſee you what you arc, you are too proud : 
But it ycu were the Devil, you are fair: 
My Lord and Mafterloves you: O fuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho you were crown'd 


Vio. No good Swabber,, I am to hull here a little longer. 


O!.. Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to ne- | 


| The noo-paril of be-uty. 
Ol. How does he love me ? 
Yio. With Acorations, fcrtil Tears , 
With Groans that thunder Love, with $iol;s of Fire. 


Yet [ ſuppoſe him vertuous, know him nob!e, 
Of great Eftate, of freſh and ſtainlels Youth 
In voices well divulg'd, tree, Litas and Valiant, 
And in dimenſion, and ſhape of nz'ure , 
A gracious perſon, But yer I canno: love him : 
He might have took his an{wer long apo, 
Vie, If I did Jove you in my Maiters f1:me,' 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſuch a deadly life : 
In your denial,. | would find no ſence, 
[| would not underftand it, , 
Al. Why, what would you do? 
Vio. Make me a willow Cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my Soul within the. houſe, 
Write loyal Cantons of contemned love, 
And ſing them loud even in the dread of night : 
Hollow your name to reverberate Hills , 
And make the babling Goflip of the Air, 
Cry out, O/zvia : O you ſhould not reſt 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 
Of. You might do much : 
What is your Parentage ? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well : 
lam a Gentleman. 
Ol. Get you to your Lord: 
I cannot love him : let him fend no more, 
Unleſs (perchance) you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it ; Fare you well : 
I thank you for you pains: ſpend this for mc. 
Vio. I am no feed-poſt, Lady ; keep you purſe, 
My Maſter, not my felf. lacks recompence, 
Love make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your fervour lik: my Maſters be, 
Plac'd in contempt : Farwel fair cru.lty. Exit, 
Ol. What is your Parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my flate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. Ile be ſworn thou art, 
\Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, Attions, and Spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blzzon 3 not too faſt: ſoft, foft,| 
Unlets the Maſter were the man. How now ? 
'Even ſo quickly may one catch the Plague? 
Methinks | feel this Youth's perfeQions, 
With an inviſible and ſubtil ſtealth 
To creep in at mine Eyes. Well, let it be. 
:What hoa, eMalvolio. 


| 


Enter Malvolio. | 


Mal. Here Madam, at your ſervice. 

Ol. Run after that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger, 
The Counts man; he left this Ring behind him, | 
Would I, or not : tell him, Ile noneof it. 
Defire him not to flatter with-his -Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him : 
if that the Youth will come this way to morrow, 

Ple give him reaſon for't by thee, Malvolso. 

Mal. Madam , I will. Exit, 

Ol. I do, I know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flattcrer for my mind : 

Fate, ſhew thy force, our ſelves we do not owe ; 

What is decreed, muſt be ; and be this fo. | 
| 
| 


Fit, Aus prims. 
, 


Rp vir p 


Ot. Your Lord do's know my mind, | cannot love him, 


_ —_——_— "I 
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{ welf- Night, Or what you will. 


Aus Serundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. 


As. Will you ſtay no longer ? nor will you not that I 
g0 with you ? | 

Seb. By your patience, no: my Stars ſhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps diſtemper 
yours"; therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, that I 
may bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No ſooth, fir , my determinate Voyage is meer 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me, what I am 
willing to keepin z therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather ro expreſs my ſelf: you know of methen, 
entonie, My name is Sebaſtian (which | call'd Rodorigo) 
my Father was that Sebeſtiast of Meſſaline, whom | know 
you have heard of, He left behind him, my felf, and a 
Siſter, both born in one hout3 if the Heavens had - been 
pleas'd, would we had ſo ended. But you fir, altcr'd 


that, for ſome hours before you took me from the breach 


of the Sea, was my Sifter drown'd. 

An. Alas the day! 

Seb. A Lady fir, tho it was ſaid ſhe much reſembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful z but tho I could 
not with ſuch eftimable wonder over-far believe that, yet 
thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a mind that 
envy could not but call fair : She is drown'd already, fir, 
with ſalt water, tho I ſeem ro drown her remembrance a- 
gain with more. 

An. Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

An, If you will not murther me for my love, let me be 
your Servant. 

Seb. 1f you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him, whom you have recover'd, defire it not. Fare 
ye well at once, my Boſom is full of kindneſs, and I am 
yet ſo near the manners of my Mother, that upon the leaft 
occaion more, mine Eyes will tell tales of me; Iam bound 
to the Count Orſimmo's Court , farwel. Ex. 

«An, The gentleneſs of the gods go with thee : 

I hive made Enemies in Orſs#o's Court, 

Eliſe would I very ſhort'y tce thee there : 

But corne what may, 1do adore theeſo, 

That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. Ext. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at ſeveral Doors, 


Mal, Were not youev'n now, with the Counteſs Olivia? 

Vie. Even now (ir, on a moderate pace, I have fince 
arriv'd but hither. HON L 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you ( fir} you might 
have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your 
ſelf. She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your Lord 
in a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him, And one 
thing more, that you be never fo hardy to come again in 
his affairs, unleſs it be to report your Lords taking of 
this: receive it (o. 

Vie. She took the Ring of me, Vle none of it. 

Mal. Come, fir, you peeviſhly threw it to Her, and 
her will is, it ſhould be ſoreturn'd ; If it be worth RRoop- 


[ing for , there it lies in your Eye; if not, beit his that 
finds it. Peg Exu. 
Fo. | left no Ring with herz what means this Lzdy ? 
Fortune forbid my out-{ide have not charm'd her: 
= _ good —_— indeed fomuch, 
at (ure met t her Eyes had loft her Ton 
For ſhe did ara, wn ditrattedly: oy 
She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſh motley; 
None of my Lords Ring? Why, he ſent her none? 
I am the man, if it be ſo as *tis, | 
Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a dream : 
Dilguiſe, I ſee thou art a wickednels, 
Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 
How caſie isit, for the proper falſe 
In Womens waxen hearts to ſer their forms : 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 
For ſuch as we are made, if fuch we be : 
How will this fadg? My Maſter loves her dearly, 
And I (poor modſter) fond as much on him : 
And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeems to dote on me : 
What will become of this? As I am a man, 
My ftate is deſperate for my maſters love ; 
As | am Woman (now alas the day) 
What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olsvie breathe ? 
O time, thou muſt intangle this, not 1, 
It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. 


" _ 


> ————— 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and $i Andrew. 


To. Approach Sir Andrew: not to be a bed after 
micnight, is to be up betimes, and Dilicalo ſurgere, thou 
know'ſﬀt. 

eAnd. Nay by my troth I know not : but 1 know, to 
be up late, is to be vp late. 

To. Afﬀalie conclulion; I hateirt as an unfilld Can ; co 
be up after midnight and to go ta bed then, is early : ſo 
that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed berimes. 
Does not our lives conſiff of the four Elements ? 

An. Faith ſo they ſay, bot I think ir rather conſifts of 
eating and drinking. 

To. Tart a {cholar, let us therefore cat and drink, 
Maria" | lay, a Rtoop of wine. 


Enter Clown. 


| An. Hete comes the fool, ifaith!. | 
| Cl, Hownow my hearts: did you never fee the Bj: 
Aure of we three ? 
To. Welcome als, now let's have a catch: 

«And. By my troth the fool has an excellent breaft. I 


{weet a Breath to Sing, as the Fool has. Infooth thou waſt 


inoRial of 
pence for 


Poegrogromitus ," of 'thit Fapians paſſing the 
Cuexbus ; *ewas very good r faith: I ſent thee 
thy Lemon, hadft ir ? 

Clo 1did impeticos thy gratillity x for Malvolis*s Noſe 
is go Whip-ſtock. My Lady bas 4 white hand, and the 
Mermidons gre ne Bottle -Ale-houſes. | 

An. Excell:nt : Why this is the beſt fooling, when all 
is Cot... Now a : 

To. Come on, there is fix pence for you. Let's have a 
Song. . 

An. There's a teftril of me too; if one Knight give a— 
 Cls. Would you havea Love-ſong, or a Song of good 
Life ? 


To. A Love-ſong, a Love-ſong. 
4 uU 2 


— 
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had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg, and fo | 
in very gracious fooling, Laſt Night, when thou ſpok'R of | 


An. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— 
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— 
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| Twelf- Night, Or wht youwill 


en. I, I. I care not for good life. | 
Clown ſings. 


To. Shall I bid him go? 

Clo. What and if you do? 

To. Shall I bid bum go, and ſpare ct ? 

Clo, O 70, no, no, you dare not. 

To. Our 0'cune fir, yelie : Art any more than a Stew- 


O Miſtris mine, where are you roming * 
O ſtay and hear, your true Loves commgy 
That can ſing beth bigh and low. 
Ti ip no further pretty ſweeting. 
Fourneys end in Lovers meeting. 
Every wiſe mans ſon doth know. 

An. Excellent good, Ytaith. 

To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love,'tis not hereafter, 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
What*s to come, is ſtill unſure , 

In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſs me ſweat and twenty : 
Youth's a ſtuff will not endure. 


An. A mellifluous voice, as I am true Rnight. 

To. A contagious breath. 

An. Very ſweet and contagious, itaith. ; 

To. To hear by the Noſe, it is dulcet in contagion, 
But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? ſhall we 
roule the night-Owl in a Catch, that will draw three fouls 
out of one Weaver ? Shall we do that ? 

An. And youlove me, let's do't:I ama dog at a Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch well. 

eAn. Moſt certain : Let our Catch be, Thou Knave. 

Cle. Hold thy peace, thou Knave knight. I ſh:11 be con- 
ſtrain'd in'r, to call thee Knave, Knight. 

An. *Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrained one to call 
me knave« Begin feol: it begins, Hold thy peace. 

Clo. Shall I never begin if 1 hold my peace. 

eAn. Goodi'faith : Come begin. Catch fing. 
Enter Maria. 


Aar. What a catterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call'd up her Steward, 24alvolio, and bid 


\ him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 


To. My Lady's a Cafayan, we are politicians, Mato 
lio's a Peg-r-ramly, and Three merry men be we. Am nor [ 
conſangvinious? Am not of her blood : tilly vally.Lady: 
There dwelt a men in Babylon, Lady, Lady. 

Clo. Beſhrew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. . 

An. I, he do's well enough if he bediſpos'd, and fo do 
I too : he does it with a better ptace, but I do it more 
natural. | 

To. O twelf day of December. 

Mar. Fot the love of God peace. 


Enter Malvolio, 


Mal. My Maſters are you mad ? Or what are you? 
Have you no wit, manners, ot lionefty, but to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an Alchouſe 
of my- Ladies houſe, that ye ſqueak: ove your Coziers 
Catches without any mitigation or remorſe of voice ? Is 
there no reſpe& of place, pertons, nor time-in you ? 

To. We did-kcep timer in our Catches, Sneck up. 

Mal.. Sir Toby,. |,mpft be raund: with you. ' My Lady 
bad me tell yo, that ſhe harbours you as her kinſman, 
ſhe's nothing ally'd —_ diforders. If you can ſeparate 
your {elf and your miſdemeanouts,you are welcome to the 
houſe : if not, and it-would pleaſe you to take leave of her, 
ſhe is very willing to bid you farewel. 

To. Farewel rok ymray I muſt needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay, ir Toby. | 

Cle. His eyes do ſhew his days arcalmoſt done. 

Mal. s'tevenio? | 

Te. ButI will never dye. iafl 1 

Clo. Sir Toby, there youlye. 

Mal. This is much credit to'you. - 


| ard ? Dot thou think becauſe thou arc vertuous; there 
| ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 


| Clo, Yesby $. Ann, ana Ginger ſhall be kot i'ch moutk | 


| £00. 
| To. Tart 'thright, Go fir, ruby your chain with 
crums. A ſtope of Wine aria 

Mal. Miſtris Mary, if you pr:2'd my Ladics favour at 
any thing more thancontermpr, you would not give means 
lor this uncivil rule ; ſhe ſhall know of it by this hand. 

Ex. 

Mal. Go ſhake your ears. 

An. *Twereas good a deed as to drink when a mans 
a hungry, tochallenge him the field, and then ro break 
promile with him, and make a fool of him. 

To. Do't knight, Fle write thee a Challenge : or 1';c 
deliver thy inCignation to him by word of mouth, 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night ; Since 
the youth of the Counts was today with my Lady, ſhe is 
much; out of quiet. For Mounfieur Malvoles, let me alone 
with him : If 1 do not gullhim into an ayword, and make 
him acommon recreation, do not think 1 have wit e- 
(nongh to lye ſtraight in my bed ; I know I cando ir. 
| To, poſſeſs us, poſſels us, tell us ſomething of him. 
Mar. Marry ſir, ſometimes hejs a kind of a Puritan, 
An. O, if Ithought thar, de beat him like a dog. 

To. What for being a Puritan ? thy exguiſice reaſon, 
dear knight. 

An. I haveno exquiſite reafon for't, but F have reaſon 
| good enough. 

Mar. The Dev'l a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
ſtancly but a time-pleaſer, an affeRion'd Aſs, that Cons 
State without book, and utters it by great {warths. The 
beſt perſwaded of himſelf: ſo cram'd (as he thinks ) with 
excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 
look on: him, love him : and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable cauſe to work. 

To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar, 1 will drop in his way fome obſcure Epiſtles of 
love, wherein by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of his 
leg, the manner of his gate, the cxpreſiure of his eye; 
forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himfelf moſt feel- 
ingly perfonated. I can write v:ry like my Lady your 
Neece,: on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diſtin- 
Aion of our hands. 

To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

eAn. | hav't in my noſe too. 

To. He ſhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my Nceeee, and that ſhe is in love 
with him. 

Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 
An. And your horſe now would make him an Af. 
Mar. Als, 1 doubt not. 

An. O twill be admirable. 


this conſtruRian of it : For this night to bed, and' dream 
on the event. Farewel. | Exit. 

To. Good night Penthiſilea. 

fn. Before me ſhe's a good Wench, 

To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores me ; 
what o'that ? | 

An. I was ador'd once too. 

Te. Let's to-bed knight : Thou hadft need ſend for more 
money. | | 
| An..IfI cannot recover your Neece,l ama foul way out. 

To. Send for money knight, if thou haft her noc i'th 
end, call 'me-Cut. 

in, If Ido not, never truft me, take it how you will. 


) To 
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Mar. Sport toyal I warrant you: I know my Phyſick | 
will wark with him. I will plant you two, , and let the} 
Fool make a third, where he ſh.ll find the Letter : obſerve | 


_ 
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To. Come, come, 1'le go burn tome Sack, *tis too late 
to go to bednowv: Come knight, come knight. 


— 


Exeunt. 


— 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Duke , Viola, Curio, ard others. 


Ds. Give me ſome muſick; Now good morrow friends; 
Now good Ceſar:o but that piece of Song, 
That old and Antick Song we heard laſt night ; 
Me thought it Cid relieve my paſſion much, 
More then light airs, and recolleQed terms 
Of theſe moſt brisk and giddy-pac.d times, 
Come, but one verſe. 
. (#. He is not here ((o pleaſe your Lordſhip)that ſhould 
ſing ir. 

Du. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feſte the Jeſter my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
Olivia's Father took much delight in. He is about the 
houſe. 

Ds. Seek him.out, and play the tune the while. 


Muſick plays. 


| Come hither Boy, if ever thou ſhalt love 
| In the (weet pangs of it, remcmber me ; 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true lovers are, 
Unſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Savein the conſtant image of the creature 
That is beloy'd. How doſt thou like this tune ? 
Vie. It givesa very eccho to the (eat 
Where love is thron'd, 
Ds. Thou doſt ſpeak mafterly, 
My life upon*c, young tho thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 
Hath itnot boy ? 
Vi. Alittle by your favours 
Ds, What kind of woman is't ? 
Yio. Ot your complexion. 
Ds. She is not worth thee then. What years %ifaith ? 
Vo. About your years my Lord. 
Ds. Too old by heaven : Let ſtill the woman take 
An elder than her felf, ſo wears ſhe to him : 
So (ways ſhe level in her husbands heart: 
For boy, however we do praile our {elves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, {ooner loſt and worn, 
Than womens are. 
Vie. | think it well my Lord. 
Dw. Then let thy love be younger than thy ſelf, 
Or thy affeRion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roſes, whoſe fair flower 
Being once diiplaid, doth fall the very hour. 
Vie. And to they are : alas, that they are ſo; 
To dye, even when th:y to perfeAtion grow: 


- Enter Curio, and Clown. 


Dux. O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Mark it Ceſario, it is old and plain 3 
The Spinſters and the Knitters in the Sun, * 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it : it is filly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Lik: the old age. 

Cl. Are you ready Sir ? 

Ds. | prethee ſing, Muſick, 
The Song. 
Come away, come away death, 
And in ſad cypreſs let me be laid, 
Fie away, fle away breath, 


—_— — —— <tu 


— 


] am ſlain by « fair cruel maid. : ( pare ie. 
My ſhrowd of white, ſtuck, all with Ew, O pr e- 
My part of death no one ſo true did ſhare it, 


Not a flower , not a flower ſweet 
On my black coffin, let there be ſtrewn: 
Wot a friend, not « friend greet 
My poor corps, where my bones ſhall be thrown : 
A thouſand thouſand ſighs to ſave, lay me O where 
544 true lover never find my grave, toweepthere. 


Du. There's for thy pairs. 
Clo, No pains fir, I take pleaſurein fingiog fir. 
Ds. Vie pay thy pleaſure then, 


Clo, Truly, (ir, and pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
another, 


Du. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 
Clo. Now the melancholly God prot:& thee, and the 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Tiffata, for thy 
mind is a vcry Opal. 1 would have men of fuch conſtan- 
Cy put to Sea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, for that's it that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. Ex. 

Dx. Let all the reſt give place ; once more Ceſeris, 
Ger thee yond ſame foveraign cruclty : 

Tell her my fove ( more noble than the world 

Priſes not quantity of dirty lands, 

The parts that fortune hath beſtow*d upon 
Tell her I told as giddily as fortune : 

But *ris that miracle, and Queen of Jems 
That nature pranks her in, attraQtsmy ſoul. 

Vo. But if ſhe cannot love you fir- 

Ds. lt cannot be fo anſwer'd, 

Vie. Sooth but you muſt. 

Say that ſome Lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 

As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her : 
You tell her fo : Muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd ? 

Du. There is no womans ſides 

Can abide the beating of ſ, ſtrong a paſſion, 
As love doth give my heart : no womans heart 
So big. to hold fo much, they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite : 

No motion of the Livcr, but the Pallat, 
That ſuffer ſurfer, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 

And can digeſt as much, make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bezr me, 
And that | owe Olivie. 

Y:o. I but I know, 

Du. What doſt thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men owe : 

In faith they are as true of heart, as we, 
My Father had a Daughrer lov'd a man 
As it might be pechaps, were la woman 
Il ſhould your Lordlhip. 

Dx. And what's her hiſtory ? 

Vie. A blank, my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
Bur let conca\ment like a worm ji*th bud 
Feed on her damask check : ſhepin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow mclancholly, 

She fate like Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ? 
We menmay fay more, {wear more, but indeed 
Our ſhews are more than will: for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our-love, 

Da. But dy'd thy filter of her love, my boy ? 

Vis. 1 am all the daughters of my Fathers hou, 
And 3ll the brothers too, and yer I know not- 
Sir, ſhall 1 to this Lady ? 

Ds. I that's the Theam : 

To her in haſte ; give her this Jewel : ſay, 
My love can give no place, bid no denay. 


u2 


her, 


——— 


Exount. 
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Seena Quinta. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, anf 
Fabian. 


To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabia. 

Fab, Nay Vie come ; it I loſeaſeruple of this ſport\let 
me be boyl'd to death with Mclancholly. 

To, Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſhcep-biter, come by fome notable ſhame ? 

Fa. | would exult man ; you know he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here. - 

To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we will 
fool him black and blew, ſhill we not, Sir Andrew ? 

An. And we do not, it is pity of our lives. 


Enter Maria. 


To. Here comes the little villain : how now my Nettle 
of India? 

Mar. Get yeall three into the box-tree : Malvolio's 
coming down this walk, he ha's been yonder i'th Sun pra- 
ftiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour: obſerve 
him tor the love of Mockery : for I know this Letter will 
make a contemplative Ideot of him. Cloſe in the name of 
jeſtiog, lye thon there : for here comes the Trowt that 
wuſt be caught with tickling. Ex. 


Enter Malvolto. 


Mal. *Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once told me 
ſhe did affe& me, and [ have heard her felf come thus nezr, 
that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my complexion. 
Beſides ſhe ufes me with a more exalted reſpe& , 
than any one elfe that follows her. VVhat ſhould I think 
on' ? 

To. Here's an over-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peace : Contemplation makes a rare Turkey- 
Cock of him, how he j-ts under his advan'd plumts. 

Axa. *$Slight, I could fo beat the Rogue. 

To. Peace I fay. 

Mal. Tobe Count Malvo/s). 

T'. Ah Rogue. 

ez. Piſtol him, piſtol hic, 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. Trere is example for't : The Lady of the Strachy, 
married the yeoman of the Wardrobe. 

eAn. Fye on him Fezabel, 

Fa. O peace, now he*sdeeply in: look how imagina- 
tion blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, fitting 
in my ſtate. 

To. O for a ſtone-how to hit him in the eye. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch*d Vel- 
vet gown : having come from a day-bed, wherc | haveleft 
Oltvia ſteeping. 

Te. Fire and Brimſtone, 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate ; and after 
a demure travel-of regard : telling them 1 know my 


| place, as I would they ſhould do theirs: to ack for my 


kinfman Toby. 

To. Bolts and ſhackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ftarr, make 
out for him: I ftown the while, and' perchince wind up 
wy watch, or'play with ſome rich Jewel: Toby approaches; 
curtſies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fa. Tho our filence be drawn from us with cares, yet 


peace. 


Mal. | extend my hand to kim thus : quenching my 
familiar {mile with an avitere regard of control. 
To. And do's not Teby tike yill 2 blow ofthe lip. 
then ? | 
Mal. Saying, Couſin Toby, my for iunes hzving caſt mz 
on your Neece, give me this prerogative of tpccch : 
To. What, what 2 
Mal. You muſt amend your Crui kennels. 
To. Out icab. 
- Nay patience, or we briak the finews of our 
plot ? 


Mal. Beſides you waſt the treafure of your time, with | 


a fooliſh Knight. 

Ard, That's we I warrant you : 

Mal. One Sir Andrey. 

And. I knew *rwas I, for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

Fa. Now is the woodcock near the gin, 
| To. Oh peace, and the ſpirit of humvurs intimate read- 
ing aloud to him. 

Mal. By my life this is my LzCies hard : theſe be ker 
very C's, her V's, and her 7's,a1d thus ma} es ſhe her great 
P's. It is in contempt to queſtion her hand. 

And. Her C*s, her V's, and her T*s;, why that? 

Mal. To the unknown b:loo'd, this, and my good wiſpes ;; 
Her very Phraſes ; by your leave wax. Soft, and the im- 
preſſure her Zucrece, with which ſhe uſes to {cal : *tis wy 
Lady : To whom ſhould this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, Liver and all. | 

Mal. Jove knows I love, but who, Lips do not move, ne 
warn muſt kn.w. No man muſt know. What follows ? The 
numbers alter'd : No wan muſt know, 

If this ſhould be thee, Xalvalio ? 

To. Marry hing thee brock, 


Mal. 1 may c:mmand where 1 adore, but ſilence like a} 


Lacreſs wife, 
With boldneſs froke my heart dith gore, 14.0. 4.1. doth ſway 
my life, | 
Fa. A Fuſtian riddle. 
To. Excellent Wench, ſay. I. . | 
Mal. M.O. A. I. doth ſway my life. Nay but firſtlet | 


Fab. What Giſh of poifon has ſhe dreſt him ? 


To. And with what wing the ſtallion checks at it ? 
Mal. 1 may command, where 1 adore. Why ſhe may 


evident to any formal capacity. 


me ? Softly ; M.O. eA. . 


me ſee, let me lee. | 


Narrmange me; [ſerye her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this is 
Fhere is no obſttution 

in this, and the end 3 what ſhould chat Alphabetical pe-| 

ſition portend, If I couſd make that reſemble ſomething in} 


| 


; 
4 


To. O, I, make vp thar, he is now at acold ſent. | 

Fab Sowter will cry upon's for all this,tho it be as rank 
as a Fox. 

Mal. M. Malvolio, M. VViy that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not | ſay he would work it out, the Cur is cx-} 
cellent at faulrs. 

Mal. 24. Eut then there is noconſonancy in the ſequel 
that ſuffers under probation : A. ſhould fellow, bur O, 
dots, 

Fab Ard 0. ſhall end, I hope. | 

To. I, or I'te cudgel him, and make him cry O. | 

Mal. And then 7. comes behind. | 

Fab. 1, and you had any eye behind you, you might 
ſce more detration af. your heels, than Forttines before 

Ou. 
: Mal. 11.0. A.1. This ſimulation is rot as the former : 
and yet to cruſh this a little, it wculd bow me, for every 
one of theſe Letters are in my name. Soft, here follow: 
proſe : If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my Stars] 
arms above thee, but be not afraid ofgreatneſs ; ſome are become 
great, ſome atchieve greatneſs, and ſome,and ſome have 
greattneſs put upon them. Thy fates upon their bands, let 
thy blood and ſpirit embrace them, and to inure thy ſeif 


| to what thou art like to be;, caſt thy humble ſlough, and, 


WT © appea, 
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appear freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinſman, /urly with ſer- 
vant;; Let thy tongue tang arguments of State , put thy 
ſelf into the trick of ſingularity. She thus adviſes thee, 
that ſighs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow ſtockings, and wiſh'd 10 ſee thee ever croſs gur+ 
ter'd: I ſay remember , go to, thou art made, if thou 
deſir*ſt tobe ſo: If nat let me ſee thee 4 ſteward fill 
the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy to touch For- 
tunes fingers : Farewell. She that would: alter fervices 
with thce , the fortunate unhappy daylight and cham- 

pion diſcovers not more : This is open , 1 will be proud, 


I will waſh oft groſs acquaintance, I will be point de- 
viſe, the very man. I do now fool my felf, to let 
imagination Jade me ; for every reaſon excites to this, 
that my Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow 
ſtockings of late, ſhe did praiſe my leg being croſlc- 
garter*d , and in this ſhe manifelis her elf to my love, 
and with a kind of conjunction drives me to theſe habits 
of her liking. I thank my ftars, I am happy: I will 
be ſtracige, ſour, in yellow tockings and crols garter'd 
even with the ſwiftneſs of putting on. Jove, and my 
ſtars be praiſed. Here is yet a poſtſcript. . Thou canſt 
not chooſe to know who I am, if thou entertaineſt my love, 
let it apprar un thy ſmiling , thy ſmiles become thee well. 
Therefore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, dear my ſweet, I pre- 
thee, Fovz I thank thee, I will ſmile, 1 will do every thing 
that thou wilt have me. Exit. 

Fab. | will not give my patt of this ſport for a penſion 
of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 

To. 1 could marry this wench for this device. 

An. So could I too. 

To. And askno other dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 


ther jeſt. 
Enter Maria. 


An. Nor | neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull. catcher. 

Toe. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o'my neck ? 

An. Or o'mine either ? 

To. ſhall I play my freedom at a-tray-trip , and be- 
come thy bond-ſlave ? 

An, Vfaith, or either ? 

Tob. Why , thou haft put him in ſuch a dream , that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad, 

Me. Nay but ſay true, do's it work upon him? 

To, Like Aqua-vite with a Midwife, 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mark 
his firſt approach before my Lady : he will come to her 
in yellow ſtockings , and *cis a colour the abhors 3 and 
| erols ter'd. a faſhion ſhe der:ſts: and he will ſmile 
upon her , which will now be ſo unſuitable to her ditpo- 
ſition , being addiQted to melancholly, as ſhe -is, that it 
cannot but turn him into a notable contempt : if you w.ll 
ſee it, follow me, — | 

To. To the gates Tartar, thou moſt excellent devil 
of wit. 
Aid. Vie make one too. Exeunt. 


Finis Altus Secundi, 
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Aftus Tertius. $ cena Prima. 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


by the Tabor ? = 
Clo.No ir, 1 live by the Charch. 
Vis. Art thou a Churchman ? 


I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby , | 


| will confter to them whence you come who you are,and | 


Vis. Save thee Friend and thy Muſick : doſt thou live 


*< = FF dts - 
Clo. No ſuch matter, fir, 1 do live by the Church : for, 

| do live at my hovſe, and my hovſe doth ſtand by th: 
Church. = | of 

F..50 thou maieft ſay the King lyes by 2 bepozr, if 
beggar dwell near him: or the Chart Rands rr th 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. - + 

Cle. You have ſaid, fir : 'T'o lee this age! A ſentence is 
but a chev'rill glove toa good wit ; how quickly t he wrong 

de may be turn'd outward. 

Fo. Nay that's certain: they that Cally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. . | 
Che. I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, Sir. 
Vio. Why man ? 

Clo. Why, fir, her name's a word , and'to datly with 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton : But indeed, 
words are very Raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 

Yo. Thy reafon man ? 

Clo. Troth, fir, | can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown fo falſe, | am loath to prove reaſon 
with them. | 

Vi, | warrant thou art a merry fellow, and car'& for 
nothing. 

Clo, Not fo, fir, 1 do care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience, (ir, | do not cere for you : if that be to care 
for nothing, fir, | would it would make youinviſible, 

Ys. Artnot thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 

Clo. No indeed, (ir, the Lady Olivia has no folly, ſhe | 
will keepno fool, fir, till ſhe be married, and fools are 
as like husbands, as Piichers are to Herrings, the tivsbang's 
the bigger : I am indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of 
words, 

Vie. 1 ſaw thee late at the Count Orſino?s. 

Cle. Foolery , fir, he does walk about the Orb like the } 
Sun, it ſhines every wheres I would be ſorry, fir, but the |. 
Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with wy Mi- 
ſtreſs: I think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Ym. Nay, and thou paſs upon me, Ple no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Clo, Now Jove in his next commodity of hair, ſend 
thee a beard. | | 

Vio. By my troth, Ile tell thee, 1 am almoſt fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. ls thy | 
Lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, fir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe, | 
Cle. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to 
bring a Creſſida to this Troylns. | 
Vio, 1 underſtand you, fir, *tis well begg'd. | 
(ov. The matter | hope isnot great, fir ; begging, but a | 
beggar : Creſſids was a beggar. My Lady is within, fir. I 


what you would is out of my Welkin, | might ſay, Ele- þ 

ment, but the word is over-worn; 1. © 7 Exit. 
Vio. This fc.low is wite enoogh to play the fool, + |} 

and ro do that well craves a kind of wit : * 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom-hejefts, 

The quality of perſons, and the time : 

And like tke Haggard, check atevery Feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a praRtice , 

As full of labour as a Wite-mans Arti: -* 

For folly that he wiſely ſhews, is 'fit': / 

But wiſe mens folly faln,. quite taine-cheir wit- 


Enter Sir Toby and Andrew. 


To. Save you Gentleman, 

Vio. And you fr. 

And. Dieu vou gnard Monnſienr. | 
Vio- Et vour. auſie voſtre ſeronture. | 
And. | hope,. fir, you are; and liam yours. 

To. Will you encounter the houley my Neece is deſi- 
rous you. ſhould enter; if your trade be to her. 

Vo. | am bound to. your Neece, fir, 1 mean ſhe is: the 


lift of my voyage. © +--. 
Te. 
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To. Taſte your legs, fir, put them to motion. 

Vo. My legs do better underſtand me, fir, than I un- 
derftand what you mean by bidding me taſte my legs. 
To. 1 mean to go, (ir, to enter. - 
Vo. I will aniwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
arc prevented. 


Enter Olivia and Geatlewomea. 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the Heavens rain Q- 
dourson you. 

> And; That youth's a rare Courtier, rain Odours, well. 
Vie. My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your own 
moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 

And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed: Ile get em 
all three ready. 

Ol. Lzt the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand, fir. 

Vio, My duty, Madam, and moft humble ſervice. 

Ol. What is your name ? 

Via. Ceſario is your ſervants vame, fair Princeſs. 


Since lowly feigning was call'd complement : 
Yare (ervaut to the Count Orſino( youth. ) 
Vio; And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours : 
Your ſervants ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
Olivie. For hia 1 think not on him; for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks rather than fil'd with me. 
Vie) Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. . 
Ol. O by your leave Ipray you. 
I bad you never ſpeak again of him 3 
But-would you undertake another ſuit ? 
1 hadrather hear you to ſollicit that, 
Than Muſick from the ſphears. 
Vio, Dear Lady... v0 | 
Ol; Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
Aſter the laſt enchantment you did hear, 
A Ringin chaſe of you. So did1 abuſe 
My ſelf, my {crvant, and I fear me, you : 
Under your hard cooftruRion muſt I ſit, 
Toforcethat on you in a ſhameful cunning 
Which you knew none of yours, What might you think ? 
Have you not (et mine honour at the fake, 
And baited it with all tyunmvuzled thoughts 
'T hat. tyrannous Reart.can think ? to one of your receiving 
Enough is ſhewn, a Cipreſs, not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart : fo let me hear you ſpeak. 
Fo. Ipity you, 


| OL That's adegree to lave. 

| Vie. No not agciee: for *tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. | 

'OL. Wiy then methioks*cis time to. ſmile agen 3 
'O world, how aptithe poor are to be proud ? 

If one ſhould be a prey, how much better 

To fall beforethe.Lioo, than the Wolf ; 


(lack ferikes. 


The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 

g&e not afraid good youth, | will nor: have you 3 

And yet when wit and youth is come to harveſt: 

Your wife is like to reapa proper man : 

There lies. your way, due-Wcſt. 
Vie. Then Weſtward hoe: 

Grace and good diſpoſition attend-your Ladiſhip; 

You'l nothing, Madam, to my Lord, by me : 
Ol. Stay : I prithee tell me what thou think'ſt of me ? 
Vio. That you do think youare not what you ate. 
OL. If I think fo, | think the ſame of you. 
Yi. Then think you right: I am pot what | am. 
Ol. I would you were, as | would have you be. 
Vie. Would it be bctter , Madam, than Iam? 


y 


Ol. My ſervant, fir ? *Twas never merry world , 


01.-O what a deal of ſcorn, looks beautiful ? 


In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 

A murderous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon, 

'Than love-that would ſeem hid : Loves night is noon, 
Coſario, by the Roles of the Spring, 

By maid- hood, honour, truth, al every thing, 

I love thee (o, that maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, aor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : 


Do not extort thy reaions'from this clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſc: 
But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon fetter ; 
Love fought, is good ; but given unſought, is better. 
Vie. By innocence I iwear, and by my youth, 
| have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 
And that no woman has, nor never none 
Shall miſtris be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adiev, good Madarn, never more, 
Will 1 my Mafters tears to you deplore, 

Ol. Yetcome again: for thou perhaps may*ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 

E x-unt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


eAnd, No faith, Ilenot tay a jot longer. 

Tob. ,Thy reaſon dear venome, give thy reaſon. | 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir An- 
drew. 

And. Marry I ſaw your Neece do more favours to the 
C unts Scrving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd upon me. | 
law't Yth Orchard. 

To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy, tel] me that ? 
Ar. As plainas1 fee you now. 

Fabi, This was a greatargument of love in her toward 


ou. 
, And. "Slight 3 will you wake an Aſs o' me ? 
Fabs. | prove itlegitimate, fir, upon the oaths of judg- 
ment, and reaſon, 
To. And they have been grand Jury-men, Giace before 
Noab was a Sailor. 


only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormoule valour, to 


j:ts (fire-new from the mint) you ſhould have bang'd the 


and this was baulkt: the double gilt of this, opportuni- 
ty you [ct time waſh off, and you are now fail'd into 


the North of my Ladies ' opinion, where you will hang 


like an Iſickle on a Dutchmans beard, unleſs you do re- 
deem it by fome laudable attempr, cither of valouc. or 
policy. | 


Policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
clan» 3G 

To, Why then build me thy fortunesupon the baſis of 
valour; Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with him, 
hurt him in eleven places, my Necce ſhall take note of it, 
and aſſure thy. ſelt, there is no love-broker in the world 
can more prevail. in mens commendation with women, than 
report of valour. 

Fab, There is no way but this, Sir Andrew, 


To. Go write it in a martial hand, be curſt and brief : 


it is no mafter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and full of 
invention: taunt him with the licenſe of Ink : if thou 


.thov'ſt him ſome thrice; it ſhall oor be amiſs, and.as .wa- 


wiſh it might, for now I am your fool, 


cert 


tt. A... 


—_ ” —_ 


cm 
COU TI” Oe IEEFICFCY a. b WS 


youth into dumbneſs : this was look'd for at your hand, | 


An. And't be any way, it muſt be with Valour, for| 


Fabi. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your light, | 


put fire in your Heart, and brimſtone in your Liver :. you | 
ſhould then have accofted her, and with ſome excellent 


An, Will either'of you bear me \a challenge to him #|. 


ny Lies, as will lic in thy. ſheet of paper, although the |. 


dt OLE XY” 


OM a as 


PEE — —— 


go ne... 


f 
' 


| f a flea, Ile eat the reſt of th' anatomy. 
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{ ſheer were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, 


{er *cn.d own, go about it. Let there be gall enough in thy 
ink, tho thou write with a Gooſe-pen, no matter ; about 
it, 
And. Where ſhall 1 find you? 
To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : Go. 
Exit Sir Andrew. 


Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Tob. I have been dear tohim lad, fome two thouſand 
ſtrong, or fo. 

Fa. We ſhall have a rare Letrer from him ; but you'll 
not deliver*r, | 

Teb- Never truſt me then : and by all means ftir on the 
youth to an anſwer, I think Oxen and wain-ropes cannot 
hale them rogether. For Andrew, if he were open'd, and 
| you find ſo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the foot 


Fab And his oppoſite the youth bears in his vitage no 
great prelage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria. 
T:b. Look where the youngeſt Wren of mine comes, 


Mar. If you deſire the ſpleen, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me 5 yond gull Malvolzo is turn- 


ed Heathen, a very Renegatho : for there is no Chriftian 
that means to be ſaved by believing rightly, can ever be- 
lieve ſuch impoſſible paſſages of proſneſs. He's in yellow 
ſtockings. 

Tob. And croſs garter'd? 

Mar. Moſt villanouſly: like a Pedant that keeps a 
School i'th Church : I have dog'd him like his murtherer. 
He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropt, to 
berray him ; He does ſmile his face into more lines , 
than is in the new Map, with the augmentation of the 
Indies ;, you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as'tis : 1 can hard- 
ly ſorbear hurling things at him. 1 know my Lady will 
ſtrike him : it ſhe do, he'll fmile, and rak'c for a great fa- 
vour. 

To. Come bring us, bring us where heis. 

Exennt omnes. 


Scena Tertid. 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Anthonio. 


| \ Seb. 1 would not by my will have troubled you, 
Bac fince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 
| will no further chide you. 

eFnth, 1 could not ſtay behind you : my deſire 
(More ſharp than filed ſteel) did ſpur me forth, 
And not all love to fee you (tho ſo much 
As might have drawn one to alonger voyage ) 
But jealouſy, what might befal your travel, 
Being skilleſs in theſe parts : which to a ſtranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough, and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by theſe arguments of fear 
Set forth in your purſuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthonis, 
[ can no other anſwer make, but thanks : 
But were my worth, as is my conſcience firm, 
You ſhovld find better deating: what's todo ? 
Shall we g0 lee the relicks of this Town? 
Ant. To morrow, fir, beſt firft go fee your Lodging: 
Seb. | amrnor weary, and*tis long tonight; 
{pray you l-t us ſatisfy our eyes 
With the meniorials, and the things of fame 


| 


That do renown this City. 
* 


 —- 
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| I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. 


Ant. Would you'ld pardon me : 


Once in a Sea-Fight *gainſt the Count his p4llies, 

I did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, ; 

That were I tance here, it would fearce be an{wei'd. 
Seb, Belike you ſl:w great number of his peop!e. 
Ant, Th' offence is not of ſuch a b!oody nature, | 

Albeit the quality of time, and quarrel 

Might well have given us bloody argument, 

It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaving 

What we took from them, which for Traffick's {ks 


Moſt of our City did. Only my {cf ſtood out 
For which if Ibelapfed in this place |! 
I ſhall pay dear. 

Seb. _- _ _ ky 1 too open. 

eA'nt. It doth not fit me : hold fir, here? 
In the South Suburbs at the Elephant ; en 
Is beſt to lodg : 1 wilt beſpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledg 
With viewing of the Town, there ſhall you have ae. 

Seb, Why 1 your purſe 7 

Ant. Raply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have defire to purchaſe: and your ſtore | 
I think is not for idle Markets, fir. 

Seb. Vie be your purſe-bearer, and leave you 
For an hour. 

eAnt. To th" Elephant. 

Seb. I doremember. 


— MD a 


Exemnt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Olivia, and Mzria, 


Ol. 1 have ſent after him, he ſays ke*! come : 
How ſhall I feaſt him ? What beftow of him ? 
For youth is bought more ofr, than beg'd, or borrow'd. 
| ſpeak too loud : Where's Malvolio, he is fad, ard civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolo ? 

Mar. He's coming, Madam : 

But in very ſtrangemanner, He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Ol. Why, what's the matter, docs he rave ? 

Mar. No, M:datn, he does nothing but ſmile : your 
Ladiſhip were be to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for furc the man is tainted in's wits. 

Ol. Go call him hither. 


Enter Malvolio. 


I am as mad as he, 
If {ad and merry madneſs equal be. 
How now Malvolss ? 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ba: 
Ol. Smilf thou ? 1 ſent for thee upon a (2d occaſion. 
Ma/. Sad Laily, 1 could be fad : 
This does make fotne obſtryRiun in'the blood ; 
This croſs gartering, but what of that ? 
lf it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as the very true | 
Sonnet is : Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all: | 
Ol. Why ? How do'lt thou man ? 
What is the matter with thee ? | 
Mal. Not black in my mind, though yelow in my 
legs: It did come to his hands, and Commands fhal! 
- om I think we do know the ſweet Roman 
and, 
Ol. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
* Mal. To bed? 1 ſweet heart : and Fle come to thee. 
Ol, God comfort thee : why doſt thou ſmile fo, and kiſs 
thy hand fo oft ? 
Mar. How do you, 1elvelio? 


Mak. 
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Mal. Ar your requeſt: 
Y:s, Nightingales anſwer Daws. : 
; Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bo!dne's be- 
fore my Lady ? 

Mal. Be tot afraid of greatnels : "twas well writ. 

O! What meancſt thou by that Malualio ? 

Atal. Some arc born great. 

Ol. Ha? 
[' al. Some atchicve greatneſs. 

Ot What fay'lt thou? 

Mal. Ard tome have Greatneſs thruſt upon them. 

O'. Heaven reſtore thee. 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock- 
ings 

O01. Thy yellow Stockings ? 

Meal. wiſh'd to fee thee croly-garter'd- 

01 Crol-garter'd ? 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſiſt to be (o. 

O01. Ao |] made? 

Mal. lnot, let me ſee thee a Servant ſtill. 

Ol. Why this is very Midſummer madneſs. 


Exter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the yourig Gentleman of the Count Orſ.. 
za's is retutrn'd, I could hardly entreat him back ;, he at- 


; 2nd hc is to be thanked, 


| 
| 


tends your Lad ſhips pleaſure. 

Ol. Fle come to him. 
Good Afaria, let this fellow be look'd to, Where's my 
Couſin Toby, lct ſome of my p:ople have a ſpecial care of 


| him,l would not have him miſcarry for the half of my Dow- 


TY. Exit. 
Mal. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir Foby to tbok' ro me. This concurs. direQly 


{ with the Letter, ſhe ſends him on purpole, that | may ap- 
1 ear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the 


Letter. Caft thy humble ſlough , ſays ſhe; be oppoſite 
with a Kioſman, furly with Servants, let thy Tongue 
tang with Arguments of State, pur thy {elf into the trick 
of ſingularity : and canſequently fets down the manner | 
how : as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow Tongue,-in 


{the habit of ſome Sir of note, and fo forth. I have limd 


her, b'tit is Foves doing, and Feve make me thankful. 
And when ſhe wc<ent away now, - let-this Fellow be look®d 
to: Fellow ? not Afalv«lio, nor after my degree, but Fcl- 
low. Why every thing adheres together, that no dram 
of a ſcrupl: ; r.o ſcruplc of a ſcruple z- no obftacle ; noin- 
credulous or unlafe circumftance:- What can be {aid ? No- 
thing that can be, can come between me, and the full pro- 
ſpe of my hopes, Well Fove, not I, is the doer of this; 


Enter Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 


Devils ot Hcll be Crawn in liftle, and Legion himſelf pol- 
leſt him, yer Ve ſpeak to him. | 

Fab. Here he is, here he is: how iv't with you fir ? 
How is't with you man? 

Mel. Go off, | diſcard you: let me enjoy my: private : 
20 off. 
'* Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him 
6d not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have: 
a care of him. 

Aal. Ah ha, does ſhe fo? 

To. Go to, go to; peace, peace: we muſt deal gently' 
v-ith him : Let we alone, How do you do, alyolio ? How 
is't with you? What man, defic the Devil: conſider, he's 


an enemy to mankind. 


A:ial. Doyou know what you (ay? 
Mar. Layou, and you ſpeak ill of the Devil, how he 
takes jt at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 
Fab. Carry his water to th* wiſe Woman. 
Mar. Marty ard it ſhall be done to morrow morning 


To. Which way is he in the name of ſanRity ? If all the | 


-1f I live. 

Ple ſay. | 
Mal. How n:w M.ftris ? 
Mar. Oh Lird. 


My Lady vould not joſe him for more than | 


_—— cw 4 


you not fre you move him ? 

Fa. No my gentlenf{:, gently, gently: the Fiend is 
rcugh, and will not be roughly usd. 

To. Why how now my havock * how Cot thou chuck 2 | 
Mal. Sir. 


gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan, 
Ccllier. 

| Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get | 
him to pray. | 

Mal. My prayers Minx. | 

"Wa No I warrant you, ke will not kear of godl:- 
nels, 

Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 
things, 1 am not of your Element, you ſhall know more 
hereafter. Ext. 

To. Istpoſlible ? 

Fab. If thig were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could con- 
' demn it as an unprofitable fition, 

To. His very genius hath taken the inſeRion of the de- 
; Vice Man. ' 

» Mar, Nay purſue him now, leſt the device take air, and 
taint, 

Fa, Wh: we ſhall make him mad indeed, 

Mar. The houſe will be the quicter. 

To. Come, w.*!; rave him jn a dark Room and bound. 


My Neece is alrea9y in the belief that he's mad: we may |. 


carry it thus for our pl::{ure, and his penance, till our ve- | 
ry paſtime tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy 


on him :; at which timc,we will bring the device to the bar, f 


and crown thee for a finder of M-dmen: but ſee, but 
lee. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


Fa. More matter for a May morning. 
And, Here's the Challenge, read it: I warrant there's 
Vinegar and Pepper in'c. 
Fab. Is't fo fawcy ? 
And. I, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 
To, Give me, | 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fellow. 
Fa. Good and valiant. 
; 0+ Wonder net, nor admire in thy mind nhy I do call 
thee ſo, for I will ſbew thee no reaſon for't. (Law. 
Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the| 
To. Thou com'ſt to the Lady Olivia, and in my ſight fhe| 
uſes thee kindly ;, bus thou lieſt in thy throat, that 13 nit the 
matter I challenze thee for. 
Fa. Very brief, ard to exceeding good ſenfſe-leſs. 
To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if it be th 
chance to kall me, 
Fa. Gogd. 
To. Thou kill ſt me like a rogue and « vil/ain. 
Pa. Still you keep o'th windy ſide of the Law : good. 
To. Fare the well, and God have mercy upon our Souls. 
He may bave mercy upon mine, bnt my hope 33 better, and ſo 
look to thy ſelf. T hy friend as thou uſeſt bim, aud thy ſworn 
enemy, Andrew Ague-check, 
* To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot : 
Ple give*t him. 
Mar. You may bave very fit occafion for't: he is now 
in for;e commerce with my Lady, and will by and by de- | 
art. | | 
; To. Go fir Andrew ;. ſcout me for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoon .as ever thouf 
ſeeſt him, draw; and as thou draw'it ,ſwear horribly : for 
it comcs to paſs oft, that'a terrible Oath, with a ſwagger-| 
-iog accent ſharp'y twang'd off, gives marhood more 
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To. | biddy, come with me, What mn, %is not for 
Pang him foul | 


approbation, | 


To. Prethee hold thy pe:ce, that is not the way : Do | 


{ welf-Night, Or what you will. 
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approbation» than ever proof ic {clf would have carn'd 

him. Away. | | 
And. Nay let me alone for ſwearing. Exit. 
Te. Now will not | deliver this Letter : for the behavi- 


capacity, and breeding : his imployment between his 
Lord and wy Neece, confirms no lcfs. Therefore, this 
Letter bing fo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
rour in the youth : he will tind that it comes froma 
Clodde-pole. But fir , | will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth 3 ſet upon Ague-cheek a notable report of 
valour, and drive the Gentleman ( as I know his youth will 
aptly receive it )into a moft hideous opinion of his r:ge , 
$kill, fury, and impetvoſity. 'This wi'l fo fright them both, 
chat they will kill one another by the look, like Cockairi- 


CC, 


En:er Olivia, and Viola. 


F. Here he comes with your Neece, give them away 
till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
To. I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid mel- 
ſage ſor a Challenge, Exeunt. 
Ol. 1 have faid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary on' ; 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault : 
But ſuch a hcad-ſtrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof, 
Vie. With the fame haviour that your p.ſſion bears, 
Goes on my Maſter's griefs. | | 
Ol. Here, wear this Jewel for me, *tis my pifture : 
Refuſe it nor, it hath no tongue to vex you ; 
And I befſeech you come again 10 morrow, 
Waat ſhall you ask of me that Vle deny , 
That ( honour fav'd ) may upon asking give ? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my Maſter. 
Ol. How with mince honour may I give him that, 
Which 1 have given to you? 
Vie. 1 will acqu t yov. 
01, Well, come again to morrow : fare-thee-well 
| AFiend like thee might bear my foul ro hell. Exit. 


Enter Toby and Fabian, 


To, Gentleman, God fave thee- 

Vic, And you, fir. 

To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to't ; of what 
nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him , I know not : 
but thy intercepter full of deſpight, bloody as the Hunter, 
attends thee at the Orchard end: diſmcuor thy Tuck, 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy affailant is quick, $kil- 
ful, and deadly, : 

Y.o. You miſtake, fir, I ame ture, no man hath any 
quarrel to me : wy remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of « ffence done to any man. 

Te. You'l find it otherwile. I alſure you; therefore, it you 
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard: for 
your oppoſite hath in him, what youth, firength, «kill 
and wrath can furniſh a man withall. 

Vis, 1 pray you, fir, what is he ? | ; 

To. He is knight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd ; three and his incenſe. 
ment at this moment is fo implacable , that fatisf-Qion 
can be none, but by pangs of death and tepulcher: Hob, 
nob, is bis word: giv'r or tak't. 

Vie. 1 will return again into the houſe, and defire ſome 
conduQ of the Lady. 1 am no fighter, I have heard of 
ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpoſely on others 
to taſte their valour ; belike ahis is a man of that quirk. 

To. Sir, no: his indignaticn drives it felf our of a 
very compe tent injury , therefore get you on, and give 
his defire. Back you (hall not tothe houſe, unleſs you 
undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety you 


our of the young Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 


might anſwer him: therefore on, or ſtrip your {word 


ſtark naked : for meddle you malt, that's certain, or for- | 


[wear to wear iron about you. | 

Vo. This is as uncivil as firarge. I beſeech you do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is : it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpolc. 

To. 1 will doo. Sigrior Fabian, ſtay you by this Gen- 
tleman till my returs. Exu Toby. 

Vis. Pray you fir, Co you knew of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
more, 

Vie. | beleech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe ro read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moſt $kilful, bloody, and 
fatal oppoſite that you could poſſibly hve found inany 
part of /{lirys : will you walk towards him ? 1 will make 
your peace with him, if 1 can. 

Yo. | ſhall be much bound to yeu for't : 1 am one 
that had rather go with fir Prieſt, than fir Knight :1 care 
not who knows fo much of my mettle. Exeunt. 


Enter Toby and Andrew. 


Tob. Why man, he's a very devil, I have not feen ſuch } 


a firago: I hada pals with him, repicr, fcabbard, and all : 
and he gives me the ſtuck in with fuch a mortal motion, 
that it is invitable : and on the anſwer, he pays you as 
lurely, as your fret hits the ground th. y ſtep on, They lay, 
he has been Fencer to the Scphy. 

Ard. Pox on't, le not meddle with him. 

To. I, but he will not now be pacified, 

Fabian can ſcarſe hold him yonder. 

An. Plague on't and Ithought he had been valiant, 
and lo cunning in Fence, de have feen him damn'd ere 
de have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter flip, ant 
{le give him my horſe, gray Capiler. 

T ob. Vie make the motion : ſtand here, -make a Good 
ſhew on*c this ſhall end without the perdition of fouls; 
marry Il ride your horſe, as well as I ride you. 


Enter Fabian, and Vol a. 


| have his horſe to take up the quarrel, I have perſwaded 
him the youths a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him : and pants, 
and looks pale, as if 2 Bear were at his heels. 

To. There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with you for*s 
oath ſake : marry he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrel, and he finds thatnow ſcarce to be worth talking 
ot; therefore draw for the ſuppoi tance of his vow , he pro- 
teſts he will not hurt you. 

Vie. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make 

me tell them how much 1lack of a man. 

Pab. Give ground if you ſee him furious. 

To. Come, Sir eAndrew, there's no remedy ; the Gen- 
tleman will tor his honours fake have one bou t with you: 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it : but he has promiſed 
me, as heisa Gentleman and a Souldier, he will cot hurt 
you. Come on, to'r, 

end. Pray God he keep his oath. 


Enter Att mo. 


Vis. I do afſure you *tis agairſt my will, | 

Ant. Put up yeur ſword ; if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, | take the fault on me: 
if you offend him, 1 for him defic you. 

Tob, You fir ? Why, whatare you ? 

eAnt, One lir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Tob. Nay, if you be an undertaker,1 am for you. 

© Enter 
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Enter Officer. | 


Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold: here come the Officers. 

Tob. Pie-be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray fir, pur your word up if you pleaſe. 

And. Marry will | fir ; and for tha 1 promis'd you Vie 
be as good as wy word. He will bear you cafily, and rains 
well, 

1. Off. This is the man, do thy Office. 

2, Off. Anthonio, 1 arreſt thee at the ſuit of Count Or- 

eAnt. You do miſtake me, fir. ( ſono. 

1. Of. No fir, no jot : I know your favour well : 
Tho now you have no ſea-cap on your head : 
Tke him away, he knows I know him well. 

Ant. 1 muſt obey, This comes with ſeeking you: 

But there's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it : 

What will you do ? now my neceſſity _ 

Makes me to ask you for my purſe, It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 

Than what befals my fel: you ſtand amaz'1, 
Be of comfort. 

2. 0/7. Come fir, away. 

A447. { ruſt intreat of you ſome of that money. 

Vis. \\ nat money, fir ? 


For the {:ir kindneſs you have ſhew'd me hcre, 
And pzrt being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Qucof my lean and low ability | 
Vielend you ſomething : my havingis not much, 
Ple make diviſion of my preſ:nt wich you : 
Hold, there's half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
[\'t poſſible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſwaſion ? Do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me fo unſound a man, 
As to vptraid you with thoſe kindncſles 
That lhave done for you. 

779, I know of none. 
Nor know | you by voice, or any feature, 
i 12te ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennels, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruprion 
i:habirs our frail blood, 

Ant. Oh heavens themfelves ! 

2. Off. Come, fir, pray you £0. 


Ani, Let me ſpeak a little. This youth that you fee here, | 


[ narch'd one half out of the jaws of death, 
Relicv'd him with luch farRity of lovez _ 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venera'le worth, did 1 deyorion. ; 
1. Of. What's that to us, the time goes by : away. 
Art, But oh, how vild an idol proves this God ! 
Thou haſt Sebaſtian done good feature ſhame, 
In n:ture there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteousevil 
Are empty trunks, o*'te-flouriſh'd by the Devil. 
1. Of. The man grows mad, away with him : 
Come, come, fir, 


Ant. Lead me 0n. Exit.| 0 


Vo. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
Thar he believes himſcif, fo do not I. 
Prove true imagination, oh prove true, 
T6at I dear brother, be now tane for you. 


| with him : Ile have an a&ion of Battery againſt him, if 
| there be any law in /lyria : tho I ſtruck him firſt, 


Te. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian: Well 
whilper o're a couplet or t:vo of moſt ſage ſaws. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian : I my brother know 
Yer living in wy glaſs: evenſuch, and fo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him. [ imitate : Oh if it prove, : 
Tempelts are kind, and falt-waves fieſhin love, | 
Ext. 
Yb. Avery diſhoncft paitry boy, and more a coward 


4 


_ 
_—_ 
— __C— 
— _ 


than a Hare : his diſhoneſty appears, in leavinp His triend 
here in neceſſity, arddenying h:m: and for his coward- 
ſhip ask Fabian. 
| Fab, A Coward, a moſt d: vout Coward, religious in | 
it. 
And. *Slid, le aſter him again, and heat kim. 
To. Do, cuff him ſountly, but never thy ſword, 
And, Ard I do not. | 
Fab. Come let's {ce the event. 
To, I dare Jay any moncy, *twill be nothing vet. 
Exit. 


OS —— —— 
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Attus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Clown, 


you ? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo, Well held out i'faith : No,I do not krow you, nor 
I am nor ſent to you by mv Lady, ro bid you come tpeak 


with her: nor your name isnot Maſter Ceſario, nor this 


is not my noſe neither: nothing that is ſo, is ſo. 

Seb. I prethee vent thy folly ſomewh-re elſe, thou 
know'ſt not me. 

Clow. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of ſome 
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my folly ! 1 
am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a Cock- 
ney : I prethee now ungird thy ſtrangeneſs, and tell me what | 
I ſhall vent to my Lady ; ſhall I vent co her that thou art 
coming ? - 

Seb. 1 prethee fooliſh Greek depart from me, there's 
money for thee, If you tarry longer, I ſhall give worſe 
payment. 

Clo. By wy troth thou haſtan open hand: theſe Wiſe- 


men that give fools mony, get themſelves a good report, | 


aſter fourteen years purchaſe. 
Enter Andrew , Toby, «xd Fabian. 


And. Now fir, have I met you again ? there's for y6u, 


Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and thae: Are| 


all the people mad ? 
To. Hold fir, or le throw your dagger o're the houſe. 
Clo. This will I tell my Lady ſtraight : I would not be 
in ſome of your coats for two-pence. 
To. Come on (ir, bold. 
Ard. Nay let him alone, Ple go another way to work 


Yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Teb. Come (ir, | will not let you go. Come my young 
ſouldier, put up your iron: you are well fleſh'd : Come 


n. 
Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would'ſ thou now? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
To. What, what? Nay then I muſt have an ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you, 


Enter Olivia. | 


Ol. Hold Toby on thy life I charge thee holC, 
To. Madam. | 
Ol. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch, 

Fit for the Mountains, and the barbarous Caves, 

Where manners ne're were preach'd : out of wy fight. 

Be not offended, dear Ce/aro. 

Rudesby be gone, I prethee gentle friend, 

Let 


(le. Will you make me believe that I am not fent for 


ih. 


— 4 th. Alt 


+ tt —_ = _ 


— - 


—_— — 


Let thy fair wiſdome, not thy paſſion {way 

lo this uncivil, and unjuſt extent 

Againti thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 

And here thou there, how many fruitlels pranks 

This Ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 

Maiſt ſmile at this : Thou ſhalt not chulſe but go : 

Do not deny, b:\hrew his foul for me 

He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee, 

Seb. What reliſh is in this ? How runs the ſtream ? 

Or am mad, or elſe this is a dreame : 

Let fancy ftill my ſenſe in Lzthe ſteep , 

If it be thus to dream, Rtill let me fleep. | 
Ol. Nay come [ prethee, would thoud®ft be rui'd by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 

Ol. O ſay ſo, and fo be. 


E xeunt. 


DT  —————————————_——_— FCCC Oe CC au—_—_ c— m—_ 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Maria; and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown, and this 
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir T:pas the Curat 3 | 
do it quikly. Ple call Sir Toby the whil'. 

Clo. Well, le put it on, and I will deſſemble my ſelf 
in*c,and I would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in 
ſuch a Gown. I am not tall enough to become the fun- 
Aion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
derit: but to be faid an honeſt man, and a good Houſckee» 
per goes as fairely, as to ſay , a careful man, and a great 
Schollar, The Competitors enter. 


Enter Toby, 


To. 7ove bleſs thee M. Parſon. 

Clo. Bonos dies fir Toby : for as the o'd Hermit of Prauge, 
that never faw Pen and {nk very wittily faid to a Neece 
of Kin:s Gorbo4dache, that is,1s: ſo I beirg M. Parſon, 
am M, Parion ; for what ts thit, bat tat ? and is, but is? 

To. To him (ir T opar. 

Clo. \Vhat hoa, I ſay, Peace in thisp iſfon. 

To. The Knave counterfcits well : a good Knave. 

Malvolio within. 

M4, Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir 7opas the Curat, who comes 
lio the Lunaticke. 

Mal. Sir Topas, (ir Tops, good fir Topas goto my 
Lady. 


viſite Malve- 
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ver man thus abus'd, I am no more mad than you are 
make the trial of it in any conſtant queſtion. | 
Clo. What is the” opinion of Pythigoras 
Wilce-foule ? 
Mal. T hat 
inhabit a Bird. 
Clo, What think't thou of his opinion ? 
Mal. 1 think nobly of the foul , and 
his opinion. : : OT R Wires 
Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou flill in darkneſs 
thou ſhalt hold th* opinion of Pythagorgs, ere I will allo w 


, concerning 


the ſuul of our Grandam , might happily 


of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcock, left thou 9; - 


poſſc(s the houle of thy Grandam . Fare thee we!l. 


Mat. Sir T opes, fit Topas. 

To. My moit exqulite {tt Topas, 

Clo. Niy,1 am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou mightſt have done this without thy beard 
and gown, he ſees thee not. 

Tb. Tohim in thine own voyce, and bring me word 
how thou findſt him : I would we were all rid of this 
knavery. it he may be conveniently dcliever'd, I would 
he were, for | am now fo tar in offence with my Neece, 
that cannot purſue with any {.tety this ſport the up- 
ſhort . Come by and by to ir:y Chamber, Exit. 
; Cle. ricy Ronin, jolly Kobin, tell me how thy Lady 
does. 

Nial Fool. 

Clo. My Lady is unkind, perdie, 

Mal- Fo', 9 

Clo. Alaſs why is ſhe fo. 

Mal. Fool, I lay. 

Clo. She loves another. Who calls, ha ? 

Mal. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, help me to a Candle and Pen, Ink, and Paper : 
oa Iam a Gentleman, 1 will live to be thankful to thee 
or't. 

Cle, M. Malvo'io ; 

' Mal. 1 good Fool. 

Clo, Alats fir, how fell you beſides your five wits? 

Mal. Fool there: was never man fo notoriouſly a- 
bus'd : I arm as well in wy wits(fool) as thou art. 

(lo. But as well : then you are mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your wits than a fool, 

Aſal. They have here propertied tre - keep me in 
darknels, ſend Miniſters to! me, Aſﬀes, and do all they 
can to face we out of my wits. 

Clo. Acivie ycu what you ſay : the Miniſter is here. 
Malvelio, Malvol:io, thy wits the heavens reftore : cence 
vour thy elf to (I:ep, and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 
ble . 

Mal. Sir Topas. 

Clo. Maintain no words with him good fellow. 


Clo. Out hyperbolicall- fiend, how vexeſt thou this 
man ? Talkeſt thou nothing bur of Ladies ? 

Tob. Wc<ll ſaid M. Parſon. 

Mal. Sir Topas , never was man thus wronged, good 
fir Tops do not think Il am mad : they have laide me 
here in hideous darknel;. 

Cl». Fye, thou diſhoneſt Sathan : I call thee by the moſt | 
modeſt termes, for | am one of thoſe gentle ones , that 
will uſe the Divel himſelf with curteſic: ſayſt thou tha 
| houſe is darke ? 

Mal. As hell fir Topes. 

Cle, Why it hath bay Windows tranſparant as Barti- 
cadoes, and the clear tones toward the South North, are 
as luftrous as Ebony : and yet complaineſt thou of obſiru- 
Rion ? 

Mal. 1 am not mad fir Topas, I (ay to you this houſe is 
darke. 

Clo. Mad man thou erreft : I ſay there is no darkneſs 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzeld than the 
&gyptians in their fogge. 

Mal. 1 ſay this houſe is as dark as ignorance, though 


[gnorance were as dark as hell ; an 1 lay there was ne- 


Who 1 fir, not I fir. God buy you good fir Topes: Mar- 
ry Amen. [ willfir, I will fir, 

Mal. Foul, fool, fool | lay. 

Clo. Alas fir be patient. What ſay you fir, I am ſhent for 
(peaking to you. 

Mal. Good tool help me to ſome light , and ſome 
_ [ tell thee L am as well in my wits, as ay man in 
Illyria, 

Cle. Well-a-day that you were fir. 

Mal. By this hand 1 am : good fool, fome Ink, Pa- 
per, and Light : and convey what I will ſet down to my 
Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more, than ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

Clo. I will help you too'r But-tell me true, are you not 
mad indeed, or do you but countereit ? 

Mal. Believe me, I am not, 1 tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, Ie ne*'ce believe a madman till I ſee his 
I will fetch you light, and paper, and Ink. (brains, 

Mal. Fool, IVe requite it in the higheſt degree 
I prethee be gone. 

Clo: 1 am gone (ir, and anon fir, 

Ie be with youzg3ia 
þ 4 
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In a trice, like to the old vice, 

your need to {uſtain- 

Who with Dagger of lath, in his: rage and his wrath, 
crics ah ah, to the Devil ; 

Like a wad L:d, pair thy nailes Dad, 

| adieu good man Devil. Exit, 


Scena 7 ertia. 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


- Seb. 'This the ayre, that is the glorious Sun, 
This Pearl ſhe gave me; Ido feePt, and ſcec. 
And though *tis wond-r that enwraps me thus, 
Yer *tis not madneſs. Where's Anthomio then? 


[1 could not find himat the Elephant, 


Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the Town to feek me out, 

{ His \counſe!l now might do me golden ſervice, 
For chough my ſoul- diſputes well- with my lene, 
That this may be ſome error, but. no madneſs, 
{Yer doth this accident and floud of Fortune, 

So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtroſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaſon that periwades me 
To ary other truſt, bur that 1 am mad, 

Or elle the Ladies mad 5, yet if *twere ſo , 

She could not iway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſ:ch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and table-bearing 
As 1 perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in't 
Thzt is deceivable. But here the Lady comes. 


—_ 0 "I 4. As. 


Emer Olivia, and Prieſt, 


Ol. Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by : there before him, 
«nd vnderneath that conſecrated roof, 
P):2 t me the full affurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jealous, and coo doubtful ſoul 


\4av live at Peace, He ſhall conceal it, 
'3 hiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
1. zt time we will our celebration keep 
«cording to my birth, what do you ſay? 
Seb Vle follow this good man, and go with you, 

' 4rd having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 

Ol, Then lead the way good father, & heaven ſo ſhine, 
| Chat they may fairly note this a of mine, Exennt. 


Finis Altus Quarti, 


—_c 
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Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 


| Fab. Now 25 thou lov'ft me, let me ſee this Letter. 
Clo. Good M. Fabian grant me another requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this Letter. 

| Fab. This is to give a Dog, and in recompence deſire 


| my dog again. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curu, and Lords. 
Ds. Belong you to the Lady Olivie, friends ? 


| >a | oy. we mw ſome of her trappings. 
uke, now thee well; i 
GY ee well; how dc'ſt thou wy good 

Clo, Truly fic , the bettee for my foes, and the wo: ſc 
for my friends, 

Ds. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 

Cl:w. No fir, the worſe, 

Du. How can that be ? 

Clo.” Mary fir, they praiſe me, and make an Aſsof me ; 
now my toes tell me plainly, l am an Af : to that by my 
foes ſir, 1 profit in the knowledge of my {elf, and by my 
friends I am abuſcd : fo that concluſions to be as kiſſes. 14 
your four' negatives make your two affirmatives , why 
then the worle of my friends, and the better for my foes. 

Ds. Why this is excellent. 

Clo, By my troth fir, no: though it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. 

Ds. Thou ſhalt not be the worle for me, there's gold. 

Clo, But that it would be double dealing fir, 1 would 
you cou ld make it another. 

Dy, © you give me ill counſel, 

(7. Put your Grace in your pocket fir, for this once, 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 


dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio , is a good play , and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all : the triplex fir, isa 
good tripping meaſure, or the bells of S. Beaner ſir, may 
put You in mind, one, two, three. 

Du- You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw : if you will let your Lady know 1 am here to 
ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 

Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come apen. 
| goſir, but I would not have you to thiok, that my de- 
fire of having is the fin of covetouſnels: but as you ſay fir, 

let your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. 


Enter Anthonio and Officers, 


Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did reſcue me, 
Du. That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet when I ſaw it laft, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of War : 


F 


| 


| 
| 


Du. Well, I will be ſo much a finner to be a double | 


Exit .| 


A bawbling Veſſc] was the Captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and Buik unprizable, 

With which foch ſcathful grapple did he make, 
With the moſt noble bottom of our Fleet , 
That very envy, and the tongue of loſs 


1. Offi. Orſono, this is that Anthoxio 


And this is he that did the Tyger boore, 

When your young Nephew T:#«s loſt his leg: 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindneſs; fir, drew on my fide, 
But in concluſion pur ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 

I know not what *twas, but diftrattion. | 
Ds. Notable Pyrat, thou ſalt-water Thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercics, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody, and fo dear 

Haſt made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orſino : Noble fir, 

Be pleas'd that I ſhake of theſe names you give me : 
Anthonio never yet was Thief, or Pyrate, 

Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough 
Orſino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither - 
That moſt ungrateful Boy there by your ſide, 

Frotn the rude (eas inrag'd and fomy mouth 

Did I redeem : a wrack paſt hope he was : 

Hs Life 1 gave him, and Cid there to add | 
My love -without retention, or reſtraint, F 
A 


Cri*'d fame and honour on him : What's the matter ? | 


That took the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy, } 
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| All this is dedication. . For his ſake, Ot. Alas, it is the baſenels of thy fear, 
po Did 1 expole my ſelf (pure of his love) That makes thee ſrangle thy propriety . 
: Into the danger of this adverſe Town , Fear not Ceſario, take thy fortunes vp, 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet : Be that thoy know'R thou art, and then thou art 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning As great as thou fear'ft. 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, Enter Prieſt, 
| And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink : deni'd be mine own purle, O welcome Father : 
Which | had recommended to his uſe, Father I charge thee by thy reverence 
Not half an hour before. - Here to unfold, tho lately we intended 
Vio. How can this be ? To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 
Dx. When came he to this Town ? Reveals before *cis ripe : what thou do'ſt know 
Art. To day my Lord: and for three months before, Hath newly paft between this Youth, and me. 
No interim, not a minutes vacancy, Prieſt. A contratt of cternal bond of Love, 
Both day and night did we keep company. Confirm'd by mutual joyrder of your hands, 
| Arteſted by the huly cloſe of lips, 
| Ent.r Olivia, and Attendants. Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 
And all the Ceremony of this compact 
Ds. Here comes the Counteſs, now heaven walks on | S<al'd in my FunRtion, by my Teſtimony : 
earth: Since when, my Watch hath cold me, toward my Grave 
But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy wordsare n:2d1efs, | have travel'd but «wo hours. 
Three months this Youth hath tended upon me, Ds. O thou diſſcmbling Cub: what wilt thou be 
b But more of that anon. Take bim aſide, When time hath ſaw'da grizz*l on thy caſe ? 
' ' 01. What would my Lord, but that he mzy not have. | O- will not elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
Wherein Olivia may leem ſerviceable ? T' at thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Ceſario, you do not keep promiſe with me. F rewel, and take her, but dire thy feet, 
Vie. Madam. W here thou, and (1 henceforth) may never mect, 
I Da. Gracious Olivia. | Vo. My Lord, I 60 proteft. 
| Ol. What do you lay Ceſario? Good my Lord. Ol. O do not {wear, 
{ Yo. My Lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me: How little Faith, tho thou. haſt too much fear. 
- O!. If it be ought co the old tune my Lord, 
; [t is as fat and fullome to mine car Enter Sir Andrew. 
As howling after Muſick. | 
Ds. Still ſo cruel? ; And, For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre- 
Ol. Still ſo conſtant my Lord. ſertly to Sir Toby : 
, Du. What to perverſneſs ? you uncivil Lady Ol. What's the matter ? 
j To whole ingrate, and unauſpicious Altars And. H'as broke my head a-crofs, and given Sir Toby « 
My Soul the faithfull'& Offerings have breath'd out bloody Coxcomb too: for the love of God your help, 1 
That ere D:votion tender'd, What ſhall I do? - had rather than forty pound I were at home. 
Ol, Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become him. | OZ.4Who has done' this Sir Andrew ? 
Ds. Why ſhould I not, ( had I the heart to do it)  eAnd. The Counts Gentleman, one Ceſario: we took 
f Like to to the Egyptian Thief, at point of Death him for a Coward, but he's the very Devil incarCinate. 
Kill what] love? (a ſavage jealouſie , Ds. My Gentleman (eſario ? 
| That ſometime ſ{avours nobly)) but hear me this : Aud. Odd's lifelings here he is: you broke my head for 
| Since you to none regardance caft my faith, nothing, and that that I did, I-was ſet on to do't by Sir 
And that I partly know the inftrument Toby. 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour : Vis. Why do,you ſpeak to me, I never hurt you: 
: , Live vou the Marble-breafted Tyrant ill. You drew your Sword upon Me w.taout cauſe, 
f But this your Minion, whom I know you love, But beipake you fair, and hurt you nor. | , 
And whom, by Heaven I (wear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, Enter Toby and Chown, | 
Where he ſits crowned in his Maſter (pight. | 
| Come Boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchief: end. It a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
| Pie ſacrifice the Lamb that I do love, me : | think you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here | 
: To ſpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall bear more ; bur if he had 
| Vis. And moſt jocond, apt, and willingly, not been in drink, he would have tickl'd you other gates 
/ To do you reſt a thouſand deaths would die, than he did. | 
O01. Where goes Ceſario ? Du. How now Gentleman? how'is't with you? | 
Vio, Aſter him I love, To. That's all one, has hurt me; and there's an end or't; 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, Sor, did | thou fee Dick Surgeon, ſot ? | 
| More by all mores, than ere I ſhall love wife. Clo. oO he's drunk ry -above an- hour agone: his ev-- © 
. If I do feign, you witneſſes above were at eight I'th morning, / _ 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my Love. To. Then he's a-Rogue after a-paſly'meaſures P:1 
Ol. Ay me deteſted, how am l beguil'd / hate a drunken Rogue; ,. ol : 
| Ya. Who do's beguile you? who do's do you wrong? | Of. Away with him? Who hath made this 
Ol. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelf? 1s it ſolong ? with them? 
Call forth the holy Father, And. 1'le help you Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreft tv 
' Ds. Come, away- | ther. : ' 
| Ol. Whither my Lord ? Ceſario, Husband, Ray. To. Will you help an Aſs-head, and a Coxcomb, and : 
| Du. Husband ? Knave , a thin fac'd -Knave, a Gull? 
| Ol. 1 Husband. Can he that deny ? Ol,-Get him to Bed, and let his hurt he look'd to. 
| Ds. Her husband firrah ? mY | 
Vie. No my Lord, not I; - 4:0 
X 2 Entey 
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Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. | am ſorry Madam | have hurt your kinſman : 
Buc had it bzen the brother of my blood, 
1 muſt have done no leſs with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me, and by that 
[do perceive it hath offended you : 
Parton me (ſweet one) even for the vows 
\Ve mede each other, but folate ago. 
Du One face, one voice, one habit, and two perſons, 
A natural Perſpe&tive, that is, and is not. 
$:b. Anthonto, O my dear Anthonio | 
How have the hours rack*d, and tortur'd me, 
Since | have loſt thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you ? 
Seb. Fear't thou that Anthonio ? 
eAnt. How have you made diviſion of your {clf, 
An ample cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? 
Ol. Moſt wonderful. 
Seb. Do I ſtand there ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Ot here and cvery where. 1 had a fiter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? 
What Countreyman? what nam: ? what Parentage ? 
Vio, Of Meſſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tomb : 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and lvuit, 
Youcome to fright vs. 
Seb. Aſpirit | amindeed, 
But am in that dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the womb 1 did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt go even, 
| ſhould my tears let fall upon your check, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Vols. 
Fo.  y Father had a Moal upon his brow, 
Seb. And to had mine. | 
Vio. And did that day when Yiols from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my foul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal aR 
Tharday that made my lifter thirteen years, 
Fo .\f nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire: 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtarce, 
Of place,-time, fortune, Co cohere and jump 
That 1 am Yola, which to confirm, 
[letring you toa Captain in this Town, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle help, 
| was preſerv'd to ferve this noble Count : 
All theoccurrence of my fortune (ice 
 Hath been between this Lady, and hi+ Lord. 
Seb. So-comes itLady, you have been wiſtook : 
bs nature to her bias drew in that- - 
You would have been contrafted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my lifeJfeceiv'd, 
Youare betroth'd both to a Maid and man. 
Du. Be not amzZz'd, right noble is his blood : 
if this beſo, as yettheplaſsſeems true, 
| ſhall have ſharc in this moſt happy wrack. 
| Boy, thou haft faid\ts- me a thouſand-times, 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like-to me: 
Vie. And all thoſe ſayings, will Fover-{wear 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true inſoul, 
| As doth that orbed continent, the firc, ' 
| That fevers day from night. 
Du. Give'me thy hand, | 
' And let me ſee thee in thy womans-weeds. 
Vie.” The Captain'that did bring mefirſt on ſhore, 
Hath my Maids garments : he upon ſome ARion 
| s.now in durancc, at Malvolio's ſuir, 


—— . —_— —_—— — 


q 


A Gentleman nd follower of my L:dies. 

Ol. He ſha!l enlarge him : fetch Halvelio hither, | 
And yet alas, now 1 remember me, | 
They ſay, poor Gentleman, he's much CiſtraRt. 


Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian, 


A moſt exaQting frerzie of mine own, 
From my remembrance , clearly baniſh his. 
How does he firrah ? 


as well as a man in his caſe may do : has here writ & !crter 
to you, | ſhould have given'c you to day morning. (ut as 
a mad mans Epiſtles are no Goſpels, fo it skill: nvt much 
when they are deliver'd. 
Ol. Open't and read it. 
(!o. Look thento be well ed:fied, when the ſodl deli- 
vers the Madam, By the Lord Madam. 
Ol. How now, art thou mad ? 
Clo, No Madaw, I do but read madneſs: and your 
——gt_ will have itas it ought to be, you mutt allow 
ox. 
Ol, Prethee read it i*chy right wits. 
Clo. So I do Madona: but to read his right wits, is 
to read thus: therefore, perpend my Princeſs, and give 


Clo. Truly Madam, he holds Belz:bub at the ftaves end | 


car. 

Ol. Read it you, firrah, 

Fab. Reads. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and 
the world ſh:l] know it: Though you have put me into 
darknels, and given your drunken Cuz n rule over me, yet 
have | benefit of my fenfes as well as your Ladiſhip. 1] 
have your own Letter ; that induced me to the ſemblance | 
put on; with the which ] doubt nor, but to do my {elf 
much right,or you much ſhame: Think of me as you pleaſe; 
| leave my duty a little unthought of, and ſpeak out of my 
injury. 7 he madly us'd Malvolio. 

Ol. Did he write this ? 

Clo. I Madam. 

Dx. This favours not much of diſtraion, 

Ol. See him deliver'd Fabian, bring bim hither : 

My Lord, fo pleaſe you, thele things further thought on, 
To think me as well afifter, as a wife, 

One day ſhall crown tIyalliafice or't, fo pleaſe you 3 

H-re at my houſe, and at wy proper coft. 

Ds. Madam, | am moſt apt t':mbrace your offer : 
Your Maſter quits you : and for your ſervice done him , 
So much againſt the meral of your ſcx, 

So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call'd me maſter, (or fo long : | 
Hcre is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your Maſters, Miftris. 

Ol. A ſiſter, you are ſh:, 


Enter Malvolio. 


Da. 1s this the mad man? 
Ol. 1 my Lord this fame : how now Malvoke ? 
Mal, Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 
Ol. Have | Malvolio? No. 
Mal. Lady you have; pray you pervſe that letter. 
You muſt nor now deny it is your hand, 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Or fay *tis not your fea), nor your invention : 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 


Why you haye given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 

Bad me come ſmiling and croſs garter'd to you, 

To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 

Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : 

And ating this in an obedient hope ? 

Why have you ſuffer'd me-to be imptiſon'd, 
Keptin a dark houſe, viſited by the Prief}, 


And made the moſt notorious.geck or gull | 
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That ere invention plaid on? Tell me why ? 
OL Alas Malvelio, this is not my writing, 
Tho I confeſs, much like the CharaQtr : 
But out of queſtion, *tis Marie's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou waſt madz then cam'ft in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch forms, which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in_ the Letter : prethee be content, 
This pradtilt hath moſt ſhrew!ly paſt upon thee: 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaint:# and the Judg 
Of thine own caule. - 
Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak, 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf, and Toby 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt hiv. Maria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 
In recompence whereof, he hath married her : 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge , 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 
Ol. Alas poor Fool, how have they baffl'd thee ? 
Clo, Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 
neſs, and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon them. I was 
one fir, in this Enterlude, one Sir Tops fir, but that's 
all one: By the Lord Fool, Iam not mad; but do you re. 
member, Madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren raſca]? 
and you ſmile not he's gag'd ; and thus the whirl-gigg of 
time , brings in his revenges. 
Mal. Ile be reveng'd on the whole pack of you; 
01, He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Ds, Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 


| He hath not told us of the Captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 


A ({«.!-mn Combination ſhall be made 

Ot our dear Souls. Mean time ſveet Sifter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario come 
(For {© you ſhall be, while youare a man: J 
But when in other habits you are ſeen. 


Orſino's Miſtris, and his fancies Queen. 


= 
\. Clown ſings, * 


When that I was and a little tine Boy, 

with bey, be, the Wind and the Rain : 
eA fooliſh thing was but a toy, 

for the rain it ramuth every day...._.___ 


But when I cawe to mans eſtate 
with bey, bo, &c. 


for the + ain, Qc. 


But when I came at laſt to Wine, 
with bey, þb, &c. 

By ſmaggering could 1 never thrive , 
for the Kain, &c. +} 


But when I come unto my Beds, 
with bey, br, &c. ; 
With Toſpots ſtill bad drunken beads z 
fe or the Rain, &c . 


A great while a goihe}Wirld be gone, 
with hey, bo, &e. 
But that”s all one, our Play is done, 


| and we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day. 


—_—— — 


'Gainſt Knaver and Thieves men ſont their gate, 
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Enter Camillo, and Archidamus- 


F-you ſhall chance(Comillo) to viſit Bo- 
bemia, on the like occaſion» whereon 
my, fervices are now on foot, you 


4 ference betwixCour Bobemi,and your 
"$icilta. 


NAY mer, the King of Scilia means to 
-**,. pay Bohemia'the viſitation, which he 
juſtly owes him» a 91 | 

| Arch. Whercin our entertainment (hall ſhame us : we 

will be jſtified in our Loves: forinfeed —+ 

| Came *Bclzech you— 
{ Ach. Verily 1 peak it in the freedom of my knowledg : 
! me cannot with fuch magnificence——in fo rare 

| L know not what to lay We will give you ſl:epy 
{ 

| 


Drinks, that your fences ( un-intelligent of our in': flici- 
nee ) may, tho they cannot praile us, as little accuſe 
Us. | 

Cm, You pay a great deal toodear, for what's given 
freely. 
| Lirch, Bilicve me, I ſpeck as my underfianding inftrufts 
mc, and as mine honeſty puts it to Uttcra''ce. 

Cam Sicilia cannot thew himfelf over-kind to Buhemta, 
They were train'd-zogether .in_their Child hoods z and 
there root d betwixt them then ſuch an affcQion, which 


D gnitics, and Royal Neceffities, made ſeparation of their 

*ecirty, thiic encounters ( tho not perſonal) have been 

royaily attornied with enterchange of giſts, Letters,lov- | 

ing Embaſſies, that they have ſeem*d to be together, tho | 

! abfer t: {hook hands, as over a Valt Sea, and embrac'd as | 

+h:t prepfrom the ends of oppoſed Winds. The Heavens / 

1 contmue ibcir L: ves. wy 

arc. | think there is not in the world, either Malice- 
tor Miatter to alter it. You have an unſpeakable comfort of 
| your yeung Prince Mamillius ;, it is a Gentlcman of the 
orcace promile rnatever came into my Note, 

A .Cam. Ivry well agree with you in the hopes of him: | 

{ :7 is a gallant Child, one thar (indeed) Phylicks the Sub- 

' is, makes £14 hearts freſh : they that went on Cenickes| 

| cre he was born, defire yet their life, to ſee him a aan, 

| Arc. Would they eltc be content to Cie? ; 

| Cam, Yes, it there weic no other excule, why they 

| fHovid Cchire 10 live. 

| 4rch. : the King had no Son, they would Ceſire to 


{ive 0n Crutch:s iill he had one. Exennt. 


(ſee ( asÞ have ſaid) preat. dif. 


Cam. I thioky'#his common Sum- 


| cannot choule hut branch now. Sirce their more mature | 


Leo. We are tougher(Brether) 


But Ict him ſwear {o, and he ſhall nor ſtay, i F 
VVe'l thwack him hence whith Diſtaff-, | 


— 


Scend Secuntta. l! 
Enter Leontes, Hc:mione, Mamillius, Polixenes, Camillo. | 


Pol. Nine chanpes of the watry Star kath been 
The S'.cpherds Nbte; finge we hav: Ieit our Tarone 
Without « Burthen , *Tinieias long again 
Would be fill'd up(my Brother) with! our Thanks, 
And yet we {hould, for perpetuity, -., 

Go hence in debt': and therefore, like a Ciphcr 
(Yet ſtanding in rich'place) I multiply 

With one 'we thank you,'mavy-thoulands moe, | 
That go before it. j 

Leo. Stay your thanks a while, | 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow : 

[ am queſtion'd by my fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 

No ſneaping Winds at home, to make us ſay, | 
This is put forth too tivuly : beſides, | have lay 'd 
To tire your Royalty. | 


Than you czn put us tor. 
Pol. No longer ſtay. 
Leo. One lev night longer. 
Pol. Very {ooth, to morrow. 
Leo, We'll part the time berwees,”s then: and in that 
le no gain-ſaying. | 
Pol. Prefs me not (*beleech you) fo 3 | 
There is no tongue that moves 5 none, none Pth* world | 
So ſoon as yours, could win me : fo it ſhould now, | 


, 
' 


Were there neceſſity in your requeſt, althov 
'T were needful | deni'd it. My affairs | 
Do evendrag me homeward z which to hinder, 'þ 
VVere (in yeur Love) awhip to we; my ſtay, F: 
To you a charge, and trouble : to lave both, 

Farewel (« ur brother.) | 

Leo. Tongue-ti'd our Queen? {peak you. 

FHe#."T tree though: (Sir ) to have held my peace , vntY 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ſt.y: you (Sir) 
Charge him roo coldly. Tell him, you axe ture | 
All in Bobemia's well : this fatisf: ion, 

The by-gone-day proclaim'd fay this to him, 
H-* beat from his beſt ward. 

Leo. V Vell faid, Hermione. 

Her. To teil, he longs to ſee his Sen, were trons; 
But let him fay fo then, art let him go ; 
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Yer of your Royal preſence, Ile adventure 
The borrow of a weeks, When at BGokemis 
You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commillion, 
To let him there:a Mon: h, behind the Gueſt 
Prefix'd for's parting : yet (good heed.) Leantes, 
[ love thee not a jar oth Clock, behind 
What Lady ſhe her Lord, You'iftay ? 

Pol. No Madam. p 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pol. 1 mey not verily. 

Her. Verily? 


| You put me off with limber-vows : but I, 


Tho you would ſeek t'un{phere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet lay, Sir, no going : verily 
You ſhall not go; a Ladies verily is 
As potemt as # Lords, Will you go yet ? 
Force me to keep you as a prifoner, 
Not like a Gueſt: fo you ſhall pay your Fees 
When you deparr, and fave your thanks. How ſay you ? 
My priſoner ? or my Gueſt ? by your dread yerily, 
One of them you ſhall be. 
Pol, Your Gueſt then Madam : 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould impart offending ; 


| Which is for me lefs ealy ro commit, 


Than you to puniſh. 
Her, Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind hoſteſs, come, Ple queſtion you 
Of my Lords tricks and yours, when you were boys : 
You were pretty Lordings then ? 
Pol. We were (fair Queen) 
Two Lads, that thought there wasno more bchind, 
But ſuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be buy eternal. 
Her. Was got my Lord 
The verier wag © il two ? | 
Fol. VVe were as twin'd Lambs, that did frisk i*th'Sun; 
And bleatthe one at th* other: what we chang'd, / 
V Vas innocence, for innocence : we knew not 
The DoQrine ot i|'-Joing, no nor dream'd 
That acy did : had we purluwd that life, 
And our weak ſpirits nz*re becn higher rea1'd 
With Rronger blood, we ſhovld have anſwer'd - Heaven 
Bolcly, not guilty ;, the impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript ſince, 
Pol, O my moſt ſacred Lady, 
Temptations have ſince then been born to'sz for 
In thoſe unfledg'd daies, was my wife a Girl ; 
Your precious ſelf had then not crols'd the eycs 
Of my young Play-fellow. 
Her. Grace to boot : 
Of this make noconcluſion, leſt you ſay 
Your Queen and I are Devils: yet goon, 
Th? offences we have made you do, we'l anſwer, 
If you firſt finn'd with us : and that with us 
You did continue fault : and that you flipt not 
VVith any, but with us. 
Leo, Is he won yet ? 
Her. He'll ſtay, (my Lord) 
Leo. Atmy requeſt, he wculJ not: 
Hermione (my deareſt) thou never ſpok'ſt 
To better purpoſe. - 
Her. Never ? 
Leo. Never, but once. 
Her, VVrtat? have I twice ſaid well? when was't before? 
[ prethee tell me : cram's with praiſe, andmake's 
Avfat as t-me things : One good deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon thar. | 
Our praiſes are our wages. You may ride's 
VVith one ſoft kiſs a thouſand Furlongs, ere 
VVith fpur we heat an Acre. But to th' Goal : 
My laſt good deed was to intreat his ſtay. 
V Vhat was my firſt ? it has anelder Siſter, 


—_— 


| We mult be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captain z 


Or I miftzke you : O, would her name were Grace; 
Bur once b:fore | ſpake to th*purpole ? when ? 
Ny, let me have't; I long. 

Leo. V'Vhy, that, was when 
Three crabb:d Menths had ſowr'd thetnſelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand : 

And clap thy (elf, my Love ; thch dit chou utter, 
| am yours for «ver. 

Her. 'Tis Grace indeed, 

VVhy lo-you now ; [ have ſpoke to th/purpoſe twice 3 
'T: one for cver earn'd a Royal Hushatd ; 
Ti” oth:r, for Wme while a Friend. ' 

Leo. Too hot, too hot : | 
To mingl? friendſhip far, is mingling bloods. | 
| have Tremor Cordis on me : my heart Gances, 

:1t rot for joy ; not joy. 'Thisentertajnment 
May a free face put on; derives a Liberty 
From lieartin:t:, trom bounty, fertile botom, 
Aad we'l become the Agent 3 *t may; I grant; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making praRis'd ſmiles 
As in a Looking-Glaſs : and then'td figh, as *twere 
The Mort o'th? Deer ; oh, that is.cntertainment _ ' 
My bofome likes not, nor my Brows. Zfamillins, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Man. | my good-Lord. 

Leo. I fecks; 

V'Vhy that's my Bawcock 3 what? has't ſmutch'd thy noſe? 
They lay it is a Copy out of mine. Come Captain, 


— —_ OO — 


And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, 
Are all calld Neat. Still Virgin. I ing 
Upon his palm I How now (you wanton Calf) 
Art thou my Calf ) ? W 
Man. Yesif youwill (my LoxdY®: 
Leo. Thou want'i a rough paſh,& the ſhoots that I haye 
To be full, like me 3 yet they fay we are 
Almoſt as like as Eggs z Women {ay fo, 
(That will ſay any, thing) but were they falſe 
As o're drd Blacks, as wind, as waters; falſe 
As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one thzt fixes 
No born twizthis and mine ; yet we ic true, » 
To lay this boy were like me. Come { fr Page) 
Look on me with your welkin eye; tweet villain. 
Moſt deai'ſt, my collop: Can-they dam, may't be 
Aﬀe&ion ? thy intention labs the Center. 
Thou do'ſt make poſſible things not be fo held, 
Communicat't with dreams Chow can this be ?) 
With what*s unreal, thou coaftive art, 
And fellow'ſt nothing. Then *tis yery credent, 
Thou maiſt co-joyn with ſcmcthisg, and thou deft, 
(And that beyond commiſſion) andI1 findir, 
( And that to the infeion of -my Brains: 
And hardaing-of my Erows. ) 
Pal. What means Swcilia? . | 
Her. He ſomething feems unſctled.” 
Pol. How? ;my Locd ? 7 
Leo. What cheer ? how is't with vou, beft Brother ? 
Her.You look as if you held a brow of much diſtrattion, 
Are yowmov'd (my; Lord?) __ 
Leo. No, in good earneſt. | 
How ſometimes Nature will betray its folly ? 
[It's tenderneſs ? and make it ſelf a paſtime 
To harder boſoms ? Looking on the Lire3 
Ot wy Boys'tace, methovgbts I did recoil 
Twenty three years, and faw my {elf unbreach'd, 
In my green Velvet Coat ; my Dagger muzzePd, 
Left it ſhould bite it's Maſter, and io prove 
(As Ornaments oft-daes }.too dangerous 3 
How like(me thought) I then was to-this Kernel) 
This Squaſh, this. Gentleman. Mine honeſt friend, 
Will you.take Eggs for Money ? >> "al" 
Moam.' No: (wy Lord) Ple,fight. en 
Leo. You will : why happy man be's dole. My Brother 
* 
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Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we 

Do ſeem to be of ours? 

Pol. If at home (Sir) 

Aere's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter 3 

Now my ſworn Friend, and then mine Enemy 3 

My Paraſite, my Soldier , States-man ; all 

He makes a Fu:y's day, ſhort as December , 

And with his varying Childneſs, cures in me 

Thor ghts, that ſhould think my Blood. 

Les. So ſtands this Squire 

Offic'd with me: We two will walk ( my Lord) 

A::d leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione. 

How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our Brothers welcom , - 

Let what is deer in Sicily be cheap: 

Next to thy (elf, and my young Rover, he's 

Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you would ſeek us, 

We are yours i'th*Garden : ſhall's attend you there ? 
Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you : you'd be found, 

Be you beneath the Sky : 1 am angling now, 


| (Tho you perceive me not how 1 give Line) * 


Go to, goto. 


1 How ſhe holds up the Neb ? the Bill to him? 


And arms her with the boldneſs of a Wife 

To her allowing Husband. Gone already, 

Inch thick, Knee deep; ore-head and ears a fork'd one. 
Go play (Boy) play: thy Mother plays, and I 

Play coo; but fo diſgrac'd a part, whole ifſue 

Will hiſs me to my Grave : Contempt and Clamor 

will be my Knell.. Go play (Boy) play, there have been 
(Or 1 am much deceiv'd) Cuckolds ere now, 

Ard many a man there is (even at this preſent, 

Now, while peak this) holds his Wife by th' Arm. 
That little thinks ſhechas been ſluic'd in's abſence, 
And his Pond &2:'d by his next Neighbour (by : 
Sir Si}, his Neighbour :) nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd + | 
CA; mine) againſt their will, Should all deſpair 

That hive revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Wou!d hang th:mſelves. Phyfick for't, there's none: 


| It is « bawdy Planet that will ſtrike 


Where *c's predominant ; and *ris powerſut: think it : 
From Eaſt, Weſt, North 'and South, be it concluded, 
No Barric:do for a Belly .Know't, 


| It wil! let inandout the Enemy, 


With bag and baggage: many a thouſand one's 
Have the diſeaſe, and feel'; rot. How now Boy ? 
Man.” | am like you taey ſay, 
Leo, Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? Camillo there? 
Cam. I, my good Lord. 
Leo. Go play ( Mamillius) thou'rt an honeft man : 
(milo, this great Sir will yet ſtay longer. 
Cam. You had much ado to wake his Anchor hold, 
When you caſt out, it ſtill came home. 
Leo. Didſt note it? 
Cam. He would not ſtay at. your petitions, made 
His buſineſs more material, 
Leo, Didfſt perceive it? 
They're here with we already 3 whiſp'ring, rounding : 
Sicilia is a ſoeforth: *tis far gone, 
When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How cam't (Camilo) 
That he did ſtay? 
Cam, At the good Queens entreaty. 
Leo. At the Queens be*c : Good ſhould be pertinent, 
But ſv it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underſtanding pate but thine ? 
For the conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common Blocks, not noted, ist, 
Bur of the finer Natures ? by ſome Severals 
Ot head-piece extraordinary ? Lower Meſſes 
Perchance are to this buſineſs purblind ? Say. 
Cem, Buſinels, my Lord ? I think moſt uncerſtand 
Bohemia Rays here longer. - 


Leo. Ha? 

Cam, Stays here longer. 

Leo. I, but why ? : 

Cam, To atisfie your Highneſs, and the Entreaties 


Of our moſt pracious Miſtreſs. 


Leo. Satisfie ? 

THentreaties of your Miſtreſs ? Satisfie ? 

Let that ſuffice. I have truſted thee (Camill» 
With all the nearſt things to my heart, as well 


Haſt cleans'd my Boſom : I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been 

Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiy*d 

In that which ſeems 1o. 

Cam, Be it for>id (my Lord. ) 

Leo, To bide upon't : thou art not honeſt: or 

If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honeſty behind, reftrainivg 

From courſe requit'd : or elſe thou muſt be counted 
A Servant, grafted in my ferious Truſt, 

And therein negligent : or elſe a Fool, 
That feeft a Game plaid home, the rich take drawn. 
And tak'Ritall for jeſt, 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I way be negligent, fooliſh and fearful, 

In every one of thele; no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 

Amongſt the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometimes puts forth in your affairs (my Lord.) 

If ever I were wilful-negligent, 

It was my folly; if induftriouſly 

| play'd the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful 

To do a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 


| Whereof jthe Execution did cry out 


Againſt the non-performance ; *twes a fear 
Which oft infe&s the wifeft : theſe (my Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd infirmities that hon: y 
ls never free of, But beſeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpa% 
By it's own vifage 3 if I then devy ir , 
'Tis none of mine. 

Leo. Hznot you ſeen Cams/lo ? 
(Bur that”s paſt doubt : you have, or your eye- glaſs 
Is thicker than a Cockolds Horn) or heard ? 
(For to a Viſton 1o apparent, Rumour 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (tor Cegitation 
Reſ1Jes not in that man, that do's not think) 
My Wife is ſlippery? if thou wilt confels, 
Or clie be impudently negative, 


My Wife's a Hol; -Horſe, deferves a Name 
As rank as any tax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : ſay*t and juſtin'r. 

Cam, 1 would not be a ſtander-by, to hear 
My Soveraign Miſtreſs clouded to, without 
My preſent vengeance taken; *ſhrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this z which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, tho true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? 
Is leaning Cheek to Check ? is meeting Nolſcs ? 
Kiſſing with inſide Lip ? Ropping the Carier 
Of Lawghter, with a Sigh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honeſty) horſing ſoot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners ? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours, Minutes ? the Noon, Midnigit? and all Eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked ? Is this nothing ? 
Why then the World, and all that's inc is nothing, 
The covering Sky is nothing. Bohemia nothing, 
My wife is nothing, nor nothing have thele nothings, 
If this be nothing: 

Cam. Good my Lord be cur'd 


My Chamber-Councels, wherein (Prieſt-like) thou | 


To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, then ſay 


Of 
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Of this diſeas'd opinion, and betimes | | Forſake the Court: to do't, or no, is certain 
For 'tis moſt dangerous. To me a break-neck. Happy Star reign now, 
Leo. Say it be, *cis true. h Here comes Bobemis. Enter Polixencs. 
Cam. No, no, my Lord, Pol. This is trange : methinks 
| Leo. lt is : youlye, you lye : My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak ? 
| I ſay thoulieſt Camo, and I hate thee, | Good day Camillo. 
| Pronounce thee a grols Lowt, a mindlefs Slave, Caw. Hailmoſt royal ſir. ' 
Or elſe a hovering Temporizer, that Pol. What is the news i*th* Court ? 
Canft with thine cyes at once ſee good and evil, | (am. Nonerare ( my Lord.) 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
| InfeRed ( as her life ) ſhe would not live As had he loft ſome Province, and a Region 
| The running of one Glaſs, Lov'd, as he loves himſelf : even now 1 met him 
| Cam. Who do's infe@t her ? With cuſtomary complement, when ke 
| Leo, Why he that wears her like her Medul, hanging | Waſting his eyes to th*contrary, and falling 
1 About his neck( Bobemis) who, if 1 A Lip of much contempt, ſpecds from me, and | 
| Had ſervants true about me, that bear eyes So leaves me to conſider what is breeding, | 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, That changes thus his Manners. 
| (Their own particular Thrifts they would do that Cam. I darenot know ( my Lord.) 
Which ſhould undo more doing: I, and thou Pol. How, dare not? donor? do you know, and dare not? 
\ | His cup-bearer, whom1fcom meaner form Be iacclligznt tome, *tis thereabouts : 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip, who may'ſt {ce For to your ſelf, what do you know, you muft, 
Plainly, as heaven ſces earth, and earth ſees Heaven, And cannot fay, youdare not. Good Camilo, 
How I am gall'd, thou mightft be-ſpice a Cup, Your chavg'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
To give mine enemy a laſting wink : Vhich ſhews me mine chang'd too ;, for I mult be 
Which draught to me, were cordial. A party in this alteration, finding 
| Cem, Sir ( my Lord ) My ſelf thus alter'd with'c. 
I could do this, and that with no raſh Potion, Cam, Thefe is a ſickneſs 
But with a tingring Dram, that ſhonld not work Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 
Maliciouſly, like a poiſon ;, buc [ cannot [ cannot name the Diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miſtreſs Of you that yet are well. 
(So ſoveraignly being honourable.) Pol. How caught of me ? 
| | havelov'd thee. Make me not ſighted like the Bafilifque. 
Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and go rot : [ have look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better | 
Do'ftthink I am ſo muddy, ſo untctled, By wy regard, but kill'd none ſo : Camilly, | 
| To appoint my felf in this vexation ? As you are cerrainly a Gentleman, therero 
| | Sully the puriry ard witneſs of my ſheets Clerk-like expedienc'd, which no leſs adotns 
( Which to preſerve, is ſleep * which being ſpotted, Our Geatry, than our Parents Noble Names, 
| Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Waſps ) In whoſe ſucceſs we are gentle : | beſzech you, 
| Give ſcandal tothe blood o*th* Prince, my Song If you know ought which do'z behove my knowledg, 
| (Whol do think is mine, and love as mine) Thereof to be inform'd, impriſun't not | 
| Without ripe m-ving to'c ? would Ido this ? In ignorant concealment. | 
Could man to blench ? Cam, | may not anſwer. 
| Cam. | muſt believe you (Sir) Pel. A Sickneſs caught of me, and yet I well ? 
| do, and will fetch off Bobemss for't : I muſt be anſwer'd, Doft thou hear Camilo, 
Provided, that when he's remov'd, your highneſs | I conjure thee by a!l the parts of man, | 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firſt, | Which honour do's acknowledg, whereof the leaſt | 
Even for your Sons {ake, and thereby for lealing Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare | 
The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms What incidency thou doft gueſs of harm 
oo” Known and ally'd to yours, Is cre: ping toward me; kow fr off, how near, 
| Leo. Thou doſt advile me. Which wzy to he prevented, if to be : 
Even ſoas | mine own courſe have ſet Gown : | If not, how beſt to bear it. ( 
Ple give no blemifh to her hononr, none. Cam. Sir, | will tell you, | 
Cam, My Lord, | Since I am charg'd in Honour, and by him 
Go then; and with a countenance as cleat That I thipk Honourable; therefore mark my counſel, | 
As friendſhip wears at Feaits, keep with Bohemsa Which muſt be ev'n as iwiftly followed, as | 
And with your Queen : I am his Cup-bearer, | mean to utter it ; or both your {:1f, and me, 
If from me he have wholſome Beveridg, Cry loſt, and (o good night. | 
Account me not your fervant. Pol, On, good Camills, 
Leo. This is a) : Cam. I appointed him to murder you. | 
Do'r, and thou haft the one half of my heart ; Pol. By*vhom, Camilo. 
| Do'r nor, ti ou tplitt*ſt thine own. Cam. By the King. 
| Cam. Ple do't, my Lord. N Pol. For what ? | 
| Leo. 1 will ſeem ſrien*ly, as thou haſt adyis'd me. Exit. | Cam. He thinks, nay with all confidence he ſwears | 
| Cam. O miterablc Lady. But for me / As he had ſcen't, or been an Inſtroment 
What caſe ſtand I in ? I muſt he the poyſoner To vice you to'r, that you have toucht his Queen 
Of good Polixenes, j;nd my ground to do'r, Forbiddenly. 
. Is the obedience to a Maſter , one, Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood turn 
Who in Rebellion with himſelf, will have To an infeted Gelly, and my Name | 
All that arc his, fo too. T » do this deed, Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the beſt ; 
; - Promotion follows: It I could findexample Turn then my freſhet Reputatian ro 
| : Of thoulands that had Riruck anointed Kings, A (avour, that may ftrike the dulleſt- Noftril 
'And flouriſh'd afrer, I'd 't.; But fince Where I arrive, and my approch. be ſhun'd, | 
Nor Braſs, nor Stone, ent bears not one, Nay hated too, worle than the great'ft infeRion, | 
Let villiany it (lf forſwanes ” | That ee was heard, or read, | | 
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Cam. Swear his thought over 
By each particular Star in Heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you may as Well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 

As ( or by Oath) remove, or ( Counſel ) ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundation 

Is pyl'd upon his Faith, and will continue 

[he tanding of his Body. 

Pel How ſhould this grow ? 

Cam, | know not : but I amſure tis ſafcr to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how *tis born. 
[f therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 

T'bat lies inclofed in this Trunk, which you 

Shall bear along impawnd, away to Night, 

Your Followers | will whiſper to the buſineſs, 

And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeveral Poſterns, 
Clear them o'th* City. For my ſelf, I'le put 


- | My fortunes to your {ervice ( which are here 


By this diſcovery loft. ) Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my Parents, 1 
Have uttred Truth 3 which if you ſeek to prove, 
1 dare nor ſtand by 3 nor ſhall you be ſafer, 
Than one condemned by the Kings own mouth: 
Thei eon his Execution ſworn. 

Fel. I'do believe thee: 
I ſaw his heart in's face. Give methy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
3:14 neighbour mine. My Ships are ready , and 
My people did expeR my hence departure 
Tivo days ago. This Jealouſie 
[s for a precious Creature : as ſhe's rare, 
4ſt it be great 5 and, as his Perſon's mighty, 
Mutt it be violent: and, as he do's conceive , 
He is ciſhonour'd by a man, which eycr 
Profely'd to him : Why his Revenges muſt 
{1 that be made more bitter. Fear ore-fhades me - 
Good expedition be my friend, and cotnfort 
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam z but nothing 
Ot hisll-rzne ſuipition. Come Camillo, 
[ will reſpe& thee as « Father, if 
Thou bear*& my life off, hence. Let us avoid. 
' Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The Keys of all the Poſterns : Fleaſe your Highneſs 
To take the urgent hour. Come Sir away. 


Aitus Secundus. Stena Prima. 


Enter Hermone, Mawillius, Ladies : Leomtes, 
 Antigenus, Lord. 


Her. Take the boy to you : he fo troubles me , 

* [is paſt enduring. 

Lady. Come ( my gracious Lord ) 

Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Maw. No, Ile nene of you. 

Laiy. Why (my ſweet Lord ?) 

Mam. You'l kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me, as if 

{ were a Baby ftill. | love you better. 

2 Lady And why ſo (my Lord? ) 

1am, Not for becaufe 

Your Brows are blacker ( yet black-brows they ſay 
Become ſome Women beſt, ſo that there be not ©} 
Too much hair there, but in a Semicircle, , 
Or a half-Moon made with a Pen.) 

2 Lady. Who taught this ? 


X 


Man. 1 learn'dit out of Womens faces : pray now, 


Whiat colour be your eye-vrows ? 
Lady. Blew ( my Lerd. )) - | 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock: I have ſeen a Ladies Noſe 

That ha's been blew, but not her eye-brows, 

Lady. Heark ye, 

The Queen ( your Mother ) rounds apace : we ſhall 

Freſent our ſervices to a fine new Prince 

One of theſe daies, and then you'l wanton with us, 

It we would have you, 

2. Lady. She is ſpread of late 

Into a goodly Bulk ( good time encounter her. ) 

Her. What wiſdom tirs amongſt you? Come Sir, now 

I am for you again : Pray you fit-by us, 

And telPs a Tale, 

Mam. Merry , or fad, ſhal'c be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Maw, A (ad Talc's beſt for VVinter : 
| have one of Sprights, and Goblins. 

Her. Lets have that ( good Sir. ) 

Come- on, fit down. Come-on, and do your beft, 

To fright me with your ſprights : you'c powerful at it. 
Mam. There was a man. 

Her. Nay, come fit down : then on. 
Maw. Dw:1t by a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly, 

Yond Crickits ſhall not hear it. 

Her. Come on then, and giv't me in mine ear. 
Enter L, 
$ Lon. VVas he met there ? his Train ? Camillo with 
ie £ 

- Lord. Behind the tuſt of Pines 1 met them, never 

Saw I men ſcowr fo on their way : Ieyed them 

Even to their Ships. 

Leo, How bleft am I 

In my juſt Cenfure ? ln my true Opinion ? 

Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 

In being ſo bleſt ? There may be in the Cup 

A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drink ; depart, 

And yet partake no venom ; ( for his knowledge 

Is not infeed ) but if one preſent 

Thy abhor's ingredient to his eye, make known 

How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his ſides 

VVith violent Hefts; I have drunk, and (cen the Spider. 

Camillo was his help in this, his Pandcer : 

There is a Plot againſt my Life, my Crown; 


Exeunt. [All's true that is miſtruſted , that falſe Villain, 


VVhom I employ'd, was pree employ'd by him: 
He ha's diſcovered my D. ſign, and 1 
Remain a pinch*d Thing ; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will ; how came the Poſterns 
So eaſily open? 
Lord. By his great authority, 
V Vhich often have no leſs prevail*d, than ſo 
On your command, 
Leo. I know't too well. 
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurſe him : 
Though he do's bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 
Her. What is this ? ſport ? 
Lee. Bear the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about her, 
Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelf 
With that ſhe's big with, for *tis Polixenes 
Ha's made thee {well thus. 
Her, But Vid ſay he had not ; 
And Ile be ſworn you would believe my ſaying, 
How e're you lean to th* Nayward. 
Leo. You (my Lords ) 
Look on her, mark her well: be but abqut 
To ſay ſhe is a goodly Lady , and 
The Juſtice of your hearts will thereto add 
"Tis pity ſhe's not honeſt ;, Honourable : 
Praiſe her but for this her without-dore-Form, 
( Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech ) and ſtraight 
The Shrug, the Hom, or Ha, ( theſe Petty-brands 
That Calumny doth uſe 3 Oh I am out, 
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mercy do's, for Calumny will ſcar 

=_ it calf) theſe Shrugs,theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between 
Ere you can fay ſhe's honeſt : -but be't known 
(From him that ha's moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be.) 
She's an Adultreſs. 

Her. Should a Villain lay'ſo, 
(The moſt repleniſh'd villan1in the world ) 
He were as much more villain : you (my Lord 

o but miſtake. 
y Leo. You have miſtook (my Lady) 
Polizenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 
(Which Vle not call a creature of thy place, 
Leaſt Barbarilſm (making me the precedent) 
Should a like Language vle to all der ces, 
And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and B ggar:: Thve'faid 
She's an Adultreſs, 1 have faid with whom : 
More 3: She's a Traytor, agd'Camila is 
A Federary with her, and one tirat knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know ner ſelf, 
But with her. moſt vild Principal ;, that ſhe's 
A bed ſwarver, even as bad as thoſe : 
That vulgar give bolc'ft Titles; 1, and privy 
T6 this their late eſcape. 

Hey. No(by my life ) Es eg! 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledg, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throughly, then to lay 
You did miſtake. 

Leo. No, if I miſtake 
In thoſe foundations which I build upon, 
The center is not big enough to bear 
A School-boys Top» Away with her, to priſon : 
He who ſhall ſpcak for her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he ſpeaks. p 

Her. There's ſome ill Planet reigns : 
x muſt be patient, till the heavens look 
With an aſpe& more favourable. Good my Lords, 
1 am not prone to weeping (as our ſex 
Commonly are) the want of which vain dew 
| Perchance ſhall dry'your pitics: but I have 
That hcnourable Grief lodg'd hcre, which burns 
Worſe than tears drown : *bcſeech you all *my Lorcs ) 
With thoughts ſo qualified :s your Charities 
Shall beft infirn& you, meafure me: and fo 
The Kings Will be perform'd. 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? ; 

Her.Who is't that goes with me? beſeech your highnels 
My women may be with me, for you fee 
My plight requires it. Do not weep (good Fools) | 
Theres no cauſe ; when you ſhall know your Miſtris 
Hasdeſerv'd Priſon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out ;, this aftion I now go on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu(my Lord) 
I never wiſh'd to fee you forry, now 
| truſt | ſhall : my womencome, you have leave. 

Leo. Go do our bidding 3 hence. 

Lord. Beſeech your highneſs call the Queen again. 

Ant. Be certain what you do (Sir)left your Juſtic: 
Prove violence, in the which three great ones 1uffer, 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your Son. 

Lord. For her (my Lord) 
[ dare my life lay,down, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you t* accept it, that the Queen is ipotleſs 
Pth* eyes of heaven, and to you { | mean. 
In this, which you accuſe her.) 

eAnts. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'le keep-my Stable where 
I lodg my wife, le go in couples with her : 
Then when I feel, and fee her, no further truſt her ; 
For every inch of Woman in the world , 
[every dram of womans fleſhis falſe, 
p 
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If ſhe be. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord. Good my Lord, 

eAntig, It is for you we ſp:ak, not for our ſclyes : 
You are abus'd, by ſome putter 0n, 


| would Land-damn him : be ſhe honour-flawd, 
| have three daughters : the cldelt is eleven: 
| The ſecond, and the third, nine: and ſons five : 
If this prove true, they'l pay tor't- By mine honour 
Ile ge'd%em all : fourteen they ſhall not ſee + 
To bring falſe generations: they are co. heirs, 
And I had rather glibmy ſelf, tta1they 
Should not produce fair iſſue. 
Leo- Ceale, no more : 
You ſmell this buſineſs with a ſence as cold 
As is adead-mans noſe : bat I do ſee*c, and fecl*t» 
As you feel doing thus : and ſee withsl 
The inſtruments that fee]. 
| ent. |f itbe fo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty, 
There's not a geain of it, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth. 
Leo. What ? lack | credit ? 


Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her hononr true, than your tuſ{pition 
Be blam'd tor*t how you might. 

Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this ? but ratker follow 
Our forceful inſtigation ? « ur prerogative 
Calls not your counlcls, but our natural goodneſs 
Imparts this ; which, it you, or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming fo, in «kill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth, like us : inform your tclves 
We need no moreof your advice: the matter, 
Thelols, the gain, the ord'ring or't, 
[s all properly ours. 

Ant, And I wiſh (my Licge ) 
You had only in your filent judgment try'd it, 
Without more overture. 

Leo. How could that be ? 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by age 5 
Or thou wer't born a tool : Camlo's flight 
Added to their familiarity 
(Which was as grols, as ever touch'd conjeQure, 
That lack'd fight only, nought for approbation 
But only ſeeing all other circumftances 
Made up to th* deed) doth puſh on this proceeding, 
Yet for a greater confirmation 
(For in an 2&t of this importance, *twere 
Moſt pitious to be wild ) I have difpatch'd in poſt, 
To lacred De/phes, to Apollo's Temple, 
Cleomines and Deon, whom you know 
Of ſufPd ſufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whole fpiritual counſel had, 
Shall top, or ſpur me. Have | done well ? 

Lord. Well done (my Lord. ) 

Leo. Tho lam fatisfi'd, and need no more 
Than what I know ; yet ſhall the Oracle 
Give reſt to th'minds of others; ſuch as he 
Whole ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th* truth. So we have thought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confin'd, 
Leſt that the treachery of the two, fled thence, 
Be left her to perform. Come follow us, 
We are to ſpeak inpublick : for this bulineks 
Will raife us all, 

eAntg, Tolaughter, asI take it, 
[f the good truth, were known. 
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That will be damn'd for't 5 would I knew the villain, 


Lord. I had rather you did lack then 1 (my Lord ) 


Execunt, 
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Scena Secunda. 


Paul. The keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Lec kin have knowledg whom 1 am. Good Lady, 
N: Court in Exrope is too good for thee, 
What doſt thou then in priſon? Now good Sir, 
You know mc, do you not ? 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pan. Pray you then, 
Concudt me to the Queen. 

Gea. I may not (Madam) 

To the contrary I have expreſs commandment. 

Pau. Here's a-do to lock up honeſty and honour from 
Th? acceſs of gentle viſitors. I&t lawful pray you 
To ice her women ? any of them ? Emvlia ? 

Goa. So pleale you (Madam) 

T. put a part thete your attendants, [ 
: hall bring Emzlia forch. 

Pau. Ipray younow call her : 
Withiraw your felves, 

Goa. And Madam, 
| muſt be preſent at your conference. 

Pan!, Well: b&r fo: prethee. 

Here's ſuch a-do, to make no ſtain, aſtain, 
As paſlcs colouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Emil, As wcll as one fo great, and fo 'forlorn 
M.y hold together ; Oa her frights, and griefs 
(V/nich never tender Lady hath born greater) 
She 15 ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Fr. A boy? 

Emil. A daughtcr* and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like ro live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't: Says, my poor priſoner , 
[ am innoceat as yc v. 

Pan. | care be {worn : 

Tacte dange ous, unſafe Lunes th* King, beſhrew them, 
fe muſt be rotd on't, and he (hall ; the office 
Becoms a waman beſt, le take it upon me, 
[f I prove Honcy-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter. 
And never tommy red-look'd anger be 
T':: Trumpet any more: pray you ( Emilia ) 
Commend my bett obedience ro the Queen, 
if ſhe Cares truſt me with her little babe, 
ic ſhew?®t the King, and undertake to be 
Hcr advocate to'th loud't, We do not know 
How he may (often at the ſight of th” Child : 
The ſilence often of pure innocence 
| verſw.ds, when ſpeaking fails. 
En:i!, Moſt worthy Madam, 

Y-ur honour and your goodnels is ſo evident, 
Tait your free undertaking cannot mils 
A thriving iſſue : there is no Lady living 
<0 meet for this great errand yz, pleaſe your Ladyſhip 
To vilit the next room. Fle preſently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moſt noble offer, 
\\ ho, bt: today hammered of this deſign, 

ut Gurſt not tempt a Minifter of honour 
\ e: ſhe ſhovie bedeni'd: 

Paul, Tell | er Emilia) 

!e »ſe th:t rongue I have: If wit flow from't 
4 boldneſs from wy boſom, let'c not be doubted 
« ſhall 9o good. 

+ mil. Now be you bleſt for it. 

Ple to the Queen : pleaſe you come ſomething nearer, 
Goa, Madam iPt pleaſe the Queen to {end the babe, 


Enter Paulina, « Gentleman, Goaler, . Emilia. 


Enter. 
Emilia. 


——_—— 


| know not what I ſhall incur to paſs it, 
Having no watrant. 
Pas. You need not fear it (ſir) 
' This Child was priſoner to the womb, and is 
| By Law and proceſs of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
( If any be) the treſpaſs of the Queen, 
_ 4 do believeit, | 
au. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will ſtand betwixt you, ag drnger. 


Exeunt- 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Servants, Paulina, Antigonus, 
and Lords. 


Leo, Nor night, nor day, no reſt : it is but weakneſs 

' To bear the matter thus : mear weakneſs, if 
The cauſe were not in being : part o'th cauſe, 
She, th* Adultreſs ; for the harlot-king 
Is quite beyond mine arm: out of the blank 
And level of my brain : plot-proof : but ſhe, 
[ can hook to me : fay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reſt 
Might come to me again, Who's there ? 

Ser, My Lord. 

Leo. How do's the boy ? 

Ser. He took good reſt to night : "tis hop'd 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 

Leo. To lee his noblenels. 
Conceiving the diſhonour of his Mother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
| Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſclf ; 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appctite, his Sleep, 
| And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely : go, 
See how he fares : Fie, fie, no thought of him, 
' The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoylupon me : in himſelf too mighty- 
Until a time may ſerve, for preſent vengeance 
Takeiton her : Camilo, and Polsxenes 
Laughatme, make their paſtime at my ſorrow ; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my power. 


Enter. 


Entey Paulina. 


.ord. You muſt not enter. 
Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords )be fecond to me : 
Fear you his tyrannovus paſſion more (alas) 
Then the Queens life ? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free, than he is jealous. 
Antig. That's enough. 
Ser. Madamhe hath not ſlept to nighr,commanded 
None ſhould come at him. 
Par. Not fo hot (good Sir) 
[ come to bring him ſleep. ?Tis ſuch as you 
That creep like ſhadows by him, and do ſigh 
Ar each his ncedleſs heavings: ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true x 
(Honeſt, aseither ; ) to purge him of that humour, 
That prefics him from leep. 
Leo. What noiſe there, hoe ? 
Pay. No noife {my Lord) but needful conference, 
About ſome Goſlips for your Highnels. | 
Leo, How? 
Away With that audacious Lady, Antigongs. 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 


[ knew ſhe would. 
E : : Axt 
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Ant, 1 told her ſo (my Lord) 
On your dilpleaſures peril and on mine, 
She ſhould not. viſit you, , ,, ..;.. 
Leo, What? canftnot rule her? . .... 
Pay. From all diſhoneſty he can; io this, - -;- 
(Unleſs he, take the courle that you haye,done) 
Commit me, for committing honor, trult it, 
He ſhall not rule me : 
Ant. La-you now, you hear, TEE 
When ſhe will take the rain, Tlet her run, 
Bur ſhe'l not ſtnwble, 
Pant. Good my Liege | come ;. ..... 
And I beſeech you hear me : 'who profeſſes 
My ſelf your loyal ſervant, your Phyfitian, 
Your moſt gbedient Counſellor ;. yet that dares 
Leſs appear fo, in comfortigg'y our evils, 
Then ſuch as moſt ſeem yours. I tay, I come 
From your, good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen ? 632556 APs 7 
Paxl. Good Queen (my'Lord) good Queen, 
[ lay good Queen, _, 41445 Oh 
And would by combate, make her good fo, were] 
A man, the worſt about you. 
Leo. Force her hence. þ Vias, 493 
Pax. Let him that makes but trifles of his - eyes 
Firſt hand me; on mine own accord, Ile off, 
But firſt ; le do my errand. | The good Queen 
(tor ſhe is good ) hath brought you torth a daughter, 
Here *tis : commends it to your blcſling. 
Leo, Out ; Lnk 
A mankind Witch? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A moſt intelligencing bawd. 
Paxl. Not io, 
[m am as ignorant in that, as you, 
in fo entit'ling me : and. no leſs honeſt 
Then you are mad: which is enough, Ie warrant 
(Asthis world goes} to paſs for honeſt, 
Leo. Traitors; $iv3{ 
Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir'd : unrooſted 
y thy dame Partlethere. Take vp the baftard,c 
Tk up, Lay 3 give't to the Croan, 
| Paul. Forever | 
venerable by the hands, if thou 
aſt up the Princeſs, by that forc.d baſcneſs 
Which he has put upon'r, 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. : | 
Paul. So | would you did : then *twere paſt all doubt 
Youl'd call your Children, yours. 
Leo. A neſt of Traitors. 
Ant. 1 amnone, by this good light, - 
Paxil, Nor |; nor any | 
But one that's here : and that's himſelf ; for he, 
The ſacred honor of himſelf, his Queens, 
His hopeſul Sons, his babes betrays to ſlander, 
Whoſe ſting is ſharper than the Swords, and will not 
(For as the caſe now ftands, it is a curſe 
He cannot be compelPd too't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which isrotten, 
As ever Qak, or ſtone was found. 
Leo, A Callat 
Of bounclels tongue, wholate hath beat ber husband, 
And now baits me; this brat is none of mine. 
It is the Iſſue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 
Paul. It is yours; 
And might welay th' old Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, *tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Altho the print be lictle, the whole Matter 
And copy of the Father , (Eye, Noſe, Lip, . 
The trick ots Frown, his forchead, nay, the Valley, 
The pretty Cimples of his Chin, and Check ; his Smiles : 


Thevery Mold, and frame of hand, nayl, Finger.) 
1 RED! | 


r rIvungyy __ P : 
And thou good Goddeis Netere, which haſt made it 
So like to»him that got ir, if. thou haſt 
/The ordering of the Mind too, *mong|t all Colours 
\No. Yellow in'r, left ſliefuſpeR, as he do's, 
-Her Children, not her Hushands. 
| Leo. Agrokshag: 4 
And Lozdl, thou art watthy:to be hang'd, 
That wilt not tay her tongue. 
Amtig. Hang all the husbands: * e<L 
That cannot do that Feat, you'l-leave your (elf 
Hardly orefſubjet« i'r --  . * 
Leo, Once more take her hence./ 
| Paul. A moſt unworthy, and uooatural Lord 
Candonomore, ,..:  , 1, + 
Leo. Vie ha' thee burnt. . 
| Paxl. I care.nds 3m it. + 
[t is an Heretick ghat/makes thi fire, 
Not ſhe which: burns inc. Fle not call you Tyrant 
But this moſt ceueiuſpgeof: yout Queen 
| (Not able, to pro6dycemert acculation . : 
Then your own Weokrtung'd fancy Nomething {yours 


1'Of tyranny, and.wilb ignoble make you, 


Yea, ſcandalous to the world. 
Leo. On your.aegiance, ;; 
Out of the chamber with her. Were a tyrant, 
Where were ber life ? ſhegoti not call me fo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 
Raw.  1:praysyou do not puſhme, Vic be gone. 


& better guiding ſpirit. What need theſe hands ? 
ou that are thus ſo tender. o're his Follies, 


{Will never do hia geed,. not one of: you. 
1So, fo : farewel, we are gone. 
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Leo: Thou (Traytor ) haſt ſet on thy wife tothis. 
My Child ? :away witty ? even thou, that haft 
A heart fo tender o're it, take it hence, - 
And ſee it inftantly.conſum'd with fire, 
V Even thou, and none but thou. Takeic up ſtraight : 
Within this hour bring me word tis done. 
(Ard by good t:{t;inonp Yor Pleſeize thy liſe, 
VW:irh what chou elſe call/{ thine : if thou refuſe, 
And wilt ercougter with my: wrath, ſay fo; 
The Baſtzrd-brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh out : go take it to the fire, 
For thou fctt'it on thy wife. 
, eAntip: | did not, fir: 
\Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't, 
' Lords. Wecan; my Royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leo. You're liars all. _ 

Lord. Beleech your highneſs give us better credit : 
We have alwaystruly ferv'd you, and beſecch 
So to eſteem of us: and on our knees we beg, 
( As recompence of our dear ſervices 
Paſt, and ro come ) that you do change this purpoſe, 
Which being ſo horxivle , ſo bloody, moſt 
Lead on to ſome foul Iſſue. We all kneel, 

Leo. | am a Father for cach wind that blows : | 

Shall 1 live on, to ſce this baſtard kneel, 
And call me Feather ? better burn ic now, 
Then curſe it then. But be it: let it live, 
It ſhall not neither. You fir, come vou hither : 
You that have becn {a tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your Mid-wife there, 
To fave this baſtards life ; for *tis'a diſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's gray. What will you adventore, 
To fave this brats lifc ? 

Amig. Any thing (my Lord) 
That my ability may undergo, 
And noblenets impoſe: at laſt thus much; 
le pawn the little blood which 1 havelett, 

he ER 


—  ————— 
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Look to your Babe(my Lord } 'tis yours: Fove fend her 


Exut. 


T, | 


JOE oO ——_— 
F 


"1 


- [Ir c®ne to us, 1 doin Juſtice charge thee, 


256 


Tbe Wm ters 1 ale. 


T's fave the innocent: any thing poſſible. . 
Lev. It ſhall be poſſible, Swear by-this ſword. 
Thou wilt perform my' bidding. - ! | i 
Antig. 1 will ( my Lord,) LED 
Leo, Miark and perform it5, ſeeft thou ?. for the fail 


| Of any point in'*t> ſhall not-only be! +7 


D-ath 10 thy ſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, © 
( Whom for this time we parden )- We enjoin thee _ 
As thou a(t Liege-man to us, .thar thowrarry 7 + -- 
Ti1is female Baſtard hence, and thatthou'bear it - . 
To iome remote and defart. place, quite out 

Of ovr Dominions 3 and that there thowleave iÞ 

( Without much mercy ).0 its own protettion, . | 
And favour of the Climate; as by ſtrange fortune -\-- 


On thy ſouls peril, and thy bodies torture, 
That thou commead it trangely to ſome place, 
Where change may pucſe,or end it : take it up. 
Antig. 1{wear todo this: tho a prefentdeath- 
Had been more merciful... Come on {( poor Babe ) 
Some powerful Spirit inſtruft the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurſes. Wolves and Bears, they ſay, - 
" Calting their ſavageneſs aſide J. have: done | 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be proſperous: « ! 
[n more than this decd do's require: and bleſſing | 
Acainſt this Cruelty, 'fight on thy (ide [3.1 


( Poor thing condemn'd to loſs:y Exit. 
Leo, No : Vie gotreas 24 | 
Anethers Llue. 1 10 "Enter 4 Servant. 

Serv, Plcafe your Highneſs, Poſts 1" 


From thole you tent to th? Oracle, axe come. = 
An hour fir.ce : Cleomines: and Dong © ' - - 
Being wel! arriv*d from Delphos, are both larided, ' 
| Haſting to ti” Court. i 

Lord. So pleaſe you ( Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leo. Twenty three davs' © 'd: 
They ka-e been abſent - *tis good ſpred foretels * 
The preat Apollo ſuddenly will have: - © 7 7 +» 
The truth of this appear: Prepare you Loi ds, 
Summon a Scion; that we may arraign © 
Our «©:oſ diſloyal Lady : :for as\be-hath 
geen publickly accus'd, ſoſhall ſhe have 


_ 


. . | 


nn 


| jo: and open Triat. White ſhe lives, 


My. hcart will be a burden tome, Leave me, 


And think upon my bidding. Exeunt. 


<A. AM 


Aftus [ertius. Scena Prima. 


Emer Cleomines and Dion. 


Co. The Climate's delicate, the Air moſt (weer, 


| Fertile the Iſle, the Temple much {urpaſſiug 


Tke common praite it bears. 

Dion, | ſhall report, 
For moit it caught me, the Celeſtial Habits, 
( Methinks I fo (hould term them ) and the reverence 
Of the Grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and un-earthly 
[t was ch" Offering ? 

Cleo. But of all the burſt 
And the ear-deaſning Voice o? th Oracle, 
Kin to Foves Thunder, fo furpriz'd my Sence 
That I was nothing. 

Dio. If th? event o*ch* Journey 
Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen ( O be*t ſo ) 
As 11 hath been to vs, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy, 
The time is worth the uſe or't. | 

Cl:o. Great 4pollo 
Turn all to th' belt: theſe Proclamations, 


A  —— 


R >. 
I 


| The Daughter of a King, our VVife and one 


ti Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of | 
1 Sicilia, ahog art bere accuſed and arraigned of High Treaſon 
1s commuting Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohemis, 


1 Which contradias my Accufation, and 


————— 


| So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
[ little like. 

| Dio. The violent carriage of it | 

Will clear, or end the Buſineſs, when the Oracle 

( Thus by Apolio's great Divine feal'd up ) 

]-Shall the Contents diſcover : ſomething rare 

Even then will ruſh to knowledg. Go: freſh Horſes, 

| And gracious be the ifſue. Exennt- 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Leontes, Lords, Officers: Hermione ( as to ber 
Trial ) Ladies , Cleomines, Dion. 


Leo, This Se{hons ( to our great grief we pronounce 
Even puſhes *gainſt our heart. The party wry'd, F 


Of us too much þclov'd, Let us be cleai'd 

\Of being tyrannous, fince we ſo openly 

Proceed in Juſtice, which ſhall have due courſe 

Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation - 

| Produce the Priſoner, 

| | Off. Itis his Highneſs pleaſure, that the Queen 

Appear in perſon, herein Court, Silence, - © 
Leo. Read the Indiment. 


I 


Enter 


«nd conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of our 
| Spoeraigy Lord the King, thy royal Hucband : the pretence 
woereof being by circumſtance partly laid open, thou ( Her- 
mione )) contrary to the Faith and Allegiance of a true 
Subjett, didſt counſel and aid them, for their better ſafety, to 
flee away by Night. 

Her. Since what I am to fay, muſt be but that 


The teſtimony'on my part, no other 

But what comes from my elf, it ſhall ſcarce hoot me 
To ſay, Not guity : mine integrity 

Being counted Falſhood, ſhall ( as I expreſs it ) 

Be io received. But thus, if Powers divine 

Behold our humane Actions ( as they do ) 

[ doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 

Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyranny 


| 


1 


| 


Y 


Tremble at Patience. You ( my Lord) beft know 
( Whom leaft will ſcera to do fo ) my paſt life 
Hath been as continent, as chaft, as true, 
as l am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho devis'd, 
And play'd to take SpeRators. For behold me, 
A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe 
A Moity of the Throne : a great Rings Daughter, | 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore 
Who pleaſe ro come and hear. For Life, [ priz: it 
As | weigh grief ( which I would ſpare : ) For Honour, | 
*[is a derivative from me to mine, | 
And only that I land for. I appeal 
To your own Conſcience ( Sir ) before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be fo : Since he came, 
With what encounter {o uncurrancr, | 
Have ftrain'd t' appear thus , if one jot beyond 
The bound of honour, or in a&, or will, 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ft of Kin 
Cry fie upon my Grave. 

Leo, I ne'r heard yet 
That any of thoſe bolder Vices wanted 
Leſs impudevce to gain-lay what they did, 


_Than 
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Than to perform it firſt. 
Her. That is true enough, 
Tho *cis a ſaying (Sir) not due to me, 
Leo You will not own it. 
Hey. More than Miſtreſs of, 
Which cones to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledg. For Polixenes 
(With whom | am accus'd I do confeſs 
| lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd : 
With tuch a kind of love, as might become 
A Lady like me : with a love, even ſuch, 
So and no other, as your felf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both diſobedience, and in gratitude 
To you, and towards your friends, whoſe love had ſpoke, 
Even ſiace it could ſpcak, ſrom an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for conſpiracy, 
| know not how it taſts, tho it be diſh*d 
For me to try how all | know of it, 
Is, that Camills was an honeſt man 
And why he left your court, the Gods themſelves 
(Wotting no more than | ) are ignorant. 
Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'ne to do in's abſence. 
Her. Sir, 
You ſpeak a Language that I underſtand not 3 
My Life ſtands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which Ple lay down. 
Leo, You: aQions are my Dreams, 
You had a baſtard by Polixenes, 
And | but dream'd it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſeof your fact are fo ) fo paſt all truth ; 
Which to d.ny, concerns more-than avails: for as 
Thy brat hath been caft out, like to it ſelf, 
No Fathet owning it ( which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it ) ſo thou 
Shalt feel our juſtice ; in whoſe caſieſt paſſage, 
Look for no lefs than death, 
| Her. Sir, ſpare your threats ; | 
The bug which you would fright me with, I ſeck : 
To me can life be no commodity, 
The Crown and comfort of my Life ( your Fayour ) 
I do giveloſt, for | do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went, My ſecond Joy, 
And firſt fruits of my body, trom his preſence 
I am bar'd like one infeftious. My third comfort 
(Star*d woft unluckily) is from my breft 
C The innocent milk in it moſt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murder. My ſelf on every Poſt 
Proclaim'd a Strumpet : withimmodeſt hatred 
The Child-bed priviledg deny'd which "longs 
To women of all faſhion; Laftly, hurried 
Here, to this place, *ch* open air before 
| have got ſtrength of limbs. Now (my Liege) 
Tell me wat bleſſings | have here alive, 
That 1 ſhould fear to die? Therefore proceed : 
But yer hear thisz miſtake me not; n0 life, 
( I priſe it not a ſtraw ) but for mine honour, 
Which I would free : if | ſhall be cond. mr'd 
Upon ſurmiz:s / all proofs ſleeping elle, 
But what your Jcalouſics awake ) I tell you 
Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 
Apollo be my Judg. 
Lord. This your requeſt. 


Enter Dion and Cleomines. 

Is altogether juſt ; therefore bring forth 

( And in Apollo's Name) his oracle. 

Her. The Emperour of Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here heholding 

His Daughters tryal : that hc did but ſee 

The flatneſs of my miſcry ; yet with eyes 

Of picy, not revenge. 


| Officer. You here ſhall ſmear upon the Sword of Juſtice, 
Tha: you ( Cleomines and Dieu) have 
Been both at Delpbos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeaPd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieſt ; and that ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, | 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 

Cleo, Dio, All this we ſwear. 

Leo. Bicak up the Seals and read. 

Officer. Her mione 5s chaſt, Polixeres blameleſs, Camillo 

g war Subjett, pony 4 jealous Tyrant, bis innecent | abe 

TWy vegetien, and the King ſhall lrve without an Heir, i 
_— g = be not fourd. ef aaa 
5. Now bleſſed be the great apollo. 
Her. Prailed. X n 
Leo. Haft thou read the truth ? 
Offic. 1 (my Lord ) even fo as it is here ſet down, 
Leo. "There is no truth at all *th' oracle : 
The Seſſions ſhall preceed : this is meer falſhood, 
Ser. My Lord the King : the King ? 
Leo, What is the buſincls ? 
Ser, O Sir, I ſhall be hatcd to report it. 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear 
Of the _ ſpeed, is gone, 

Leo. How ? Gone ? 

Ser, Is dead. 

Leo, Apollo's angry, and the Heavens themſclves 
CO at my injuſtice. How now there ? 

awl, I his nev's is mortal to the Queen: Loo 

Ardlec what death is doing " VO 

Leo, Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o're-charg'd; ſhe will recover, 
| have too much belicy'd mine own ſufpition z 
'Beleech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. ,{pol/s pardon 
My great prophanefs *gain't thine ozacle. 
Ple reconcile me to Polixener, 
New woo my Queen, recal! the good Camille 
( Whom I proclzim aman of truth, of mercy ; ) 
For being tranfported by my Jealouſies 
To bloody thougits and to ze venge, | choſe 
Camills tor the \{iniſter, to poylon 
My friend Polizezcs * which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camille tardicd 
My ſwift command ; tho | with death, and with 
Reward Cid threaten and encourage kim, 
Not doing it, and being dune ; he, (moſt human, 
And hd with honour ) to my Kingly gueſt 
Unclaſp'd my praftife, quit his fortunes here 
Which you knew great ) and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertainties, kimiclf commended, 
No richer than his honour : How he glifters 
Through my dark Ruſt ? and how his Fiery 
Do's my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paul. Wo the while : 
O cut my lace, | wy heart (cracking it ) 
Break too, 

Lord. What fit is this? Good Lady? 

Paul. What Rudied torments (tyrant ) haft for me ? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boyling ? burn- 
In Leads, or Oyls ? what old, or new torture (ing, 
Mult I receive ? whole very word deſerves 
To taft of thy moſt worſt, Thy tyranny 
(Together working with thy Jealouſies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle , 

For Girls of nine) O think what they have done, 

And then run mad indeed : Rtark mad: for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices for it. 

That thou betrayed Polixenes, *twas nothing, 

(Thar did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconftant, 

And damnadle ingrateful : ) Nor was't much. | 
Thou would'it have poyſon'd good Camille's Honour, 
To have him kill a King : poor treſpaſſes, 
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More monſtrous ſtanding by : wherefore I reckon 
The caſting forth of Crows, the Baby-daughter, 
To be or none, or little z tho a Devil 
Would have ſhed water out of fire,ere don't : 

Nor is*t GireQly laid to thee, the death 

Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
| CThuughts high for one ſo tender ) cleft the heart 
That ceuld conceive a groſs and fooliſh Sire 
elemiſt;*d his gracious Dam: this is not, no, 

Laid to thy anſwer: but the laſt : O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry wo, . the Queen, the Queen, 
The ſweer'ſt dear*ſt creature's dead; and vengeance for't 
Not drop'd down yet. 

Lord. The higher powers forbid. 

Pas. | ſay ſhe's dead : Vle ſwear't. If word, nor oath 
Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring 
TinQure, or luſtre in her lip, her eye ; 

Heat oucwardly, or breath withip, Ile ſerve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 
Doſt not repent thele things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can ſtir: therefore betake thee 
| To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 

Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
Uron a barren Mountain, and ill winter 

In ſtorm perpetual,could not move the Gods 

To look that way thou wer't. 

Leo. Go 0n:go on: 

Thou canſt not {peak too much, I have deſcrv'd 
All rongucs to talk thcir bittereſt, 

Lord, Say no more, 

How ere the buliaels goes, you have made fault 
'th boldneſs of your ſpeech. 

Pau. I ain forry fol't, 
| All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them, 
[ do repent : alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſs of a woman : he is touchr 
To th? noble heart. What *s gone, and what's paſt help 
Should be paſt grief: Do not receive affliQion 
At my petition, I befeech you, rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of whatyou ſhould forget. Now (go0d my Liege ) 
ISir, Royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman : 

The love I bore your Queen (Lo, fool again ) 
le ſpeak of her no more, nor of your Chileren : 
le not remember you of my own Lord, 

(Who is loſt too * ) take your patience to you, 
Anc Ple ſay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 

When moſt the truth : which I receive much better, 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prethee bring me 

To the dead bodies of my Queen and Son, 

One grave ſhall be for both. Upon them ſhall 

The cauſes of their death appear (unto 

Our ſhame perpetual ) once a day, Vie viſit 

The Chappel where they lie, and rears ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 

Will bear up with this exerciſc, ſo long 

I daily vow to uſeit. Come and lead me 

To theſe ſorrows. Ex 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Antigonus, Mariner, Babe and Sheph:rd, 
and Clown, 


Ant. Thovart perſe& then,our Ship hath toucht upon 
The Defſarts of Bohemia. 

Har. 1 (My Lord ) and fear 

We haveLanded in ill time : the skies look grimly, 

And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience 


The heavens with that we have in hand, are angry, 
And frown upon's. 
Ant. Their ſacred wills be done; pet cboard, 
Look to thy bark, Pie not be long betore 
| call upon thee. 
Mar. Make your b:ſt haſt, and go not 
Too far 'th* Land : *tis like to be loud weather, 
Beiides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon'c. 
Antig. Go thou away, 
Ple follow inſtantly. 
Mar. 1am pladat heart 
To be {orid o'th buſineſs. Exit. 
Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard (but not believ'd) the ſpirits o'th! dead 
May walk again : if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to melaſt night : for ne're was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head is on one fide, fome another, 
| never ſaw a veſſcl of like forrow 
So hlPd, and fo becoming : inpure white Robes 
Like very SanRity the did approach 
My Cabbin whzrellay : thrice bow'd before me, 
And( gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 3 
Became two fſpcuts, the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her, Good Arti;onus, 
Since fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition ) 
Hath made thy perion for the thr 6wer-our 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bokemiq, 
There weep, and Icave it cry:r; 2nd for the babe 
Is counted loſt for ever, Perdita 
[ prethee call*t : For this ungentle buſineſs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ac*:e ſhalt ſee 
Toy Wife Paulin « more ? ard fo, with ſhrikes 
She melted into ayr. Afﬀrightcd much, 
I did in time. collc& my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no ſlumber : Dreams, are toys, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperſtitiouſly, 
I w.ll be ſquar'd by, this. 1 do believe 
Hermione h:th ſufic1'd death, and that 
eApollo would ( this being indeed the ifſue 
Oi King Pol:xenes) it ſhould here be laid 


TOI nt nr nts nt on I In ng 


(Either for life, or death ) upon the Exarth 


Of it's right Father. Bloſſom, {peed thee well, 
Thcrelie, and there thy charatter : there theſe, 
Which may it fortune plcaie, both breed t! ee (Pretty 
And ſtill reſt thine, The ſtorm begins poor wretch, 

That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 

Tolofs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 

But my heart bleeds : and moſt >ccurſt am 1 

To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewel. 

The day frowns more.and more : thou art like to have 
Alvullaby too rough: I never ſaw 


The heavens fo Cim, by day. A ſavage clamour ! 
Well may. 1 get a-board : This is the Chace, (herd. 
[ am gone for ever. Exit purſned by a Bear, Enter a Shep. 
Shep. I would there were no age betwcen ten and three 
and twenty, or that youth would ſleep out the reſt ; for 
there is nothing ( in the between }) but getting wenches| 
with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, fighting, 
hark you now: would any but theſe boyld brains of nine-| 
teen, and two and tweenty, hunt this weather. ? 
They have ſcarr'd away two of my bcſt Sticep, which 1 
fear the Wolf wiil ſooner find than the Mafter | 
ifany where] have them, *tis by the ſez-ſide, brovzing ot; 
lvy. Good luck (and*t be the will ) what bave we here ?i 
Mercy on's, a barn ! a very pretty baro; a boy, or a child; : 
Iwonder ? (a pretty one, a very pretty, one ) fire {ome 6 
ſcape: tho. ] am not bookiſh, yet I] can_rc.d Waltipg-| 
Gentlewotnan in the ſcape : this has been ſome ftair- 
work, ſome Trunk-work, ſome bchind.door work ; 
they were warmer that, got this, than the poor thing! 
is here, Vle rake it up for pity, yet Ile rue 
- tilt\/ 
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| till my ſon come : he hollow'd but cven now. Whoa-ho- | To ule my wings. Impute it not a crime 


hoa. To me, or my twift paſſage that I ſlide, 
O're ſixteen years, and leave the growth untii'd 
Enter Clown. Of that wide gap, ſince it is inmy power 
To orethrow Law, and in one (elf born hour 
| Clo, Hilloa, loa, To plant, and ore-whelm Cuſtom. Let me pals 


Shrp. What ? art ſo near ? If thov'lt ſee a thing to The ſame [ am, ere ancient't Order was, 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither : | Or what is now receiv'd. 1 witneſs to 
what ail'ſt thou, man ? The times that brought themin, to ſhall I do 
Clo. | have feen two ſuch ſights, by Sea and by Land: | To th ſreſheſt things now reigning, and make flale 
but | am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the sky, be- The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 
ewixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins | Now ſeems to it : your patience this allowing, 
point, | | turn my glals, and give my Scene ſuch growing 
Shep. Why boy, how is it? | As you had ſl:pt between : Leontes leaving 
Cle. I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it ra- | TeffeRts of his tond jealouſics, fo grieving 
| ges, how it takes up the ſhorez but that's not to thePoint z | That he ſhuts up himlelf, imagine me 
Oh the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, ſometimes to | ( Gentle SpeRators )) that I now may be 
ſee*em, and not to ſee *em : Now the Ship boaring the | In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 
Moon with her main Maſt, and anon ſwallowed with yeſt | I mention here a fon o'ch' Kings, which Florizel 
; and froth, as youl'd thruſt a Cork into a hogs-head. And | I now name to you, and with tpecd fo pace 
then for the Land.ſcrvice, To fee how the Bear tore out | To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
his ſhoulder-bone, how he cry*'d to me for help, and ſaid | Equal with wondring, What of her cniucs 
his name was Antigonxr. a Nobleman, But to make an | I lift nor propheſie : but It Times news 
end of the Ship, to ſee how the S:a flap-dragon'd it. | Be known win *tis broughr forth. 4 Shepherds dau hier 
But firſt, how the poor ſouls roar'd, and the Sea mork'd | And what t& her adheres, which follows after, ; 
| them. And how the poor Gentleman roared, and the |ls th*argument of Tire: of this allow, 
Bear mocked him, both roaring louder than the Sca, or it ever you have ſpent time worl-, cre now : | 
Weather. [f never yet that time himſe's Yarn lay, 
Shep. Name of mercy, whcn was this, boy ? He wiſhes earncſt.y, you never may. Exit. | 
Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince I ſaw theſe : 
fights, the men are not yet cold under water, nor the Bear 
half-dined on the Gentleman, he's at it now. 
Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old | 
| man. | 
Clo. I would you had been by the ſhip-ſide, to have help- 
ed her, there your charity would have lacked footing, 
Shep, Aeavy matters, heavy matters : but look thee- Enter Polixenes ard Camillo. 
h:re boy. Now bleſs thy ſelf ; thou meet't with things 
dying, 1 with things new born. Here is a ſight for thee 3 | Pol. Ipray thee( good Camills ) be no more importy. 
Look thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : look | nate , *tis aſicknels denying thee any thing : a &-ath to 
thee here, take vp, take up, ( Boy ) open't, fo let's ſee, | grant this. 
it was told me 1 ſhould be rich by the Fairies, This is| Cam. Iris fifrcen years (irce I ſaw my Country ; tho 1 | 
ſome Changeling z open'r, what is within boy ? have ( for the moſt part ) being aired abroad, I &cfiie to 
(lo, You're a mad old man; If the fins of your | lay my bones there. Behides, the pznitent King ( my Ma- 
youth are forgiven you, you are well to live. Gold, all | iter ) hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling forrows | might 
Gold. be ſome alliy ( or | oreween to think fo ) which is anv- 
Sbep. This is Fairy Gold, boy, and *cwill prove fo : up | ther ſpur to my departure. 
with'r, keep it cloſe : home, home, the next way. Weare| Pol, As thou lov'ft me ( Camills) wipenot out the refi 
lucky ( boy ) and to be lo till requires nothing but fe- | of thy ſervices, by leaving me now z the need | have 0: 
crely. Let my ſheep go : Come ( good boy ) the next | thee, thine own goodneſs hath made : better not to have 
way home. had thee,than thus ro want thee,thou having made me Buſi- 
Clo. Go you thenext way with your Findings, Ile go | nefs, (which none, (without thee) can ſufficiently manage ; 
ſeeil the Bear be gone from the Gentleman , and how | muſt either ſtay ro execute them thy {elf, or take away 
much he hath eaten: they arenever curit, but when they ! with thee the very ſervices thou haſt done ; which it 1 
are hungry : if there be any of himleft, Ile bury it. have not enough conſidered ( as too much 1 cannot ) to 


_— —— 


Scena Secunda 
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Shep. That's a good deed, if thou maiſt Ciſcern by | he more thankful to thee, ſhall be my Rudy, and my pro- 
that which is left of himy what he is, fetch me to th' fight | gr therein, the heaping friendſhips. Of that fatal Coun- 
of him. =D trey Sicilia, prethee {peak no more, whoſe very naming, 

| Clo. Marry will I, and you ſhall help to put him ih? | puniſhes me with the remembrance of that penitent ( «5 

| ground, thou calſt him) and reconciled King my brother, whoſc 

| Shep. *Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good deeds | [ofs of his moſt precious Queen and Children,-a:e even| 
on't. Exeunt. | now to be a-freſh lamented. Say to me, when ſaw'ſt 


thou the Prince Florizel my ſon? Kings are no lefs 
unhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, than they are 
in loſing them, when they hive approved theic ver- 


tues. 
r Cem. Sir it is three days fince [| {aw the Prince ; wat } 
Adtus Luartus. Scena Prima. his happier affairs may i are to me unknown : but | have } 
( wiſſingly ) noted, he is of late much retired from Cent: t,, 
Enter Time, the Chorus, and is lels frequent to his Princ: ly exerciles than formerly þ 
| he hath 2poeared , 
Time. Ithat pleaſe ſome, try all, both joy and terror Pol. 1 have conſidered ſo much. ( Camille) and with 
Of good, and bad, that makes and unfolds error. ſome care lo far, that | have eyes undcr my fervice, 
| Now take upon me (in thr name of Time) which look upon his removedaets 3 from whom I have 
; 


Y 3 this. 
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j this intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the houſe of a 
moſt homely Shepherd ;/ a man (they ſay) that from very 
notking, and beyond the I of his neighbours, is 
| grown into an unſpeakable . | 
y Cam. | have heard (Sir) of fuch a man, who: hath a 
i Daughter of moſt rare note z the report of her is extended 
y more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a cortage. 
"| Pol. That's hkewiſe part of my intelligence ; but (l 
| fear ) the Angle that plucks our Son thither, "Thou 
{balt accompany us to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the Shep- 
herd z from whole ſimplicity, I think it not uneaſie to pet 
| the cauſe of my Sons reſort thither, Prethee-be my pre- 
ſent partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide the thoughts of 
Sicilia, 
Cam: I willingly obey your command. 
Pl. My beſt Camille, we muſt diſguiſe our ſelves. Exit: 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


When Daffadils begin to peer , 

With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the ſweet o'th year. 

For the red blood raigns in the Winters pale. 


The white ſbeet bleaching on the beds, 
With hey the ſweet Birds, O how they ſing : 
| Doth ſet my pugging tonth an eag, 

For 4 quart of Ale ts a diſh for a King. 


The Lark that tirra Lycrachaunts, | 
Wh beigh, with heigh the Thruſh and the Lay: | 
eAre Summers ſongs for me and my Aunts, 
While we lie tumbling in the hay. 


| [ have ſery*d Prince Flirizel, and in my time wore three 
pile, but now I am out of ſcrvice. 


But ſball I go monrn for that (my dear) 
the pale Moon ſhines by night : 
And when I wand:r here and there, 

1 then do moſt go right. 
If Tirkers may have leave to live, 
| and bear the Show kin Bowget, 
Tyen my account 1 well may give, 
and inthe Sticks avouch it, 


My Treffick is ſheets 4 when the Kite builds, look tolef- 
ſcr Linnen. My Father nam'd me Awtolicus, who being 
(as 1 am) litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a ſnapper - 
up of unconſidered trifles : Wich Die and Drab, 1 pur: 
{chas'd Capariſon, and my Revenue is the ſilly Cheat, 
Gallows, and Knock , are too powerful on the High- 
way, Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me; For the 
life to come, | ſleep our the thought of it. A prize, a 


prize. 


Enter Clown. 


Cl. Let me ſee, every Leaven-weather todds, every told 
yields pound and odd ſhillings: fifteen hundred ſhorn, 
what comes the Wool to? 

Aut. 1f theſprindg holed, the Cock's mine. 

Clo. 1 cannot do 1t withour Compters. Let me fce, 
what am 1 to buy for our Sheep-ſhearing-Feaſt? Three 

d of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice : What 
| will this Siſter of mine do with Rice ? but my Father hath 


made her Miſtrifs of the Feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She| 


hath made mc four and twenty Noſe-pays for the Shearcrs 
Tthree-man ſong-men, all, and very good es) but they 
are moſt of them Means and Baltes 3 but one Puritan «- 
mong them, and he ſings Pſalms to horn-Pipes. I muſt 
have Saffron to colour the Ward:n Pies, Mace: Dates, 


nope; that's our of my note: Nutmegs, ſeven; a Race 
or two of Ginger, but that | may beg: Four pound ot | 
Prewyns, and as many of Reaſons o*th* Sun. | 

Aut. Oh, that ever 1 was born. 

Clo. Pet? name of me. | 

Aut. Oh help me, help me: pluck but off theſe rags: and | 
then, Death, Death. | | 

Cle. Alack poor Soul, thou haſt need of more rags to 
lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. 

Ant. Oh fir, the loathſomnefs of them offends me, more 
than the ftripes I have received, which arc mighty ones 
and millions. 

Cl, Alas poor man, a million of beating may come to a | 
great matter. | 

Ayt, 1am rob'd fir, and beaten : my money and appar- 
rel tane from me, and theſe dereſtable things put upon 
me. 

Clo. What, by a Horſe-man, or a Foot-man ? 

Aut. A Foot-man (leet fir) a Foot-man, | 

Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a Foorman, by the Garment | 
he has left with thee; if this be a Horlmans Coat, it hath 
ſeen very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, Ile help thee, 
Come lend me thy hard. 

Aut. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh. 

Cl. Alas poor Scul. 

Aut. Oh good fir, ſoftly, good fir: 1 far (fir) wy 
Shoulder: blaye 1s our. | 

Clo. How now ? canſt ſtand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear fir ; good fir, fofily 5 you ha done 
me a charitable office. 

"tray Doſt lack any money : I have & little money' for 
tnee. 

Aut. No, good ſweet fir ; no, I beleech you fir ; 1 have 
a Kinſman not paſt three-quarters of a Mile hence, unto 
whom I was going ; I ſhall chere have money, or any thing 
I want: Offer me no money 1 pray you, that Kills my 
heart. | 

Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that rob'd 

ou ? 

Aut. A Fellow (Sir) that I have known to go obout 
with Trol-my-dames: | knew him once a Servant 
of the Prince: I cannot tell good fir, for which of hi: 
Vertues it was, but he was certainly Whip: out of the 
Courr. 

Clo. His vices you would {ay ; there's no Vertue whips | 
out of the Court; they cheriſh ir co make it ſtay there | 
and yet it will no more bur abide. 

Aut. Vices I would ſay (Sir) 1 know this man well, he 
hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſs-ſerver, (a 
Bailiff ) then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinkers wife, within a mile where my Land 
and Living lies; and (havirg flowa over many knaviſh 
profeſſions) he {etled only in Rogue; ſome call him 4x 
tolicus. | 

Clo, Out upon him; Pcig, for my life Prig ; he haunt: 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-bÞaitings. 


— 
—— 
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Aut. Very true (ir ; he fir he; that's the Rogue that 
put me into this apparel. | 
Cle. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bobemia ; _ 
you had but look'd big , and pic at him, held have 
run. | 
eAut. I mult confeſs to you (fir) I am no fighter; 1 am! 
falſe of heart that way, and that he knew I warrant him. 
Clo. How do you do now ? | | 
Aut. Sweet fir, much better thanl was ; Ican ſtand, and 
walk; 1 will even take my leave of you, aud pace fottly 
towards my Kinſmans. 
Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way ? 
Aut. No, good fac'd fir, no [wer ir, 


Clo 
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"Cle. Then farewcl, I muſt go to buy Spices for our 
Exit. 


Sheep-ſhearing. | 
eAut. Proiper you ſweet fir, Your Purſe is not hot e- 
nough to purchaſe your Spice. le be with you at your 


Sheep-ſhearing too: If 1 make not this cheat bring out 


| another,and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrold,and 


my name put in the book of Vertue. 


Fog-on, Jog-on, the foot-path way, 
eAnd merrily bent the Stile-a. 

A Merry hear: goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in a Mile-4. 


Song» 


Exmu. 


Scana Quarta. 


Exter Florizel, Perdita, Shepherd, Clown, Polixcnes, 
Camillo, Mopſa, Dorcas, S:rvants, Autolicus. 


Flo. Theſe your unuſual weeds, to each part of you 
Do's give a life : no Shepherdeſs but Flora 

Peering in eApril front, This your Sheep-ſhearing, 
Is as a merry meeting of the petty gods, 

And you the Queen on'r. 

Per. Sir: my gracious Lord, 

To chide at your extireams, it not becomes me : 

(Oh pardon, that I name them: ) your high («If 

The gracious mark o*th* Land, you have oblcur'd 
With a Swains wearing: and me (poor lowly Maid) 
Moſt goddels-like prank'd up: But that our Feaſts 

In every Meſs, bave folly ; 2nd the Feeders 

Digeſt jt with a Cuſtom, I ſhould b'uſh 

To fce youſo attir'd : ſworn | think, 

To ſhew my {lf a glats: 

Flo. I bleſs the time 

When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croſs 

Thy Fathers ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you caule : 


| To me the differ-nce forges dread (your Greatneſs 


Hath not beenus'd to fear :) even now | tremble 
To think your Father, by ſome accident 
Should pals this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 
How would he look tofee his work, fo noble, 
Vildly bound up? What would he ſay? Or how 
Should 1 (in theſe my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The ſternnels of his prefc.nce ? 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing bur jollity : the gods themſelves 
(Humbling their Deities ro love) have taken 
The ſhapes of Beaſts upon them. 7apiter 
Became a Bull, and b<llow'd: the green Neptune 
A Raw, and bleated : and the Fire-roab'd-God 
Golden Apolls, a poor humble Swain, 
As | ſeem now. Their transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty, rarer, 
Nor in a way {o chiſt : ſince my deſires 
Run not before mine Honour : nor my Luſts 
Bura hotter than my Faith. 

Per. O but dear fir, 
Your reſolution cannot hold, when *tis 
Oppogd (as it muſt be) by th' power of the King. | 
One of thele ewo moſt be neceſſities, 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this purpoſe, 
Qrl my life, 

Flo. Thou deareſt Perdits , 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o*th* Feaſt: Or Ile be thine (my Fair) 
Or ot my Father:. For Icavnot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, it 
I be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant, 
Tho Deſtiny ſay no. Be merry (Gentle) 


_— 
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Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thin oy 
That you behold the while. Your Gueſts PZ coming : 
Lifr up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come, 
Per. © Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious, 
Flo. See, your Gueſts approach, 
Addrels yourſelf to entertain them ſprightly 
And let's be red with wirth. 
Shep, Fie (Daughter) when my old Wiſe liv'd: upon 
This day, ſhe was both Pandler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant: Welcom'd all , ferv'd all, 
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn ; now here 
At upper end oth? Table ; now i'ch middle : 
On his ſhoulder, and bis ; her face o'fire 
With labour, and the things ſhe took to quenchit ; 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 
As if you werea feafted one; and not 
The Hoſteſs of thee meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unknow friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known, 
Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſene you ſelf 
That which you are, Miſtris ”*ch* Feaft. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-ſhcaring, 
As your good Flock ſhall proſper. 
Per. Sir, welcome : 
Iris my Fathers will, 1 ſhould take on me 
The Hoſtelsſhip o'th* day, you're welcome fir, 
Give me thoſe Flowers there ( Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs, 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keep 
Seeming, and favour all the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 
_ Pol. Shepherdefs, 


Enter all. 


| CAfair one are you; well you fit our ages 


With Flowers of Winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summers death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o'th* Seaſon 
Are our Carnations, and ftreak'r Gilly-vors, 
(Which ſome call Natures Baſtares) of that kind 
Qur ruſtick Garden : 5arren, and Icarc not 
To get ſlips of thee. 

Pol. Wherefore ({;1enile Maiden) 

Do you negleG& tnem ? 

Per. For | have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſs ſhares 
With great creating- Nature. 

Pol. Say there be: 
Yer Nature is made better by no mean , 
Bur Nature makes that mean ; fo over that Art 
(Which you ſlay adds to Nature) is an Art 
That Nature makes ; you fee ({weet Maid) we Marry 
A gentler Sien, to the wildeſt Stock, 
And make conceive a bark of baſer kind 
By bud of Nobler race, This is an Art 
Which do's mend Nature: change it rather, but 
The Art it felf, is Nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pet, Then make your Garden rich in Gilly'vors, 
And donot call them Baſtards. 

Per. Vle not put 3 
The Dible in earth, to ſet one ſlip of them: 
No more than were [ paint<d, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould fay*twere well; and only therefore 
Delire to breed by me. Here's flowers for you : 
Hot Lavendet, Mints, Savory, Marjoruw, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with* Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping: Thelc are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and I think they are giycn 
To menof middle age. Y'are welcome. 

Car. I ſhould leave grazing, were of your Flock, 


And only live by gazing, 


— _— 
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Per, Out alas; 
You'ld be fo lean , that blaſts of Fanwary (Friends 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my fair'ſt 
[ would I had ſome Flowers o'th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet 
| Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpina, 

For the Flowers now, that (frighted y thou let'ſt fall 
From Diſſes Waggon: Deffadils, 

That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty: Violets (dim 
But ſweeter than the lids cf Fanos eyes , 
Oc Cytherea's breath) pale Prim-roſes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phebus in his ftrength ( a Malady 
Moftincident to Maids: bold Oxlips, and 
The Crown,imperial : Lillies of all kinds, 
(The Flowervic-Luce being one.) O, theſe [ lack, 
To make you Garlands of ) and my ſweet Friend, 
{ o ſtrew him o're, and o're.- , 
Flo, What? lixe a Coarſe? 
Per. No, like a bank, for love tolie and play on : 
Not like a Coarſe; orif: not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come take your flowers, 
Methinks I play as I have feen them do 
[f Whitſon-paſtorals: Sure this Robe of mine 
Do's change my diſpoſition. 
Flo. What you do, 
Still better what is done. When you ſpeak ({[weet ) 
le have ycudo it ever ; when you ling , 
['le have you buy, and ſell fo; to give Alms, 
Pray fo; and for the ord'ring your Aﬀeairs, 
To ſing them too, When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A Wave o'th Sea, that you _ ever do 
Nothing but rhat ; move til}, Rtill to ; 
And own no other Funion. Each your doing, 
(So fingular in each particular) | 
Crowns what you are doing, in the preſent deeds, 
That all your As, are Queens. 
Per. O Doricles , 
Your praiſes are too large ; but that your Youth 
And the true blood which peeps fairly through't, 
Do plainly give you ont an unſtain'd Shepherd 
With wildom, 1 might fear (my Doricles ) 
You woo'd me the falle way. 
Flo. I think you have 
As little skill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't, But come, our dance l pray, 
Y ur hand (mv Perdita: ) fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 
Pey, Vie (wear for 'em. 
; Fol, Thisis the pretticft Low-born Laſs, that ever 
| Ran on the green-ſord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeems 
Bur {m:cks of ſomething greater than her ſelf, 
Too Noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her ſomething 


[ That makes her blood look on't: Good ſooth the is 


| The Queen of Curds and Cream. 
Clo. Come cn; ſtrike vp. 
Dor. Mepſa mult be your Miſtrefs : marry Garlick to 
F her kiſſing with. : 
=MWep. Now in good time. 

Clos. Not a word, a word, we ſtand upon our manners, 
' Come ſtrike up. 


Here a Dance of Shepherds and 
Shepherdeſſer, 


Pol. Pray good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which dances with your Daughter ? 

Shep. "They call him Doricles, and boaſts himfelf 
To have a worthy Feeding ; but I haveit: 
Upon his own report, and | believe i: : | 
He looks like ſooth ; he ſays he loves my Daughter, 


| 


I think {s too ; for never gaz?d the Moon 
Upon the Water, as hel] itand and read 

As *twere my Daghters Eyes: and-to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe 

Who loves another bet. 

Pol. She danccs featly, 

Sbep. So ſhe do's any thing, tho [ report it 
That ſhould be filent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. Enter Servant. 

Ser. O Maſter: if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
door, you would nevcr dance again after a Tabor and | 
Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move you ; he ſings te- 
veral Tunes fafter than you'l tell money : ke utters them 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all mens Ears grew to his 
Tunes, 

Cl, He could never come betrer: he ſhall come in: 1] 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter | 
merrily ſet down: or a very plcatant thing indeed, ard | 
tung lamentably. | 

S.r, He hath Songs for man, or woman, of all ſizcs ; 
No Milliner can to tit his cuſtomers with Glovcs : he has 
th: prettieſt Lov -fongs tor Maids, ſo without bawdry 
(which is tirange) with ſuch d-licate burthens of Dil- 
do's and Fadings: Jump her and thump-her ; and where | 
ſome ſtretch-mouth'd Raſcal , would, (as it were) mean 
miſchief, and break a foul gap irto the Matter, he makes | 
the Maid to anlwer , }/'hoop, do me 0 harm goed man : 
pur's him off, flights him, with 1/koop, do me no harm goed 
man. 

Pol. This is a brave fcllow. 

Co. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an aCmir ible conceited 
fellow, has he any unbraided Wares ? 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours 'th' Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia can learn- 
edly handle, tho they come to him by ith* groſ;: Inkles, 
Caddiſſes, Cambricks, Lawnsz why he fings '*em over, as 
they were Gods or Goddeſſes; you would think a Smock 
were a ſhe-Angel, he ſo chants to the fl:eve-hand , -and 
the work at oat the +quare ont. 
| Clo. Prethee bring nim in, and let him approach ſing 
ing. 

Per, Forewarn him that he uſe no ſcurrillous words in's 
Tunes, 

Clo. You have of theſe Pcdlers, that have more in them, 
than you'ld think (Siſter 

Per. | good brother, or go about to think. 


Entcr Avutolicus ſinging, 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 

Cypreſs black., a; ere was Crow, | 
Gloves as ſweet as Damask R ofes, 
Marks for Faces, and for Noſes: 


Bugle-Bracelets, Neck lice » Amber, | 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : ; 
Golden Quoifs, and Stomacbers | | 


For my Lads eo give their Dears : | 
Pins, and poaking ſticks of ſtecl. 
What Maids lack from bead to heet: 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elſe your Laſſes cry: Come buy. 


(lo. If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou. ſhould 
take no money of me, but being enthralld as I am, it will 
alſo be the bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves, 

Mop. 1 was promis'd them againſt the Feaft, bur they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or there be 
liars. | 
Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *May be 
he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to give him 
again. 

Clo, Is there no manners leſt among Maids? will they | 

wear 
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were their plackets, where they ſhould bear their faces ? 
[s there not milking-time ? When you are going to bed ? 
Or kil!-hole? To whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but you muſt 
be titile-tatling before all our Gueſts ? Tis well they are 
whilpring: clamour your tongues, and not a word more- 
Mop. 1 fraye done; Come you promiz'd me a tawdry- 
lace, and a pait.of ſweet Gloves. 

Clo, Have | not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way and loſt all my money ? 

Ant. And indeed Sir, there are Coz:ners abr oad, there- 
fore it behooves men to bz wary. | 

Clo. Fear not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. | 
Aut. 1 hope fo fir, for I have about me many parcels 
of charge. 

Clo. What haſt here? Ballads? | 
Mop. Pray now buy ſome, I love a Ballad in print, a 
life, for then we are (ure they are true. 

eAut, Here's one to a very dolcful-tune, how 2 Ulu- 
rers wife was brought to bed with twenty money-dags at 
a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to eat Addars heads, and 
Toads Carbonado'd. 

Mop. 1s it true, think you ? 

Aut, Very true, and but a month old, 

Dor. Beſs me from marying a U!urer. 

eAut. gere's the Midwives nam: to't : one MiſtriſsTale- 
Porter. and five or ſix honeſt Wives, that were preicnt, 
Why ſhould I carry lyes abroad ? 


Mop. *Pray you now buy It. 
Clo. Come on, Lay it by : and let”; firſt ſee moe Bal- 
lads : We*l buy the other th ngs anon. 
Aut. Here's another Ballad of a fiſh, that app*aic-, 
upon the coi{t, on Wednesday the fourſcore of April, tort” | 
thouſand fadom above water , and ſung this Ballad «gaiplt | 
the hard hearts of Maids : it was thought ſhe was a '\'0- 
man, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for ſhe would not 
exchange fl.ſh with one that lov'd her : The Ballad is ve- 
ry pititul, and as true. 

Dor. 1s it true too, think you. 

Aut. Five Juſtices hands at it : and witneſſes more 
than wy pack will hold. 

Cle. Lay it by too ; another, 


eAnt. This is a merry Ballad, but a very pretty one. 


Soog. 
Will you buy any Tide L ace for your Cape 
My dainty Duck, my Deer-a ? 
ee ay Sill, any Thred, any Tiyes for your bead 
Of the new'ſt, and fin'ſt. fin'ſt wear-a. 
Come to the Pedler, Money's a medler, 
That doth utter all mens ware-a. 


Sir. Maſter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds , 
three Neat-herds , three Swine-herds that have mace 
themſelves all men of hair, thay call themſelves Saltiers, 
and they have a Dance, which the wenches fay is a gal- 
ly- maufry of Gambols, becauſe they are not in't : but 
they themſelves are o'th'mind { if it be not too rough 
for ſome , that know little but bowling ) it will pleaſe 
plentifully. 

Shep. Away: we'l none on't; here has been too 
much homely toolery alreaCy. I know (Sir®) we weary 

Ou. 

Pol. You weary thoſe that *refreſh us : Pray let's fee 
thefe four-threes of Herdſmen. : 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report ( Sir) 
hath Canc'd before th: King ; and not the worſt of the 
three, but juifps twelve foot and half by th*{quire. 

Shep. Leave your prating, ſince theſe good men ar: 
pl-as'd, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Ser. Why, they ſtay at door Sir. 


Here a Dance of twelyc Satires. 
£44. O Father, you't know more of that hereafter. 
ls 16 not too far gone ? *tis time to part them, 
Hc's ſimple, and rells much. How now « fair ſhepherd) 
Your heart is full of ſomething, that do's take 
Your mind from feafting. Soorh, when | was young, 
And handed love, as you do; I was wont 
To load my Shee with knacks : I would have ranſackt 
The Pedlers filken Treaſury, 8nd have pour'dit 
To her acceptance: you have let him go, 
And tiothing marted with him. If your Lifs 
[1 ter pretation ſhould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of love, or bounty, you were ftraited 
For a rexly atleaſt, if you make a care 


Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 
eAut. Why this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to the 


Weſtward but ſhe ſiogsit: *cis in requeſt, Ican tel | you. 
Mop. We can both liag it : if thov'lt bear a part, thou 
ſhalt hear, *cis in three parts. 
Der. We had the tune on'c a month a go. 
eAut. | can bear my part, you muſt know *tis my occu- 
pation : Have at it with you : | 
Song” 
Get yeu hence, for I muſt £ 0 
Aut. Where fits not you to kaow. 
Dor. other. 
Mop. O whither ? 
Dor. Whither ? 
Mop. I: becomes thy oath full well, 
T hou to me thy Sa cell. 
Dor, Me 200, let me go thither : 
Mop. Or thou goeſt toth* Grange, or Mill, 
Dor. If to either thou dſt ill, 
Aut. Neither, 
Dor. what neither ? 
Ant. Newt er, 
Dor. Thou haſt ſworn my Love tbe, 
Mop. T hou haſt ſworn it more 10 me. 
Then whither goeſt? Say whither ? 


Clo. W-<'l have this ſong out anon by our ſelves: My 
Father and the Gent, are in1ad talk, and we'l not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches 
iPe buy for you both : Pedler let's have the firſt choice ; 


follow me girls. Aur. An? you ſhall pay well for *cm. 


i 


Ol happy holgdi:s her. 
Flo. Od Sir, I know 


tune of two Maids wooing a man : there's ſcarce a Mz1% | She pr 2: not ſuch triffles as theſe are : 


The giits ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my kearr, which I have given zlready, 
But not deliever'd, O hear me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who (it ſhould ſeem ) 
[H:th ſometime lov'd. [take thy hand, this band 
As foft as Doves Down, and 2s white as it, 
Or Ethieptans tooth, or the fan'd inow, 
That's bolted by th*Nothern blaft, twice o're. 

Fol. wh:t follows this ? 
Row pretti:y th'young Swain ſeems to waſh 
The hand, was fair before ? | have put yo8 out, 
But to your proteſtation ; Let me hear 
What you profcls. 

Flz. Do, and be witneſs to'r. 

Pol, And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men : the earth, and heavens, and all z* 
That were | crown'd the moſt Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy : were | the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledg 
More than was ever ons, | wovld not priz: them 
VVirhout her Love, for her imploy them all, 
\ Commend them, and condemn them to her tervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer'd, 

Cam, This ſhews a found affeion, 

She. But my daughter, 
Say you the Ike to him, 

Per. I cannot ſpeak 
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So weil, ( nothing {o well) no, nor mean better, 
By the pattern 0! mine own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain; 

And {iiends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs toc : 
{ give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Fortion equal his. 

/"e. O, that muſt be 

I th* vertue of your daughter ; one being dead, 
; (hall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for you wonder : but come-on : 
Contract us *iore theſe witnefſes. 

Shep. Come, your hand : 

And davghter, yours. 

Pol. Saft Swain a-while : beſeech you, 
Have you a Father ? 

Flo. Thave : but what of him? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. He neither do's, nor ſhall, 

Pol. Me-thinks a Father, 

113 at the nuptial of his ſon, a Gueſt 

{ That b<ſt becomes the Table : pray you once more 

ts not your Father grown incapable 

Of rea{onable affairs ? is he not ſtupid 

With Age, and altring Rheumes ? Can he ſpeak ? hear ? 
Know man from man? Dilpute his own eftate ? 

Lies he not bed-rid ? And again, do's nothiaz 

But what he did, being childith ? 

Flo, No good Sir; 

He has his health, and ampler ftrengih indeed 
Than moſt have of his age. 

Pol. By my white Beard, 

You offer him ( if this be fo } a wrong 
Something unfilial : reaſon my ſon 

Should chooſe himſclfa wife, but as good reaſon 
The Father, ( all whoſe joy is nothing elſe 
But fair poſterity ) ſhould hold ſome coun(1 
{n tuch a buſinels. 

Flo. | yield all this; 

But for ſome other reaſons ( my prave Sir) 
Which ris not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of his buſineſs. 

Pol. Let him know'r. 

Flo. He ſhall not. 

Pol. Prethce let him. 

Flo. No: he rut not. 

Sep. Let him (my fon) he ſhall not need to pricve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Fl:. Come, come, he muſt not ; 

j Mark our Contra. 
Pol Mark your divorce (young Sir ) 
Whom fon 1 dare not call : Thou art too baſc 
To be 2cknowledg'd. Thou a Scepters Heir, 
That thus affcRs a ſhecp-hook ? Thou old Traitor, 
{ an ſorry that by hanging thee, I can 
But thorten thy liſe one week. And thou freſh Piece 
Ol excellent Witchcraft who of force muſt know 
{ The royal! Fool thou coap'it with- 
ſ Chep. Oh my heart. 

Pol. Vle have thy beauty fcratcht with briers, and made 
More hom.ly than thy ſtate. For thee (found boy ) 
If may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 

Tic no more ſhalt never {ce this knack ) as never 
I thou ſhalt ) we'l bar thee from ſucceſſion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Far than Deucalion off: ( mark thou my words ) 
Fellow us to th: Court. Thou Churl, for this time 
(Though full of our di{pleaſure ) yet we free thee 
From the dezd blow of it : And your enchantment, 
Worthy enough a Herdiman : yea him too, 

That mkes himlelf (but for our Honour therein ) 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou 

Theſe rural Latches to his entrance open, 

Or hope his body more, with thy imbraces, 


_— —_— 


I will &cv:{c a death, as cruel for thce 
As thou art tender to't. 
Perd. Even here undone : 
I was not much afear'd : for once, or ty. cc 
I was about to ſpeak, and tcll him plainly, 
The felf-iame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, bur 
Looks on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir / be gone ? 
I told you what would come of this : Beteech you 
Of your own ftate take care : This cream of mine 
| Being now awake, Pile Queen it no inch farther, 
But milk my Ewes, and weep. 
Cam. Why how now Father, 
Speak ere thou dyeſt, 
Shep. I canot ſpeak, nor thiok, 
Nor dare to know, that which I know: O Sir , 
| You have undone a man of fourſcore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
| To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
Tolie clofe by his honeſt bones ; but now 
Some Hangman muſt put on my ſhroud, and lay m* 
Where no Prieſt ſhovels-in duſt, Oh curled wretch; 


Exit, 


To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone ; 
If I might die within this hour, 1 have liv4d 
To die when 1 deſire, 
Flo. Winy look you ſo upon me? 

I am but (orry , not afear*'d; dela's, 
Bur nothing altcr*'d; What | was, Iam ; 
More ſtraining on, for plucking back ; not following 
My leaſh unwillingly 

Cam, Gracious wy Lord, 
You know your F:thers temper : at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech , (which Ido gheſs 
You do not purpoſe to him; ) and as hardly 
Will he endure your ſight, as yet I ſear ; 
Then till the fury of his Highnels ſettle, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpole it ; 
I think (amillo. 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per, How often have I told you *twould be thus ? 
How often ſaid, mydigaity would laſt 
But till *ewere known ? 

Plo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature cruſh the fides o'th* earth together, 
And mar the ſeeds within. Lift up thy look: 
From my ſucceſſion wipe mef Father ) 1 
Am heir to my atic&ion. 

- Cam. Be aCvis'd. 

Flo. | am ; and by my Fancy, if my Reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient ; 1have Reaſon; 
If not my lenfes better ( pleas*d with madneſs ) 
Do bid it welcome, 

Cam. This is deſperate ( fir. ) 

Flo. So call it 3 but it do's fulfil my vow 3 
Inceds mult think it honeſty ; Camilo, 
Not for Bobemis, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned 5 for all thar the Sun fees, or 
The cloſe earth wombs ; or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fadomes;, will I break my Oath 
To this my fair belov'dz Therefore I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Fathers friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, as ( in faith 1 mean not 
To fee him any more ) caft your good counſels 
Upon his paſhon ; Let my felf, and Fortune 
Tug for the time to cowe. This you may knerr, 
And fo deliver , I am put toſca 
With her, whom-here I cannot ho'd on ſhore , i 
And moſt opportune to her nced, I nave 
A Veſkl rides faſt by, but not prepat*d 
For this Ceſign. Vhat courſe I mean to hold 
Shall aothing benefit your knowledge, nor 


Exit. 
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Concern me the reporting. 
Cam, O my Lord, | 
I would your ſpirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger ſor your need. 
Flo. Heark Perdita, 
Ple hear you by and by. 
Cam, He's irremovable, 
Reſolv'd for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going, | could frame to ferye my turn. 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Maſter whom 
I ſo much thirſt to ſee. 
Flo. Now good Camullo, 
[ am ſo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
| leave out Ceremony. 
Cam. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor ſervices, i'th? loye 
That I have born your Father ? 
Flo, Very nobly 
Have you deſerv'd : It is my Fathers Muſick 
To ſpeak your deeds : not little of his care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 
Cam, Well (my Lord ) 
[f you may pleaſe to think I love the King, : 
And through him, what's nearcſt co him, which is 
Your gracious ſelt z, embrace but my direAion, 


{If your more ponderous and ſetled projet 


May ſuffer alteration : On mine honour, 
l'le point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As (hall become your highnels, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs z trom the whom , I ſee 
There's nodisjuaRion to be made, but by 
(As heavens forfend ) your ruin : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your difcontenting Father, ſive to qualify 
And bring him up toliking. 

Flo, How Camillo 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done ? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truſt to thee? 

(4. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'l go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 
But as th*unthought- on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, fo we profets 
Qur {elves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flies 
('f every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then liſt to me : 
This follows, if you will not change your purpole 
But undergo this flight, make for S'cilse, 
And there preſent your felf, and your fair Princefs, 
C For fo I lee ſhe mult be ) tore Leontes 1 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 


| 


Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth: avks thee the Son forgiveneſs, 
As*rwere i'th* Fa:hers perſon : kiſſes the hands 
Of your freſh Princeſs ; ore and ore divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindents, and his kindneſs : th'one 
He chids to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than Thought, or Time. 

Flo. Worthy Camilo, 

What colour for my viſitation, ſhall I 

Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent, by the King yourFather 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as from your Father) ſhall deliver, 


The which ſhall point you forth at every litting 
What you muſt ſay, that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your Fathers Boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very heart. 


| That you may know you ſhall not want 3 one word. 


[Trinkers had been hallowed, and brought a benediRtion to 


Flo. 1 am bound to you : 
There is ſome ſap in this. 

Cam. A Courfemore promiſing , 
TT han a wild dedication of your ſelves | 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd Shores ; moſt certain, 
To miſeries enough : no hope to help you, 
But as you ſhake off one, to take another : 
Nothing ſo certain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their beſt office, if they can but tay you, 
Where you'l be loath to be : beſides you know, 
Proſperity's the very bond of love, 
Whole freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Affliction alters, 

Per. One of theſe is true : 
I think AfiQion may ſubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 

Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? | 
There ſhall not a you ar Fathers houſe, theſe ſeyen years 
Be born another ſach. 

Flo. My good Camille, 
She's as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i*ch” rear *our birth. 

Can. I cannot ſay, *tis pity 
She lacks inftruQions, for ſhe ſeems a Miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 

Par. Your pardon Sir, for this. 
Ple bluſh you thanks. 

Fle. My pretticſt Perdita. 
But O, the Thoras we ſtand upon , (Camills) 
Preſcrver of my Father,now of me, 
The Medicine of our Houſe : kow ſhall we do ? 
We are not furniſh'd lixe Bobemia's Son, 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily. 

Cam, My Lord, 
Fear none of this: I think you know my fortunes 
Do &ll lie there : Ir ſhall be ſo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For inſtance, Sir, 


Enter Autolichvs, 


eAnt, Ha, ha, what a fool Honeſty 1s? and Truſt (his 
[worn brother ) a very ſimple Gentleman: I have fold all 
my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a ribbon , 
glaſs, pomander, browch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, ſhooe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
trom faftning : they throng who ſhould buy firſt, as if my 


the buyer : by which means, | ſaw whoſe purſe was beſt in | 
picture: and what | ſaw, to my good uſe, 1 remember | 
My Clown (who wants but ſomething to be a reaſonable 
man ) grew ſoin love with the Wenches ſong, that he 
would not ſtir his pettytoes till he had both tune and} 
words, which fo drew the reſt of the herd to me, that þ 
all their other ſences fuckin ears; you might have pinch'd 
a Placket, it was ſencele(s, *rwas nothing to geld a Cod- | 
picce of a purſe z | would have fii'd Keys.off that hung 


Things known betwixt vs three, Ple write you down, 


iN chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my (irs ſong, and ac-f 
miring the nothing of it. mage in this time of Lethar- 
gy, I pick't and cur mcſt of their Feſtival purſes: and 
had not the old man come in with a Whoo-bub againſt} 
his Daughter, and the Kings Son, and ſcar*d my _ 
from the chaff, .I had notleft a purſe alive in the whole 
Acmy. 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there {| 
So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And thoſe that you'l procure from King Leontes ? 

Cam. Shall ſatisfy your Father- | 

Perd. Happy be you : 
All that you ſpeak, ſhews fair. 


Cam. Who have we here ? 
Wel 
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We'l make an inſtrument of this : omit 
thing may give us ayd. C16 536 A av 
' Aut. 1f they have over-heard me now: why hanging: 
; Cam, How rjow(Good Fellow,) E-!.; 
Why ſhak'ft thou ſo 2 fear not (man) 
Here's no harm intended to thee. 
Aut. T am a poor fellow, Sir. . Vn} 12 
Cam, Why, be ſo ſtill * here's no body will ſteal that. 
from thee : yet for the our-ſide- of! thy! poyesey, we mult | 
make an exchange : therefore dif-caſe thee inſtanily: { thou 
| aſt think-there's a nectflity!in't..) and: change garments 
with this Gentleman : tho the peny-worth ( on his ſice ) 
be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. Ys 
eAut. lam a poor' fellow, Sir, ('I know ye well c- 
nough. ) Te p 20 1 
Cam, Nay prethee diſpatch : the Gentleman is half fled 
| already. _ BE 41 Wy 
[| Aut, Are you inearneft, Sir? (1 ſmell the ttick on't. 
| ' Flo. Diſpatch, I prethce: . TF A 
Ant, IndcedT have had earneſt, but I cannot with con- 
F {cience take it. 
[| | Cam, Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miſtriſs ( let my prophecy 
Come home toye: ) you muftretire your ſelf 
| into {ome Covert; take your ſweet-hearts hat 
And pluck it ore your brows, muffle your face, 
Dilmantle you, and (a5 you can ) diſſiken 
[he truth of yout own ſceming, that you may 
(For I do fear eyes over ) to Ship-board 
Get wc coicty'd, 
Per. | ice the Play folies, 
That I muſt bear a part, 
Cam. No remedy : 
Have you done there ? 
Fle. Should I now meet my Father. 
| He would not call me Son. 
(am. Ney, you ſhall have no hat ; 
Come Lady. rome z 'farewel (my friend.) 
J Aw. Accu, Sir. 
| #/.. © Peraiti: what have we twain forgot ; 
"Pray you a word. 
Cam, WhatIdo next, ſhall be to tell the King 
O! this efcape, and whither they are bound : 
\Vherein. my hope is, I ſballſoprevail, 
Tn ierce him after: in whoſe company 
{ | i-V review Szcilsa : for whoſe fight, 
{! ,ve a womans Longing 
Ho, Forrune ſpeed us : 
- pus we let on ( Camilo) to th? Sea-lide. 
C41. The iwiſter tpeed, the b<tter. Exit. 
-ut. | urderftand the buſineſs, ] hear it: to have an 
; pen er, 4 quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceffary for a 
ut-puriez a good note is requilite alſo, to ſmell out work 
; |2*:orher ſences, Liee thisis the time that the unjuſt man 
[ >th chrive. What an. exchange had this been, without 
| |-oot?. What a boot is here, with this exchange 3 ſure the 
Gods do this year connive at us, and we may do any thing 
| extewpore. The Prince himſelſis about a picce of iniquity 
| (ſtealing away from/his Father,with his Clog at his heels. ) 
if I thoughts were a piece of honeſty to acquaint the King 
withal, 1 would 'nor do't: I hold it the more knavery 
to conceal'it ; and therein am I conftant tro my Profch- 


| on. ©. 


ts. ae. es Rr er rr en COONS _ 


Enter Clown and Shepheard. 


Aſide, aſide, here's more matter for a hot brain : Every 
Lanesend, every Shop, Church, Scffion, Hanging yields a 
carefyÞ man work. CY 

| Clown. See, fee: what a man you are now ? thereis no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changling, and none 
of your fleſh and blood. 

| Shep. Nay, but hear me. 


{ which none muſt know but the King, and which he ſhal 


Shep. Go to then. | | 

Clow. She being none- of your ficſh and blood, yourfl:ſh 
and blood has not offended the King, and ſo your fleſh and 
blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe things voy 


found about her ( thoſe ſecret things, all but what ſhe has 


Shbep. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, and tis 
Sons pranks too : who, 1 may fay, is no honeſt man nei» 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go abour to nike mettle 
Kings brother in Law. _ 

Clow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt &F you 


the dearcr, by 1 know. how much an ounce. 
Ant. Very wiſely ( Puppies ) 
Sbep. Well : let us to the King: there is that in this 
Farthecl, will make him ſcratch his beard. | 
«Aut, 1 know not what impediment this complaint may 
be to the flight of my maſter. 


Aut. Tho 1 am not naturally hon:ft, I am fo ſometimes 
by chance : Let me pocket up my pedlers excrement, How ; 
now (Ruſtiques ) whither are you cm p ? 

Shep. To th? Pallace ( and it like your Worſhip ) 

Aut, Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the con- 
dition of that Farthel ? the place of your dwelling ? your | 


thing that is firing to be known, diicover ? 
Clo. We are but plain fe/lows, Sir. | 
eAut, A Lye ; you arc rough, and hairy : Let me 
have no lying 3 it becomes none but Tradelemen, and they! 


with ſtamped Coine, not ſtabbing ſteel, therefore they do 
not give us the lye. 

had not taken your felf with the manner. | 
Shep. Are you a courtier, and? like you Sir ? 


thou not the air of the Court, in theſe enſo!ding? hath rot 


Noſe Court-Odour from me? refle&t I not on thybaſcnels, ! 
Court-contempt ? Think*& thou, for that 1 infi-vate, or 
toaze from thee thy buſineſs , I am therefore no Courtier ? 
I am courtier Cap-4-pe ; and one that will cither puſh-on, 
or pluck-back, thy buſineſs there : whereupon | command 
thee to open thy affair. 

Shep. My buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What advocate haſt thou to him ? 


Shep. I know not, (and't like you.) 


you have none, 

Shep. None, fir: I|haveno Pheaſant cock, nor hen, 

Aut. How bleſſed are we, that are not ſimple men? 
Yet nature might have made me as thele are, 

Therefore I will not diſdain. 46# Þ 

Clo. This cannot be but agreat Courtier.” 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears. them not 
handſomly. 

Clo, He ſeems to be the morenoble in being fantafti- 
cal : a great man, Ile warrant z I know by the picking 
on's teeth, 

Ave, The Farthel there? What's *th' Farthel ? 
wherefore that Box ? | 

Shep. Sir, there lies ſuch ſecrets in this Farthel and "* 


know within this hour » if 1 may come to th* ſpeech of 
him. = 
Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour. 
| Shep. VVhy Sir? "TY | 
Ant. The King is not at the Pallace, he is gone aboard 
-a new Ship, to purge Malencholly, and air himfclf : for if 
thou bec'Rt capable of thiogs ſerious, thou muſt know the 


King isfull of grief. 


o Clow. Nay, but hear me. 


{ 
' Shep. So *tis faid (Sir, ) about hi: Sen that houla| 
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could have-been to him, and then your blood had bccn \- 


names? ycur ages? of what having ? breeding, and any 


often give us (Souldiers ) the lie, but we pay. them for it | 
Clo, Your Worlhip had like to have given us one, if you} | 


Aut. Whether itlike me, or no,1 am a Courtier, Seeft | 


my gate in it, the meafurc of the Court ? receives not thy | | 


Clo. Advocate's the Court-word for a Pheazant : ſay] 


havel. 


with her : ) This being done, let the Law go whiftl:: 1! 
warrant you. | b 


w -- # 


' 


Clo. *Pray heartily he be at Pallace, ; 
= 
| 
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| Hingman 3 which, tho it be great pity, yet it is neceſſary. 
|An old Sheep-whiltling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer 


| Bear, yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold : ſhew 


. | more, and leave this young man in Pawn till I bring it 


* 
”m— —_ « 


' | Daughter, nor my Siſter : we are gone elſe. Sir, 1 will 
' | give yon as much as this o!d man do's, when the buſineſs is 


do us goods 


| | courted now with a double occaſion: Cgold, and a means 
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ave married a Shepherds daughtcr- 

Am. If that Shepherd be not in hand-faft, lethim fly z 
the Curſcs he ſhall have, the Tortures he ſhall feel, will 
break the back of Man, the heart of Monſter. 

Cle. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make hea- 
vy, and vengeance bitterz but thoſe that are Jermain to 
him (tho remov'd tiſty times) ſhall all come under the 


to have his Daughter come into grace ? Some ſay he ſhall 
be fton'd ; but that Death is too ſoft for him ( ſay 1:) 
D:aw our 'Thron: into a Sheep-Coat? all Deaths are too 
few, the ſharpeſt too calle; 
Clo. His the old man ere a Son, Sir (do you hear) and't 
like you, Sir. 
Ant. - He ha's a Son , who ſhall be flay'd alive , then 
'nointed over with honey, ſet on the Head of a Walps 
Neſt, thea ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; 
then recover'd. again with Aqua-vite, or ſome other hot 
[nfuſinzthen, raw as he is (and in the hotteſt day Progno- 
Rication proclaims) ſhall he be ſet againſt a Brick-wall 
(the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon him z where 
he is to behold him, with Flies blown to Death.) But 
what talk we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, whoſe miſeries 
are to be ſmii'd at, their offences being fo capitr]1? Tell me 
(for you {em to be honeſt plain men) what you have to 
the Kinp: bing ſomething gently conſider'd, Ple bring 
you where he is aboord, tender your perſons to his pre- 
ſence, whiſper him in your behalfz” and if it be in man, 
be(iles the King, to «ff-& your Suits, here is a man ſhall 
do ir. 

Clo. He ſeems to be of great Authority : cloſe with 
him, give him Gold ;z and though authority be a ſtubborn 


the inſide of your Purſe to the oytlide of his hand , 
and no more ado, Remember ſton'd and flay'd a- 
live. | 

Shep. And't pleaſe you (Sir) to undertake the. buſi- 
neſs for us, here is that Gold | have: Ple make it as much 


ou. 

Aut. Aſter I have done what I promiſed ? 

Sh-p. 1 Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moity ; arc you a parting in 
this buſinels, 

Clo. In ſome ſort, Sir : but tho my caſc be a pitiſul one, 
| hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of ir. 

Aut. Oh that*s the c:{e of the Shepherds Son ; hang him. 
he'l be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: We muſt to the King, 
and {Few our {trange ſights: he muſt know *cis nene of your 


performed; and reniain (as he ſays) your Pawn till it be 
brought you. 

Aut. | will truſt you, walk before toward the Sea-ſide, 
20 on rhe right hand, | will bur look upon the Hedg, and 
follow you, 

Clo, We are ble!s'd, 
bleſs?d. | 

Shep. Let's beſore, as he bids us : he was provided t6 


in this man: as I may ſay, even 


Exrunt. 
Aut. If 1 had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would 
not ſuffer me: ſhe drops Booties in my mouth, I am 


to do the Prince my Maſtcr good : which, who knows 
how that may turn back to my advancement?) TI will 
brivg theſe two Moals, theſe blind ones, aboard bim, if 
he think it fit to ſhoar them again, and that the Com- 
plaint they have to the Kirg concerns him nothing, let 
him call me Rogue, for being fo far officious, for | am 
| proof againſt that Title, and what ſhame elle belongs 
bl 


| Would have him wed again, 


| tot: To him will I preſent them , there may be matter 
in it, 


Exehnt. 


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Servatit*, 
: Florizel, Perding. 


Cleo. Sir, you have done enobgh, and have perform'd 
A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd , indeed pay'd down 
More penitence, than done treſpaſs: at the laft 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil, 
With them, forgive your ſelf” 

Leo. Whilſt I remember *- 
Her and her vertues, [ cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them, ' and fo till think of 
The wrong | did my felf: which was fo much, 
That Heit»leſs it bath made my Kingdom, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweer'ſt companion that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

Paul. Too true (my Lord: 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, took ſomething good, 
To make a perfic&t Womat!z ſhe you kill'd, 
Would be urparalleli'd. 

Leo. I think ſo. 'Kill'd ? 
Shel kill'd ? I did fo, but thou firik'ft me 
Sorely, to ſay I Cid, it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good- tow, 
Say fo but ſeldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady: 
You might have ſpoken a thouſand things, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſs bettet. 

Paxl. You are none of thoſe, 


Die. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt Soveraign Name : Conſider little, 
What dangers, by. his Highneſs fail of IfTue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 
Inc:rtain lookers on. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoyce the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than ſor Royalties repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for ſuture good, 
To bleſs the Bed of Majeſty again 
With a ſweet fellow to't? 

Paul. There'is none worthy, 
(ReipeQing her that's gone 2) beſifes the Gods 
Wi'l have ivlflPd their feerer purpoſes : 
For has not the Divine polo (aid , 
| *c not therenor of his Oracle, 
Trnat King Leontes ſhall not have an Heir , 
Till his loſt Child be found ? Which, that it ſhall, 
Is ail as monſtrous to our humane reaſon, 
As my Antigonas to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who onmy life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. *Tis your Councel , 1] 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavens be contrary , 
Oppole againſt their wills. Care not for iſſue, 
The Crown will find an Heir, Great Alexander 
Left his to th* Worthieſt : ſo his Succeffor 
Was like to be the b«ſt. 

Leo. Good Panlina, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione 
I know in honour : 'O, that ever! 
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Had fquat'd we to thy Councel: then, even naw 
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| might have [00k'd upvn my Queens full eyes, 
Have taken Treafure from her lips. 
Paxl. And leit them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 
| Leo. Thou fpeak'R truth : 
No more fuch-wives, therefore no wiſe; one worle, 
] And better uz*'d, would make her Sainted Spirit, 
Apain peſſcls her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul-vext, 
And begin, why to me. 
Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt cauſe. *, 
Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her | marricd. 
Paxl. I ſhould fo :. | MD 
Were | the Ghoſt that. walk*d, I'ld þid you mark 
Her eye, and tell-me for what dull pax in't 
You choſe her ; then 1I'ld fhrick, that,cvcn, your Ears 
Shovld rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember mine, 
1 Leo. Stars, Stars, > 0 0 TP OINLIOTY 
And all eyes clſc, dead coals ; fear thou no Wife; 
1';ze have no Wife, Poulin. 
Paul. Will you ſwear . _ 
Never to marry, but by my free leave?.. 
Leo. Never (Paxlins) fo be blels'd my Spirit. 


Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Pax). Unlefs another, 
| As like Hermione, as is her pitture, 
Affront his eye. 

Cleo. Good Madam, I have done. 


—— ——__ 
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No remedy but you will ; Give me the © 
To chuſc you. a Queen 3. ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 
'As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch 
As (wa'k'd your firſt Queens Ghoſt) it ſhould take joy 
Toitre her in your . arms. 
Leo. My tsue Pauling, 
We ſhall net marry, till thou bidſt us. 
Paul. That : 
Shall be when your firſt Queen's again in breath : 
| Never till then. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. One that gives out himſelf Prince Florizet, 
Son of Polixenes,. with his Princeſs (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) deſires acceſs 
To your high prelence. I 
Leo. What with him ? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers greatneſs; his approach 
} (So out of circumſtance, and ſudden) tells us, 
» [is not a Viſitation fram?d , but forc'd 
By need, and accident. What Train ? 
Ser. But few, 
And thofe but mean. 
Lev. His Princels (ſay you) with him ? 
Ser. 1; the moſi peerleſs piece of Earth, I think, 
| That efe the: Sun ſhone bright on. 
| Paul. Oh Hermuone, 
| As ever preſent Time doth boaſt it ſelf 
'f Abovea better, gone; ſo. muſt thy Gyave 
Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you your {elf 
Have {aid, and. wtit ſa: but your writing now 
Is colder than.that Theam ; ſhe had not been, 
Nor was not. te be,cquall'd 3 thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her Beauty.once, *cis ſhrewdly cbb'd, 
To ſay you have feen a better. 
' Ser. Pardon, Madam: "IM 
The one, | have almoſt ſorgot (your pardon :) 
\ The other, when ſhe ha's obtayy'd your Eye, . 
| | Will have your. Tongue too. This is a Creature, 
Would ſhe begin a Se, might quench the zeal 
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Paul. Then good my Lords, bear witneſs to his Oath. | YoL : 
| (His very air) that 1 ſhould call you Brother, 


| As 1 did him, and ffeak of ſomething wildly 


—— 
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Paul. Yer if my.Lord will marry 3, if you will, Sirs : 
ce 


| 
| 


| 
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Of all Profeſſorselſe : make proſelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. F 

Paul. How? nat Woinen? 

Ser. Women will love her, that ſheis a Woman 
More worth than any Maa : Men that ſhe is 
The rey all Wemen. 

Leg. Go Cleowines, 
You ſelf (affilted with your honour'd friends) 
Bring to our embracement. Still *cis ſtrange, 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. 

CE”. Exit. 

Pasl. Had our Prince, 
(Jewel of Children) feen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; there was not a full month 
Between their Births. 

Leo. *Pretheeno more z ceaſe : thou know't 
He dics to me again, when talx'd of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 


| Will bring me to conſider that, which may 


Unfurnifh me of Reaſon. They ate come. 


Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 


| Your Mother was moſt ere to Wedlock Prince 
| For ſhediq print your Royal Father off, ; . 
| Conceiving 


ng you. Were l but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Imege is ſo hit in you, 


By us perform'd betore. Moſt d: arly welcome , 


'| And your fair Princeſs (Goddels) oh: alas, 


Loft a couple, that *twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus hay ftood, begetting wonder, as 
Yqu (gracions Couple) do : and then Hoſt 
(Al mine own Folly) the Society, 

Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Miſery) I'defire ny life 

Once more to look on him. | 

Flo. By his command 


' | Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 


Give you alf greetings, that a Ring (as friend) 
Can fend his Brother : and but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times) hath ſomething ſciz'd 
His wiſt'd Ability, he had himſelf 
The Lands and Waters, *cwixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, to look upon you; whom he loves 
(He bad me fay fo) more than all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. | 
Leo, Oh my Brother , 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs [ have done thee, ſtir 
Afreſh within me; and, theſe thy offices 
(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand ſlackgeſs. Welcome hither, 
\ As is the Spring to th? Earth. Andhath ke too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th? fearful uſage 
(Atleaſt ungenile_) of the dreadful Neprune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains : much leſs, 
Th? adventure of her perſon? 
Flo. Good my Lord, 
| She came from Lyb:a. 
Leo. Where the warlike Smalus, 
That Noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd, and lov'd ? 
| . Flo, Moſt Royal Sir, 
From thence: irom him, whoſe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim'd his parting with her : thence 
{A proſperous South-wind friendly we have crofs'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For viſiting) your Highneſs : my beft Train 
1 haye from your Sicilsen ſhores dilmi(y'd . 
Wha for Bohemia b« nd, to ſignific 


| Nat, onjy my ſucceſs in, Lybs« (fir) 


But my arrival, and my Wifes, in ſafety 
Here, whete we are, 
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| The Winters T ale. 269| 
Leo. The bleſſed Gods Leo. | thought of her, 

Purge all infetion from our Air, whilſt you Even in theſe looks } mate. Put your P-tition 

Do Climate here: you have a holy Father, Is yet un-an{wer'd : | witt to your Father : 

A graceſul Gentleman, againſt whole perton Your Honour not 9';e thrown by your deſires, 

(So ſacred as it is) | have done fin, | am friend tc them, ad vou : upon which Errand 

For which the Heavens ( taking angry note) [ now go toward him : therefore follow me, 
| Have lefr me Ifſue-leſs: and your Father's blefs'd And mark what way 1 make : Ceme, good my Lerd 
( As he from Heaven merits it ) with you, 

Worthy his goodnefs, What might I have been, Zremne 

Might 1 a $2n and daughter now have look'd on, 

Such goodly things as you ? PRI 2 

Enter a Lord, 
Lird. Moſt Noble Sir, Scena Secunda. 

That which I ſhall report will bear no credit, 
| Were not the proof funigh. Pleaſe you( great Sir ) Enter Autolichus, and a Gentleman 

Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me : 

Deſires you to attach his Son, who ha's Aut. Bcſeech you (Sir) were you preſent at this Rela 

(His Dignity, and Duty both caft off) | tion ? 

Fled from bis Father, from his Hopes, and with Gert, 1, I was by :t the opening of the Fardel, heard 

A Shepherds Daughter. the old Shepherd Celiver the manner how he ſound it ; 

Leo. Where's Bobemia ? ſpeak. whereupon (after a little amazzdncfs ) we were all com- 
Loy. Here in your City : I now came from him. mance out of the Chamber : only rhis (me thought ) 

F ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes, heard the Shepherd ſay, he found the Child. 

My marvel, and my Mcſlage, to your Court Aut. | would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it. 

Whiles he was haſtning ( in the Chaſe, it feems , Gen. 1. I mike a broken dclivery of the buſinek : but 
| Of this fair Couple ) meets he on the way tac changes 1 perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve- 
| The Father of this ſeeming LaGy, and ry Note: of admiration 5, they feem'd alnoft, with ftariog 
{ Her Brother, having both their Countrey quitteC, | on one another, to tear the C:ſes of their Eyes. There 

With this young Prince, was fpeech in their dumbnels, Language in their very Ge- 

F'o. Camillo kgs berray'd me 3 ture : they lock'd as they bad heard of a World ranſoa'd, 
Whoſe honour, and whole honefty till now, or on? deſtroyed ; a notable paſſion of Wonder appeared 
Endur'd all Weathers. in them : but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no more 

Lord. Lay*t fo to his charge : but ſeeing, could not fay, if th' importance were Joy, or 
He's with the King your Father. Sorrow 3 but in the extremity of the one, it muſt needs be. 

Leo. Who ? Camillo ? h 

Lord, Camille ? ( Sir : JI fpake with him: who now Enter anther Gentleman. 

Ha's theſe poor m:n in queſtion. Never ſaw | | 

Wretches ſoquake : they kneel, they kifs the earth; Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 

Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak : The News, Rgero. 

Bohemia ſtops his cars, and threatens them Gen, 2. Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfil'd ; 

With divers deaths, in dcath. the Kings Daughter is found ;, ſuch a deal of wonder is 
| Per. Oh my poor Father , brok-n our within this hour, that Balladmakers cannot 
' The Heaven ſets ſpics upon us, will not have be able to eXpreis it. 

Our Contradt cel<brate. 

Leo. You are marricd ? Enter another Gentleman, 

Flo. We are not (<ir } norare we like to be 1 
The Stars ( 1 fee ) will kils the Valleys firſt ; Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward, he can dcliver 
The odds for high and low's alike. you more, How goesit now (Sir ? _) This News (which 

Leo, My Lord, 15 Call*.} rrve) 15 lolike an old Tale, that the verity of it is 
Is this the Daughter of aKing ? in rong tu'pition 3 Ha's the King found his heir ? | 

Flo. She is, Gen. 3. Mot true, ifever Truth were pregnant by 
When once ſh: is my Wife. Circum'tance; That which you hear, you'l ſwear you 

Leo. "That once (1 ſee) by your good Fathers (peed, | fee, there is ſuch unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 

Will come-on very ſlowly. | amlorry of Q1 cn Hermiones, her Jewel about the Neck of it; | 

( Moſt ſorry ) you have broken from his liking, the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
| Where you were tv*din Cuty * and as ſorry, to b: his Charatterz the Majeſty of the Creature, in re- 
Your choice is not {o rich in Worth, 25 beauty, lemblance of the Mother; the AﬀeRion of Noblenels, 

That you might well enjoy ker. which nature ſhews above her breeding, and many o- | 

Flo. Dear look up : other Evid ences, proclaim her with all certainty to bep 

Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, . the Rings Davghrer : Cid you fee the mectiag of the two 

Should chaſe us, with my Father : power no yot Kings ? 

Hath ſhe tochange our Loves. Beſeech you (Sir) Gent. 2. No, 

Remember fince you ow'd no more toTime Gent, 3. Th:n have you loft a fight which was to bel 

Than I do now : with thought of ſuch aff<Qions, ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of, There might you have be- | 

Step forth mine Advocate : at your requeſt, held one Joy crown another, fo and ia ſuch manner, that þ 

My Father wilt grant precious things, as Trifles. it ſecm'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them ; for their þ 

Leo. Would he do fo, 11d beg your precious Miſtris | Joy waded in t-ars. There was caſting up of Eyes, hol- | 
Which he counts but a Trifle. ding up of hands, with Countenance of fuch diftrsRion, 

Pu}. Sir { my Liege) that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favoar. 

Your eye hath too much yauth in'c : not a month Our Ring being ready to leap out of himlelf, for joy of 
'Fore your Queen di'd, ſh: was more worth fuch g:z's his found Daughter ; as if that joy were now become a 
Than what you look cn now. Lols, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother ; then asxs 

f &S 3 Bohemia 
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Bohemia forgivencls, then embraces his Son-in-law : then 
again worrycs he his Daughrer, with clipping her. Now 
te thanks the c!d Shepherd { which ſtands by, likes a wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit of many _ Kings Reigns, ) I neve 
ncard of ſuch another encounter 5, which lames keport to 
'ollow it, ani undo's deſcription to do it, 

Gent. 2, Whatpray you, became of eAntigonxs, that 
carried hrnce the cha £ 

Gerr. 3. Like an old Tale fill, which will have matters 
20 rehcertc, tho Credit be aſleep, and not an car open, he 
was torn to picces with a Bear : This avouches the Shep- 
nerds fon, who has not oniy his innocence ( which ſeems 
mich ) to jitific kim, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 
Ris ; that Parlina rows, 

Gert. 1. What became of his Bark, and his Fo!low- 


lers? 


Gent. 3, Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their M:iſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepherd: fo that all the 
inſtruments which #ided to expoſe the Child, were even 
then loſt, when it was found. But oh the Noble combat, 
| that *twixt Joy and S rrow was fought in Pawlina. She 
had one eyc declined for the loſs of her Husband, another 
elevated that the Oracle was fu:filPd - She lifted the 
Princefs from the Earth, and {o locks her in embracing, 
as if ſhe would pin her to her heart, that ſhe mighe no 
To:e be in danger of loſiog. 

Gent. 1. The Dignity of this AQ was worth the an- 
dicnce of Kings and Princes, for by tuck was it aR-d. 

Gent, 3. Onc of the pretiicſt touct.es of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes ( caught the water, thouzh 
not the Fiſh) was, when at the R<lation 0! the Queens 
death ( with the manner how ſhe came to't, bravely con- 
telsd, and lamented by the King ) ho» atteativencts 
wounced his Daughter, till ( trom vne {ign of dolour to 
zrother ) ſhe did ( with an Alas } | wovid (in ſay, bleed 
| Tears ; for I am ſure, my he-rt wept blved. Who was 
moſt marble there, changed colour : fome iwounded, all 
forrowed : if all the World could have feer'c, the Woe 
aad bcen univerſal. 

Geat. 1. Are they returned ro the Court ? 

Gert. 3. No : the Frinceſs hearing of her Mothers 
Sratue ( which is in the keeping of Paulina ) a Picce many 
years in Coing, and row newly perform'd by that rare 
ltalian Maſter, 7ilis Romano, who ( had he himlelt cter- 
aity, and cou!d but breatte into his Work ) woult! bc- 


He ſo near to Hermeoue, hath done Flermione, ti.t racy 
'ay one would ſpeak ro her, and ſtard in hope of antiyer. 


[Thirher (with all greedine's of affeRtion) are they gone ; 


and there they intend to tup. 
Geye. 2, | thought ſhe had ſome great matter there-in 


hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
fgce the death of Hermione, viſited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thither, ad with our company piece the rcjoy- 
cing ? 
8 t. Who would he thence, that ha'%s the benefit 
of acc-ls? every wink of an Eye, fome new Grace will be 
born: our abſznce makes us unthrifry to our Knowledg 


Lets alorg. 


Exit. 

ut Now{( had Inot the daſh of my former life in 
mey} would Prefermerit drop on my head. I brought 
-heold man and his S»n aboard the Prince; told him, I 
reard them ta!k of a Farthel, and | know not what 3 but 
he at that time ayer-fond of the Shepherds daughter ( fo 
he then took her to be ) who began to be much Sea-lick, 


| and himſelf little better, extremity of weather continuing, 


this Myſtery remain?d urdiſcover'd, But tis all one to 
me: for had [ been the finder-out of this fecret, it would 
not have reliſh'd among my other dilcredits, 


Enter Shepherd «nd Clown, 


# Here coine thoſe 1 have done good to againſt my will, 


guite Nature of her Cuſtom, fo perfeQtly he is her Ap J 


and already appearing in the bloſſoms of their For- 
tune. 

Shep. Come boy, I am pſt more Children : but thy 
Sons and danghters will be all Gentlemen born, | 


with me this other day, becauſe I wasno Gentleman born. 
See you theſe clothes ? ſay youſee them not, and think me 
ill no Gentleman born : You were beſt ſay theſe Robes 
are not Gentlemen born. Give me the Lye : do ; and 
try whether I am not now a Gentleman born. 


Clo, You are well met ( Sir; ) you denied to hiphih 


Aut. 1 know you are now (Sir ) a Gentleman born, 
Clo. I, and have been fo any time theſe four hours. 
Shep. Ando havel, boy, 

Clo. So you have z, but 1 was a Gentleman born befere 
my Father: for thc Kings Son took me by the hand, and 
call'd me brother ; and then the two Kings call'd my 
Father brother - and then the Prince my brother and the 
Princeſs my Siſter cajl'd m4 Father, father , and ſo we 
wept : and there was the firſt Gentlcman-Jlike tears that e- 
ver we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live, Son, toſhed many more. 

Clo. 1, or ele *cwere hard: luck, being in 1o prepoſte- 
rous eſtate as we are. 

Aut. 1 kumbly belcech you, fir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committcd to your Worſhip, and to give me 
your good report to the Prince my Maſter. 

Shep, *Prethee fon do: for we muſt be gentle, now we 


are Gentlemen. 

Clo, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Art, I, and it like your good Worſhip. 

Clo, Give me thy hand; I will ſwear to the Frince, 
thou art 2s honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. 

Clow, Not ſwear it, n»w Iam a Gentleman? Let Bores 
and Franklins ſay it, Ple ſwear it. 

Shep. How it it be falſe fon ? 

Clo. If it be nere lo falſe, a true Gentleman may ſwear 
it in the behalf of his friend : And I'le ſwear to the 
Prince, tho art atall fellow of thy bands. and that thou 
wilt not be drunk : but 1 know thou art no tall fellow 
of thy hands, and that thou wile be drunk , but Ile 
_ it, and I would thou wouldſt be a tall Fellow of thy 
AangQs, 


Aut, 1 will prove fo fir, to my power. 

Clo. I, by any means prove a tall Feliow: if 1 do not 
worcer how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, nor being 
atal! fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings and the Prin. 
ces ({ our Kindrcd )) are going to fee the Queens Pifure. 
Tore, follow us: Wc'l be thy good Maſter. 


Exe une. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Pulixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camille, Pagli- 
nay Hermione, ( like a Statue) Lords, &c. 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That [have had of thee? 

Paxl. What, Sovereign fir, 
I did not well, I meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfafed 
(VVith yaur Crown'd Brother, and theſe your contraed 
Heirs of your Kingdoms ) my poor Houſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer. 

Leo O Paulina, | 
V Ve honour you with trouble ; but we ceme 


To ſee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 


Have 
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Have we pal>'4! through, not without much content 
In many (ſingularities ; but we ſaw nor 
That which my Davphter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
Paul As ſhe liv'd Peerlels, 
So her dead hkenels | Co w. ll believe 
Excells what ever yet you lvo..'d upon, 
Or hand of Man hath done: theretore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here 3t is: prepare 
To lee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still Sl:ep mock'd death : behold, and fay *cis well. 
[ lice your filence, it the more ſhews off 
Your wonder ; but yet ſpeak, fi: it you (my Liege ) 
Com:s it not fomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural Poſture. 

Chide me (dear Stone ) that I may ſay indeed 
Thou art Hermione ;, or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding z for ſhe was as tender 

As infancy, and grace. But yet (Paxlina ) 
Hermione was not (0 much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this ſeems, 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by fome ſixteen years, and makes her 
As ſheliv'd now. 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
Sa much to my good comfort,as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty (warm Lite, 
As now it coldly ftands ) when firſt | woo'd her- 
I am aſhaw'd ; do's nor the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being more ſtone thanit ? Oh Royal Piece, 
| There's Magick in thy Majeſty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance z and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit*, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And give meleave. 
And do not ſay tis Superſtition, that 
L kneel, and then implorc her bleſſing, Lzdy, 
| Deer Queen, that ended whenl bur began, 
| Give methat hand of yours to kils. 

Paul OQ, patience : 

The Statue is but newly fix*d : the Colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your ſorrow was too ſore lay'd-cn, 

Which (xtcen Winters cannot blow away, 

So many Summers dry, ſcarce any Joy 

Did ever ſo long live ; no Scriow, 

But kil'dit ſelf much ſooner. 

Pol. D:ar my Bcother, 

Let him that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. Fo 
Paxl. Indeed my Lord, 
If I had thought the ſight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you ( for the ſtone is mine _) 
Pld not have ſhew'd you it. 

Leo. Do not draw the Curtain. 

Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't , left your Foricy 
May think anon, it moves. 

Leo. Let be, let be, 

Would 1 were Cead, but that methinks already. 
(What was he that did make it ? }See(my Lore) 
Would you not deem it breath'd ? and that thoſe veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 
Pol. Maſterly done. 
The very life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 
Lio, The fixture of her Eye hs motion in't, 
As we are mock'd with Art. 

Pal. Ile draw the Curtain 
My Lord's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
He'l think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh ſweet Paulina, 

Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
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No fetled fences of the World can match 

| Ihe pleaſure cf that madneſs. Let's alone, 

Pau!. I am orry (Sir)I have thus far ſtiz'd you; but 

[ could a{llict you further. 

| Leo. Do Paulina ; 

For this afflition ha'sa taſle as ſweet 

| As any cordial comfort, Still methinks 


{| There is an ayr comes from her. What fine Chizz:1 
| Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
| For [ will kit; her. 
Taul. Good my Lord forbear ; 
The rucdinefs upon her lip is wet 

| You'l marre it, if you kiſs it ; ſain your own 
W:th Oyly Painting ; ſh:11 1 draw the Curtain 7 

Leo. No, not thcle twenty years. 

Perd. Solong could i 
Stand by, a look.r on. 

Paxl. Either forbear, 
(Quit preſently the Chappel, cr refolve you 
For more am3Z ment; it youcan behold it, 
Fic make the Statue move indeed 1, delcend, 
4nd take you by the hand 3 bur then you'll think 
(V Vhici | proteſt :gainft ) I am aſſiſted 
By wicked Powers 

Leo. VVhat you can make her do, 
[ 2m content io louk on z what to (peek, 
[ am content to hear ,, tor "tis as ealy 
Il o make her teak. as 1.0ve, 

raul, It is requn'd 
You do awake your Faith, then all Rand Rill. 
On ; ihote that thank i: is rnlaw!l | Buſineſs 
[| am about, Ict them depart- 

Leo. Procecd ; 
No toot ſhall fiir, 

Paul. Muſick ; awake her : Strike, 
'Tis time delcerd ; be Stone no more: approach , 
Str1ie all that look upon with marvail. Come , 
Ple fill your Grave up: ſtir, nay come away : 
B<queath to death your numbn<{:: (for from him 
Dear life reCceems you ) youperccive ſhe ſtirs, 
Start not, her aRions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my ſpell is lawful, do not ſhun her, 
Uatil you ſee her dye again , for then 
You kill her double. Nay, preſent your hand , 
V'Vhen ſhe was young, you woo'd her , now in age, 
ls ſhe become the Sui:or ? 

Leo, On (h©s warm, 
:f this be Magick, [etir be an art 
Lawſul as Eating. 

Pl. Sieembraces him. 

Cam. She hangs abont his neck, 
[f ſhe pertain to lite, ler her {peak too. 

Pol. 1, and make it manifelt where the has lived, 
Or how ſtoln trom the dead ? 

Paul. "Taatſhe is living, 
Were t but told you, hull be hooted at 
Like an old tzle: but it appears ſhe lives, 
Cho yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while, 
Pleatc you to enterpoſe ( fair Madam ) kneel, 
And pray your Mothers bl: fling, turn good Lady, 
Qur Perdia is fourd. 

Her, You goCcs look down, 
And from your facrcd viols pour your graces 
Upon my Daughters head; tell me (minc own) 
\Where halt thou been preſerved ? where lived ? how found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou ſhalt hear that 1 
Knowing by Pauline, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou walt in being, have preferved 
My fclt, to fee the Iſſue, 

Paul. There is time enough for that ; 
Leſt they deſire ( vpon this pulh ) to trouble 
Your joys With like rela:ion. Go tovether 
You precious winners all , your exultation 
Partake to every one ; I (an old Turtle } 
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W.1l wing me to ſome wither'd bow, and there 
Miy Matc (that's never to be found again) 
Lament till I am loft. 
Leo. O peace Paulina : 
Thou ſhoulcſt a busband take by my conſent, 
As Iby thine a Wife. This is a Match, 
And wade between's by Vows. Thou haſt found mine, 
2ut how, is to be queftion'd; for 1 ſaw her 
{As] rhovght) dead : and have. (in vain) ſaid many 
A par\er upon her Grave. Vle not ſeek far 
(For him, I partly knew his mind) to find thee 


| An honourable Husband. Come Camilo, 
And t:ke her by the hand ; whoſe worth, anc honeſty 


—_—  w— 


Is richly noted : and here juflified 
By Us, apairo! Kings. Let's from this p'ace. 


What? look vpon wy Brother : both your pardons, 


That ere 1 put between your holy looks 
My ill ſuſpition : 'This your Son-in-law, 
And Son unto the King, whom heavens direAting 


Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 


Lezd us from herce, where we may leiſurely 
Each one demard, and anfwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gp of Time, fince firſt 
Were Gifſevet'd, Hzſtily lea@ away. 
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Eontes, King of Sicilia. | 
tManmilius, y oung Prince of Siclia. 
Camullo 


Antigonus ( Four 
Cleomines ( Lords of Sicilia. 
Dion 


Hermione, Qxeen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Her- 
mione. 

Paulina Wife to Antigonus. 


| 


THE 


Names of the Actors. 


Emulia, a Lad Jy. 

Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 

Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 

014 Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown his Son. 

Autolicus, a Rogue. 

Archidamus, a Lord of Bohemia. 

Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 


Shepherds, and Shepherdeſſes. 


| 
| 


he ttt 


$—_— WR CC — _ wr wo _ = © __ 
© - = 
[ 
i 
| 
3 
» 
Lg 
i 
, 
— | 
- 
| l 
L 
o $ p : 
F | 
E 
>} : 
» 
- - 
' 
y , 
. 
. 
- . 
4 
. 
Lo 
* 
» 
.” 
, 
. 


- o 
_ 
. 0 —_— OOO OIeESooosy WA. + rows Oe ue H—_ —_— — — 


THE 


LIFE and DEATH 


9" NETTING OP FEY 
— 


———— 


Aittus Primus, Scana Pruma. 


[Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Eſlex, and Sa- | Come from the Countrey to be judgd by you 
lisbury, with the Chattylion of France. That ere I heard, ſhall | produce the meg 
K.Jobn. Let them approach : 
King John. | Our Abbies and our Priories ſhall pay 
waz? Ow ſay, Chattylion, what would France with us? | This Expedition's Charge. What men are you ? 
X "4 Cs - Om -—_— greeting) ſpeaks the King Enter Robert Faulconbridge and Philip, 
BIS - In my behaviour to the Majeſty, Philip. Your faithful Subject, I a Gentleman 
S> The borrowed Majeſty of England here. Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt Son, 
Eli. A ſtrange beginning © borrowed Majeſty / As 1 ſuppoſe, to Faulconvridge, 
X. Fohn. Silence (good Mother) hear the Embaſſic, | A Souldter, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Chat: Philip of France, in right and true behalf Of Cordetiov, Knighted in s held. 
Of thy deceaſed Brother Geffrey's Son, K. Febn., What art thou 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays molt lawful Claim Robert. The Son and Heir to that ſame xfrwe meds 
To this fair I {land, and the Territories : K. John. 1s that the Elder, and art thou the Heir 
To Ireland, Poyttiers, Anjowe, Loraine, Maine, You came not of one Mother then it ſeems ? ; 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide the Sword Philip. Moſt certain of one Mother, mighty King, 
Which ſways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral Titles, That is well known, and, asI think, one Father : 
| And Put the ſame into young Arthur's hand, Bux for the certain knowledge of that truth, | 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. | put you ore to Heaven, and to my Mother ; 
| X.Foh. What follows, if we diſallow of this ? Of thar 1 doubt, as all mens Children may, | 
l Chat. The proud control of _— and- bloody War, + - Dor CO _— «7mm thy Mother, 
rcibly wi . ce, 
To inforce thefe Rights ſo forcibly withheld Phil. 1, Madam ? No? I have no Reaſon, for it 


K.Jebn.Here have weWar for War,and Blood for Blood k | 

Controlment for Controlment: ſo anſwer France. : TO - my ms yr _ of mine, 

Chat. | Kings dchance ft th WHICH 1T Ne can ©, a pops me out 
ey bags ons cog apr a At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a ear 7 


' The fartheſt limit of my Embaſie. 
K, John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace, _ en ou ar dr mn nn ps my Land, 
Be thou as lightning in the Etes of France ; Das Boe pt CE ns 7 ing younger born, 
For ere thou canſt report, I will be there; my y - ce? | 
The Thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. . I know not why, except to get the Land . 
So hence : be thou the Trumpet of-our wrath, _ ve = _— OO Baſtardy : 
| And ſullen preſage of your own decay : Thar fl F as true vor or -ond : 
An honourable condutt let him have, t {EL 1 lay upon my Mother*s head, 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 


Pembroke look to't: farewell Chattylion, 


[Exit Chat. and Pem. | (Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 


Compare our faces, and be judge your ſelf 


El;. What now, my Son, have I not ever faid 3 Bakers od; 
How that ambitious c onſtance would not _ rh _ our Aorahqy net eos like hi 

, . ] r | im ; 
Till ſhe had kindled France andall the World, O old Sir Robert Father, on my knee 


| Upon the Right and Party of her Son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole | give Heaven thanks I was not like to thee, 
With very caſie Arguments of Love, XK. John, Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lent us here? 
Which now the mannage of two Kingdoms muſt Eli. He hath a trick of Cordekow's face, 
With fearful bloody iſſue arbitrate. The accent of his tongue affefterh him : 
XK. Fohn. Our ſtrong Poſſeſſion, and our Right for us. oy _ ITS > 
Eli. Right, | 40 tne 1arge L . 
Your ſtrong Poſſeſſion much more than your Right, K. Fohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 


Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me, . 
So much my Conſtience whiſpers in your Ear, And finds them perfect Richard: firrah ſpeak, 
Which none but Heaven, and you and I ſhall hear. What doth move you to clairn your Brother's Land ? 
Enter a Sheriff. Phil. Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my Farher, 
Eſex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſie With half that face —_ pe haye all my Land, R 
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A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a: year ? 
Rob. Mygracious Liege, when that my Father liv*d, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much. | 
Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land, 
Your tale muſt be hew he implgy*d my Mother. _ 
Rob. uy there lothc hid \jn an Embailie - 


To Germany, there with the Empetour 

To treat of high Aﬀiirs touchingThat time : 
Ttradvantage of his abſence took the King, 

And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my Fathers; 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak : 

But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 


That this my Mother's Son was none of his; 
1 And if he were, he came into the world 
{| Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time : 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, © 
My Father's Landy as was my Father's W ll. 

K. Fohn, Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 


* ] Your Father's Wife did after Wedtock bear him : 


And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 
Which fault lies on the hazzards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives : tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 
Had of your Father claim'd this Son for his, 
In oth, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
| This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the world: 
| In ſooth he might : then if he were my Brother's, 
| My Brother might uot clam him : nor your Father, 
| Being none of his, refuſe him: this concludes, | 
1 My Mother's Son did get your Father's Heir, 
Your Father's Heir mult have your Father's Land. 
1 Fob. Shall then my Father's Will be of no force 
| To diſpolleſs that Child which is not his ? 
1 Phil. Of no more force to diſpoſle(s me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as 1 think. 

Eli. Whether hadlt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land : 
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion, 
Lord of thy Preſence, and no Land bcfide ? 

Baſt. Madam, and if my Brother had my ſhape 
And I had his, Sir Roberts his like him, 
Andif my Legs were two ſuch riding Rods, 
{| My Arms ſuch Eel-skins ſtuft, my Face fo thin, 
| That in mine-Ear I durſt nor ſtick a Roſe, 
Leſt men ſhould ſay, look where three farchings goes, 
| And to his ſhape were Heir to all this Land, 
| Would I might never ſtir from off this place, 
| I would give it every Foot to have this Face : 
| I would not be Sir Nobbe in any caſe. 
Eli. 1 like thee well : wilt thou forſake thy Fortune, 
| Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me ? 
| Lam a Souldier, and now bound to France. 
| Baſt, Brother, take you my Land, Ile take my chance; 

Your Face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet ſell your Face for five-pence, and ?tis dear. 
Madam, Vle follow you unto the death. 
Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 
Baſt. Our Country manners give our betters way. 
K, John, What is thy Name? 
Baſt. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my name begun,. 
{ Philip, good old Sir Robert*s Wives eldeſt Son. 
 X. John. From henceforth bear his name 

Whoſe form thou beareſt : 
Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great, 
{ Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagener. 
Baſt. Brother by th? Mother's ſide, give me your hand, 
My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land, 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 
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Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet ; 

I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 
. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho ; 

Something about, a little from the right, 

In,at the Window, or elſe o're the Hatch - 

ho dargs pot itir by day, mult Falk Hy night, 

And hIvaiS$hhve, howeyer met do arch 

Next 6r fat off, well wha is ſtill well ſhot, 

And I am I, how &re I was begot. 

K, Fobn, Go, Faulconbride, now haſt thou thy deſire, 
A Landleſs Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come R:chard, we muſt ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Food Fort 


BMff. Btother, adic MK fic to thee, 
For thou walt got 7p yay of honeſty, \” 


Baſt, A Foot & Hononr eter 2, 
But many a many Foot of Land the worſe. 
| Wet}, nowcan I make any Joane a Lady ; 
Good'denne, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, 
And if his Name beGeorge, Ple call him Peter ; 
For new made Honour doth forget mens Names: 
| *Tis too reſpeCtive, and too ſociable | 
For your converſion, now your Traveller, 
| He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worſhips Meſs, 
| And when my Knightly ſtomach is ſuſhsd, 
| Why then I fuck my teeth and Catechize 
My picked man of Countrys : my dear, Sir, 
Thus teaning on mine elbow I begin, 
I ſhall beſeech you ; that is Queſtion now, « 
And then comes Anſwer like an Abſty-book : 
| O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt Command, 
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir : 
No Sir, ſays Queſtion, I ſweet, Sir, at yours, 
And ſo &re Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
The Pyrennean and the River Poe, 
It draws towards ſupper in concluſion ſo. 
But this is worſhiptul Society, 
And fits the mounting Spirit like my ſelf 3 
For he is but.) 'Zaſtard to the time 
That dot* not ſmoak of Obſervation, 
And ſo am I whether I ſmack ornoz 
And not alone in habit and device, 
Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement ; 
But from the inward Motion to deliver 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I will not Practiſe to deceiye, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 
For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing - 
But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding Robes ? 
What Woman-polt is this ? hath ſhe no Husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 
O me, tis my Mother : how now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to-Court ſo haſtily ? 


FY 


Sy 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney. 


Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother ? where is he? 
That holds in chaſe mine Honour up and down. 

Baſt. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert*s Son : 
Colbrand the Gyant, that ſame mighty man, 

Is it Sir Robert*s Son that you ſeek ſo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert”s Son, I, thou unreverend Boy 

Sir Robert's Son, why ſcorneſt thou at Sir Robert ? 

He is Sir Robert's Son,.and ſo art thou. 

Baſt. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leaye a while ? 
Gur, Good leave, good Phibp. 

Baſt. Philip, Sparrow, James, 

There's toys abroad, anon Ple tell thee more. 

[Exit James. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert”s Son, 


Sir Robert might have eat his part in me | 
Upon 


OO 


— © — 


all but Baſtard. ] 
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Upon good Fryday, and nere broke his Faſt ; Whoſe foot ſpurns back the Oceans roaring Tides, ' 
Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confeſs! And coops from other Lands her Iſlanders, 
Could get me, Sir Robert could not do it ; Even till that England, hedg'd in with the Main, 
We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother That water-walled Bulwark, ſtill ſecure | ; 
To whom amT beholding for theſe Limbs ? And confident from Foreign purpoſes, 

4 Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. Even till that outmoſt Corner of the We## 


| Lo Haſt thou conſpired with thy Brother to o Salute thee for her King, till then fair Boy | 
That for thine own gain ſhould®ſt defend mine Honour ?| Will I not think of howe, but follow Arms. | 
What means this ſcorn, thou moſt untoward Knave ? Conſt, O take his Mothers thanks, a Widows thanks, * 
Biſt. Knight, Knight, good Mother, Baſiliſco-like, Till your ftrong hand ſhall help to give kim ſtrength, 


What, I am dub'd, I have it on my ſhoulder : To make a more requial to your love. 
But Mother, I am not Sir Roberr*s Son, Auſt. T he peace of Heaven is theirs who lift their Sword 
g | have diſclain'd Sir Robert and my Land, [n ſuch a juſt and charitable War. 
| Legitimation, Name, and all is gone ; Kmg. Well, then to work, our Cannon ſhall be-ber: | 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, Againſt the Brows of this reſiſting Town, | 
Some proper man I hope, who was it, Mother ? Call for our chicfeſt men of Diſcipline, 
Lady. Haſt thou deny'*d thy ſelf a Fawlconbridge ? To cull the Plots of beſt Advantages : 
Baſt. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. Well lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father, Wade to the Market-place in French-mens Blood, 
By long and vehement ſuit I was ſeduc'd But we will make it ſubject to this Boy. 
To make room for him in my Husbands Bed : Conſt. Stay for an anſwer to your Embaſlie, 
Heaven lay not my tranſgreſſion to my charge, Leſt unadvigd you tain your Swords with Blood : 
Thou art the Iflue of my dear Offence My Lord Charr:lion may from England bring 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd palt my defence. That Right in Peace which here we urge in War, 
: Baſt. Now, by this light, were to get again, And then we ſhall repent each drop of Blood, 
þ Madam, I would not wiſh a better Father : That hot raſh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed. 
J Some ſins do bear their priviledge on Earth, " 
And ſodoth yours: your fault was not your folly, Enter Chuttalion, 
Needs muſt yau lay your heart at his diſpoſe, King. A wonder, Lady ; lo upon thy wiſh | 
Subjefted tribute to commanding love, Our Meſſenger Chatt#lon is arriv'd, | 
| Againſt whoſe fury and unmatched force, What England ſays, ſay briefly gentle Lord, 
The awleſs Lyon could not wage the fight, We coldly pauſe for thee, Chazrs/l:on ſpeak. | 
| Nor keep his Princly heart from Richard's hands! Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege, 
'| He that per force robs Lyons of their Hearts, And ſtir them up againſt a mightier Task. 
| May eaſily win a Womans: aye, my Mother, | England, impatient of your juſt Demands, 
| With all my heart I thank thee for my Father : | Hath put himſelf in Arms, the adverſe winds, 
| Who lives and dares but fay, thoudidſt not well Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have given himtime 
W hen I was got, Ple ſend his Soul to Hell. To Land his Legions all as foon asI : 
Come, Lady, 1 will ſhew the to my Kin, His Marches are expedient to this Town, 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, His Forces ſtrong, his Souldiers confident : 
If thou hadlt ſaid him nay, it had been fin; With him along is come the Mother-Queen, 
Who ſays it was, he lyes, I ſay*twas nots -- An Ace ſtirring him to bloud and ftrite, 


u. Execunt, | With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spain, 
_ With them a Baſtard of the King deceagd, 
—_ — | And allthe unſettled humors of the Land, 

Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery Volunteers, 
Scena Serunaa. With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 
Have ſold their Fortunes at their Native Homes, 
Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Daul- | Bearing their Birth-right proudly on their Backs, 


- 


phin, Auſtria, Conſtance, Arthur, To make a hazzard of new Fortunes here ; 
x | In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits 
}. Lewis, Before Angiers well met brave Auſtria, Than now the Englifh Bottoms have wafr o're, 
k Arthur that great fore-runner of thy Blood, Did never float upon the ſwelling Tide, 
| Richard that rob'd the Lyon of his heart, To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom : 
; And fought the Holy Wars in Paleſtine, The interruption of their churliſh Drums 
By this brave Duke came early to his Grave; Crts off more Circumſtance, they are at hand ; 
And for amends to his Poſterity, [Drums beat. | 
At our importance hither is he come, To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. n 
To ſpread his Colours Boy, in thy behalf, King. How much unlook'd for, is this Expedition! 
And torebuke the Uſurpation Auſt. By how much unexpetted, by ſo much 
Of thy unnatural Uncle Engliſh Jobn, We muſt awake, endeavour for defence, 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. For Courage mounteth with occaſion, 
Arth God ſhall forgive you Cordehor's death Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 
The rather that you give his Off-ſpring lite, | 
| Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War : Enter King of England, Baſtard, Queen, Blanch, Pembrook,, 
I give you welcome with a Powerleſs Hand, and others, 
But with a Heart full of unſtained Love, : ; 
Welcome before the Gates of Avgiers, Duke. K. John, Peace be to France: if France in peace permit 
Lewis, A Noble Boy, who would not do thee right? | Our juſt and lineal Entrance to our own | 
Auſt. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiſs, lf not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to Heaven. 
As Seal to this Indenture of my fove : Whiles wt Gods wrathful Agent do correct 
That to my homel will no more return Their proud contempt that beats his peace to Heaven, 
Till Angers, and the Right thou haſt in France, Fran. Peace be to m_—_— if that War'retuen 
| Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, From France to I , there to live un peace : POLLY 
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1 Which owe the Crown that thou o're-maſtereft ? 


1ln any Breaſt of ſtrong Authority, 


4 The Life and Death of King John. | Y 


— 


| En land we love, and for that Englands ſake, 


With burthen of our Armour here we ſweat : 
This toyl of ours ſhould be a work of thine, 


| But thou from loving England art fo far 


That thou haſt under-wrought his lawful King, 
Curt off the ſequence of Poſterity, 

Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Maiden-Vertue of the Crown : 
Look here upon thy Brother Geffreys Face, 

Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his ; 
This lictle Abſtract doth contain that large, 
Which died in Geffrey : and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a Volume: 
Thar Geff rey was thy Elder Brother born, 

And this his Son, England was Geffreys Right, 
And this is Geffreys, in the Name of God, 
How comes it then that thou art calld a King, 
When living blood doth in theſe Temples beac 


K.Fohn, From whom haſt thou this great Commillion, 
To draw my Anſwer from thy Articles ? + [ France, 
Fra, From that ſupernal Judge that ſtirs good thoughts 


To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 
Under whoſe Warrant 1 imptach thy Wrong, 


1 And by whoſe help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 


K, Fohn. Alack thou doſt uſurp Authority. 

Fran. Excuſe it is to beat Uſurping down. 

Qwen. Who is it thou doſt call Uſurper, France ? 

Conſt Let me make anſwer: thy Uſurping Son. 

' Qneen, Ont inſolent, thy Baſtard ſhall be King, 

That thou may?ſt be a Queen, 2nd check the World. 
Conſt, My Bed was ever to thy Son as truc, 


| As thine was to thy Husband, and this- Boy, 


Liker in feature to his Father Gefrey, 
| Than thou and John, in manners being as like, 
As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 


1 My Boy a Baſtard ? by my Soul I think 


His Father never was fo true begot, 
it cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 
2x. There's a good Mether,Boy, that blots thy Father. 
Conſt, There's a good Grandam, Boy, 
T hat would - blot thee. 
Auſt, Peace, 
Baſt. Hear the Cryer. 
Auſt, What the Devil art thou ? 
Baſt, One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you. 
And a may catch your hide and you alone : 
You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 


| Whoſe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 


Ple ſmoak your Skin-coat, and I catch you right, 
Sirra, look to'r, Pfaith [ will, Pfaith. 
Blan. O well did he become that Lyons Robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lyon of that Robe. 
Baſt. It lyes as ſightly on the back of him, 
As gyeat Alcides ſhoos upon an Aſs: 
But, Afs, Ple take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your ſhoulders crack. 
Auſt, What cracker is this ſame that deafs our cars 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? 
King Lew:s determine what we ſhall do ſtreight. 
Lewis. Women and Fools break off your Conference, 
King Fobn, this is the very ſum of all : 
Enzlard, and Ireland, Angitrs, Torain, Main, 


[in Right of Arthur do] claim of thee : 


Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy Arms ? 
Folm, My lite as ſoon, { do dehe thee, Frarce, 

Arthur of Brittasn, yield thee to my hand ; 

And out of my dear love Vle give thee more, 

Than ere the Coward-hand of France can win z 


Submit thee, Boy. 


Que. Come to thy Grandam, Child. 
Conſt, Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, 


% 


| I am not worth this coyl that's made for me. 


'| Of chis oppreſſed Boy, this is thy Eldeſt Son's Son, 


| Removed from thy iin-conceiving Womb. 


| Our Trumpet calPd you to this gentle parle. 


Give Grandam Kingdom, and. it Grandaim will 
Give it a Plum, a Cherry, and a Fig, 
There's a good Grandath. 
Arthur. Good my Mother peace, 
[ would that I were low laid in my Grave, 


O«.Mv. His Mother ſhames him ſo, poor Boy he weeps. 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon yon whe're ſhe does or no. 
His Grandam's wrong, , af pot his Mothers ſhames, 
Draws thoie Heaven-moving, Pearls from his poor Eyes,” 
Which Heaven ſhall take in nature of a Fee : 
[, with thele ſad Cryſtal Beads Heaven ſhall be brib?d 
To do him Juſtice, and Revenge on you. 
Qs. Thou monſtrous ſlandercr of Heaven and Earth. 
Conſt, Thou monſtrous injurer of Heaven and Earth, 
Call me not flanderer, thou and thine uſurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights 


[nfortunarte in nothing but 1n thee ; 
Thy fins are viſited in this poor Child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being but the ſecond! generation 


John, Bedlam have done. 
Conſt, 1 have but this to ſay, 
That he is not only playued for her ſin, 
But God hath made her fin arid her, the plague 
On this removed iſſue, plagued for her, 
And with her plage her fin : his iajury” 
Her injury the Beadle to her ſin, 
All puniſh'd in the perſon of this Child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her. 
Qs. Thou unadviſcd ſcold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Conft. I, who doubts, a will: a wicked wall, 
A womans will, a cankered Grandams will. 
Fran. Peace Lady, pauſe, or be more temperate, 
It il] beſeems this preſence to cry ay me 
To theſe ill tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the walls 
Theſe men of Argrers, let us hear them ſpeak, 
Whoſe Title they admit, Arthurs or Fobr:, 


Trumpet ſounds. 
Enter a Citizen upon the Waks, 


Citi, Who is it that hath warn'd us to the Walls ? 
Fran. ?Tis France, for England. 
John, England for it ſelf : 

Yon men of Angzers, and my loving Subjetts. 
Fran. You loving men of Azgrers, Arthur's Subjects, 


John, For our adyantage, therefore hear us firſt : 
Tacſe Flags of France that are advanced here 
Before the eye and proſpect of your Town, 
Have hither march*d to your cadamagement. 

The Canons have their bowels full of wrath, 

And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth 

Their Iron indignation ?gainſt your walks z 

All preparation for a bloody Siege 

And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French, 
Comfort your Cities eyes, your winking gates : 
And but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping ſtones, 
Thatas a waiſte doth girdle you abour, 

By the compulſion of their Ordinance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made 

For bloody power to rulh upon your peace, 

Bur on the ſight of us your lawful King, 

Who painfully with much expedient march 

Have brought a counter-check before your Gates, 
To fave unicratch'd your Cities threatned Cheeks : 
Behold the French amaz*d vouchſafe a parle, 

And now in ſtead of Bullets wrapt in fre, 
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To make a ſhaking Feaver in your Walls, 
They ſhoot but calm words, folded up in ſmoak, 
To make a faithleſs error in your ears, 
Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 
And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-wearjed in this ation of ſwift ſpeed, 
Craves —— within your City walls. 
Fran. When | have ſaid, make anſwer to us both. 
Loe in this right hand, whoſe protection 
Is moſt divinely vow?d upon the right 
Of him it holds, ſtands young Plant agent, 
Son to the elder. Brother of this man, 
And King ore him, and all that he enjoys : 
For thisdown-trodden equity, we tread 


1 In warlick march, theſe greens before your Town, 


Being no further Enemy to you 


'| Than the coriftraint of Hoſpitable zeal, 
{| In the relief of this oppr 
| Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 


Child, . 


To pay that duty. which you truly owe, 


'| To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince, 


And then our Arms; like to a muzled Bear, 


| Save in afpe&t, hath all offence ſeal'd up : - 
; | Our Canons malice, vainly ſhall be ſpent 
| Againſt th* invulnerabie Clouds of Heaven, 


And with a bleſſed, and un-vext retire, 
With unhack*d ſwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 


|| We will bear home that Infty blood again, 


Which here we came to ſpout againſt your Town, 


'| And leave your Children, Wives, and you in pzace: 
| | But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd offer, 


"Tis not the rounder of your old fac'd Walls, 
Can hide you from our Meſſengers of War, 


: | Though all theſe Engliſh, -and their Diſcipline, 
| | Were harbour®d in their rude Circumference ; 


Then tell us, ſhall your City call us Lord, 


| In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ? 


Or ſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 

And ſtalk in blood to our poſſeſſion e + , 

Citi. In brief, we are' the King of England's Subjects, 

For him, and in his right, we hold this Town. 

Fohs. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

Citi, That can we not, but he that proves the King 

To him will we prove loyal, till that time 

Have we ramm*d up our Gates againſt the world. 

Fobn. Doth not the Crown of England, prove the King ? 

And if not that, I bring you-Witneſles 

Twice fifteen thouſand hearts of England's breed. 

Baſt. Baſtards, and elfe. 

Fohn. To verife our Title with their Lives. 

Fran, As many, and as well born Bloods as thoſe. 

Baſt. Some Baſtards too. 

Fran. Stand in his face to contradict his Claim. 

Citi, Till you componnd whoſe right is worthieſt, 

We for the worthieſt hold the right from both. 

John. Then God forgive the ſin of all thoſe ſouls, 

That to their everlaſting reſidence, 

Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet 

In dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King. 

Fran, Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers-to Arms. 

Baſt. Saint: George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 

And ere ſince fits on's horſeback at mine Hoſteſs door, 

Teach us ſome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 

At your den, Sirrah, with your Lyonneſs, 

I would ſet an Ox-head to your Lyons hide : 

And make a Monſter of you. 

Anſt. Peace, no more. 

= O tremble : for you hear the Lyon roar. 

John, Up higher to the plain, where well ſet forth, 

In beſt appointment, all our Regiments. 

| Baſt. $ then to take advantage of the Field. 
Fran. It ſhall be fo, and at the other hill 

Command the reſt to ſtand. God and our right, , 

(Exetint. 


Here after excurſions, enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets to the Gates, « <1 
F Her. You. men of Angiers open wide your Gates, 
Andlet young Arthur Duke of Britain in, 
W hv» by the hand of France, this day hath made | 


| Upon tae dancing Banners 


| Strength matcht with ſtrength, and power, confronted 


| Whoſe paſlage vext with thy impediment, 


Muct work for tears in many an Exgl:ſb Mother, | 
W hot Sons lye ſcattered on the'| ing gropnd : 
Many « Widows Husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly enbracing the diſcoJoured Earth, 
And V&ory with little loſs deth; play 

ofthe, French, _ _ | 
Who ar: at hand triumphantly diſplayed 30 | 
To ente Conquerors, and to; proclaim | Bi 
Arthur & Brita, England's King,” and yours. | 

| 


Enter Engliſh Heralf- with Trumpet, 
E. Her Rejoyce you men of An 
King Jobs, your King and Eng/an | 
Commanter of this hot malicious day, br 
Their Armour} that marcl\'d hence fo ſilver bright, . ! 
Hither return all gilt with F7enchmens Blood : ,. | 
There ſtack no Plume in any Erngliſb Creſt, | 
That is removed by a Staff of France. 
Our Colours do return in thoſe ſame hands x 
That did diſplay them when we firſt marcht fofth, 
And Like a jollyTroop of Huatſinen come 
Our luſty Engliſh, all with pargycd hands, 
Dy'd in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. | 
Open your Gats and give the Victors way. | 
Hub. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold | 
From firſt to laſt, the on-ſet and retire, 
Of both your Armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be exhred es 
Blood hath bought Blood, and blows have anſwered blows : 


# —— 2 


| = 
ers, ring, youl Bal, 
s, doth approach, . | 


Both are alike, and both alike we like : [power. 
One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Town for neither ; yet for both. = 


Enter the two Kings with their Powers 
at ſeveral doors. 


Fohn. France, haſt thou yet more Blood to caſt away ? 
Say ſhall the currant of our Right run on, 


Shall leave his native Chanrel, and o're-ſwel t 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſhores, 
Unleſs thou let his ſilver Water keep © - 
A- peaceful progreſs to the Ocean. 
Fran. England thou haſt not ſav'd one dropof Blood 
In this hot Tryal more than we of Fraxce. 
Rather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear 
That ſways che Earth this Climat over-looks, | 
Before we will lay down our juſt-born Arms, | 
We'll put thee down, *gainſt whom theſe Arms we bear, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead - | 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this Wars loſs, 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 
Baſt. Ha ! Majeſty : how high thy glory towers, 
Whea the rich blood of Kings is fet on fre : .,, 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with;ſteel;, _ 
The Swords of Souldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs; 
And now he feaſts, mouſing the fleſh of men | 
In undetermin'd differences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe Royal Fronts amazed thus 2? 
Cry havock Kings, back to the ſtained field 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits, 
Then let confuſion of one part confirm wu 
The others peace : till then, blows, blood, and death. | 
John. Whoſe Party do the Townſmen yet.admit ? 
Fran. Speak Citizens, for England, who's your King? | 


- Hub. The King of r Vt when we know the King 
| | BB 3 | = _ | 
ea | 
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| i Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

] 1 .Jobn. Ih us, that are our own great Deputy, 
And bear poſſeſſion of our Perſon here, 

1 Lord of our preſence, Argiers, and of you. 

| Fran. A greater power than We denies all this, 

And till- it be undoubred, we do lock 

| Our former ſcrople in our ſtrong barr*d Gates : 
Kings of our fear, until our fears reſolv*d 

| Beby ſome certain King purg'd and depog'd. 

Baſt. By Heaven, theſe Scroyles of &gjer: flo you 

And ſtand ſecurely on'their Battlements, (Kings, 

As in a Theater, whence they gape and point - 

At your induſtrious Scenes and acts of death. 

Your Royal Prefences be rad by me, 

Do like the Mutines of: Jer»ſalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 

Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this Town. 

By Eft and Weſt let France and England mourn: 

Their battering Canen charged to the mouths, 
Loy _ way clamours have braul'd &wn 

flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 

Pde play inceſſantly upon theſe Jades, 

Even till 'unfenced deſblation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar Air : 

Thatdone, diſſever yoor united Strengths, 

And part your mingled Colours once again, 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point , 

Then in a moment Fortune ſhall cull forth, 

Out of one ſide, her happy Minion. 

To whom in favour ſhe'ſhall give the day, 

And kiſs him with a mm Vittory : 

How like you this wild Counſel mighty States, 

Smacks it not ſomething of the policy ? 


CI I ts 


{1 TJobn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our heads, 


[ like it well. France, ſhall we knit our Powers, 

' And lay this Azgiers even with the ground, 

Then after fight who ſhall be King of it? 

Baft. And if thou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Being \wicrs. da as we are by this pzeviſh Town : 
Turn thou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy Walls, 

And when that we have daſt'd them to the ground, 

Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make work upon our ſelves for Heaven or Hell. 
Fran. Let it be ſo : ſay, where will you affault ? 
Fohn, We from the Weſt will ſend deſtrution 

Into this Cities boſom. 

Axſt. 1 from the North. 

Fran. Our Thunder from the South, 

Shall rain their drift of Bullets on this Town. 

Baſt. O prudent Diſcipline ! From North to Soxth : 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each others mouth, 

Ple ftir them to it - come away, away. 

Hub, Hear us great Kings, vouchſate a while to ſtay 
And I ſhall ſhew you and fair-fac'd League : 
Win you this City without ſtroak, or wound, 
Reſcue thoſe Breathing lives to dye in Beds, 

That here come Sacrihces for the Field. 

Perſevere not, but hear me mighty Kings. 

John, - with favour, we are bent to hear. 

Hub. That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blarnch 
[s neer to Exyland, look upon the years + 
Of Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely Maid, 

If Iuſty love ſhould go in queſt of Beauty, 

Where ſhould he find is fairer, than in Blaxch : 

If zealous Love goin ſearch of Vertue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than iv Blanch ? 

If Love ambitious, ſought a Match of Birth, 

Whoſe Veins bonnd richer Blood than Lady Blanch ? 

Such as ſhe is, in Beauty, Vertue, —_ 

oung every way complea 
lf not compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe, 0 
And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 


"__ 


(f ave be nor, that ſhe is not he : | 


He ihe haif part of a bleſſed man, 
| Lef to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 
Ad ſhe a fair divided Excellence, 
Vhoſe fulneſs of perfection lies in him. 
0 two ſuch ſilver Currents when they joyn, 
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in : 
And two ſuch Shores, to two ſuch Streams made one, 
Two ſuch controlling {Bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
To theſe two Princes, if you marry them : | 
This Union ſhall do more than Battery can, 
To our faſt cloſed Gates : for at this Match, 
With ſwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paſlage ſhall we fling wide 0 
And give you entrance : but without this Match, 
The Sea enraged is not half ſo deaf, 
Lyons more confident, Monatains and Rocks 
More free from Motion, no not death himſelf 
In mortal fury half ſo peremptory , 
As we to keep this City. 
Baſt. Here's a ſtay, 
That ſhakes the rotten Carkaſs of old death 
Out of his rags. Heres a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forch death, and Namie, Rocks, and Seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of thirteen do of Puppi-dogs. 
What Cannoneer begot this luſty Blood, 
He ſpeaks plain Cannon fire, and ſmoak, and bounce, 
He gives the Baſtinado with his Tongue : 
Our ears are cudgeld, not a Word of his 
But buffets better than a Fiſt of France ; 
Zounds 1 was never ſo bethumpt with words, 
Since I firſt call.d my Brother's Father Dad. 
Old Qs. Son, liſt to this conjunttion, make this Match, 
Give with our Neece a Dowry large enough, 
For by this Knot, thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tye, 
Thy now unſur'd Aſſurance to the Crown, 
That yon green Boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe, 
The Y gon, that promiſeth a mighty fruit, 
I ſee a yielding in the looks of France: : 
Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their ſouls 
Are capable of this ambition, 
Leſt zeal now melted by the windy breath 
Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 
Hub. Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town ? 
Fra. Speak England firlt, that hath been forward firſt 
To ſpeak unto this City : What ſay you? 
Fohn. If that the Dolphin there, thy Princely Son, 
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love : 
Her Dowry ſhall weigh equal with the Queen, 
For Angiers, and fair Torain, Main, Poyttiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 
(Except this City now by us belieg'd) 
Find liable to our Crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions, 
As ſhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 
Holds hands with any Princeſs of the World. 
Fra. What ſay*ſt thou, Boy ? look in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Ido, my Lord, and in her eye 1 find 
A wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 
The ſhadow of my ſelf form'd in her eye, 
Which being but the ſhadow of your Son, 
Becomes a Son, and makes your Son a ſhadow : 
[ do proteſt I never lov'd my ſelf 
Till now, infixed I beheld my felf, 
Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye. 
[Whiſpers with Blanch. 
Baſt. Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye, 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quarter*d in her heart, he doth eſpic 
Himſelf Loves Traitor; this 1s pity now, 
That hang?d, and drawn, and quarter'd there ſhould be, 
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[In ſuch a Love, ſo vile a Lout as-he. 

Blan, My Uncles Will in this reſpect is mine. 

If he ſee ought in you that makes him like, 

That any thing he ſees which moves his liking 

[ can with eaſe tranſlate it to my will : 
Orif you will, to: ſpeak more properly, 

[ will enforce it caſily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you my Lord, 

That all 1 ſee in you is worthy Love, 

Than this, that nothing do I ſee in you, 

Though churliſh thoughts themſclves ſhould be yourJudge, 
That I can find, ſhould merit any-hate. | 

Fohn, What oy that young-ones? W hat ſay you myNeece? 
Blan. That ſhe is bound in honobr {till to do 

What you in wiſdom ſtill vouchſafe to fay. 

Fohn,Speak then, Prince Dolphin, can you love this Lady ? 
Dol. Nay, ask mz if I can refrain from love, 

For I do love her moſt unfeignedly. 

Fohn. Then dol give Yolquefſen, Torain, Main, 
Poyttiers, and Anjou, theſe five Provinces 

With her to thee, and this addicion more, 

Full thirty thouſand Marks of Engliſh Coyn , 

Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withall, 

Command thy Son and Daughter to joyn hands. 

Fran. It likes us welk young Princes, cloſe your Hands. 
Auſt. And your Lips too, for Iam well aſſur'd, 
That I did fo, when I was firſt aſſur'd, 

Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your Gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made, 

For at Saint Marie*s Chappel preſently, 

The Rites of Marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 

Is not the Lady Conſtaxce in this Troop ? 

I know ſhe is not, for this Match made up, 

Her preſence would have interrupted much, 

Where is ſhe and her Son, tell me, who knows ? 

Dol. She is ſad and paſſionate at your Highneſs Tent. 
Fran, And by my faith, this League that we have made, 
Will give her ſadneſs very little cure: 

Brother of England, how may we content 

This Widow Lady ? in her Right we came, 

Which we, God knows, have turned another way, 

To our own vantage. 

John, We will heal up all, 

For we'll create young Art1bur Duke of Britain 

And Earl of Richmond and this rich fair Town 

We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, 
Some ſpeedy Meſſenger bid her repair 

To our Solemnity : I truſt we (hall, 

(If not fill up the meaſure of her will ) 

Yet in Some meaſure fatisfie her ſo, 

That we ſhall ſtop her Exclamation. 

Go we as well as haſte will ſuffer us, 

To this unlook*d for unprepared pomp. LExeunt. 
Baſt. Mad world, mad Kings, mad Compoſition ; 
John, to ſtop Arthurs Title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed with a part, . 
And France, whoſe Armour Conſcience buckled on, 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 

As Gods own Souldier, rounded in the ear 
With that ſame Pur ſe-changer, that ſlye Devil 
That Broker, that ſtill breaks tbe pate of Faith, 
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, _ 

Of Kings, of Beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who having no external thing to loſe, 

But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that. 
That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
Commodity, the byas of the World, 

The World, who of it ſeif is poyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground : 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing byass 

This ſway of motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direCtion, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 

And this ſame Byas, this Commodity, 
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This Bawd, this Broker, that all- changing-world, 
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 
From a reſoly'd and honourable War, 

To a molt baſe and vile concluded Peace. 

And why rail 1 on this Commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my Hand, 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. 

Well, whilcs I am a Beggar, I will. rail, 

And fay there is no fin bur to be rich, - 

And being Rich my Vertue then ſhall be, 

To fay thre is no Vice, but Beggary, 

Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, | 
Gain be my Lord, for 1 will worlkip thee. [ Exit, 


7 


Attus Secundis. 


Enter Corſtance, Arthur, ana Salcbury. 


—__ 


Xi. A. hc ————— 


Conſt. Gone to be married ? gone to ſwear a peace ? 
Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd. Gone to be Friends ? 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, ard Blarch thoſe Provinces ? 
[t is not ſo, thou haſt miſpoke, miſteard, 
Be well advisd, tell ore thy tale 2gain. 
[t cannot be, thou doſt but fay ®tis ſo. 
| truſt I may not truſt thee, for thy word 
[s but the vain breath of a common man : | 
Believe me, I do not befieve thee man, 
| have a Kings Oath to the contrary. 
Thou ſhalt be puniſl'd for thus frighting me, 
For 1 am ſick, and capable of fears. 
Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fears, 
A Widow, Husbagdleſs, ſubject to fears, 
A Woman naturally born to fears ; 
And though thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt 
With my vext Spirits, I cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
Whar doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head ? 
Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my Son ? 
W hat means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheume, 
Like a proud riyer peering ore his bounds ? 
Be theſe fad ſigns confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeak againz not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal, As true, asI believe you think them faiſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my faying true. 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorraw how ro make me dye, 
And let belief, and life encounter ſo, 
As doth the fury of two deſperate' men, 
Which in the very meeting fall and dye. 
Lewis marry Blanch? O Boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of nie ? 
Fellow be gone : I caunot brook thy fight, 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. What ather harm have 1, good Lady, done, 
Burt ſpoke the barm, that is by others done. 
Conſt. Which harm within it felf fo hainous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of ir. 
Arthur, 1 do beſeech you, Madam, be contenr. 
Conſt. If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and flandrous to thy Mothers Womb, 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and fightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſv.art, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul Moles, and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, 1 then would be content, 
For then 1 ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great Birth, nor deſerve a Crown. 
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But thou art fair, and at thy birth ( dear Boy ) 
Nature and Fortune joymd to make thee grear. 
Of Natures Gifts thou may*it with Lillies boaſt, 
Azd with the half blowa Roſe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang?d, and won from thee, 
Sh* adulterates hourly with thy Uncle Fohy, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckrt on France 
To tread down fair reſpect of Soveraigaty, 
And made his Majeſty the Bawd to theirs. 
France 1s a Bawd to Fortune, and: King Fob», 
That ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping Fob» : 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not Fraxce forſworn ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe woes alone, which L alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 
Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. | 
Conſt, Thou mayeſt, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee. 
I will inſtru my forrows to be -prond, eo 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtoop ; 


- - 


_ | Tomeand to the ſtate of my great grief, 


Wore 


\ bo 


De. Do 


__ 


| Let Kings aſſemble: for my grict®s ſo great, 


| That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 


Can hold it up : here I and ſorrows ſit, 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


Attus Tertius, Scana prima. 


Enter K mg John, France, Delphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philtp, 
Auſtria, Conſtance. | 
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Fran. *Tis true (fair Daughter ) and this bleſſed day, 

Ever in France ſhall. be kept Feſtival : 

To ſolemnize this day the glorious Sun 

Stays in his courſe, and plays the Alchymiſt, 
Turning with ſplendour of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold : 
| The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it, but a Holy-day. 

Conſt. A wicked day, and not a Holy-day. 
What hath this day deſerv*d ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden Letters ſhould be ſet 
Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ? 
| Nay, rather turn this day out of the Week, 
This day of Shame, :Oppreſſion, Peryury. 

Or if it muſt ſtand ſtill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſlt : 


— 


* | But (on this day) let Sea-men fear no wrack, 


No bargains break that are not this day made ; 
This day all things begun, come to ill end, 
Yea, faith it ſelf, ro hollow falſhood change. 
Fran. By Heaven, Lady you ſhall have no cauſe 
Tocurſe the fair Proceedings of this day : 
HaveInot pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? 

= You have beguiPd me with a Counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touct'd and try*d, 
Proves valueleſs : you are forſworn, forſworn, 
You tame in Arms to ſpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours, 
The grapling vigor, and rough frown of War 
Is cold-in amity, and painted peace, 
And our Oppreſlion hath made up this League : 


 FArm, arm, you Heavens; againſt theſe perjur*d Kings, 


A Widow cryes, be Husband to me ( Heavens) 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 

Wear out the days in'peace : but e're Sun-ſet, 

Set armed diſcord ?rwixt theſe perjur?d Kings, 

Hear me, Oh; hear me. | 

Auſt. Lady Conſtance, peace. 

Conſt. War, war, no peace, Peace is to mea War : 
Lymoges, O Avſtria, thou doſt ſhame 


That bloudy ſpoil : thou Slave,thou Wretch,thou Coward, 

Thou Little Valiant, Great in Villany : 

Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide ; 

Thou Fortunes Champion, that doſt never ſight 

But when her humorous Ladyſhip is by 

To teach thee ſafety : thou'art perjur*d too. 

And ſootlyſt up greatneſs. What a Fool art thou, 

A ramping Fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 

Upon my Party : thou cold-blouded Slave, 

Haſt thou not ſpoke like Thunder on my fide ? 

Been ſworn my Souldier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength, 

And doſt thou now fall over to my Foes ? 

Thou wearsa Lyons hide? doff it for ſhame 

And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Auſt. O that a man ſhould ſpeak thoſe words to me. 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Auſt. Thou dar*lt not fay fo, Villain, for thy life: 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Fohn, We like not this, thou doſt forget thy Telf. 


Enter Pandulph. 


Fran, Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pan. Hail you anointed Deputies of Heaven ; 
To thee King John my holy errand is : ; 
| Pandulph of fair Millane Cardinal, | #198 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religiouſly demand | 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doſt ſpurn, and force perforce | 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See : 
This in our foreſaid holy Fathers Name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 
Jobr,, W har earthy name to Interrogarories 
Can taſte the free-breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thou canſt not (Cardinal) deviſe a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope: 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth: of England, 
Add thus much more, that no Jtaliar Prieſt 
Shall tythe or toll in our Dominions : 
But as we, under Heaven, are ſupream head, 
So under him that great Supremacy 
Where we do Reign, we will alone uphold 
Without th? aſliſtance of a mortal hand: 
So tell the Pope, all Reverence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd Authority. 
Fran, Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this. 
John, Though you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendom 
Are led fo grolly by this medling Prieſt, 
Dreading the Curſe that Money may buy out, 
And, by the merit of vile Gold, droſs, dult, 
Purchaſe corrupted Pardon of a man, 
Who in that ſale ſells Pardon from himſelf : 
Though you, and all the reſt ſo groſly led, 
This jugling witch-craft with Revenue cheriſh, 
Yet Ialone, alone, do me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt - 
From his Allegiance toan Heretique, 
And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and woſhipp'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hateful life. 
Conſt. O lawful let it be 
That 1 have room with Rome to curſe a while, 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou Amen 
To my keen Curſes z for without my Wrong 
There is no Tongue hath power to curſe him right. 


Pan, Theres Law and Warrant (Lady) for my -_ 
onir. 
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Conſt. And for mine too, when Law 'can do no right. 
Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here ; 
For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law . 
Therefore ſince Law ir felf is perfe:t wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my TI ongue to curſe ? 
Parnd. Philip of France, on peril of a curſe, 
Let go the hand of that Arch-hererique, 
And raiſe the Power of France upon his head, 
Unleſs he do ſubmic himſelf ro Rome, 
Elee. Look'ſt thou pale, France ? donot let go thy hand. 
Conſt, Look to that Devil, leſt that France repent, 
And by disjoyning hands Hell loſe a Soul. 
Auſt. King Philip, liſten-to the Cardinal. 
Baſt. And bang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs. 
Auſt. Well, Ruffin, | muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe, 
Baſt. Your Breeches beſt may carry them. 
John. Philip, what fay'{t thou to the Cardinal ? _ 
Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal ? 
Dolph. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heavie Curſe from Rome, 
Or the light lofs of England for a Friend : 
Forgo the eaſier. 
Bla. That is the Curſe of Rome, | 
Con, O Lewis, ſtand faſt; the Devil tempts thee here 
In likeneſs of a new untrimmed Bride. 
Bla. The Lady Conftance ſpeaks not from her Faith : 
Bat from her Need. 
Conſt. Oh, if thou grant my Need, 
Which onely lives but by the dcath of Faith, 
That Need, muſt needs infer this Principle, 
That. Faith would lire again by death of Need : 
O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up : 
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down. _ 
Fobm. "The King is moved, and anfiwers not to this. 
Conſt. O be remov'd from him, and anſwer well : 
Auſt. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing but a Calyes-skin, moſt ſweet tout. | 
Fr an. | am lext, and know not what to ſay. 
Pan. What canſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee more ? 
If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curlt ? | 
Fran. Good reverend Father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your ſelf ? 
This Royal hand, and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunCtion of our inward ſouls 
Married in league, coupled and link'd together 
With all Religious ſtrength of ſacred Vows : 
The lateſt breath, that gave the ſoond of words; 
Was deep ſworn Faith, Peace, Amity, true Love 
Between our Kingdoms and our Royal felves, 
And even before this Truce, but new befote, 
No longer than we well could waſh our hands, 
To clap this Royal Bargain up in Peace, 
Heaven knows they were beſinear'd and over ſain'd 
With Slaughter*s Pencil ; where Reveng>11d paint 
The fearful difference of incenſed Kings : 
And ſhall theſe hands ſo lately purg'd of Blood ? 
So newly joyn'd in love ? {6 ſtrong in both, 
Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faſt and looſe with Falth ? fo jeſt with Heaven, 
Make ſuch unconſtant Children of our ſelves, 
As now again to ſnatch our Palm from Palm ? 
Un-ſwear Faith ſworn, and on the Marriage-bed 
Of ſmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoalt , 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true ſincerity ? O holy Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be ſoz 
Out of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 
Some gentle Order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 
To do your pleaſute, and continue Friends. 
Pand. All Form is formleſs, Order orderlcſs, 
Save what is Oppofite to England's love. 
Therefore to Arms,. be Champion of our Chutch, 


| 


| Upon which better part, our Pray*rs come in 


| When ſuch profound Reſpects do pull you on? 


Y 


Or let the Church our Mother breathe her cur, 

A Mothcrs curſe, on her revolting Son. 

Frarce, thou may*lt hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 

A caſed Lyon by the morral 'Paw, 

A faſting:Tyger ſafer by the Tooth, 

Thaa kcep in peace that hand which thou doſt hold. 
Fran, | may dis-joyn my Hand, bur not my Faith. 
Pand. So makit thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And like a Civil War ſet Oath to Oath, 

Thy Tongue againit thy Tongrze. O let thy Vow 

Firit made to Heaven, firſt be co Heavea pertorm'd, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 

What imce vhou ſwor'it, is ſworn againit thy (clf, 

And may not be performed by thy ſelf, 

For that which thou halt ſworn to do amiſs, | 

[s not amiſs when it ts truly done : 

And being not done, where doing tends to 1i!l, 

The truth-is then molt done, nor Going it : 

The better Act of Purpoſes miſtook, 

['s to miſtake again, though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows dircQ, 

And falſehood, falichood cures, as fire cools fire 

Within the ſcorching veins of one ncw burr”. 

it is Religion that doth make Vows kepr, 

But thou haſt ſworn againſt Religion : 

By what thou ſwear*ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwearſt : 

And makſt an Oath the ſurety for thy Trerh : 

Againſt an Oath the Truth, thou art unſire 

To ſwear, ſwears, only not to be forſworn, 

Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear ? 

But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 

And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear, 

Therefore thy latter Vows, againſt thy frſt, 

Is in thy ſelf Rebeliicn to thy ſelf : 

And better Conquelt never canſt thou make, 

Ti.zn arrti thy conſtant ard thy nobler parts 

Againit theſe giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 


If thou vouchſafe them. But if nor, then know 
The peril of out Curſes hight on thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhait not ſhake them off, 
But in deſpair, dye under their black weight. 
Auſt, Rebellion, flat Rebcllion. 
Baſt. WilPt not be? 
Will not a Calves-skin ſtop that mouth of thine? 
Daul. Father, to Arms. 
Blanch, Upon thy Wedding: day ? 
Againſt the blood that thow haſt marricd ? 
What ſhall our Feaſt be kept with flaughtcred men ? 
Shall braying Trumpets, ard loud churliih Drums. 
Clantours of Hell, be meaſures to our Pomp? 
O Husband, hear me : ay, alack, how new 
'$ Husband in my Mouth ? even for that Name 
Which till this time my Tongue did n&re pronounce: 
Upon my knee I beg, go not co Arms 
Againſt mine Uncle. . | 
Corſt. O, upon my knee, made hard with kneeling, | 
| do pray to thee, thou vertuous Dauphin, 
Alter not the Doom fore-thought by Heaven: 
Blan. Now ſhall I ſee thy love, gyhat motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the Nakhe of Wife ? 
Co-ſt, That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, | 
His Honour. Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour. 
Dolph. I muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 


| 


Pard. | will denounce a Curſe upon his head. 
Fran, Thou ſhalt not necd. England, | will fall from thee. | 
Conſt. O fair return of baniſh'd Majeity. 
Elea, O foul revolt of French Inconſtancy. | 
Eng. France, thou ſhalt Tue this hour within this hour. 
Baſt, Old Time the Clack-Setter,thar bald Sexton, Time 
Is it as he will? well then, France ſhall rae. 
Blan. The Sun's Ofrecaſt with Blcod : fair pay adieu. 
Which is the ſide that I muſt go withall ? | 
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[ am with both; each Army hath a hand, 

And in their rage, 1 having hold of both, 
They whurle afſunder, and diſmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may*ſt win : 
Uncie, I needs muft pray that thou may'ſt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine : 


{ Grandam, I will not .wiſh thy wiſhes thrive - 


Who ever wins, on that ſide ſhall I loſe : 

Aſſured loſs, before the match be plaid. ; 
Dolph. Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lies. 
Bla. There where my Fortune lives, there my life dies. 
John, Coſen, go draw our Puillance together; 

France, | am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 

A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition z 

That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, 

The Blood and deareſt valued. Blood. of France. 
Fran. Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou ſhall turn 

To aſhes, &re our blood ſhall quench that fire : 

Look to thy ſelf, thou art in jeopardy. 


John. No more than he that threats. To Arms let's hie. 
[ Exennt, 


Siena Serunada. 


| Allarms, Excurſions : Enter Baſtard with Auſtria*s head, 


Baſt. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery Devil hovers in the skie, 


| And pours down miſchict. Auſtria*s head lye there, 
| Enter fohn, Arthur, Hubert, 


While Philip breathes. - | 
John, Hubert. keep this Boy : Philip make up, 


| My Mother is aflailed in our Tent, 
1 And tane, I fear. 


Baſt. My Lord I reſcued her. | 
Her Highneſs is in ſafety, fear you fiot ! 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exit, 
Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Enter Fohn Eleanor, Arthur, 

Baſtard, Hubert 5 Lords. 


Fohn. So ſhall it be : your grace ſhall ſtay behind 


4 So ſtrongly guarded : Coſen, look not fad, 


Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was; 
Arth. O this will make my Mother die with grief. 
John. Coſen, away for England, haſte before, 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the Bags 
Of hoarding Abbots, impriſoned Angels 
Set at liberty : The fat ribs of Peace 


{ Maſt by the hungry now be fed upon: 


Uſe our Cornmillion in his utmolt force. 
Baſt. Bell, Book, and Candle, ſhall not drive me back, 


| When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 


I leave your Highneſs : Grandam, I will pray 
(If everI remember to be holy) 
For your fair ſafety; ſo I kiſs your hand. 
Ele. Farewell, gentle Coſen. 
Fohn. Coz, farewell. 
Ele. Come hither little Kinſman, hark, a word. 
Foha, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
Wes owe thee much : within this wall of fleſh 
There is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, | 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to ſay, 
But I will fit it with ſome better tune. 
.By Heaven, Hubert,] am almoſt aſham'd 


| 


To ſay what goqd reſpect I have of thee. 
Hub, 1am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
Fohn, Good Friend, thou h 


Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to ſay, but letit go : 

The Sun is in the Heaven, and the prond day, 
Attended with the pleaſure of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience, if the midnight BeH 
Did with his Iron Tongue, and Brazen Mouth 
Sound on into the drowlie race of night : 


And thou poſlelled with a thouſand Wrongs : 
Or if that ſurly Spirit, Melancholly, 
Had bak'd thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 


Making that adiot Laughter Jp mens Eies, 
And ſtrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
A paſſion hateful to my Purpoſes : 

Or if that thou couldit ſee me without Eies 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, uſing conceit alo 
VVithout Eies, Ears, and harmful fo 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts : 
But (ah) I will not, yet.1 love thee well, 

And by my trothI think thou loy\ſt me well. 


By Heaven I would do, it. 
Fohn. Do not I know thou wouldſt ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 


He is a very Serpent in my way, 


He lyes before me :.doſt thou underſtand me ? 
Thau art his Keeper. 
Hub, And Ple keep him ſo, 
That he ſhall-not offend your Majeſty. 
Fohn, Death. 
Hub. My Lord. 
John, A Grave. 
Hub. He ſhall not live. 
John. Enough. 
I could be merry now, Hubert, I love thee. 
Well, Ple not ſay what I intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
I'le ſend thoſe Powers o're to your Majeſty. 
Ele. My bleſling go with thee. 
John. For England Coſen, go. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, to attend on you 
With all true duty : on toward Calice, hoa. 


no cauſe to ſay ſoyet, 
But thou ſhalt haye : and creep time ne're {o ſlow, 


If this ſame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, 


Which elſe runs tickling up and down the Veins, 


of V Vords : 


Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
| Though that my death were adjunct to my A&t, 


On yon young Boy : Ple tell thee what, my Friend, 
And whereſoe*re this Foot of mine doth tread, 


[Exeunt. 


— 


" Scana Tertia. 


A whole Armado of conyicted Sail | 
Is ſcattered and disjoyned from fellowſhip. 


Fran. What can go well, when we have run 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angers lolt ? 
Arthur tane Priſoner ? divers dear Friends ſlain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
Orre-bearing Interruption ſpight of France ? 


So hot a ſpeed, with ſuch Advice difpog'd, 
Such temperate Order in ſo fierce a Cauſe, 
Doth want Example : who hath read, or heard 


Of any kindred-aCtion like to this ? 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandxpho. Attendants. 
Fran. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the Flood, 


Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yer go well. 


ſo ill ? 


Dol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 


Fran, 
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Fran. Well could I bear that England had this Praile, | 
| So we could fiad ſome Pattern of our Shane. 
| Enter Conftance, 
Look, who comes here ? a'Grave unto a Sonl, 
Holding tiveternal Spirit-againſt her Will, 
| In the vile Priſon of afflicted Breath : 
I Prethee; Lady, go away with me. 
Conſt. Lo, now: now ſee the uſue of your Peace. 
Fran, Patience, good' Lady, comfort gentle C onſtance. 
Conſt. No, I defie all/Connſel, all Redrefs, 
But that which ends all Comnſd, true Redreſc, 
Death, Death, O amiable; lovely Death, 
Thou odoriferons ſtench : fonnd rottenneſs, 
Ariſe forth from! the Touch of laſting Night; 
Thou hate and terror to Profperity, 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable Bones. 
And put my eye-balls in thy yaulty Brows, 
And ring theſe Fingers with thy houſhold Worms, 
And ſtop this gap of breath with fulſom uſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelf : 
Come, grin on me, and 1 will think thou ſmil'{t, 
And buſs thee as thy Wife : Miſcries Love, 
O come to me. 
Fran. O fair AﬀiCtion, Peace. 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry : 
O that my Tongue were in the Thunders Mouth, 
Then with a Paſlion I would ſhake the World, 
And rowze from ſleep that fell Anatomy 
VVhich cannot hear a Ladys feeble Voice, 
V Vhich ſcortis a modern Invocation. 
Pard. Lady, yon utter madneſs, and not ſorrow. 
Conſt, Thou art hot holy to belye me fo, 
I am not mad : this hair'l tear is mine, 
My name is Conſtarce, I was Geffrey's Wife, 
Young Arthu+ is my-Son, and he is loſt : 
I am not mad, I would to Heaven I were, 
For then tis like I ſhould. forget my ſelf: 
O, if I could, what grief ſhould I forget - 
Preach ſome Philofophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinal) 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces Reaſon 
How I may be deliver'd of theſe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelf : 
If I were mad, I ſhould forget my, Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clonts were he ; 
] am not mad : too well, too well I fecl 
The different Plague of each Calamity. 
Fran. Bin up thoſe Treſles : O what love I notc 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her Hairs ; 
Where brt by chance a filver drop hath faln, 
Even to that drop ten thouſand wiery Fiends 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief, 
Like the, inſeparable, faithful Loves, 
Sticking together in Calamity, 
Co To England, if you will. 
Fryn, Bind up your Hairs, 
Cyſt. Yes, that I will : and wherefore will I do it ? 
them from their Bonds, and cry%d aloud, 
at theſe hands could ſo redeem my Son, 
AFthey have given theſe Hairs their liberty : 
t now 1 envy at their Liberty : 
nd will again commit them to their Bonds, 
ecauſe my poor Child is a Priſoner. 
F And Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay 
That we ſhall ſee and know our. Friends in Heaven: 
If that be true, I ſhall ſee my Boy again: _ 
For ſince the birth of Cain, the firſt Male-child 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious Creature born : 
But now will Canker-forrow eat my Bud, 
And chaſe the native Beauty from his Cheek, 
And he will Iook as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
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And fo hell dye: and rifng fo azain, 

When 1 ſhall meer him in the Court of Heaven 

| ſhall not know him: therefore gever, nzver 

Muſt 1 behold my Pretty Arthwr more. 
P::14. You hold too hainous a reſpet of grief, 
Conſt. He talks to me that never had a Son. 
Fran. You are as fond of Gricf, as of your Child. 
Conſt. Grief fills the room up of my abſent Child : 

Lies i his Bed, walks up and down with me, 

Puts on his pretty. looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his graciaus parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his Form, 

Then havel reaſon to be fond of grief ? 

Fare you well : had you ſuch a loſs asT, 

| conld give, better comfort than you do. 

I will not kezp this Form upon my head, 

V Vhen there is ſuch diſorder in my Wit : 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son, 

My lite, my joy; my food, my all the world. 

My Widow-comforrt, and my Sorrows cure. [Exit 

Fran. 1 fear ſom? outrage, and Ple follow her. [ Exe. 

Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull car ofa drowſie man; 

And bitter ſhame hath ſpoiPd the ſweet words tafe, 

That it yields nought but ſhame and bitterneſs. 

Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſcaſe, 

Even in the inſtant of repair and health, 

The fit is ſtrongelt : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil : 

What have you lolt by loſing of this day ? 

Dol. All days of glory, joy, and happineſs 

Pand. If you had won 1t, certainly you had. 

No, no: when Fortune means to men moſt good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye : 

'Tis ſtrange to think how much King 7obn hath loſt 

[n this which he accounts ſo clearly won : 

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his Prifoner ? 

Dol. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood. 

Now hear me ſpeak with a Prophetick Spirit : 

For even the breath of what I mean to ſpeak, 


Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub 


Out of the Path which ſhall direQtly lead 

Thy foot to England*s Throne. And therefore mark : 
Fohn hath ſeiz?d Arthar, and it cannot be, 

That whiles warm life plays in that Infants veins, 
The miſplac'd-Fohr ſhould entertain an hour, 

One minute, nay one quiet breath of reſt. 

A Scepter ſnatch*d with an unruly hand, 

Muſt G as boyſterouſly maintain*d as gain'd. 

And he that ſtands upon a ſlipp'ry place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up: 

That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs mult fall, 

So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. 

Lol. But what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wife, 


| May then make all the Claim that Arthur did. 


Dol. And loſe it, life and all, as Arthur did: 
Pand. How green you are, and freſh in this old world? 


} John lays you Plots : the Times conſpire with you, 


For he that ſeeps his ſafety in true Blood, 
Shall find but bloody ſafety and untrue. 

This At ſoevilly born ſhall cool the hearts 
Ofall his people, and freeze up their zeal, 
That none fo ſmall advantage ſhall ſtep forth 


4 To check his Reign, but they will cheriſh it. 


No natural exhalation in the Skie, 

No ſcope of Nature, no diſtemper'd Day, 

No common Wind, no cuſtomed Event, 

But they will pluſh away his Natural Cauſe, 
' And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs, 
Abortives, Preſages, and Tongues of Heaven, 


As dim and meager as at Apues firs 


| Ss 
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p Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Jobr. 
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The Life and Death of King John. 


Dol. May be he will not touch young Arthur's life, 
But hold himſelf ſafe in his Priſonment. 

Pand. O Sir, whe he ſhall hear of your approach, 
[f that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his People ſhall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ſtrong matter of Revolt, and Wrath 
Out of the Bloody Fingers ends of Fohn, 
Merhinks I ſee this Hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than I have nam*d. The Baſtard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England ranſacking the Church, 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide ; 
Or, as a little ſnow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dolphiz, 
Go with me to the King, tis wonderful, 
What may be wrought out of their Diſcontent, 
Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
For Enzland go ; I will whet on the King. 

Dol. Strong Reaſons makes ſtrong Actions : let us go, 
[f you ſay I, the King will not fay no. [Excunt 
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Aitus Puintus. Scena prima. 
Enter Hubert and E xecntioners, 


Hub, Heat me theſe Irons hot, and look thou ſtand 
Within the Arras : when ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, ruſh forth 
And bind the Boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the Chair : be hecdful: hence, and watch, 
Exec. 1 hope your Warrant will bear out the Decd! 
Hub. Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you : look to't. 
Young Lad come forth; 1 have to ſay with you. 
Enter Arthur. 
Ar. Good morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 
Ar. As little Prince, having ſo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be: you are fad. 
Hyb. Indeed I have been merrier. 
Ar. Mercy on me: 


{| Methinks no body ſhould be ſad but I : 


Yet I remember when I was in France 
Young Gentlemen would be as ſad as night 
Only for wantonneſs : by my Chriſtendom, 
So 1 were out of Priſon, and kept Sheep, 

I ſhould be as merry as the day is long : 
And ſo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My Uncle praCQtiſes more harm to me : 

He is afraid of me, and 1 of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's Son ? 

No indeed ist not, and I would to Heaven 
I were your Son, ſo you would loye me, Hubert. 

Hiub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead : 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch. 

Ar. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to day; 
Inſooth I would you were a little ſick, 

That 1 might fit all night and watch with you. 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub, His words do take poſſeſſion of my Boſom. 
Read here, young Arthur, How now fooliſh rheume ? 
Turning diſpitious Torture out of door ? 

I muſt bo brief, leſt- Reſolution drop 
Out at mine Eyes, in tender Womaniſh Tears: 
Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ ? 

Ar. Tco fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul Effect, 

Muſt you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes ? 
Hub. Young Boy, I muſt, | 


— 


Ar. And will you? 
Hub. And 1 will, _ 
Ar. Have You the heart ? When your head did but ake, 
I knit my Hand-kercher about your Brows 
(The beſt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my Hand, at midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 
Still and anon chear*d up the ;heavy time ; 
Saying, what lack you ? and where lies your grief ? 
Or what good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor mans Son would have lain ſtill, 
And ne're have ſpoke a loving word to you : 
But you, at your ſick ſervice had a Prince: 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning. Do, agd' if you will, 
If Heaven be pleag'd, that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why thea you muſt. Will you put out mine Eies ? | 
Theſe Eies, that never did, nor never 
So much as frown on you. 
Hub. 1 have ſworn to do it, 
And with hot Irons mult I burn them out. 
Ar. Ah, none but in this Iron age, would do it : 
The Iron of it ſelf, though heat red hot, 
Approaching near theſe Eies, would drink my tears, 
And quench this fhery Indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine Innocence : 
Nay, after that, conſume away in Ruſt, 
But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye: 
Are you more ſtubbora hard, than hammer'd Iron ? 
And if an Angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert d put out mine Eyes, 
[ would not have believA him : no Tongue but H »bert”s. 
Hub. Come forth : Do as I bid you do, 
Ar. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me; my Eies are out 
Even with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the Iron, I ſay, and bind him here. 
Ar. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſterous rough ? 
[ will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone {till : 
For Heaven ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 
And I will ſit as quiet as a Lamb. 
[ will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the Iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and Vle forgive you, 
What ever torment yotfdo put me to. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within: let me alone with him. 
Exec, I am belt pieagd to be from ſuch a deed. 
Art. Alas, I tiien have chid away my Friend, 
He hath a ſtern Look, but a gentle Heart: , 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub, Come (Boy ) prepare your ſelf. 
' ar, Is there no remedy ? 
Hub, None, but to loſe your Eyes. 
Art. O Heaven : that there were but a Moth in yours, 
A Grain, a Duſt, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, 
Any Annoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. k 
Hub. Is this your Promiſe ? Go too, hold your Tongs: 
Ar. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of Tongues, |, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 


Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Zuberr, : | 


Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
So I may keep mine Eies, O ſpare mine Eles, 
Though to no uſe, but ſtill to, look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 
Hub. 1 can heat it, Boy. | 
Ar. No, in good ſooth, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeſerved Extreams : ſee elſe your ſelf, 
There is no malice in this burning coal, __ 
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The Life and Death of King john. 


The breath of Heaven hath blown his Spirit out, 
And ſtrew*d repentant aſhes on his head. 
Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, Boy. 
Art, And if you do, you will but make ir bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Huber: : 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your Eyes: 
And, like a Dog that is compelPd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong 
Deny their Office - only you do lack 
That Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking uſes. 
Hub, Well, ſee to live : 
For all the 'Treaſure that thine Uncle owes, 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burn them out. 
Art. O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguis'd. 
Hb. Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Your Uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
Ple fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe Reports : 
And, pretty Child, ſleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
That #Hubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 
Will not offend thee. 
Art, O heaven / I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more: go cloſely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thce. [Exennt, 


—— 


Scena Secunda. 


Entey John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords, 


John, Here once again we ſit, once again crownd, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful Eyes, 
Pem, This once again (but that your Highaeſs pleas*d) 
Was once ſuperfluous: you were Crown'd before, 
And that high Royalty was n? ere pluck'd off : 
The Faiths of men, ne're ſtained with Revolt : 
Freſh ExpeCtation troubled not the Land 
With any long?d-for change, or better State- 
Sal. Therefore to be poſſeſs'd with double Pomp, 
To guard a Title that was rich.before ; 
To gild refined Gold, to paint Lilly 3 
To throw a perfume on the Viet, 
To ſmooth the Ice, or add another hew 
Unto the Rainbow ; or with Taper-light _ 
To ſeek the beauteous Eye of Heaven to garniſh, 
[s waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 
Pem. But that your Royal Pleaſure muſt be done, 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſom, 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable. 
Sal. In this the Antick, and well noted face 
Of plain old form, is much disfigured, 
And like a ſhifted Wind unto a Sail, 
It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights Conſideration : 
Makes ſound Opinion fick, and Truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on ſo new a faſhion'd Robe. 
Pem. When Workmen ſtrive to do better than Wel, 
They do confound their Skill in Covetouſneſs, 
And oftentimes excuſing of a Fault, 
Doth make the Fault the worſe by tlexcule : 
As Patches ſet upon a little Breach, 
Diſcredit more in hiding of the Fault, 
Than did the Fault before it was ſo patch'd. : 
Sal. To this Effect, before you were new crown'd, 
We breath'd our Counſel : bur it pleas'd your Highneſs 
To over-bear it, and we are all well pleagd, 
Since all, and every part of what we would 
Doth make a ſtand, at what your Highneſs will. 
John, Some Reaſons of this double Coronation 


| 


I will not touch thine Eye 


ah 
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I have poſleſt you with, and think them ſtrong. 
And more, more ſtrong, then leſs is my fear 
[ ſhall endue you with : Mean time, but 25k 
What you would have Reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly 
| will both hear and grant you your requeſts. 
Pem. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe 
To ſound the Purpoſes of all their Hearts, 
Both for my ſelf, and them: but chief of all 
Your ſafety: for the which, my ſelf and them 
Bend their beſt ſtudies, heartily requeſt 
The Infranchiſement of Arthur, who: reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of Diſcontent 
To break into this dangerous Argument, 
if what in Reſt you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears (which as they fay) atrend 
The ſteps of Wrong, ſhould move you to mew up 
Your tender Kinſman, aud to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good Excerciſe, 
That the Times Enemies may not have this 
To grace Occaſions : let it be our ſuit, 
That you heve bid us ask his liberty, 
Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
Than, whereupon our weal on you depending, 
Counts it your weal ; he have his Liberty. 
Emer Huberrt. 
John. Let it be ſo: I do commit his Youth 
To your direCtion : Hubert, what News with you ? 
Pem. This is the man ſhould do the Bloody deed: 
He ſhew*d his Warrant to a Friend of mine, 
The Image of a wicked heynous faulc 
Lives in his Eye: that cloſe aſpect of his, 
Does ſhew the mood of a much troubled Breaſt, 
And I do fearfully believe *tis done, 
What we fo fear*'d he had a charge to do. 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come ard go, 
Between his Purpoſe and his Conſcience, 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Batrels ſet : 
His Paſſion is fo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pem. And when 1t breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet Child's Death. 
John. We cannot hold Mortalities ſtrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to give, is living, 
The ſnic which you' demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceagd to night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear?d his ſickneſs was paſt cure. 
Pem, Indeed we heard how 'ncar his death he was, 
Before the Child himſelf felt he was fick ; 
This muſt be anſwer*'d either here or hence. 
John. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn Brows on me : 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deſtiny ? 
Have I Commandment on the Pulſe of Life ? 
Sl. It is apparent foul-play, and ris ſhame 
That greatneſs ſhould ſo grofly offer it : 
So thrive it 1n your Gare, and fo farewell. 
Pem. Stay yet (Lord Salisbwry) Ple go with thee, 
And find tWinheritance of this poor Child, 
His little Kingdom of a forced Grave. 
That Blood which ow'd the breadth of all this Ifle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while : 
This mult not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our ſorrows, and ere long I doubr. [Exrert. 
John. They burn in indignation : 1 repent :[ Enter Aze/. 
There is no ſure Foundation ſer on Blood : 
No certain Life atchiev*d by others Death : 
A fearful Eye thou haſt. Where is that Blood 
Thar I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe Cheeks ? 
So foul a Skie, clears not without a Storm, 
Pour down thy Weather : how goes all in France ? 


For any Foreign Preparation, 
Was levied in the Body of a Land. 
The Copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them : 
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Meſ. From France to England, never ſuch a Power, | 
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For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The tydings come, that they are all arriy*d. 

Job, Oh where hath our Intelligence been drunk ? 
NVhere hath it ſlept? Where is my Mother?®s care ? 
Thar ſuch an Army ſhould be drawn in Frarce, 

And ſhe not hear of it ? 

M:ſ. My Liege, ker car 
[s ſtopt with duſt : the firſt of April dy'd 
Your noble Mother ; and, asI hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumours Tongue 
I idely heard : if true, or falſe, I know not. 

Fohn. With-hold thy ſpeed, dreadful Occafion ; 

O make a League with me, ?tiil I have pleas*d 
My diſcontented Peers. What ? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eſtate in Frazce 
Under whoſe Condutt came thoſe Powers of France ? 
That thou for truth giv®ſt out are landed here ? 
Meſ. Under the Dolphiz. 


Enter Braff ard and Peter of Pomfret. 


John, Thou haſt made me giddy 

With thele ill tydings : Now? What ſays the World 

To your proceedings ? Do not ſeck to tuft 

My hcad with more ll News: for it is full. 

Ba#t, But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 

Then let the worlt unheard, fall on your head. 
Fohn. Bear with me, Couſin ; for I was amaz'd 

Under the tide; but now I breath again | 

Aloft the flood, and can give Audience 

To any Tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 

Baſt. How I have ſped among the Clergy-men, 

The Sums I have collected ſhall expreſs : 

But as I travePd hither through the Land, 

I find the People ſtrangely fantaſied, 

Poſleſt with Rumours, tull of idle Dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 

And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 

From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom 1 found 

Wirth many hundreds treading on his heels : 

To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding Rimes, 

That ere the next Aſcenſion day at noon, 

Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your Crown. 
Fobr, Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thou ſo ? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out ſo. 
John, Hubert, away with him - impriſon him, 

And on that day at noon, whereon he ſays 

[ ſhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang'd. 

Deliver him to ſafety, ard return, * 

For 1 muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Couſin, 

Hearſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv'd ? 
Baſt. The French (my Lord) mens mouths are full of it : 

Beſides I met Lord Bigot, and Lord Sal:sbury 

With Eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to ſeek the Grave 

Of Arthur, whom they fay is kilPd to night, on your 
John. Gentle Kinſman, go (ſuggeſtion. 

And thrult thy ſelf into their Companies, 

I have a way to win their loves again : 

Bring them before me. 

Baſi. 1 will ſeek them out. 
Jo:n, Nay, but make haſte: the better foot before. 

O, let me have ro Subjects Enemies, 

When adverſe Foreigners affright my Towns 

With dreadful Pomp of ſtout Invaſion. 


| Be Mercury, ſet Feathers to thy heels, 


And flye (like thought) from them to me again. : 
Baſt. The Spirit of the Time ſhallteach me ſpeed. [ Ext, 
Folm, Spoke like a ſprightful Noble Gentleman, 

Go after him: for he perhaps ſhall need 

Scme Meſſenger betwixt me and the Peers, 

And be thou he, : 

Meſ. With all my heart, my Liege.. 


| 


John, My Mother dead ? 
| Enter Hubert. 
Hub. My Lord, they ſay five Moons were ſeen to night : 
Four fixed, and the fifrh did whirle about, 
The other four in wondrous motion. 
John. Five Moons ? 
Hub. Old men and Beldams, in the Sreets 
Do propheſie upon it dangeroully : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their Months, 
And when they talk of him, they ſhake their Heads, 
And whiſper one another in the Ear. | 
And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer*s Wriſt, 
Whilſt he that hears makes fearful Action 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes, 
| ſaw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer (thus) 
The whilſt his Iron did on the Anvil cool, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylor's News, 
Who with his Sheers, and Meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had fallly thruſt upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank*d in Ker. 
Another lean, unwaſt'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthxs death. 
John, Why ſeek*ſt thou to poſleſs me with theſe Fears ? 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murdered him: I had a mighty Cauſe 
To wiſh him dead, but thou hadſt none to kill him. 
H. No had (my Lord ?) why did you not provoke me ? 
John, It is the Curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 
To break the bloody houſe of life, 
And on the Winking of Authority 
To underſtand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majeſty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, than advis*d Reſpect. 
Hub. Here is your Hand and Seal for what I did. 
John. Oh, when the laſt account *twixt Heaven and Earth 
Is to be made, then ſhall this Hand and Seal 
Witneſs againſt vs to Damnation. 
How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done ? hadſt not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the hand of Nature mark®d, 
Quoted, and ſign'd to do a deed of ſhane, 
This Murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of t|{&abhor*d AſpeCt, 
Finding thee fit for y Villany : 
Apt, liable to be employ*d in danger, 
| faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death : 
And thou to be endeared to a King, 
Made it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hub, My Lord. 
John, Had'ſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made a pauſe 
When I ſpake darkly, what I purpofed : 
Or turn'd an Eye of doubt upon my Face 
As bid me tell my tale in expreſs words : 
Deep ſhame had ftruck me dumb, made me breake off, 
And thoſe thy Fears, might have wronght Fears in me, 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my Signs, 
And didſt in Signs again parley with tin, 
Yea, without ſtop didſt let thy Heart conſent. 
And conſequently thy rude. Hand to act 
The deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my ſight, and never ſee me more : 
My Nobles leave me, . and my State is bravd, 
Even at my Gates, with ranks of foreign Powers : 
Nay, in the Body of this fleſhly Land, 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath, 
Hoſtility and Civil Tumult reigns 
Between my Conſcience, and my Couſins death. 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other Enemies, 
Ple make a peace between your Soul, and you. 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand, 
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Not painted with th: Crimſon ſpots of Blood : | 
Wirhin this Boſom, never entred yer 

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought, 
And you have ſlander'd Nature in my Form, 

Which howſoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer Mind, 

Than to bz Butcher of an innocent Child. 

Joha, Doth Arthar live ? O halte thee to the Pcers, 
Throw this Report on their incenſed rage, 

And make them tame to their Obedience. 

Forgive the Comment that my Paſſion made 

Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, * 

And foul imaginary Eyes of Blood 

Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. 

Oh, anſwer not ; but to my Cloſet bring 

The angry Lords, with all expedient halle, 


I conjure thee but flowly: run more falt. [Excunt. 


D EO A IT 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Arthur on the Walls, 


Art, The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground b- piciful, and hurt me not : 

There's few or none do know me, if they did, 

This Ship-boys iemblance hath diſguig?d me quite. 

I am afraic, and yet Ple ventureirt. 

If I get down, and do not break my Limbs, 

Ple find a thouſand ſhifts to get away z 

As good to dye, and go, as dye, and ſtay, 

Oh me, my Uncles ſpirit is in theſe ſtones, 

Heaven take my Soul, and England keep my Bones. [_Dves. 


Enter Pzmbroke, and Salisbury, and Bigot. 


Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmondsbury, 
It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle Offer of the perillous time. 
Pem, Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal ? 
Sal. The Count Melkone, a Noble Lord of Fraxce, 
Whoſe private with me of the Dolphir”s love. 
ls much more general than thele lines imporr. 
Biict, To iPorrow morni:1 g ler us meer him then. 
$S.:4. Or rather then ſer forward, for *twill be 
Two lung days journey (Lords) or ere we meet. 
Enter Baſtard. 
B.:/t. Once more to day well met, diltemper*d Lords, 
The King by me requelits your Preſence ſtraight. 
SE. The King hath diſpoſleſt himſelt of us, 
We will not line his thin- beſtained clake 
With our pure Honours : nor attend the Foot 
That leaves the print of Blood where &re it walks. 
Return, and tell him ſo: we know the worlt. (belt. 
Baſt. What ere you think, good words I think were 
Sal. Our Griefs, ard not our Manners reaſon now. 
Bt. Bat there is little Reaſon in your Grief. 
Therefore ?twere Reaſon yeu had Manners now. 
Pem. Sir, Sir, impatieace hath his Privilcdge. 
Baſt. *\is true, to hurt his Maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the Priſon: what is he lyes here? 
P. Ohdeath mace proud with pure and Princely Beauty, 
'The Earth had not 2 hole to hide this deed. 
Sal. Murther, as hatiig what himſelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge. 
Big. Or when he doon'd this Beauty to a Grave, 
Found it too precious Princely, for a Grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think ? 
Or doyou almoſt think, although you ſee, 
That you do ſte ? could Thought, without this Object 
Form ſuch another ? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creſt, : or Creſt unto the Creſt 


— 


Of Murthers Arms: this is the bloodiclt ſhame, 
The wildeft Savagery, the vileſt- ſtroke 
That ever wall-eyd Wrath, or ſtaring Rage 
Preſented ro the Tears of joft Remorſe. 

Pem. Al) Murthcrs pait, do ſtand <xcug'd in this : 
And this fo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 
To. tlie yer unbegotren lin of times ; 
And prove a deadly blood-ſhed, bur a Jeaſt, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 

Baſt. It is a damned, and a bloody Work, 
The gracelefs action of a heavy hand, 
if that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of ligit, what would «<afue : 
ic is the ſhameful work of Hbert's hand, 
The prattiſe, arid the purpoſe of the King: 
From whoſe Obcdieice 1 1orbid my Soul, 
Knecling before this Ruine of ſweer Life, 
And breathing to kis breathleſs Exceik:nce 
The Inccnie of a Vow, a holy Vow: 
Never to taſte the Pleatures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaie, and Idleneſs, 
Til 1 have ſet a glory to thus Hand, 
By giving it the Worſhip of Revenge. 

Fem. Big. Our ſouls Religioui:y confirm thy words. 

Emer Hubert. 

Hub, Lords, 1 am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you, 
Arthur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sai. Oh he 13 bald, and bluſhes not at death : 

Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
Hub. | am no Villain. 
Sal. Mult 1 rob the Law ? 
Baſt. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it op again. 
Sal. Not till I ſheath it m a Murtherer*s skin. 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbxry, ſtand back, I fay, 
By Heaven, | think my Sword's as ſharp as yours. 
| would not have you (Lord ) forget your elf, 
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence ; 
Lelt 1, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatnels, and Nobility. 
B:g. Out Dunghit, dar*lt thou brave a Nebleman ? 
Hub, Not for my life : bur yer I dare defend 
My inrocent lite againſt an Emperor. 
Sal. Thouart a Murtherer. 
Hub. Do not prove me 1o: 
Yet Il am none. Whole tongue ſo &re ſpeaks falſe, 
Not truly ſpeaks : who ſpeaks not truly, Lies. 
Pem., Cut him to pieces. 
Baſt, Keep the peace, I ſay. 
Sal. Stand by, or | ſhall gaul you Faulcenbridge, 
Baſt, Thou wcrt better gaul the Devil Salesbary, 
If thou but frown on me, or ſtir thy toot, 
Or teach thy haſty Splcen to do we ſhame, 
Ile ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime. 
Or Vle ſo maul you, and your toſting-Iron, 
That you ſhall thiuk the Devil is come from Hell. 
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a Villain, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigor, I am none. 
Big. Who kilPd this Prince ? 
Hb. *Tis not an hour lince I left him well : 
| honour*'d him, 1 lov'd him, and will weep 
My date of lite out, for his ſweet lives lots. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without ſuch Rheume, 
And he long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like Rivers of Remorſe and Innocency, 
Away with me, all you whoſe fouls abhor 
Twuncleanly favour of a flaughter-houſe, 
For 1 am ltifled with the ſmell of (in. 
Bio. Away toward Bury, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King he may enquire us out. Ex.Lords. 
"# C 2 Baſt. 
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Ba. Here's a good World : knew you of this fair Work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs reach of Mercy, 
(lf thou did'ſt this deed of death) thou art damy'd, Hubert. 
Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ple tell thee what. 
Thowrt damn'd as black, nay nothing is ſo black, 
Thou art more decp damn'd than Prince Lucefer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a Fiend of Hell _ 
As thou ſhalt be, ifthou did'ſt kill this Child. 
Hub, Upon my Soul. 
Baſt. 1t thou did'ſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel Act : do but deſpair, 
And if thou wantſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt threed 
That ever Spider twiſted from her Womb 
Will ſerve to ſtrangle thee : A ruſh will be a Beam 
To hang thee on. Or would'ſt thou drown thy ſelf, 
Pur but a little Water 1n a Spoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a Villain up. 
1 do tuſpect thee very grievoully. 
Hub. If ina&; conſent, or lin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet Breath 
Which was embounded in this Beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want pains enough to torture me: =» 
L left him well. ET 

Baſt. Go, bear him in thine Arms: 
I am amaz'd methinks, and loſe my way 
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eaſe doſt thou take all England up, 
From forth this Morſel of dead Royalty ? 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to Heaven : and England now is leſt 
To tug and ſcamble, and to part by th” Teeth 
The unowed intereſt of proud ſwelling State : 


| Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty, 
| Doth dogged War briſtle his angry Crelt, 


And: ſnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace : 
Now Powers from home, and Diſcontents at home 
Meet in one Line : and vaſt Confuſion waits 


| As doth a Raven on a ſick-fallen Bealt, 
:| The imminent decay of wreſted Powp. 


Now happy he, whoſe Cloak and Center can 
Hold ihe clit tempeſt. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with ſpeed ; Pleto the King : 


-| A thouſand buſineſſes are brief in hand, 


And Heaven it ſelf doth frown upon the Land, [ Ex. 
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Aftus Duartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter King John and Pandulph, Attendants. 


X. 50bn, Thus have I yielded vp into your hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 
Pand, Take again 


From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 


Your Soveraign Greatneſs and Authority. 
Fohn. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, 
And from his Holineſs uſe all your Power 

To ſtop their Marches *fore we are enflam'd : 
Our dilcontented Counties do revolt : 

Our people quarrel with Obedience, 

Swearing Allegiance and the love of Soul 

To ſtranger-blood, to foreign Royalty z 

This inundation of miſtempered humour, 

Reſts by you only to be qualified. | 

Then pauſe not ; for the preſent time's ſo fick, 


| Thar preſent Med'cine muſt be miniſtred, 


Or overthrow incurably enſues. ; 
Pall It was my breath that blew this Tempeſt up, 


Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: 
But ſince you are a gentle Convertite. 


My Tongue ſhall huſh again this Storm of War, 


And make fair Weather in your bluſtring Land : 
On thus Aſcenſion day, remember well, 
Upon your Oath of ſervice to the Pope, 
Go 1 to make the French lay down their Arms. 
John. 1s this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 
5ay, that betore Alcenſion day at noon, 
My Crown 1 thould give off? even ſo I have : 
| did ſuppolc it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But( HeavPn be thank'd) it is but Voluntary. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt, Al Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover Caſtle : London hath receiv*d, 
Like a kind Hoſt, the Dolphin and his Powers, 
Your Nobles v/iil not hear you, but are gone 
lo offer jervice to your Enemy : 
Aud wild Amazement hurries up and down 
lhe litcle number of doubtful Friends. 
Fohn. Would nct my Lords return to me again 
Alter they heard young Arthar-was alive ? 
Baſt. 'l hey tound him dead, and caſt into the ſtreets, 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of life 
by iome damn'd hand was rob'd and tane away. 
Jobn, That Villain Hubert told me he did liye. 
Baſt. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew : 
But wiuerefore do you droop ? why: look you ſad ? 
2e great in Act, as you have been in Thought : 
Let not the world fee Fear and ſad Diſtruit 
Go.crn the motion ofa Kingly Eye: 
be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire, 
1 areaten the threatner, and out-face the Brow 
Ot bragging Horror : So ſhall inferior Eyes 
That borrow tucir Behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by your Example, and put on 
The dauntleſs Spirit of Reſolution. 
Away, and gliſter like the God of War 
Wlicn he iutendeth to become the Field : 
Shew boldneſs and aſpiring Confidence : 
Whar, ſhall they ſeck the Lyon in his Den, 
And tright him there? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh let it not be ſaid ; forrage, and run 
To meet dijpleaſure farcher from the doors, 
And grapple with him ere he come ſo nigh. 
John. 1h. Legat of the Pope hath been with me, 
And 1 tave made a happy Pcace wich him, 
Aud hs hai: promis'd to dilmiſ; the Powe 
Led by th. DU iphn, 
Bajt. Oh ingio; ious League : 
Shall we upo1i the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play-orders, and make comprimiſe. 
lnfinuatiun, parley, and '2le truce 
To Arms Invaſive 7 5lail a beardleſs Boy, 
A cockred-li}:en: Wanton brave our Ficlds, 
And fleſh hi: Spirit in a War-like Soil, 
Mocking the air with Colours idely ſpread, 
And find no check ? Let us my Liege to Arms : 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 
They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 
John. Have thou the ordering of chis preſent time. 
Baſt, Away then wich good Courage : yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe. [_Exennt. 


[Ext, 
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Siena Secunda. 


Enter (in Arms) Dolphin, Salisbury, Mclloon, Pembroke, 
Bigot, Souldzers. 


Dal. My Lord Mellvon, let this be copied out, 
And keep it ſafe for our remembrance : 
Return the Preſident to theſe Lords again, 
That having our fair Order written down, 


Both they and we, peruſing ore theſe Notes - 
ay 
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May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, It may he gently at the foot of Peace, 
; And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. And be no further harmful than in ſhew. 
Sal. Upon our ſides it never ſhall be broken, Dolph. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, 1 will not back : 
1 Ard, noble Dolphin, albeit we ſwear I am too high-born to be Propertied, 
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg'd Faith To be a ſecondary at control, 
% To your Proccedings : yet believe me, Prince, Or uſeful Serving-man, and Inſtrument 
L am not glad that ſuch a Sore of Time To any Soveraign State throughout the World : 
Should ſeek a Plaiſter by contemn*d Revolt, Your breath firſt kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
And heal the inveterate Canker of one wound, Between this chaſtis'd Kingdom and my ſelf, 
By making many : Oh it grieves my Soul, And brought in Matter that ſhould feed this Fire ; 
That 1 muſt draw | this Mettle from my {ſide And now tis far too huge to be blown out 
To be a Widow-maker : Oh, and there With that ſame weak wind which enkindled it : 
Whcre honourable Reſcue, and Defence | You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Crics out upon the Name of Salisbury. Acquainted me with Intereſt to this Land, 
But ſach is the Infection of the time, Yea thruſt this Enterprize 4nto my heart, 
That for the Health and Phyſick of our Right, And come ye now to tell me Jekn hath made 
: We cannot dcal but with the very Hand His Peace with Kome ? what is that Peace to me? 
Ot Neri injultice, and confuſed Wrong : | (by the Honour of my Marriage-bed ) 
F, And is't rot pity, (oh my. grieved Friends) After young Arthur, Claim this Land for mine, 
That w-, the Sons and Children of this: /ſte, And now it 1s half conquer'd, mult I back, 
Vere born to ſee fo fad an hour as this, Becauſe that 'Fobn hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Wherein we ſtep after a Stranger, march Am I Romes Slave ? what Penny hath Rome born ? 
Upon her gentle Boſom, and fill up What Men provided ? what munition ſenr 
Her Encmies Ranks ? I muſt withdraw and weep To under-prop this Action ? Is't not | 
Upon ine ſpot of this enforced Caule, That under-go this Charge? who elſe but ], 
Ty Grace the Gentry of a Land remote, And ſuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Aud f2llovw unacquainted Colours here : Sweat in this Buſineſs, ard maintain this War 7 
\hat hcre? O nation that thou couldſt remove, Have I not heard theſe /ſlandeys ſhout out | 
That Neprwnes Arms who clippeth thee abour, ve le Roy, as 1 have bank'd their Towns ? | 
Would bcar the from thee knowledge of thy ſelf, Have I not here the beſt Cards for the Game | 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, To win this cafie Match, play'd for a Crown ? ; 
Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine And ſhall I now give o're the yielded Set ? 
; The blood of malice, in a vein of leagve, No, no, on my Soul it ſhall never be ſaid. 
1 And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly. Pan. You look but on the our-lide of this Work, 
l Dul. A noble Temper doſt thou ſhew in this, Dolp. Out-ſide or in-fide, I will not return 
And great AﬀeCtions wreſtling in thy Boſom Till my Attempt ſo much be glorifed, 
, Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility As to my ample Hope was promiſed, 
; Oh what a Noble combete haſt thou forght Before 1 drew this gallant head of War, 
| Between compulſion, and a brave reſpect : And culPd theſe hery Spirits from the wor 1d 
| Let me wipe off this Honourable Dew, To out-look Conquelt, and to win Renown 
. That filverly doth progreſs on thy checks : Even in the jaws of danger, and of death : 
' My heart hath melted at a Ladies tears, What luſty "Trumpet thus doth ſummon ys ? 
1 Being an ordinary inundation : 
But this Eſfuſiop of ſuch Manly Drops, Enter Baſtard. 
This ſhowr blown up by tempeſt of the Soul, ; ! 
Startles mine Eyes, and maks me more amaz'd Baſt. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Than had 1 ſeen the vaulty top of Heaven Let me have Audience: I am ſent to ſpeak : 
t14urd quite o're with burning Meteors. My holy Lord of AfUane, from the King 
{ Litt up thy brow (renowned Satisbury, ) | come, to learn how you have dealt for him 
And with a great Heart heave away this ſtorm : And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
4 Commend theſe Wars to thoſe Baby-eyes And warrant limited unto my tongue. 
f That never ſaw the Gyant-world enrag'd, Pand. The Dolphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
i Nor mit with Fortune, other than at Feaſts, And will not temporize with my Entrea.ies : 
Fall warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goſhpping. He flatly ſays. hel not lay down his Arms. 
} Come, come, for thou ſhall thruſt thy hand as deep Baſt. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, 
( [Into the Purſe of rich Proſperity The youth ſays well. Now hear our Enel:ſb King, 
q As Lewis himſelf: fo (Nobles) ſhall you all, For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me : 
That knit your Sinews to the ſtrength of mine. He 1s prepar'd, and Reaſon too he ſhould, 
This apiſh and unmannerly approach, 
Enter Pandulpho. This harneſ&8d Mask, and unadviſed Revel, 
This unheard fawcineſs and Boyiſh Troops, 
And even there, methinks an Angel ſpake, The King doth ſmile at, and 1s well prepar?d 
Look where the Holy Legate comes apace, To whip this dwarfin War, this Pigmy Arms 
Ta give us Warrant from the hand of Heaven, From out the Circle of his Territories. 
And on our Actions ſet the Name of Right That Hand which had the ſtrength, eVcn at your c2or, 
| With holy Breath. To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
| Pan. Hail, Noble Prince of France, To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 
The next is this : King Jobr hath reconciPd To crouch in Litter of your Scable Planks, 
Himſelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, To lye like Pawns, lock*d up in Cheſts and Trunks, | 
| That fo ſtood out againſt the Holy Church, To hug with Swine, to ſeek feet fafery out 
, The great Metropolis and See of Kome : In Vaults axd Priſons, and to thrill ard ſhake, 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, Even at the crying of your Nation's Crow, 
And tame the Savage Spirit of Wild War, Thinking this Voice an armed Enghſh man. 
That like a Lyon foſtered up at hand,» Shall that vitorions Hand be. feebled here, : 
| Cas That 
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That in your Chambers gave you Chaſtiſement ? 
No, know the gallant Monarch js in Arms, | 
\nd like an Eagle, o're his ayery Tower, 
Fo feuſe Aniioyance that comes near his Neſt 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloody Vers ripping up the Womb 
Of your dear Mether-Erngland : bluſh for ſhame : 
For your own Ladizs, and Pale-viſag'd Maids 
Like A::45, come? tripping after Drums : 
Their Thimblcs into armed Gantlets change, 
I heir Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To herce and bloody inclination. 

Dol. There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace, 
\Ve grant thou canft out-ſcold ys : fare thee well, 
We ho!d our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a Brebler. 

Pan, Give me Jeave to ſpeak, 

Bzjt. No, I will ſpcak. 

Dol. We will attend to ncither : 
Si'rike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of V Var 
Plead for cur Intercit, and our betag here. 

Baſt. Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out ? 
And {© ſhall you, being beaten : do but ſtart 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum, 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverberate all, as loud as thine. 
Sound bart another, and another ſhall 
(As loud as thine) rattle the Welkin's Ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth*d Thunder : for at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting Legat here 
Whom he hath usd rather for ſport than need) 
[s warlike John: and in his forehead fits 
A barc-rib'd death, whoſe Office is this day 
To fealt upon whole thouſands of the French, 

201. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. 
Baji, And thou ſhalt find it { Doſphin) do not doubr. 
[ Exennt, 


—— 


Scana Tertin. 


Alarms. Entcr John, and Hubert, 


Jn, How gogs the day with us? oh tell me, Hubert. 
Hib. Badly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty ? 
Jolzz, This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long, 
Lyes he2vy on me: oh, my heart is ſick. 
Emer a Meſſenger. 
17f. My Lord : your Valiant Kinſman, Faulconbridge, 
Deiires your Majeſty to leave the Field, 
And f:rd him word by me, which way you go. 
5954, Tell him, toward Swenſted, to the Abby there. 
Atcſſ. te of good comfort: tor the great Supply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin here, 
Are wracd three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This Ncws was bronght to Kichard but even now, 
The Frczch hght coldly, and retire themſelves. 
Jolm. Aye me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, 
And will not let nie welcome this good News. 
Set on toward Smr»ſted : to my Litter {treight, 


Weakneſs polletleth me, and 1 am faint, [Exenzt, 


Sceng Quarta. | 


Erter Sailisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 


Sal. 1 did not think the King ſo ſtor'd with Friends. 
Pem, Up once again : put Spirit in the Frexch, 

it they wilcarry, we miſcarry Too. 
Sal. That misbegotten Devil Faulconbridge, 

in {pight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 


Pem. They ſay King John, ſore lick, hath left the Field. 
Enter Meloon wounded. 
Mel. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 
Sal, When we were happy, we had other Names. 
Fem, It is the. Count Adcloone, 
$41, Wounded to dcath. 
Atl. Fly, Noble Engliſh, you are bought and ſold 
Unthreed the rude Eye of Rebellion, 
And welcom home again diſcarded ' Faith, 
Scek out King Johr, and fall betore his feet : 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompence the Pains you take, 
By cutting off your Heads : thus hath he ſworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury, 
Even on thar Altar, where we {wore to you 
Dcar Amity, and everlaſting Love. 
Sal. May this be poſlible ? May this be true ? 
244. Havel not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
W hich bleeds away, even asa Form of Wax 
Reſolveth from his Figure ?gainſt the Fire ? 
- What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 
Why ſhould I then be falſe, ſince 1t 1s true 
Thar I mult die here, and live hence, by truth ? 
I ſay again, it Lewis do win the day, 
He 1s forſworn, if cre thoſe Eyes of yours 
Behold another Day break in the Eaſt : 
But even this Night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmoaks about the burning Creſt 
Of the old. fecble, and day-wearied Sun, 
Even this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire, 
Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous Fine of all your lives : 
If Lewis, by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The love of him, and this reſpect befides * 
(For that my Grandſire was an Engliſhnan) 
Awakes my Conſcience to confeſs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the Field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace : and part this Body and my Soul, 
W ich Contemplation, and devout Delires. 
Sal. We do belicve thee, and beſhrew my Soul, 
But I do love the favour, and the form 
Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retircd flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs, and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low wichin thoſe Bounds we have o'rc-look'd, 


And calmly run on in Obcclence, \ 


pl 


Even to our Ocean, to our great King WP. 

My Arm ſhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 

For I do ſee the cruel Pangs of death 

Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flight, 
And happy newneſs that intends old right. [ Exeunt, 


my — ——_ 


Srana Dumta. 


Enter Dolphin and bis Tarn, 


Del. The Sun of Heaven(methought) was loth to ſet ; 
But ſtaid, and made the Weitern Welkin bluſh, 
When Engliſh meaſure backward their own ground 
In faint retire : Oh bravely came we off, 
V Vhen with a Volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toylc, we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring Colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the Field, and almoit Lords of it, 


— —_ 
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Enter 4 Mecſſenser, 


Meſ. Where 1s my Prince, the Dolphin ? 

Dol. Here, what News ? 

Meſ. The Count Aelloore is flain : The Engliſh Lords 

By his perſwalion are at length faln off, 

And your Supply, which you have wild fo long, 

Are calt away, and ſunk on Geoawn Sands. 

Dol. Ah foul ſhrewd News. Beſhrew thy very heart : 
[ did not think to be ſo fad to Night 

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 

Kins Jobn did fly an hour or two before 

The {tumbling Night did part our weary Powers ? 
17cſ. Who ever ſpoke it, It is true, my Lord. 

Dol. Well: keep good Quarter, and good care to Night, 
Tone Day inall ngg be up ſo ſoon as I, 


Io try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. [ Excnzt, 


CC I _—_— II—— 


Scena Sexta. 
Exter Baſtard and Hubert ſeverally, 


Hub. Who's there ? Speak, hoa, ſpeak quickly, or I ſhoot. 

Baſt. A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hub, Of the part of England. 

Baſt, Whyher doſt thou go ? 

Hub, Whats that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine Affairs, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Baſt, Hubert, 1 think. 
Hub, "Thou halt a perfeCt thought : 
I will upon all hazzards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know'ſt my Tongue ſo well : 
Who art thou ? 

Bzjt. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-friend me ſo much, as to think 
| come one way of the Plantageners. 

Hub. Unkind Remembrance: thou, and endleſs night, 
Have done me ſhame-: brave Souldier, pardon me, 
[That any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 

Should {cape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Biſt, Come,come : fans complement, W hat News abroad !? 

Hicv, \V hy here walk 1, in the black Brow of Night; 
To ind you our. 

Baſt, Brict then : and what's the News ? 

11th. O my ſwcet Sir, news fitting to the Night, 
Black, feariul, comfertleſs, and horrible. 

Baſt. Shew me the very wound of this ill News, 
| am no Weran, Ple not ſwoon at it. 

Hub; The King I fear is poyſor'd by a Monk, 
| left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this Eyil, that you might 
The better Arm you to the ſudden time, 

Than if-you had at leitfure known of this. 

Baſt. How did he take it? Who did taſte to him ? 

Hub, A Monk, I tcll you, a reſolved Villain, 
Whoſe Bowels ſuddenly burſt out : The King 
Yet ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 

Baſt. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 

Hub.W hy, krow you not ? the Lords are all come back; 
And brought Prince Henry in their company, 

At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardowd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty, 

Baſt. With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heaven, 

And tempt us not to bear above our Power. 


Ple tell thee, Hubert, half my Power this Night 


| Paſſing theſe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 


Theſe Lincoln-Waſhes have devoured them, 
My ſelf, well mounted, have eſcap'd. 


Away before : Conduct me to the King, 


3 doubt he will be dead, or &re 1 come. [Exeunt. 


Scena S eptima. 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot 


Hen. It is too late, the life of all his Blood 
Is touch*d corruptibly : and his -pure Brain 
(Which ſome ſuppoſe the Souls trail dwelling houſc ) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of Mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pem. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open air, 
[It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell -Poyſon which atfailerh him. 

Hen, Let him be brought into the Orchard here ; 
Doth he ſtill rage ? 

Pem, He is more patient » 
Than when you left him; even now he ſung. 

Hen, Oh vanity of Sickneſs, fierce Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themſelves. 
Death having prey*d upon the outward parts 
Leaves them inviſible, and her fiege 1s now 
Againſt the Wand, the which he pricks-and wounds 
With many Legions of ſtrange Fanraſies, 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. ?Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſing : 
| am the Symet to this pale faint Swan. 
Who chaunts a doleful Hymn to his own death, 
And from the Organ-pipe of frajlty ſings 
His Soul and Body their laſling reſt. 

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you ate born 
To ſet a form upon that indigelt 
\W hich he hath left ſo ſhapelcſs and fo rude. 

John brovght #n, 

Jebn, 1 marry now my Soul hath elbow-room, 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors, 
There is ſo hot a Summer in my Boſom, 
That all my Bowels crumble up to Dult: 
[ am a fſcribled Form drawn with a Pen, | 


—  — ——_— 


Upon a Parchment, and againſt this fire do I ſhrink up. | 

Hin, How fares your Majelty ? 

Jobn. Poyſom'd, ill fair : dead, forfook, caſt off, | 
And none of you will bid the Winter come | 
To thruſt his icie Fingers in my Maw | 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take thur courſe | 
Through my burn'd Boſom - nor intreat the North |} 
To make his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
| beg cold comfort: ard you are fo ſtraight 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Hz:n, Oh that there were ſome Virtue in my Tears, 
That might relieve you. 

Jolm, The Salt of them is hot. 

Within me is a Hell, and there the Poyſon 
[s, as a Fiend, confind toktyrannize, 
On unrepreeveable condemned Blood. 


Enter Bat ard, 


Baſt. Oh, 1 am ſcalded with my violent Motion 
And Spleen of Speed to ſee your Maxell y. 

Jobr. Oh Coulin, thou are come to ict mine Eve : 
The Tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, _ 
And all the ſhrowds wherewith my life ſhould fail; 
Are turncd to one threed, one little hair : 

My Heart hath one poor ſtring to tay it by, 
Which holds but till thy News be uttered, 
And then all this thou icelt, is but a Clod, 
And module of confounded Royalty. 

Baſt. The Dolphin is preparing hitherward, . 
Where Heaven he knows how we ſhall anfwer him. 
For in a night the beſt part of my Power, 


As 1 upon advantage did remove, 
Were 


D———_ 
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Were in the Waſhes all, unwarily, 
Devourcd by the unexpected Flood. 
Sal. You breath theſe dead News in as dead an Ear ; 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 
Hen. Even ſo muſt 1 run on, and even fo ſtop. 
| What ſurety of the World, what hope, what tay, 
When this was now a King, and now is Clay ? 
B:ft. Art thou gone ſo ? I do but ſtay behind 
To do the Otihce for thee, of Revenge, 
And then my Soul ſhall wait on thee to Heaven, 
As it on Earth hath bcen thy Servant ſtull. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers ? Shew now your mended Faiths, 
TAnd inftantly return with me again, 
To puſh Dettrution, and perpetual Shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting Land : 
Streight let us ſeck, or ſtreight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dophin rages at our very heels. 
Sal.” It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we, 
The Cardinal Pandalph is within at ret, 
Who half an hour ſince came from the Dolph:y, 
And brings from him ſuch Offers of our Peace, 
- [As we with Honour and Reſpect may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to Icave this War. 
Baſt. He will the rather do it, when he ſces 
Our ſelves well ſinew'd to our Defence. 
Sgl. Nay, *tis in a manner done already, 
For many Carriages he hath diſpatch*d 
To the Sea-ſide, and put his Cauſe and Quarrel 


_ 


| To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal, 


With whom your ſelf, my ſelf, and other Lords, 


If you thinx meet, this Afternoon will poſt 
To conſummate this buſineſs happily. 
; Baſt. Ler it be ſo, and you, my Noble Prince, 
; With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your Fathers Funeral. 
| Hen. At Worceſter mult his Body be interr®d, 
' For ſo he wilPd it. 

Baſt, Thither ſhall it then, 
And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
The lineal ſtate, and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all ſubmiſſion on my Knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful Services 
And true Subjection everlaſtingly. 


To relt without a ſpot for eyermore. 


And knows not how to do it but with Tears. 


This England never did, nor never ſhall 

Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 

But when it firit did help to wound it ſelf. 
Now, theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the world in Arms, 


If England to it ſelf, do reſt but true. 
. 
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Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
Hen. I have a kind Soul that would give thanks, 


Baſt. Oh let us pay the time: but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs. 


And we ſhall ſhock them: Nought ſhall make us rue, 


[ Exemnt 


Afus Primus, 


Scana Prima. 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants, 


King Richard. 


Ld Fohn of Gauzt, time-honoured Lancaſter, 
Halt thou according to thy Oath and Band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold Son : 
Here to make good the boiſterous late Appeal, 

Which then our lciſure would not let us hear, 

Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gant, | have, my Liege. : 

King, Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded him, 

If he Appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 

Ir worthily, as good Subject ſhould, 

Oa ſome known ground of Treachery in him ? 

Gaunt, As near as I could ſift him on that Argument, 


| On ſome apparent Danger ſeen in him, 


Aim'd at your Highneſs, no inveterate Malice. 


And frowning brow to brow, our ſelves will hear 
Th? Accuſer, and the Accuſed freely ſpeak ; 


High ſtomack'd are thy both, and full of ire. 
In rage, deaf as the Sea, haſty as Fire. 


Enter Bullingbrook and Mowbray. 


Bull. Many years of happy daies befall 
My gracious Soveraign, my moſt loving Liege. 
Mow. Each day ſtill better others happineſs, 
Until the Heavens envying Earths good hap, 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown, 


King. Then call them to our Preſence face to face, 


Kino, We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth by the Cauſe you come, 
| 


Namely 
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Namely to Appeal each other of high Treaſon. 

Couſin of Hereford what doſt thou object 

Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bull, Firſt Heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 

in the devotions of a Subjects love, 

Tendring the precious ſafety of my Prince, 

And free from other miſ-begotten hate, 

Come l Appealant to this Princely Preſence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well: for what I ſpeak, 

My Body ſhall make good upon this Earth, 

Or my Divine Soul anſwer it in Heaven. 

Thou art a Trattor and a Miſcreant , 

Too good to be fo, and too bad to live ; 

Since the more fair and Cryſtal is the Skie, 

The uglier ſeem the Clouds thar in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foul Traitors Name ſtuff 1 thy throat, 

And wilb (ſo pleaſe my Soveraign )c're I move, (prove. 

What my Tongue ſpeaks, my right drawn Sword may 
Mow. Let not my cool Words here accuſe my Zeal: 

*Tis not the Tryal of a Woman's War, 

The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Cauſe betwixt us twain - 

The Blood is hot that mult be cool'd tor this. 

Yet canl not of ſuch tame patience boalt, 

As to be huſht, and nought art all to ſay. 

Firſt the fair reverence of your Highneſs curbs me; 

From giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech, 

Which clſe would poſt,until it had return'd 

Theſe terms of Treaſon, doubly down his throat 

Setting aſide his high Bloods Royalty, 


| And let him be no Kinſman to my Liege, 


I do dehe him, andI fpit at him, 

Call him a flanderous Coward and a Villain : 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were l tide to run a foot, 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where cver Engliſhman durlt ſet his foot, 
Mean time, ler this defend my Loyalty, 

By all my hopes moſt fallly doth he lic, 

Bull, Pale trembling Coward, there 1 throw my Gage, 

Diſclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 

And lay alide my high Blood's Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty drcad hath left thee fo much ſtrength, 
As to take up mine Honour?s Pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elle, 
Wy1llI make good againſt thee arm to arm, 

What I have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviie. 

Mow. 1 take itup, andby that Sword I ſwear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
Ple anſwer thee in any fair degree, 

Or Chivalrous deſign of Knightly tryal : 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be Traitor, or unjuſtly hight. 

King. What doth our Coulin lay to Mowbray*s Charge ? 
[t mull be great that can inherit us, 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bull. Look what I ſaid, my life ſhall Prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 
In name of lendings for your Highneſs Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd Imployments, 
Like a falſe Traitor and injurious Villain, 

Beſides, I ſay, and will in Battel prove, 

Or here, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt Verge 

That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh eye, 

That all the Treaſons for theſe eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, : 
Fetcht from falſe Adowbray their Firſt Head and Spring, 
Further I ſay, and further will maintain 

Upon his bad life, to make all this good, 

That he did plot the Duke of Glofter*s death, 


Suggelt his ſoon belicving Adverlarics, 

And conſequently like a I raitor Coward, 

Sluc*d out his innocent Soul through itrcams of Blogd ; 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing Abs crics, 

(Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth) 

To me for Juſtice, and rough Chaſtiſe ment : 

And by theglorious worth of my deſcent, 

This arm ſhall do it, or this life be ſpent. 

King. How high a pitch his Reſolution ſoars : 
Thomas of Norfalk, what ſay*ſt thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my Soveralgn turn away kis Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 

Till have told this ſlander of his Blood, 
How God and good men hate fo foul a Lyer. 

King. Mowbray, impartial are our Eycs and Ears; 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdom?s Heir, 

As he is but my Father's Brother*s Son; 

Now by my Scepters awe. I make a Vow, 

Suck neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred Blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unſtooping firmneſs of my vpright Soul. 
He 1s our Subject (Adowbray ) ſo art thou, 

Free ſpecch and fearleſs, I io thee allow. 

Mow. T hen, Bullingbreck , as low as to thy heart, 
Through the talſepallage of thy throat theu lie: ; 
Three parts of that Reccipt 1 had for Callice, 
Dizburkt I to his Highneſs Souldiers ; 

The other partgxecſerv*d I by conſent, 

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 

Since laſt I went to Fraxce to fetch his Queen : 
Now ſwallow down that lye. For Gloſter's death, 
I flew him not; but (to mine own diſzrace) 
Neglected my ſworn Duty 1n that caſe; 

For you,my noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The Honourable Father to my Foe, 

Once I did lay an ambuſh for your Life, 

A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved Soul : 
But ere I laſt recety'd the Sacrament, 

| did confeſs it, and exattly beggd 

Your Graces Pardon, and | hope I had it. 
This is my fault : as for the relt appeaPd, 

[t iſſues from the rancor of a Villain, 

A Recreant and moſt degenerate Traitor, 

W hich in my ſelf I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 
Upon this overweening Traitors foot, 

To prove my ſelf a Loyal Gentleman, 

Even in the beſt Blood chamber?d in his boſct, 
In haſte whereof moſt hearrily I pray 

Your Highneſs to aſſign our I ryal-day. 

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be ruPd by me; 
Ler's purge this Choller without letting Block : 
This we preſcribe, though no Phylitian. 

Deep Malice makes too deep Inciſon, 

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Our DoCtors ſay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 

Gaunt, Tobe a Make-peace ſhall become my age, 
Throw down (my Son )the Duke of Norfolk*s Gage, 

King. And Norfelk throw down his. 

Gaunt, When Harry, when ? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, I ſhould not bid agen. 

King. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no boot. 

Mow. My lf I throw (dread Soveraign) at thy toot. 
My Life thou ſhalt command, but not my-Shame, 
The one my Duty owes, but my fair Name, 
Deſpight of death that lives upon my Grave, 
To dark diſhonours uſe, thou ſhalt not have. 
| am diſgrac'd, impeach'd, and bafffd here, 
PierCd to the Sou], with ſlanders venon?d Spear , 
The which no Blame can cure, but his heart Blcgd 


Which breath'd this Poyſon. 
King 
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| Give me his Gage : Lyons make Leopards tame. 
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King. Rage mult be withltood : 


Mow. Yea, but not change his Spots : take but my ſhame, 

And I reſign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureſt Treaſure mortal times afford, 

Is ſpotleſs Reputarion : that away, 

Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 

A Jewel ina ten-times barr*d up Cheſt, 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Brealt. 

Mine Honour 1s my liſe ; both grow in one : 

Take Honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (dear my Liege) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I live; and for that will I dye. 
King. Couſin, throw down your Gage, Do you begin. 
Bul. Oh Heaven defend my Soul from ſuch foul fin. 

Shall I ſeem Creſt-faln in my Father's ſight, 

Or with pale beggar*d Fear impeach my hight 

Befcre this out-dar*d Daſtard ? E*'re my Tongue 

Shall wound my Honour with ſuch feeble Wrong ; 

Or ſound ſo baſe a parle: my Teeth ſhall cear 

The laviſh Motive of recanting Fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding in his high diſgrace, 

W here ſhame doth harbour, even in owbray's Face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 

King. We were not born to ſue, but to Command, 

Which ſince we cannot do to make you Friends, 

Be ready, (as your lives ſhall anſwer it) 

Art Coventrey, upon Saint Lambert's day : 

There ſhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling Difference of your ſertled Hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſee 

Juſtice deſign the Vietor*s Chivalry. 

Lord Marſhal command our Officers at Arms, 


Be ready to dire theſe home Alarms. [ Exennt. 


— 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dutcheſs of Gloſter. 


Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Gloſter*s blood, 
Doth more ſolicite me than your Exclaims, 
To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his life. 
But fince Correction lyeth in thoſe Hands 
\Which made the Fault that we cannot corre, 
Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heaven, 
Who when they ſee the Hours _ on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders heads. 

ut. Finds Brotherhoad in thee no ſharper ſpur ? 
Hath love in thy old Blood no living fire : 
Eaward*s ſeven Sons (whereof thy ſelf art one ) 
Were as ſeven Vials of his ſacred Blood. 
Or ſeven fair Branches ſpringing from one Root: 
Some of thoſe ſeven are drid by Natures Courſe, 


But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Gloſter ; 

One Vial full of Edwards Sacred Blocd, 

One flouriſhing Branch of his molt Royal Root 

is crack*d, and all the precious Liquor ſpilt ; 

is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves all faced 

By Envic*s hand, and Murder's Bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ?-His Blood was thive, that Bed, that Womb, 
Thar Mettle, that Self- mould that faſhion'd thee, 

Made him a Man : And though thou liv*ſt and breathſt ; 
Yer art thou ſlain in him : thou doſt conſent 

.n ſoine large meaſure to thy Father's death, 

in that thou ſceſt thy wretched Brother die, 

\Vho was the Model of thy Fathers life, 

Call it not Patience (Gawzt ) it is Deſpair, 

n ſ»ffcring thus thy Brother to be flaughter'd, 

Thou ſhew'ſt the naked Pathway to thy life, 


That which in mean men, we intitle Patience 
Is pale cold Cowardice in noble Breaſts : 
W har ſhall I ſay, to fategard thine own life, 
The beſt way is to venge my Gloſter*s death. 
Gaunt, Heavens is the Quarrel : for Heaven's Subſtitute, 
His Deputy anointed in bis fight, 
Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let Heaven Revenge : for 1 may never lift 
An angry Arm againſt his Minter. 
Dut, Where then (alas) may I complaie my ſelf ? 
Gaun. To Beaven, the V Vidows Champion to defence. 
Dut., Why then 1 will : farewel old Gamne, 
Thou go?it to Coventrey, there to behold 
Our Couſin Hereford, and fell Mowbray fight : 
O lit my Husbands Wrongs on Herefords Spear, 
That it may enter Butcher Adowbray?s breaſt ; 
Or if Misfortune miſs the firſt Carreer, 
Be Mowbray's ſins ſo heavy in his Boſom, 
That they may break his foaming Courſers back, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 
A Caytiff recreant to my Conlin Hereford. 
Farewel old Gaunt , thy ſomtimes Brother's Wife 
With her Companion Grief muit end her life. 
Gamunt, Siſter farewel : I mult to Coventrey, 
As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 
Dut. Yet one word more,Griet boundeth where it fafts 
Not with the empty hollowneſs bur weight : 
[| take my leave, before I have begun, 
For Sorrow ends not : when it ſeemeth done. 
Commend me to my Brother, Edward York, 
Lo, this is all : nay yet depart not ſo, 
Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go, 
I ſhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 
With all good ſpeed at Plaſhe viſit me. 
Alack, and what ſhall good old York there ſee 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurniſh'd Walls, 
Un-peopl'd Offices, untrodden Stones ? 
And what hzar there for Welcome, but my Groans ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To ſeek out Sorrow that dwells every where ; 
Deſolate, deſolate will 1 hence, and dye, 
The lal leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. [Exennt. 
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Scana Tertin. 


Enter Marſhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, ſprightful and bold, 
Stays but the Summons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions are prepar*d and ſtay 
For nothicg but his Majeſties approach, CFlouriſh. 


Enter King, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Green, ard others : 
Then Mowbray in Armour, and Harrold, 


Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder Champion 

The Cauſe of his arrival here in Arms, 

Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 

To ſwear him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe, 
Mar.1n Gods Name,and the Kings,ſfay who thou art ? 
And why thou conyſt, thus Knightly clad in Arms ? 
Againſt what man thou conſt, and what*s thy Quarrel, 
Speak truly on thy Kinghthood, and thine Oath, 

As ſo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour, 

Mow. My Name is Tho. Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 
W ho hither come engaged by my Oath, 

(Which Heaven defend a Knight ſhould violate) 

Both todefend my Loyalty and Truth, 


Teaching ſtern Murther how to butcher thee: 


To God, my King, and his ſucceeding Iſſue, 
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Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that Appeals me : This feaſt of Battle, with mine Adverfary, | 
And by the Grace of God and this mine Arm, Molt mighty Liege, and my Companion Pezrs, 
To prove him (in defendiug of my ſelf) Take from my mouth, the wiſh ot happy years, 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeaſt, 
And as I truly fight, defend me Heaven. Gol to fight : Truth hath a quiet breaſt. 
q Rich, Faremel, my Lord, ſecurely I eſpy 
| Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold, Vertue with Valour, couched in thine Eye: 
b Order the Trial Marſhal, and begin. 
| Rich, Marſhal : Ask yonder Knight in Arms, Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Darby, 
, Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, Receive thy Launce, and Heaven defend thy Right. 
Thas placed in Habiliments of War : | Bull, Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry Amen. 
And formally according to our Law Mar. Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolk. 
Depoſe him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe. : 1. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Darby, 
Mar.What is thyName, and wherefore convſt thou hither | Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and Himſelf, 
Before King Richard, in his Royal Liſts ? On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 
| |] Againſt whom con?ſt thou ? and what's thy Quarrel? | To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Monbray, | 
y Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heaven. A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, | 
| Bull. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Darby, And dares him to ſet forward to the fight. | 
| Am 1, who ready here do ſtand in Arms, 2. Har Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
| To prove by Heaven's grace, my Body*s Valour, On pain to be found falſe and recreanr, | 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, Both to defend himſelf, and to approve | 
F Thar he's a Traitor foul and dangerous, Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Darby, 
| To God of Heaven, King R:chard, and to me, To God, his Soveraign, and to him Gitloy : 
And as 1 truly fight, detend me Heaven. Couragiouſly, and with a free deſire, 
| Mar. On pain of Death, no perſon be ſo bold, Attending but the Signal to begin. [ Acharge ſonnded. 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the Liſts, Mar. Sound 'I rumpets, and ſet forward Combatanrs : 
| Except the Marſhal, and ſuch Officers Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down. 
? Appointed to direct theſe fair Deſigns. Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears 
F Bull. Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my Soverajgn's Hand, | And both return back to their Chairs again : ; 
And bow my Knee before his Majeſty : Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets ſound, 
d For Mowbray and my ſelf are like two men, While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, [Along Flonyiſh, 
f Then let us take a ceremon1tous Leave Draw near, and lift 


And loving Farewel of our ſeveral Friends, What with our Council we have done. | 


Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highneſs, | For that our Kingdoms Earth ſhould not be ſoild 
And craves to kiis your hand, and take his leave. With that dear Blood which it hath foſtered, 
Rich, We will deſcend and fold him in our arms. And for our cyes do hate the dire aſpet 


Confin of Hereford, as thy Cauſe is jult, Of Civil Wounds plougt'd up with Neighbours Swords, 
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight : Which fo rouz'd up with boiſterous untun'd Drums, 
Farewel, my Blood, which if to day thou ſhed, With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
Lament me may, but not Revenge thee dead. And grating ſhock of wrathful Iron Arms, 
Bull, Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 

For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray*s Spear : And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blocd : 
As confident, as is the Faulcon's flight Therefore, we baniſh you our Territories. 
Againſt a Bird, do I with Mowbray hght. You Couſin Hereford, upon pain of death, 
My loving Lord, I take my leave of you, Till twice five Summers have enrich*d our Ficlde, 

| Of you (my noble Couſin) Lord Arumerle ; | Shall not regreet our fair Dominions, 

Not ſick, although I have to do with death, But tread the itranger Paths of Baniſhment, 
But luſty, young, and chearly drawing breath. | Bull. Your will be done : This muſt my Comfort be, 
Lo, as at Engliſh Feaſts, ſol regreet That Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me : 
The daintieſt laſt, to make the end moſt ſweet. And thoſe his golden Beams to you here lent, 
Oh thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, Shall point on me, and gild my Baniſhment. 
W hoſe youthful Spirit in me regenerate, Rich, Norfolk; for thee remains a heavier Dootn, 
Doth with a two-fold vigour litt me up Which 1 with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce, 
To reach at Vittory above my Head, The ſlye flow Hours ſhall not determinate 
Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers, The dateleſs limit of thy dear Exile : 
And with thy Bleſſings ſteel my Lances Point, The hopeleſs word, of never to return, 
That it may enter Mowbray's Waxen Coat, Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of life. 
And furniſh new the Name of Fohrn a Gaunt Mow. A heavy Sentence, my molt Soveraign Liege, 
Even in the luſty *haviour of his Son. And all unlook*d for from your Highneſs mouth : 

Gaunt, Heaven in thy good Cauſe make thee proſprous, | A dearer Mcrit, not ſodeep a Maim, 

Be ſwift like Lightning in the Execution, As to be caſt forth in the common air 
And let thy Blows doubly redoubled, Have I deſerved at your Highneſs hands. 
Fall like amazing thunder on the Cask The Language I have learn'd theſe forty years 


Of thy amaz'd pernicious Enemy. (My native Erzeliſh) now I muſt forgo, 
Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be Valiant, and liye. And now my Tongues uſe is to me no more, 


Bull. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive. Than an unſtringed Viol, or a Harp, 
Mow. How ever Heaven or Fortune calt my Lot, Or like a cunning Inſtrument cagd up, 
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard*s Throne, | Or being open, put into his hands 
A Loyal, Juſt, and Upright Gentleman : That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Never did Captain with a freer heart - Within my Mouth yon have engoaPd my Torgue, 
Caſt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace Doubly percullis'd with my Teeth and Lips, 
His golden uncontrouPd Enfranchiſement, And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 
More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate Is made my Goaler to attend on me : 
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am too old to tawn upon a Nuric, 
.©-5 far in years to be a Pupil now: 

12: is thy Sentence then, but ſpeeclileſs death, 
-1-h robs my Tongue from breathing rative oreath ? 
ich. It boots thee not to be compailiozate, 

\*ter ovr Sentence, plaining comes too Jate. 

AL. Thea thys I turn me from my Country's light, 
To dxell in ſolemn Shades of endleſs night. 

Rich. Return again, and take an Oath with thee, 
Lay on your Royal Sword, your baniſh'd hands ; 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heaven 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) 

To keep th: Oath that we adminitter : 

You never ſhall ({o help you Truth, and Heaven) 

*mbrace each others Loye in Baniſhmeat, 

Ncr ever look upon each others Face, 

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 

Thiz lowring Tempet of your home-bred Hate, 
Nar ever by adviſcd purpoſe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any 1l!, 

*Gainlt Us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 

Bul. 1 ſwear. 

Aw. And1I, to keep all this. 

Bul. Norfolk, fo far, as to mine Enemy, 

By this tim= (1<d the King permitted us) 
One of our Souls had wandred in the air, 
2aniſn'd this frail Sepulchre of our fl:ſh, 

\. now our fleſh is baniſt'd from this Land. 

inffs thy Trecafons, ere thou fly this Realm, 
3:5.:e thou has fer to go, bcar not along 

Cue dozging burthen of a guilty Soul. 

/72%, No Bull.ngbrok: if ever I were Traitor, 
21; Name be blotted itrom the book of Life, 
| *:C 1 from Heaven barilt*d, as from hence : 

. © 1/12E ton art, Heaven, thou and I do kno w, 
A-4 @!] roo ſoon (I fear) the King ſhall rue. 
rexel (my Li-2e) now no way canlT ſtray, 
Zave back to £Ez:1azd, all the world's my way. 

Rich, Uncl. cven in the Glaſles of thine Eyes 
** & th7 gri:ved Ecart: thy fad Aſpect, 
24th fron the number of his baniſh'd years 
*:2:Fd four away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
rvtra with welcome home from Baniſhmenr. 

Zul. How long a time hes in one little word 
rovr I-3zing Winters, and four wanton Springs 
End ia a word, ſuch is the breath of Kinzs. 

-aznt. I thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
Te .inortens four years of my Sons Exile : 

Bit !1:1e vantage ſhall I reap thereby. 

7»: ze the lix years that he hath to ſpend, 

Cn change the Mcons, and bring their times about ; 
My ojl-dry'd Lamp, and time-bewaiſted Light, 

Shall be exit with Agc, and endleſs Night - 

My inch of Taper, will be burat, and done, 

| Ard blindiold death, not let ms ice my Son, 

Rich, Why Uncle? thou haſt many years to live. 
Gaurt. But rot a minute (King) that thou canſt give 
Shortcn my days thou can{t with ſudden Sorrow, 

And pluck Nights from me, but not lend me a Morrow - 


 — 
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{ Thou canſt help time to furrow me with Age, 
| But ſtop no Wrinckle ic his Pilgrimage: 


Thy word is currant with lim, tor my death, 
But dead, thy Kingdom caunot bay my breath. 
Rich, Thy Son is b2nith'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy To1gue a parcy-verdict gave, 

Why at our Juitice ſecra'ſt thou then to lowre ? 
Gaunt, Things ſineet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſowr : 
You urg*d me as a Judge, but 1 had ratter 

You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas, I look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 

{ was too ſtrict to make mine own away : 

3:t you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
21ſt my will, ro do my ſelf this wrong. 
#5, Couim farewell : and Uncle bid him fo: 


Six y-<ars we bauiilh him, and he ſhall go. LExit. 
Flouriſh. 

Ar. Couſin, farewel, what preſence muſt not know, 
From where you do remain, let Paper ſhow. 

A7xr. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As fer as Land will let me, by your ſide. 

G-1:t. Ohto what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy words, 
That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy Friends ? 

Bul. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the Tonguz?s Office ſhould be prodigal, 

To breathe ttPaburndaut dolour of the Heart, 

Gant, Thy Grizf is but thy Abſence for a time. 

Bul, Joy abſnt, Grief is preſent for that time. 

Gaunt, W hat is fix Winters, they are quickly gone ?' 

Bul. To men in Joy, but Grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a traycl that thou takſt for pleaſure. 

Bul. My kcart will ſigh, when I miſcall it fo, 

W hkich ſinds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gauzit, The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteps 
Eft:em a Suil, v.herclo thou art to ſet 
The r:c:1ous Jewel ct thy home return. 

Z::l, Guviho can bold a Fire in his hand 
By thinking cn the Froity Carcaſus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare im5gination of a Fealt ? 

Or wallow naked in December Snow 

By thinking on fantaſtick Sommers Heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe : 
Fell Sorrows Tooth, doth never ranckle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 

Gaunt. Come, come (my Son.) Ple bring thee on thy way, 
Had I thy - Youth, and Cauſe, I would not ſtay. 

Bl. Then England's ground farewel : ſweet foil adicu, 
My Mother and my Nurſe, which bears me yet : 
Where-e're I wander, boaſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd, yet a true-born Engliſh-man. 
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Scena ©uarta. 


Enter King, Aumerle, Green, Bagot. 


Rich, We Cid obſerve. Conſfin L::merle, 
How far brought you High Hereford<on his viay ? 
Aum, I brought Righ Hereford (;{ you c:'; :. a fo) 
But to the next high way, and there I 1... i. 
Rich, And fay, waat ſtore of parting t:ars were ſhed ? 
Arm, Faith none by me: except tlie A'or1-Eaſft viiud 
Which then grew bitterly again? cur ſace, 
Awak'd the ſleepy rhenme, and {> by chance 
Did grace our holloiv parting with a tear, 
Rich. Wh2t faid our Couſin when you parted with him ? 
Az. Farewcl:and for my heart difdaincd that my Tongue 
Should ſo prophanc the word, that taught me craic 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch Grief, 
That word ſfeen'd buried in my Sorrows Grave. 
Marry, would the word farewel, had lengthwd Hours, 
And added Years to his ſhort Baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a Volume of Farewels, 
But ſince it woald not, he had none of me. 
Kic. He is our Coulin (Couſin) but *tis doubt, 
When time ſhall call him home from Baniſkncar, 
Wether our Kinſman come to ſte his Friends, 
Our Self, and Buſhy : here Bagor and Gyeen 
Obſrv'd his Courtthip to the Common People :; 
How he did ſecm to dive into their Hearts, 
With humble, and familiar Courteſie, 
Whzt Revercnce he did throw, away on Slaves ; 
Weoing poor Crafts-men with the craft of Souls, 
And parient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
As *twere to baniſh"their Aﬀetts with him. 
Of goes his Bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his ſupple Knee, 
With thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, 
As were our England in Reverlion his, 
And he our Subjetts next Degree in hope. 
Gr, Well, he is gone, and with him go theſe thoughts : 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtand out in 1reland, 
Expedient mannage muſt be made, my Liege 
Ee further leiſure, yield the further means 
For their advantage, and your Highneſs loſs. 
Rich, We will our Self in Perſon to this V Var, 
And for our Cofters, with too great.a Court, 
And liberal Largeſs, are grown ſomewhar light, 
V'Ve are inforc'd to farm our Royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof ſhall furnilh us 
For our Affairs in hand : if they come ſhort, 
Our Subſtitutes at home ſhall have Blank Charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall Subſcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
And ſend them after toſupply our Wants: 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 

Enter Bulhy. 
Buſhy, what News ? 
Bu. Old Fohn of Gaznt is very ſick, my Lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt halte 
To intreat your Majelty to vilit him. 
Ric, Where lies he ? 
Bu, At Ely-houſe. ? 
Ric, Now put it (Heaven) in his Phyſitian*s mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately : 
The lining of his, Cotters ſhall make Coats 
To geck our Souldiers for theſe {:ſþWars. 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him : 
Pray Heaven we may. make haſte, and come too late.[_Exzr. 
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: Aﬀtus Secundus. Scena Prima: 


: Emer fuk; Gaunt, with York. 


In wholeſom counſel to his unſtajd youth ? | 
Tor. Vex not your ſelf, nor ſtrive nat with your breath, 
For all in vain comes counſel to his ear: | 
Gas, Oh but (they ſay) the Tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention lips For harmony : 

W here words, are ſcarce, they. are ſc}domſpent in yain, 
For they breath truth > my breath their words in pain. 
He that no more mult y,ias hiſtey'd more, 

Than they whom- youth and eaſe have: taught to glole, 
More are, mens ends markt than their lives betore, 
The ſetting Sun, and Muſick is the cloſe, 

As the laſt raſte of ſweets, is ſweeteit: laſt, 

Writ in remembrance, more than things long palt ; . 
Thongh Richard my lifes counſel would not hear, 
My.deaths ſad tale may; yet. undeaf his Ear. 

Yor, No, it. is ſtopt, with. other flatPring Sounds, 
Az. praiſes of his,State : then there are found | 
Laſcivious Meeters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open Ears of youth doth always liſten, 

Report of Faſhions '1n, proud Utaly,. - 

Whole Manners ſtill ur; tardie apiſh Nation 

Limps after in baſe imitation. o: bg! 

W here doth the ,World, thruſt forth-a Vanity, 

50 It be new, there's, ng. reſpect; how vile, 

T hat 1s not quickly buz'd intg their; Ears ? | 

That all too late comes-[counſel to be! heard, _ » -* 

W here Will dothh mutiny with: Wits: regard: 

Direct not him, whoſe, way himſelf-will ehaoſe, | 

"Tis breath thou lack'ſt,and:that breath wilt thou looſe, 
Gaunt. Methinks Lam a Prophet.new (inſpir?d, 

And thus expiring, dg; foretell of him, 

His raſh fierce Blaze: of Ryot, caunot; laſt, 


— 


G44, Will the King come; that 1 may breathe. my laſt 


For violent Fires ſoon burn out themſelves ; 

Small Showers lat long, but ſuddcn Storms are ſhort, 
He tires betumes, that '{purs too fait burimes ; 

With cager feeding, food- doth choke the feeder ; 
Light Vanity, inlaclate Cormorant, 

Conſuming means, {00n Preys upoii 1t (elf, 

Thais Royal Throne of Kings, this Sceprered 12, 

This Earth of Majeſty, this Scat of Afrrs, 

This other Eden, demy Paradile, 

This Fortrcfs built by Nature for her fe!f, 

Againſt infeCtion, and the hand of  \Var : 

This happy Bre:d of mzn, this little World, 

This precious Stone (et-1n the Silver Se, 

W hich ſerves ir i« the Office of a Wail, 

Or asa Moat Cefcnlive to a Houſe, 

Againtt the envy of lels happicr Lanes, 

This bleſſ:d Plot, this Earth, this Reaim, this Er-lo:d 
| his Nurſe, this teeming womb of Royal Kings, © 
Fear'd by their Breed, aud "temous tor their birth; 
Renowncd for their Deeds,”as far frem-home, 

For Chriltian Service, and. true Chivzlric, 

As 1s the Sepulchre in ſtubborn Fury 

Of the Worlc's Ranſom, bleſf.d Afary's Son. 

This Land of ſuch dear Souls, tais dear-dear Land, 
Lear tor her Reputation through the World, 

[Is now Lea? out( 1 dye pronouncing tt) 

Like toa Tenement or pelting Farm ; 

England bound in with the titumphanr Sea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry Yeprune, is now bound in with ſhame, 
With Ilaky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds. 
That Erglard that was wont ts conquer others, 
Hath made'a ſhameful Conquelt of ir jetf.- 

Ah! would the Scandal vaniſh with my life, 

How happy then were my enſuing death ! 


? 


Enter Kino, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, 
Bagor, Roſs, and Willoughby. 


Yor. The King,is come, deal mildly with 'his youth, | 
For young hot Colrs, being rag'd, do ragethe more. 
4, How fares our Neble Uncle, Lancaſter ? 
Ric, What comfort, man? How ive with aged Carr ? | 
Ga. Oh how that Name beiits my Compourtion : 
Old Gam indeed, and"gaunt in being old : 
Within me Griet hath Kept a tedious Falk, 


''| And who abltains from Meat, that is not gaunt : 


For ll:eping £2:land long tine have I watchr, 

hatching breeds leannets, leanhef; is al ganpt ; 

The Pleaſure that ſome Fathers-feed-upon, 

Is my ftfict Faſt, | mean my Childrens looks, 

And therein Falting haſt thow made ine gaunrt ; 

Gauntaml for the Grave, gauit as a Grave, 

Whoſe hollow Womb intierits rought bur Bones. } 
Ric. Cant ſick men play1o nicely with their Names * 
Gazx.. No, Mitery makes ſport to mock ut felt : 

Since thou doſt ſeek ro kill-my Name to me, 


| mock my Name (great-King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. -Should dying men flatter thoſe that live ? 
Gax. No, no, men living flatter thote that dye. 
Ric, Thou now a dying; faylt thou flatter®lt me. 
Gan, Oh no, thou dy*it, thoagh | rhe- ticker be. 
Ric. | am in healih, I breathe, I ſee thee 1}. 
Ga#, Now he that made me, knowsl fe thee ill : 

Ill in my-felf to ſee, and in thee ſeeing i, 

Thy Deatk-bed is no leſſer than the Landy 

Wherein thou lieſt in Reputation heck, - 

And thou, too careleſs Patient as thow arr, 


-| Committit thy anointed' Body to the cure 

/. ,| Of thoſe Phyiitiats that firſt 'wounded thee : 
'| A thouſand flatterers fit within thy Crown, 
'| Whoſe wmpaſs is/no bigger than thy hand, 


And yet ingaged 4m ſo ſmall a Verge, 


| The waſte-is no whit: leſſer than thy Land. 
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Oh had thy Grandiier with a Prophets Eye, 

Seen how his Scn's Son ſhogld deltroy his Sons, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 

Depoling thee before thou wert poſleſt, 

Which art polleſt now to depoſe thy ſelf, 

Why (Coulin) wert thou Regent of the world, 

It were a ſhame to ler this Land by leaſe : 

But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 

Is it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 

' Thy ſtate of Law, is boudſlave to the Law, 

And 
Rich. And thov, a lunatick lean-witted Fool, 

Preſuming on au Agues priviledge, 

Dar*ſt wich thy frozea Admonition 

Make pale our cheek, chafing the Royal Blood 

With fury, from his Native Reſidence 3 

Now by my Seats right Royal Majeſty, 

Wert thou not Brother to great Edwards Son, 

This Tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 

Should run thy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders. 
Gan. Oh ſpare me not, my Brother Edward's Son, 

For that I was his Father Edward's Son: 

That Blood already (like the Pelican) 

Thou haſt taprt cut, and drunkenly carowsd. 

My Brother Gloceſter, plain well meaning Soul 

(Whom fair befall in Heaven *mongſt happy Souls) 

May be a Prelident and Witneſs good, 

That thou reſpect'ſt not ſpilling Edward's Blood : 

Joyn with the preſent ſickneſs that I have, 

And thy unkindneſs be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too long wither*d Flower. 


—_—_—_ 


-/] Live in thy ſhame, but dye not ſhame with thee, 


{| Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be. 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave. _ 
| Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. [ Exit. 
| Fich, And let them dye, that Age and Sullens have, 
| For both haſt thou, and both become the Grave. 
Yor. I do beſeech your Majeſty impute his words 
| To wayward ſicklineſs, and age in him : 
| He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 
| As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. : 
Rich. Right, you ſay true : as Heveford*s love, ſo his; 
As theirs, ſo mine : and all be as ic 1s. 

Enter Northumberland. 
Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to yourMajelty. 

Rich, What ſay's he? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is ſaid: 

His Tongue is now a ſtringleſs Inſtrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaſter hath ſpent. 
Yor. Bz Tork. the next, that muſt be Bankrupt ſo. 
Thovgh Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 
Rich. The ripeſt Fruit firſt falls, and fo doth he, 


— 


| His time is ſpeur, our pilgrimage mult be : 


So much for that. Now for our Jr:ſh Wars, 
We mult ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elſe 
But only they, have priviledge to live. 

And for theſe great Afﬀairs do ask ſome charge, 
Towards our Alliſtance, we do ſeize to us 

The Plate, Coyn, and Revenues, and Moveables, 


| Whereof our Uncle Gawnt did ſtand poſleſt. 


Tor. How long ſhall I be ' - wean ? Oh how long 
Shall render duty make me ſuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofter's death, nor Hereford*s Baniſhment. 

Nor Gauz?*s Rebukes, nor England's private Wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bulimgbrook, 

About his Marriage, nor my own Diſgrace, 

Have ever made me ſower my patient Cheek, 

Or bend one wrinkle on my Soveraign's Face : 

[ am the laſt of noble Edwards Sons, 

Of whom thy Fathar Prince of Wales was firlt ; 

[ln Wars was never Lyon rag*d more herce : 

in Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 
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Than was that ycung and Princely Gentleman : 
His Face thou halt, for even ſo look*d he, 

* Accompliſtd with the number of thy Hours : 

But when he frowr'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againſt his Friends : his Noble Hand 
Did win wiat he did ſpend: and ſpent not that 
Which his triumphant Father's Hand had won : 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
Bur bloody with the Enemies of his Kin : 

Oh Richard, York is too far gone with Grief, 

Or elſe he never would compare between. 

Rich, Why Uncle, What's the matte ? 

Tor Oh, myLiege, pardon me if you pleaſe, if not, 
[, pleas?d not to be pardon'd, am content with all : 
Scek you to ſeize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford ? 

[s not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
Woas not Gaunt jult, and is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir ? 

[s not his Heir a well-deſerving Son ? 

Take HereforÞs Rights away, and take from time 
His Charters ; and his cuſtomary Rights : 

Let not to morrow then enſue to day, 

Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 

But by fair Sequenc2 and Succeſſion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I ſay true, 

[f you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's right, 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 

By his Attorneys General, to ſue 

His Livery, and deny his offer'd Homage, 

You pluck a thouſand Dangers on your head, 
You loſe a thouſand well diſpoſed Hearts, . 
And prick my tender Patience to thoſe thoughts 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. | 

Rich, Think what you will : we ſeize into our. hands, 
His Plate, his Goods, his Money, and his Lands. 

Yor.. Ple not be by the while : my Leige, farewell ; 
What will enſue hereof, there's none can tell, 
But by bad Courſes may be underſtood, 

That their Events can never fall out good. CExit. 

Rich, Go Buſhie to the Earl of Wilkire ſtreight 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-houſe, 

To ſee this bulineſs : to morrow next 

We will for Jreland, and *tis time I trow : 

And we create in-abſence of our ſelf 

Our-Uncle York, Lord Governour of England : 

For he 1s juſt, and always loy*d us well. 

Come on our Queen, to morrow muſt we part, 

Be merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort. CFlouriſh. 
Manet North, Willoughby, and Roſs. 

North, Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 

Rofſ. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 

WH. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 

Nor. Richly in both, if Juſtice had her Right. 

Roſſ. My Heart is great : but it muſt break with ſilence, 
Er't be disburthened w ith a liberal Tongue. 

Nor, Nay ſpeak thy mind: and let him ner ſpeak more 

That ſpeaks thy words again to do thee harm. 

Will. Tends that thou'dſt ſpeak to the Duke of Hereford ? 

If it be fo, out with it boldly, man : 

Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 

Roſſ. No good at all that I can do for him, 

Unleſs you call ir good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven, it's ſhame ſuch wrongs are born, 

In him a Royal Prince, and many moe, | 
Of Noble Blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 

By Flatterers, and what they will inform 

Meerly in hate *gainſt any of us all, 

Thar will the King ſeverely te 

*Gainſt us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs. 

Roſſ. The Commons hath he pilPd with grievous Taxes 

And quite loſt their Hearts: the Nobles hath he fin'd 
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For ancient Quarrels, and quite loſt their Hearts. 
Wil. And daily new ExacCtions are devisd 
As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what : 
But. what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not walted it, for war'd he hath not, 
But baſely yiclded- upon Comprimiſe, 
That which his Anceltors atchiev'd with blows : 
More hath he ſpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 
Roſ. The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the Realm in Farm. 
W:l. The King's grown Bankrupt, like a broken man. 
Nor, Reproach and Diſſolution hangerh over him. 
Roſ. He hath not Money for theſe 11iſh Wars : 
(His burthenous Taxations notwithſtanding ) 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
Nor. His Noble Kinſman, moſt degenerate Kang : 
But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempelt fing, 
Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the Storm : 
We ſce the Wind fit ſore upon our Sails, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but ſecurely periſh. 
Roſ. We ſee the very Wrack that we mult ſuffer, 
And unavoided is the Danger now 
For ſuffering ſo the Cauſes of our Wrack. 
Nor. Not fo: even through the hollow Eies of death, 
I ſpie life peering : but I dare not ſay 
How near the Tidings of our Comfort 1s. 
Wl. Nay let us ſhare thy Thoughts, as thou doſt ours. 
Roſ. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy ſelf, and ſpeaking ſo, | 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus : I have from Port /e Blan, 
A Bay in Britazy, receiv?d intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Kainald Lord Cobham, 
That iate broke from the Duke of Exerer, ; 
His Brother Archbiſhop, late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Rainſton, 
Sir Fohn Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoint, 
All theſe well furniſt*d by the Duke of Br:tazr, 
With eight tall Ships, three thouſand men of War, 
Are making hither with all due Expedience, 
And ſhortly mean to touch our 1 orthern Shore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our {laviſh Yoke, 
Imp out our drooping Countries broken Wing, 
Redeem from broaking Pawn the blemiſt'd Crown, 
Wipe off the Duſt that hides our Sceprers gilt, 
And make high Majeſty look like it felf, 
A way with me in haſte to Kavenſpurgy 
But it you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 
Stay, and be ſecret, and my ſelf will go. 
Ro/.To Horſe, to Horſe, urge Doubts to them that fear. 
W.:l.Hold out my Horſe, and I will firſt be there, [ Exernt, 
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Scana Secunda. 
Enter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. 


Buſh. Madam, your Majeſty is too much fad, 
You promis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide ſelf-harming heavineſs, 
And entertain a chearful Diſpoſition. 
Qs. To pleaſe the King, 1did : to pleaſe my ſelf 
I cannot do it: yet I know no Cauſe : 
V Vhy | ſhould welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Griet, 
Save bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a Gueſt 
As my tweet Richard, yet again methinks 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune?s V Vomb 
is coming towards me, and my inward Soul 
V Vhich nothing trembles, at ſomething it grieves, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 
Buſh. Each Subſtance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows 
V Vhich ſhews like Grief it ſelf, but is not ſo: * 
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For Sorrows eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Divides,one thing intire, to many Objects, 
Like Perſpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew nothing but Confution ey'd awry, 
Ditinguilh Form : ſo your ſweet Majeſty 
Looking awry upon your Lord's departure, 
Find ſhapes of Grief, more than himſelf to wail, 

V Vhich look'd: on as it is, 15 nought but Shadows 

Of what it is rot: then thrice- gracious Queen, 

More than your Lords departure weep not, more's not 
Or if ir be, ?tis with falſe Sorrow's eye, (ſeen; 
V Vhich for things true, weep things imaginary. 

Ls. It may be ſg, but yet my Inward ſoul | 

Periwaces me it 1$ otherwiſe : how-ere it be, 

i cannot but be ſad : ſo heavy ſad, 

As though one thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes, me with heavy nothing faing and ſhrink. 

Buſh; ?Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 

Q«. *Tis nothing leſgaconceit is {ll deriy'd 
From ſome fore-father Grief, wine is yot ſo, 

For Nothing hath begot my Something Grief, 
Or Something, hath the nothing that l grieve, 
'Tis in reverlion that I do poſleſs, 

But what it is, that is not yet known, what 

I cannor name, *tis nameleſs woe I wot. 

Erter Green. 

Gree. Heaven ſave your Majcſty, and well met Gen- 
Chope the King is not yet ſhipt for /reland. (tlemen, 
£«. V Vhy hop'lt thou fo ? *Tis better hope he is : 
For his Deſigns crave halte, good hope, 
Then wherctore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipe 

Gree. T hat he, our hope, might have r<tir'd 


2 
his Power, 


| And driven into deipair an Enemies Hope, 


V Vho ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this Land, 
The baniſtd Bullingbrook repeals himſelf, 

And with up-lifred Arms 1s fafe arriyd 

At Ravenſparg. 

Q». Now God in Heaven forbid. 

Gree, O, Madam, *tis too true : and that is worſe, 
The L. Northumberland, his young Son Henry Percy, | 
The Lords of Roſe, Beaumond, and Willoughby, — 
With all their powerful Friexds are fled © him. 

Buſh. Why have you not proclaimed Northumberlard, 
And the reſt of that reyolted Faftion, Traitors ? 

Gree. We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcefter 
Hath broke his Staff, reſigi?d his Stewardſhip, 

And all the Houſhold Servants fled with him to Bullongbrock, 

Ons So Green, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrock, my Sorrows diſtral Heir : 

Now hath my. Soul brought forth her Prodigie, 

And I a gaſping new delivered Mother, 

Have Woe to Woe, Sorrow to Sorrow joyn'd. 
Buſh. Deſpair not, Madam. 
Q«. Who ſhall hinder me ? 

[ will deſpair and be at enmity 

Wirh cozening Hope z he is a Flatterer, 

A Paraſite, a keeper back of Death; 

Who gently would diſlolve the bands of Life, 

Which falſe Hopes linger in, Excremity. 

Enter York. © 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Tork, 

Qu. With Signs of War about his aged neck, 
Oh full of careful buſineſs are his looks : 

Uncle, for Heaven ſake ſpeak comfortable words. 

York. Comfort*s.in Heaven, and we are on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Croſles, Care and Griet - 
Your Husband he is gone to fave far off, 

Whilſt others come to make his loſe at home : 

Here am [ left to underprop his Land, 

Who weak with Age, cannot ſupport my ſelf : 


Now comes his ſick hour that his furfeit made, 
Now ſhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
Dd 2 York. 
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Tor. He was : why ſo, go all which way it will : 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I fear revolt on Hereford's ſide. 

Sirrah, gct thee to Plaſhie, to my Siſter Gloſter, 

Bid her ſend me preſently a Thouſand Ponnd, 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot 

To tell your Lordſhip, to day I came by, and calPd there, 
But I ſhall grieve youto report the reſt. 

Tor. What igt, Knave * 

Ser. An Hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy*d. 

' Yor. Heavn for his mercy, what a Tide of Wocs 
Come ruſhing on this woful Land at once ? 

1 know not what to do: I would to Heaven 

(So my Untruth had not provok*d him to it) 

;The King had cut off my head with my Brother's. 
What, are there Poſts diſpatch*d for Irel:1:d ? 

How ſhall we do for Money for theſe Wars ? 

Come Siſter, (Couſin, 1 would ſay) pray pardon me. 

' Go follow, get thee home, provide ſome Carts, 


And bring away the Armour that is there. 


Gentlemen, will you Muſter men ? 

If I know how, or which way to order theſe Afﬀairs 
Thus diſorderly thruſt into my Hands, 

Never believe me. Both are my Kinſmen, 

Th? one is my Soveraign, whom both my Oath 

And Duty bids, defend : th? other again 

Is my Kinſman, whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom Conſcience, and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do : Come, Coulin, 


And meet me preſently at Barkly Caitle ; 
I ſhould to Plaſhy too :: but time will not permit, 
Allis uneven, and every thing is left at ſix and ſeven. [ Ext. 
Buſh. The wind ſits fair for News to go to Ireland, 
But none returns : for us to levy Power 
Proportionable to th? Enemy, is all impoſſible. 
Gree, Beſides our nearneſs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thoſe love not the King. 
Bag. And that*s the wavering Commons, for their love 
Lies 1n their Purſes, and who ſo empties them, 
By ſo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Buſh. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemn'd. 
Bag. If judgment lie in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 
Gree. Well : I will for refuge ſtreight to Briſtol Caſtle, 
The Earl of Wilrſh:re is already there. 
Buſh. Thither will I with you, for little Office 
Will the. hateful Commons perform for us, 
Except like Curs, to tear us all in pieces : 
Will you go along with us ? 
Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Majeſty : 
Farewell, if Hearts preſages be not vain, 
We three here part, that never ſhall meet again. 
Bu. That's as York.thrives to beat back Bullingbrook. 
Gree. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 
þ s numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Where one on his ſide fights, thouſands will flye. 
Buſh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well, we may meet again- 
Bag. 1 fear me never. CEx. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Northumberland. 


Bul. How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now ? 
Ner, Believe me, Noble Lord, 

L am a ſtranger here in Glouſterſtre, 

Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draws out our Miles, and makes them weariſome : 


.JArd yet our fair diſcourſe hath been as Sugar, 


——_————. 
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, To offer ſervice to the Duke of Hereford, 


Ile diſpoſe of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your men, | 


Making the hard Way ſweet and deleCtable : 
But I bethink me, what a weary way 
From Ravenſpurg to Cottſhold will be found, 
In Rofſe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which I proteſt hath very much beguiPd 
The tediouſneſs and proceſs of my trayel : 
But theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſleſs : 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in joy, 
Than hope enjoy'd : By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Bull. Of much leſs value is my Company, 
Than your good words * but who comes here ? 
Enter H. Percy. 
North. It is my Son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my Brother Worceſter : whenceſoevyer. 
Harry, how fares your Uncle ? 
Percy. 'l had thought, my Lord, to haye learn'd his 
Health of you. 
North, Why, is he not with the Queen ? 
Percy. No, my your Lord, he hath forſook the Court, 
Broken his Staff of Office, and diſperſt 
The Houſhold of the King. 
North, What was his Reaſon ? 
He was not ſo refolv*d, when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percy. Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed T raitor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, 


And ſent me over by Barkley, to diſcover 
W hat Power the Duke of Tork had levied there, 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford ( Boy.) | 
Percy. No, my good Lord : for that is not forgot | 
Which ne're I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 
North, Then learn to know him now : this is the Duke. 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved ſervice and deſcrt. 
But. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure 


I count my ſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 

As in a Soul remembring my good Friends - 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 

Ic ſhall be ſtill thy true Love's Recompence, 

My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it, 
North. How far is it to Barklcy ? and what ſtir 

Keeps good old Tork there with his Men of War ? 
Percy, There ſtands the Caſtle by yond Tuft of Trees, 


| Mann'd with three hundred men, as 1 have heard. 


And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley, and Seymour, 
None elſe of Name, and Noble Eſtimate. 
Enter Roſſe and Willoughby. 
North, Here comes the Lords of Rofſe and Willoughby, 


| Bloody with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte. 


Bull. Welcome, my Lords, I wot your love purſues 
A baniſht Traitor ; all my Treaſury 
[s yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labours Recompence. 
Koſſe. Your Preſence makes us rich,, moſt Noble Lord, 
Willo. And far ſurmounts our labour to attain it. 
Bull, Evermore Thanks, th? Exchequer of the poor, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to years, 
Stand for my Bounty : but who comes here ? 
Enter Barklev. 
North, It is my Lord of Barkley, as I gueſs. 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford, my Meſlage is to you. 
Bull. My Lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeek that Name in England, 
And 1 muſt find that Title in your Town, 
Before I make reply to ought you ſay. 
Bark, Miſtake me not, my Lord, *tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honour ont, 
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To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 

From the molt glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take Advantage of the abſent time, 

And fright our Native Peace, with ſelf-born Arms. 
Enter York. 

Bull, I ſhall not need tranſport my words by yon, 

Here comes his Grace in Perſon. My Noble Uncle. 

Yor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 

Whoſe Duty is deceiyable, and falſe. 

Bull. My gracious Uncle. 

Yor. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 

| am no Traitors Uncle ; and that word Grace, 

[n an ungracious Mouth, is but.prophane. 

Why have theſe baniſh'd, and forbidden Legs, 

Dar*d once to touch a duſt of Engiand”s Ground ? 

Bur more then, why, why have they car*d to march 

So many Miles upon her peaceful Boſom, 

Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with War, 

And oltentation of deſpiſed Arms ? 

Convſt thou becauſe th* anointed King is hence ? 

Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyal Boſom lies his Power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy Father, and thy ſelf 

Reſtued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 

From forth the Ranks of many thouſand French : 

Oh then, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 

Now Priſoner to the Palſie, chaſtiſe thee, 

And miniſter Correction to thy Fauls, 

Bull. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 

On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Yor. Even in condition of the worſt degree, 

In groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon : 

Thoa art a baniſh?d man, and here art come 

Before th? expiration of thy time, 

In braving Arms againit thy Soveraign. 

Bull, As | was baniffd, I was baniſt'd Hereford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 

And, noble Uncle, I befeech your Grace, 

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye : 

You are my Father, for methinks in you 

I ſee old Gamwrt alive. Oh then, my Father, 

Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 

A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 

Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 

To upſtart Unthrifrs ? wherefore was | born ? 

If chat my Couſin King, be King'of England, 

[t muſt be granted | am Duke of Lancaſter. 

You have a Son, Awmerle, my Noble Kinſman, 

Had you firſt dy*d, and he been thus trod down, 

He ſhould have found his Uncle Gann a Father, 

Torowze his Wrongs, and chaſe them to the bay. 


' I am deny'd to ſue my Livery here, 


And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 

My Father's Goods are all diftrain'd and fold, 

And theſe and alL are all amiſs imploy*d. 

What would you have me do? 1 am a Subject, 

And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny*d me, 

And therefore Perſonally I lay my Claim 

To mine Inheritance of free Defcent. 
North. The Noble Duke hath been too much abu&'d. 
Roſſ. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Wllo. Baſe men by his Endowments are made great. 
Yor. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

[ have had feeling of my Couſins Wrongs, 

And labour'd all I could to do him Right : 

Bur 1n this kind, to come in braving Arms, 

Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 

To find out Right with Wrongs it may not b&, 

And you that do abet him in this kind, 

Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. Ne 
North. The Noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 

But for his own; and for the Right of that, 
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We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him aid, 

And let him never ſee joy that breaks that Oath. 

Yor. Well, well, I fee the iflue of theſe Arms, 

[ cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, 

Becauſe my Power is weak, and all ill left : 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

[ would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 

Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King. 

But ſince I cannot, be it known to you, 

| do remain as Neuter. So fare vou well, 

Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caſtle, 

And there repoſe you for this Night. 

Bull. Ar, offer, Uncle, that we will accept : 

But we muſt win your Grace to go with us 

To Briſtow-Caſtle, which they fay is held 

By Buſby, Bagot, and their Complices, 

The Caterpiljars of the Common-wealth, 

Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 

Tor. It may be 1 will go with you, but yer Ple pauſe, 
For I am loth to break our Country's Laws : 

For Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, | 
Things paſt redreſs, are now with me palt care. [Exerxt. 


I 
Scena Quarta. 
Znter Salisbury, and a Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Sali:bury, we have ſtaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your Countrey-men together, 

And yet we hear no tidings from the King ; 

Therefore we will diſperſe our ſelves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou truſty Welchman, 
The King repoſerh alt his Confidence in thee. 

Cap. ?Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ſtay, 
The Bay-tres in our Country are all wither®d, | 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heaven ; 
The pale-fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean look Prophets wiſper fearful Change; 
Rich men look fad, and Ruſſans dance and leap, 
The one in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by Rage and War : . 

Theſe ſigns forerun the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well aſſur'd Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard, with Eics of heavy mind, 

l ſee thy Glory like a ſhooting Star, 

Fall to the baſe Earth from the Firmament : 
Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly Wef. 
Witneſling Storms to come, Woe, and Unreſt: 
Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, 
And crofſly to thy good, all Fortune goes. 


Exit, 


[Exit. 
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Aftus Tertius. Scana Prima. 


Enter Bullinbrook, York, Northumberland, Roſle, Percy, 
Willoughby, with Buſhy and Green, Priſoners. _ 


Bull. Bring forth theſe men : 

Buſby and Green, 1 will not vex your Souls, 
(Since preſently your Souls muſt part your Bodies) 
With too much urging your pernictous lives, 
For *twcre no Charity : yet to waſh your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the view of men, 
| will unfold ſome Cauſes of your Deaths. 

You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappied, and dishgur*d clean : 

You have in manner with your ſinful Hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a Royal Bed, 
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And ſtain'd the Beauty of a fair Queens Cheeks 
With Tears drawn from her Eies, with your foul Wrongs. 
My ſelf a Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in love, 
Till you did make him miſ-interpret me, 
Have ſtoopt my neck under your Injuries, 
And ſigh'd my Engliſh breath in foreign Clouds, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Baniſhment z 
While you have fed upon my Seignories, 
Diſ-park*d my Darks, and felPd my Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine own Windows torn my Houſhold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Impreſs, leaving me no ſign, 
Save mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To ſhew the world I am a Gentleman. : 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death : ſee them delivered over 
To Execution, and the hand of Death. 

Buſhie. More welcome is'the ſtroak of death to me, 
Than Bullingbrook to England, | 

Gree. My comfort is that Heaven will take our Souls, 
And plague Injuſtice with the Pains of Hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch'd : 
Uncle, you ſay the Queen is at your Houſe, 
For Heavens ſake, fairly let her be entreated, 
Tell her I ſend to her my kind Commends ; 
Take ſpecial care my Greetings be deliver'd. 

Yor. A Gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
With Letters of your love to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks, gentle Uncle : come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices ; 


A while to work, and after Holliday, [ Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 
Drums : Flouriſh, and Colours. 
Enter Richard, Aumerle, Carlile, and Souldters, 


Rich. Barkloughly-Caſtle call you this at hand ? 

Au. Yea, my Lord, How brooks your Grace the air, 
After your late toſſing on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich, Needs muſt 1 like it well: I weep for joy 
To ſtand upon my Kingdom once again. 
Dear Earth, Ido ſalute thee with my Hand, 
Though Rebels wonnd thee with their Horſes Hoofs : 
As a-long Parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears, and ſmiles in meeting 3 
So weeping, ſmiling, greetI thee the Earth, 
And do thee favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets, comfort his ravenous Senſe - 
But lct thy Spiders that ſuck up thy Venom, 


{ And heavy-gated Toads lie in their way, 
{ Doing Annoyance to the treacherous feet, 


W hich with uſurping ſteps do trample thee. 
Yield ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 
And when they from thy Boſom pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
W hoſe double Tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraigr?s Enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuration : Lords ; 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers ere her Native King 
Shall falter under foul Rebellious Arms. 

Car. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 


| Hath Power to keep you King, in ſpight of all. 


Aum, He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs 
Whilſt Bullingbrock, through their ſecurity, _ 
Grows ſtrong aud great, in Subſtance and in Friends. 

Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, knowelt thou not, 
That when the ſearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe that lights the lower World, 
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Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſeen, 

In Murthers, and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Terreſtriai Ball 

He fires the proud tops of the Eaſtern Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev? ry guilty hole, 

Then Murthers, Treaſons, and deteſted fins 

(The Cloak of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſclves. 

So when this Thief, this Traitor Fullngbrook, 

Who all this while. hath revelPd in the Night, 

Shall ſee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treaſons will ſet bluſhing in his Face, 

Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 

But ſelf-affrighted, tremble ar his ſin. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 

Can waſh the Balm from an anointed King ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 

The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bullingbrook, hath preſt, 

To lift ſhrewd Steel againit our Golden Crown, 

Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Weak Men mult fall, for Heaven ſtill guards the Right. 

Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your Power ? 
Sali. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 

Than this weak arm ; Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 

And bids me ſpeak of nothing but Deſpair : 

One day too late, I fear (my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy daies on Earth : 

Oh call back yeſterday, bid time return, 

And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men : 

To day, to day, unhappy day too late 

OPrethrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 71 

Are gone to Bullngbrock, diſperſt, and fled. 
Aum.Comfort, my Liege,why looks your Grace ſo pale ? 
Kich. But now the Blood of twenty thouſand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 

And till ſo much Blood thither come again, 

Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead ? 

All Souls that will be ſafe, fly from my ſide, 

For Time hath ſet a blot upon my Pride. 
Aum, Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. 1 had forgot my ſelf. Am I not King ? 

Awake thou ſluggard Majeſty, thou ſleepeſt : 

Is not the Kings Name, forty thouſand Names ? 

Arm, arm my Name: a-puny Subject ſtrikes 

At thy great Glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my Uncle York, 

Hath Power enough to ſerve our turn, 

But who comes here ? [Enter Scroop. 
Scroop. More health and happineſs betide my Liege, 

Than can my care-tun'd Tongue deliver him. 
Rich. Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar'd ; 

The worſt is worldly loſs, thou canſt unfold : 

Say, Is my Kingdom loſt ? why *twas my Care: 

And what loſs 1s it to berid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrook to be as great as we ? 


- Greater he ſhall not be : if he ſerve God, 


We'll ſerve him too, and be his Fellow ſo. 
Revolt our SubjeCts ? That we cannot mend, 
They break their Faith to God as well as us : 
Cry Woe, Deſtruction, Ruine, Loſs, Decay, 
The worſt is Death, and death will have his day. 
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highneſs is ſo arm*d 
To bear the Tidings of Calamity. 
Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy day, 
Which mgke the Silver Rivers drown their Shores, 
As if the world were all diflolv*d to Tears : 
So high above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 
Of Bullingbrock, covering your fearful Land 
With hard bright Steel, and hearts harder than No 
ite 
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| In ſtiff unwieldy Arms : againſt thy Crown 


| Of double fatal Ewe - againſt thy State 
'} Yea diſtaff-women manage ruſty Bills : 
| Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebel, 


| Again uncurſe their Souls; their Peace is made 
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White Bears have arm'd their thin and hairleſs Scalps 
Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boys with Womens voices, 
Strive to ſpeak big, and clap their female joints 


Thy very Beadſ-men learn to bend their Bows 


And all goes worſe than | have power to tell. _ 

Rich. Too well, too well thou telPſt a talc fo ill. 
Where is the Earf of Wiltſhire ? where 1s Bigot 
What is become of Buſhy ? where is Green ? 
That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meaſure our Confines with ſach peaceful ſteps ? 
If we prevail, their Hands ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they have made peace with Bullingbrook, . 
ow Peace have they made with him indeed (myLord.) 

Rich.” Oh Villains; Vipers, damnd without redemption, 

Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any man, | 
Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd; that ſting my heart, 
Three Fudaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas, 
Would they make Peace ? terrible Hell make War 
Upon their ſpotted Souls for this Offence. 

Scroop. Sweet Love (1 ſee) changing his Property, 
Turns to the ſowreſt, and moſt deadly Hate : 


With Heads, and not with Hands : thoſe whom you curſe 

Have felt the worſt of Death's deſtroying Hand. 

And lie full low, grav*d in the hollow ground. 
Aum, 1s Buſby, Green, and the Earl of Wiltſhire dead ? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their Heads. 
Aum. Where is the Duke, my Father, with his Power ? 
Rich, No matter where, of comfort no man ſpeak : 

Let's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 

Make Duſt our Papcr, and with Rainy Etes 

Write Sorrow in the Boſom of the Earth. 

Lets chuſe Executors, and talk of Wills : 

And yet not ſo, for what can we bequeath, 

Save our depoſed Bodies to the Ground ? 

Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbrock's, 

And nothing can we call our own, but Death, 

And that ſmall Model of the barren Earth, 

Which ſerves as Paſte, and Cover to our Bones ; 

For Heavens ſake lct us fir upon the ground, 

Ang tell ſad Stories of the death of Kings - 

How ſome have been depos'd, ſome ſlain in War, 

Some haunted by the Ghoſts they have depogd, 

Some poyſon'd by their Wives, ſome fleeping kilPd, 

All murther*d. For within the hollow Crown 

That rounds the mortal Temples of a King, 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 

Scoſting his State, and grinning at his Pomp, | 

Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene, 

To Monarchize, be fear*d, and kill with looks, 

Infuſing him with ſelf and vain Conceir, 

As if this Fleſh, which walls abour our Life, 

Were Braſs impregnable : and humour'd thus, 

Comes at the laſt, and with a little Pin 

Boars through his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King. 

Cover your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 

With ſolemn Reverence : throw away Reſpet, 

Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious Duty, 

For you have but miſtook me all this while : 

| live with Bread like you, feel Want, 

Taſte Grief, need Friends : ſubjefted thus, 

How can you ſay to me, I am a King ? 
Carl.” My Lord,wiſe men nere wail their preſent Woes, 

Bur preſently prevent the ways to wall : 

To fear the Foe, ſince fear oppreſſ:th Strength, 

Gives In your weakneſs, Strength unto your Foe 

Fear, and be flain, no worſe can come to fight - 

And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 

W here fearing, dying, pays death ſervile breath. 


Richard tbe ſecond. 
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And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 
Rich. T hou chicIt me we!l : proud Zullingbrok I come 
To change Blows with thee, for our Cay of Doom : 
This Agye-fit of Fear is over-blown, 
An calie task It IS to win our own. 
Say Scroop where lies our Uncle with his Power ? 
Speak ſweetly man, although thy looks be ſowre. 
Scroop. Men judge by the Complexion of the Skie 
The ltate and inclination of the Cay, 
So may you by my dull and heavic Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a heavier Tzlz to fay : 
[ play the Torturer, by ſmall and frrall 
Tolengrhen out the worſt, that maſt be ſpoken. 
Your Uncle Tork is joyn'd to Bullingbroock, 
And all your Northern Caſtles gicldcd up, 
And all your Scuthern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his Faction. 
Rich, Thou hall ſaid enough. 
Beſrrew thee, Couſin, which didſt lead me forth 
Of that iweet way 1 was in to Deſpair : 
What iay you now ? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heaven Ple hate him everlaltingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flut-Caſtle, there Vie pine away, 
A Kirg, Woes, Slave, {44 Kingly Woobey: 
That Pow. | ave, diſcharge, and let %**m go 
To cur the Land, that hath ſome hope to grow, 
For i have none. Let nov man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for Coeyr.icl is but vain. 
Aum. My Liege, one word. 
Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatterics of his Tongue. 
Diſcharge my Followers : Jet them hence away, 
From Richard's Night, to Bullingbrock*s fair day. [Exeunt, 
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 Scana Tertin. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Bullingbrook, York, 
Northumberland, Attendants. 


Bul. So that by this Intelligence we learn 

The Welchmen are diſpergd, aid Salisbury 

ls gone to meet the King, who lately landed 

With ſome few private Friends upon this Coaſt. 
North, The News 1 very tair and good, my Lord, 

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor, It would beſeem the Lord Northur berland, 

To ſay King Richard : alack the heavy day, 

When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head. 
Nerth. Your Grace miltakes, onely to be brief, 

Left I his Title our. 

Yor. The time hath been, 

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would 

Have been fo brief with you, to ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the head, your whole heads length. 
Bail. Miſtake not (Uncle) farther than you ſhould. 
Yor, Take not (good Cculin) farther than you ſhould, 

Leſt you miſtake, the Heavens are o're your head. 
Bull. 1 know it (Uncle) and oppoſe not my ſelf 

Againſt their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Percie. 

Welcom #Zzrry : what, will not this Caitle yield ? 
Per. The Caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 

Againſt thy entrance. 

Bull, Royally ? Why, it contains no King ? 
Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

[t doth contain a King: King K:chard lies 

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him, the Lord Awnerle, Lord Salzsbmy, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a Clergy-man 

Of holy Reverence; who, I cannot learn, 

North. Oh, belike it is the Biſbop of Carlile. 
Bal. Noble Lord, 


Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 


Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
Through 
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"| Even at his fect, to lay my Arms and Power, 


| That hath diſmis'd us from our Stewardſhip, 
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Through brazen 'Trumper ſend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver - | 
Henry Bullingbrook, upon his Knees doth kifs 
'King Richards Hand, and ſends Allegiance 
And true Faith of heart to his Royal Perſon : hither come 


Provided, that my Baniſhment TepeaPd, 

And Lands reſtor*d again, be freely granted : 

If not, Ple uſe the Advantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summers duſt with ſhowers of Blood, 
Rain'd from the Wounds of ſlaughter'd Engl:ſhmen ; 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bulknobrook, 
It is, ſuch Crimſon tempzſt ſhonld bedrench 

The freſh green Lap of fair King R:chard*s Land, 
My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the Graſlie Carpet of this Plain : 

Ler's march without the noiſe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caltles tatter'd Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perug'd. 
Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet 
Wirth no leſs terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when theic thundring ſmoak 
At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven : 

Be he the Fire, Ple be the yielding Water : 

| The Rage be his, while on the Earch I rain 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on kim. 

| March on and mark King R:chard how he looks. 


Parle without, and anſwer within : then a Flouriſh, Enter on the 
Walls, Richard, Carlile, Aumerle, Scroop, Salisbury, 


| See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appar 

| As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sun, 

From out the hery Portal of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
To dim his Glory, and to ſtain the tra&t 

Of his bright pallage to the Occident. 

Yor. Yet looks he like a King: behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens 'forth 
Controlling Majeſty : alack, alack, for woe, 

That any Harm ſhould ſtain ſo fair a ſhow. , 

Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, 

Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King: 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 

To pay the awful Duty to our Preſence ? 

If we be not, ſhew us the Hand of God, 


For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unleis he do prophane, ſtcal or uſurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and berefr of Friends : 

Yet know, my Maltcr, God Omnipotent, 

is muſtering in his Clouds on our behalf, 

Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike, 

Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That lift your Vaſlal Hands againſt my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown. 

Tell Bulkngbrock, for yond methinks, he is, 

That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaſon, he 1s come to ope 

The purple Teſtament of a bleeding War ; 

But e're the Crown he looks for, live in peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill b:come the tiower of England's face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her Paſtors Graſs with faithful En2{5ſh Blood. 
Noth, The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should ſo with civil and uncivil Arms | 
Be ruld upon; Thy thricc-noble Coulin, 


| Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 


To ſpeak with you, may It pieaſe you to come down. 


Harry Builingbrook doth humbly kiſs thy hand, 
And by the honourable Tomb he ſwears 
That ſtands upon your Royal Grandfiers Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that ſpring from one moſt gr acious Head) 
And by the buried hand of V Varlike Gawr, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſelf, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, 
His coming hither hath no further ſcope, 
Than for his lincal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his Knees : 
Which on thy Royal _ granted once, 
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his- Heart 
To faithful ſervice of your Majeſty :. 
This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juſt, 
And asI am a Gentleman, I credit him. 
Rich, Northumberland, fay thus : The King returns, 
His Noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accompliſt®d without Contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing-kind commends. 
We do debaſe our ſelf (Couſin) do we not, 
To look fo poorly, and to ſpeak ſo fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die ? | 
Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords. 
Rich. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of mine 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment ; 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off again 


As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name, 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now : 

SwelPſt thou proud Heart ? Ple give thee ſcope to beat, 


Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrook, 
Rich. What muſt the King do now? muſt he ſubmit ? 
The King ſhall do it : Muſt he be depos'd ? 
The King ſhall be contented : Muſt he loſe 
The Name of King ? o*Gods Name let it go. 
Ple give my Jewels for a ſet of Beads, 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrel, for an Alms-mans Gown, 
My figur'd Goblets, for a diſh of Wood, 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Saff, 
My Subjects, for a pair of Carved Saints, 
And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Or Ple be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet | 
May hourly trample on their Soveraign's Head : 
For on my Heart they tread now, whilſt I live 
And buried once, why not upon my Head ? 
Aumerle, thou weepſt, (my tender hearted Couſin) 
Wel make foul weather with deſpiſed Tears - 
Our ſighs, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a dearth in this Revolting Land. 
Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome pretty Match with ſhedding Tears ? 
As thus : te drop them {till upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves, 
Within the Earth : and therein laid, there lies 
Two Kinſmen digg*d their Graves with weeping Eies ? 
Wonld not this ill do well ? Well, well, I ſee 
[ talk but idely, and you mock at me. 
Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Pullingbrook? Will his. Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 
You make a Leg, and Bulingbrock, ſays I, 
North. My Lord in che baſe Court he doth attend 


Rich. 


With words of ſooth ; Oh that I were as great | 
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Rich. Down, down I come like gliſPring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of nnruly Jades. 
In the baſe Court ? baſe Court where Kings grow baſe, 
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 
In the baſe Court come down : down Court,down King, 
For night-Owls ſhreek, where mounting Larks ſhould ſing. 
Bull. What ſays his Majelty ? 
North. Sorrow, and grief of heart 
Makes him ſpeak fondly like a frantick man ; 
Yet he is come. 
Bull. Stand all apart, 
And ſhew fair duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich, Fair Couſin, 
You debaſe your Princely knee, 
To make the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
Than my un-pleas*'d Eye ſee your Courtelie. 
Up Couſin, up, your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Bull. So far be mine, (my molt redoubted Lord, ) 
As my true Service ſhall deſerve your love. 
Rich, Well you deſerv'd : 
They well deſerve to have, 
That know the ſtrong?ſt and ſurcſt way to get. 
Uncle give me your hand - nay, dry your Eles, 
Tears ſhew their love, but want their Remedies. 
Coulin, I am too young to be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Heir. 
What you will have, Ple give, and willing too, 
For do we mult, what Force will have us do. 
Set on towards London : 
Couſin, is it ſo ? 
Bull, Yea, my good Lord. 


Rich, Then 1 muſt not fay no. [Flouriſh. CExemunt. 


th 
——_— 


Scena ©unta. 


Enter Queen, and two Ladies. 


Qu, What ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of Care ? 

La. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 

Qs. ?Twill make me think the world is full of Rubs, 


1 And that my Fortune runs againlt the Byas. 


La. Madam, we'll dance. 
Qu. My Legs can keep no Meaſure in Delight, 
When my poor Heart no Meaſure keeps in Griet. 
Therefore no dancing (Girl) ſome other ſport. 
La. Madam, we'll tell Tales. 
Q«, Of Sorrow, or of Grict ? 
La, Of either, Madam. 
Qs, Of neither, Girl. 
For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 
Or if of Grief, being altogether had, 
[t adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy : 
For what I hare, I need not to repeat : 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 
La. Madam, Ple Sing. EE 
Qs. *Tis well that thou haſt Cauſe : 
But thou ſhould{t'ſt pleaſe me better, woulMlt thou weep. 
| La, 1 could Weep, Madam, would it do you good ? 
2s. And1 could Sing, would weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tcar of thee. 
Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But ſtay here comes the Gardiners, 
Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees, 
My wretchedneſs, unto a row of Pines, 
Theyl talk of State ; for every one doth ſo, 


Againſt a Change ; woe is fore-run with woe. 

Gard. Go biud thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoop with oppregilion of their prodigal weight ; 
Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twizs, 

Go thou, and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too falt growing ſprays, 

That Jook too lofty in our Common-weelttt ; 

All mult be cycn in our Government. 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

The noifom Weeds that without profr ſuck 

The Solls fertility from wholfom Flowers. 

Ser, Why ſhould we in the compaſs of a Pale, 

Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 

SACw1ng, as in a Model, our firm ſtate ? 

When our Sca-walled Garden, (the whole Land, ) 

[s full of Weeds, her faireſt Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit trees all upruin'd, her Hedges ruind, 

Her Knots diforder'd, and her wholſom Hearbs 

Swarming with Catzrpillers. 

Gara. Hold thy peace, 

He that hath fufterd this diforder®d Spring, 

Hath now himſelf met with the fall of Leaf, 

The Weeds that his broad-{preading Leaves did ſhelter, 

That feenyd 1u cating him, to ho!d him up, 

Are pulPd up, root and all, by Pullingtrock ; 

| mean the Earl of W:lrſhre, Buſby, Green. 

Ser. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. I hey are, 

And Bullingbroik hath ſeiz?d the wafteful King, 

What pity 1s it, that he had not trimard 

Aud drelt his Land, as we this Garden at time of year ; 

And wound the Bark, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leſt beirig over proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much Riches it confound ir ſelf ? 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taſte 

Their Fruits of Duty. All ſuperfſuons Branches 

We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live : 

Had he done ſo, himfelt had born the Crown, 

Which wiite and idle hours hath quite thrown. down. 
Ser. What think you the King {hail be depos'd * 
Gar. D.preſt he is alrcady, and depos 

Tis gcoubced he will be. Letters came lait nigiut 

Toa dear Fricnd of the Duke of 79%, 

That tci] black tidings. | 

U;, Oh I am preſt to death through want of ſpeakiag : 

Thou old 44:»Ps likeneſs, ſer to drels this Garden, 

How dares thy harſh tongue ſound this unpleaſing News ! 

What Eve ? what Serpent hath ſuggetted thee, 

To make a ſecond fall of curſed man ? 

Why colt thou ſay, King Richard is depos'd ? 

Dar*ſt thou (thou little better thing than Earth } 

Divine his downfall ? ſay, where, when, and haw 

ani thou by this il tydings ? ſpeak thou Wretch, 

Gard, Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have l 

To breath theſe News ; yet what I fay is rrue 5 

King Kichara, he 1s 1n the mighty hold 

Of Bullngbrook, their Fortunes both are weigh'd ; 

In your Lords Scale; is nothing but himlelf, 

And ſome few Vanities that wake him light * 

But in the Ballance of great B=/lngbrock, 

Beſides himſelf, are all the Eng{:{» Peers, 

And with that odds he weighs.King K:coara down, 

Poſt you to London, and you?l find it fo, 

I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. 

Q«, Nimble Miſchance, that art fo light of Foot, 
Doth not thy Embaſlage belong to me f 
And am I laſt that knows it? Oh thou think 
To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 
Thy Sorrow in my breaſt. Come Ladies, go, 

To meet at London London's King in woe. 

W hat was I born to this ! that my fad look, 


Should grace the Tryumwph of great Bullingbrook! 
| Gardner 
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Gardner, for telling me theſe News of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graf”?1t may never grow. [ Exit. 
Gar. Poor Queen, ſo that thy State might be no worſe, 

I would my $kill were ſubject to thy Carle: 

Here did ſhe drop a tear, herc in this place 

I'le ſet a bank of Kew, (fowre Herb of Grace :) 

Rew ev*n for Ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 

In the remembrance of 'a weeping Queen, Exit, 


Aftus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrook, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz- Water, Surrey, Carlil-, Abbor | 
of Weltminſter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


| Bullingbrock, Call forth Bagor. 
' Now Bagot, freely ſpeak thy mind, 
What thou doſt know oi Noble Glofter*s death ; 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perforn'd 
The bloody Office of his timeleſs end. 
Bag. Then ſet before my face the Lord Amerle, 
Bull. Coulin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bag. My Lord Avurirle, 1 know your daring Tongue 
'Scorns to unſay, whar it hath once deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Glofer?s death was plotted, 
'T heard you fay, Is not my Arm of length, 
That reacheth from the relttul Ez22{:/> Court 
As far as Callis to my Uncles t ead ? 
Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you fay that you had rather refuſe 
The offer of -an hundred thouſand Crowns, 
Than Bullingbrook_return to England; adding withall, 
'How bleſt this Land would be in this your Coulins death. 
Aum, Princes, and Noble Lords : 
W hat anſwer ſhall I make-to this baſe man ? 
Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair Stars, 
On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 
Either I muſt, or have mine Honour ſpoild 
With the Attainder of his ſland*rous lips. 
There is my Gage, the manual Seal of death 
That marks tiiee out for Hell. 'Thou lieſt, 
And will maintain what thou halt faid, is falſe, 
In thy heart Blood, though being all too baſe, 
To ſtain the temper of my Knightly Sword. 
Bull. Bagot forbear, thou ſhalc not take it up. 
Aum, Excepting one, 1 would he were the beſt 
In all this Pretence that hath moved me {o. 
Fitz. If that thy Valour ſtand on ſympathics : 
There is my Gage, Awmerle, in Gage to thine : 
By that fair Sun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 
I heard the ſay (and vauntingly thou ſpakIt it) 
That thou wert cauſe of Noble Gloſter?s death. 
If thou deny?lt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 
And 1 will turn thy fallhood to thy Heart, 
Where it was forged, with my Rapiers point. 
Aum, Thou dar*lt not (Coward) live to ſce the day. 
Fuz, Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum. Fuzwater thou art damn'd to Hell for this. 
Per. Aumerle, thou lieſt : his Honour is as true 
11n this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt : 
And that thou att ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to textreamelt point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'lt. 
| Aum, And ifI do not may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandiſh more revengeful Stcel, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe, 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater : 
I dor remember well, the very time - 
Aumerle and you did talk, 
Fitz, My Lord, 
"Tis very true : You were in Preſence then ; 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 


Surrey. As falſe, by Heaven, 
As Heaven it ſelf is trae, 

Fitz, Surrey, thou lyeſt. 

Swrrey. Diihonourable Boy, 

That lye, ſhall lie ſo heavie on my Sword, 
That it ſhall render Vengeance ard Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, do lic 
In earth as quiet, as thy Father's Scull, 

In proof whereof, there is mine tonours Pawn, 
Engage It to the Tryal, if thou dart. 

Fitzw. tow fondly do% thou ſpur a forward Horſe ? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 
| dare meet Surrey in a Wilderneſs, 

And ſpit upon him, whillt I fay he Lyes, 

And Lyes, and Lyes : there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tye thee to my ſtrong Correction. 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Au erle is guilty of my true Appeal. 

Beſides, I hzard the baniſht Norfolk ſay, 

That thou Awnerle didft ſend two of thy men, 
To Execute the Noble Duke at Cale. 

Aum. Some honzſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Morfolk lies : here doI throw down this, 

It he may be rcpeaPd, to try his Honour. 

G1, Theſe Difterenccs ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
Til! Norfolk be repeaPd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 
(And though mine Enemy) reſtor*d again 
10 all his Lands and Seigntories: when he's return'd, 
Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his Tryal. 

Carl, That honourable day ſhall ne%er be ſeen. 
Many a time hath baniſht Norfolk fought 
For Jeſus Chriſt, in glorious Chriſtian Field 
Str:aming the Enſign of the Chriſtian Croſs 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
And toyPd with works of War, retird himſelf 
To Iraly, ard there at FYenice gave 
His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 

And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chriſt, 
Under whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 

Bull. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk, dead ? 

Carl. As ſure as I liye, my Lord. 

Bull, Sweet peace conduct his ſweet Soul 
To the Boſom of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants,your Diticrences ſhall all reſt under gage 
Till we allign you to your days of Tryal. 
Enter York. 

York, Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 
From plume-pluckt XK:chard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
To the poſleſſion of thy Royal hand. 
Aſcend his Throne, deſcending now from-him, 
And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 

Bull. In Gods Name, Ile aſcend the Regal Throne. 

Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid. 

Worlt in this Royal Preſence may I ſpeak, 

Yet beſt beſceming me to ſpcak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this Noble Preſence 
Were cnough Noble to be upright Judge 

Of Noble K:chard, then true Nobleneſs would 
Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a Wrong, 
What Subject can give Sentence on his King ? 
And who lits here that is not Richard's Subject ? 
Thieves are not judg?d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be ſeen in them * 

And ſhall the Figure of Gods Majeſty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 

Anointed, Crown'd and planted many years, 

Be judg*d by ſubject and inferiour breath, 

And he himſelf not preſent ? Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriſtian Climate, Souls refin'd 
Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſceng a deed. 

| ſpcak to Subjects, and a Subject ſpeaks, 

Stirr*'d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
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is a foul Traytor to proud Hereford”: King, 
And if you Crown him, let me _—_— 
The Blood of Engl:ſb ſhall manure the ground, 
And future Ages groan for his foul ACt. 
Peace ſhall go flcep with Twrks and Infidels, @, 
And in this Sear of Peace, tumultuous Wars 
' Shall Kin with Kin, and Kind with Kind confound. 
Diſorder, Horrour, Fear and Mutiny 
Shall here inhabir, and this Land be calPd 
The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 
Oh, if you rear this Houſe, againſt this Houſe 
[t will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, 
That ever fell upon this curſed Earth. 
Prevent it, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 
Leit Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, wo. 
North, Well have you argud, Sir : and for your palns, 
Of Capital Treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it.your charge, 
To keep him ſafely, till his day of Tryal. 
May it pleaſe you, Lords, togrant the Commons Suit ? 
Bull. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may ſurrender : So we ſhall proceed 
Without ſuſpition. : 
Toy. 1 will be his Conduct. LE. 
Byf. Lords, you that are here under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anſwer : 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 
Enter Richard and York. 
Rich, Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the Regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reignd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
To infinuate, flattter, bow, and bend my Kaee. 
Give Sorrow leavea while, to return me 
To this Submiſſion. Yet will remember | 
The favours of theſe men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All bail to me ? 
So Fudas did toChriſt : But he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; 1, in twelve thouſand, none. 
God ſave theKing : Will no man ſay, Amen. 
AmlI bath Prieſt and Clark ? well then, Amen, 
God fave the King, although I be not he : 
And yet Amen, it Heaven do think him me. 
To do what ſervice, am [ ſent for hither ? 
Yor. Todo that Office of thine own good will, 
Which tyred Majeſty did make thee oſter : 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crown 
To Henry Bullingbrook, WES 
Rich. Give me the Crown.Hete Couſin,ſeize the Crowh! : 
Here Couſin, on this ſide my Hand, on that fide thine: 
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well, 
That owes two Buckets, _ one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the Air, 
The other down, unſeen, and full of Water : 
That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, 
Drinking my Griefs, whilſt you mount up on high. 
Bull, I thought you had been —_ reſign. | 
Rich, My Crown 1 am, but ſtill my Griefs are mine : 
You may my Glories, atid my State —_ 
But not my Griefs; ſtill am | King of thoſe. 
Bil. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown: 
Rich. Your Cares ſet bp, do not pluck my Carcs down, | 
My Care, is loſs of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won. 
The Cares 1 give, I have, though _m away, | 
They tend the Crown, yet ſtill with me they ſtay; 
Bull, Are you contented to reſign the Crown ? | 
Rich, Ino; no1, fot I muſt nothing be ; 
Therefore no, no, far I reſign to thee: 
Now, mark me how 1 will undomy felf; 
[ give this heayy Weight fron off my Head, 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mineowa Tears 1 waſhaway my blame, 
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With mine own HandsI give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my Sacred State, 
With mine own Breath releaſe all dutious Oaths : 
All Pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear : 

My Mannors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo ; 

My Adts, Decrees, and Statutes [ deny : 

God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 

God keep all Vows uabroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griey'd; 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiey'd, 
Long maift thou live in Richar#s Seat to it, 

And ſoon lie Richard in an Earthy pir. 

God fave King Henry, un-King'd Richard ſays; 
And ſend him many years of Sun-ſhine days. 

What more remains ? 

North, No more : But that you read 
Theſe Accuſations, and theſe grievous Crimes; 
Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers; 
Againſt the State and Profit of this Land : 

T hat by confeſling them, the Souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depogd. 

Kich. MuſtI doſo? and muſt I ravelout 

My weav*d-up Follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 

[f thy Offences were Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſofaira Troo 

Toread a Lefture of them ? if thou would 

There ſhould'ſt thou find one hainous Article; 
Containing the depoſing of a King, | 

And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath; 
Mark*d with a blot, damu'*d in the Book of Heaved: 
Nay, all of you, that ſtand and look opon me; 

W hil'ft that my wretchedneſs doth bait my ſelf, 
Though ſome of you, with Pilate waſh your Hands, 
Shewing an outward Pity : Yet you Pilates 

Have here delivered me to my ſower Croſs, 

And water cannot waſh away your ſin; 

North, My Lord, diſpatch, read o're theſe Articles: 

Rich, Mine eyes are full of Tears, I cannox ſee : 
And yet ſalt-water blinds them not ſo much, 

But they can ſee a ſort of Traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine Eies upon my ſelf; 

| find my ſelf a Traytor with the reſt ; 

For I have given here my Souls conſent, 
Te*undeck the pompous Body of a King j 
Made Glory baſe; a Soveraign, a Slave ; 
Proud Majeſty, a Subje&t; State, a Peaſant: 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-inſilting man 3 
No, nor no mans Lord: 1 have no Name, no Title 3 
No, not that name was given me at the F oat, 

But *tis uſurpt : alack the heavy day, 

That 1 have worn ſo many Winters but, 

And know not now, what name to call my ſelf. 
Oh, thatI wetea Mockerie; King of Snow, 
Standing before the San of Bullingh 

To melt my felf away in Water-Drops- 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good 
And if my word be Sterling yet in England 

Let it conimand a Mirror hither ſtreight; 

That it thay ſhew me what a F4ce I have, 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſty. os 

Bull. Go ſome of yon, and fetch a Lodking Glaſs. 

North. Read ore this Paper, while the Glaſs doth cortie: 

Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, e're 1 come ro Hell. 

Bull. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland; 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfy*d. 

Rich, They ſhall be fatisfy*d : Ple read enoughy 
When I do ſee the very Book irideed, 

Where all my Sins are writ; and that's my RIF; 

Enter bne with a _— 
Give rhe that Glaſs, 'and therein will I read. 
Nodeeper wrinkles yet f hath ſorrow ſtruck 


| So many blows upon this Face of mine, 


And made no deeper Wounds ? Oh flattring Glaſs, F 
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Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 
Thou doſt beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That every day under his Houſhold-roof, 
Did keep ten thouſand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ? 
Is this the Face, which fac'd ſo many Follies, 
That was at laſt out-fa@d by Bullingbrook ? 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, 1s the Face, 
For there it is, .crackt in an hundred ſhivers. 
Mark ſilent King, the Moral of this ſport, 
How ſoon my Sorrow hath deſtroy*d my Face. 
Bull. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that again. 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let's ſee, 
"Tis very true, my Grief lies all within, 


| Aud theſe external:Manners of Laments, 


Are meerly ſhadows to the unſecn Grief, 
That ſwells with filerce in the tortur?d Soul. 
There lies the Subſtance : And I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv?lt 
Mc Caule to wail, but teacheit me the way 
How to lament the Cauſe. Pl: beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it ? 
Bull. Name it, fair Couſin. 
Rich. Fair Coulin ! I am greater than a King : 
For when 1 was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects ; being now. a Subject, 
I have a King here to my Flatcerer : 
Being ſo great, I have no nced to beg. 
Bull, Yet ask. 
Rich, And ſhall I have? 
Bull. You ſhall. 
Rich, Then give me leave to go. 
Bull, Whither. ? 
Rich; W hither you will, ſo I were from your ſight. 
"Bull. Go ſome of you, convey him to the Tower. 
Rich, Oh good.: convey : Conveyers are you all, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
Bull. On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſer down 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. 
Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe's to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn. 
Aim, You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot ? 
Torid the Realm of this pernicious Blot ? 
Abbot. Before 1 freely ſpeak my mind herein, 
You ſhall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but alſo to effect 
What ever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I ſee your Brows are full of diſcontent, 
Your Hearts of Sorrow. and your Eies of Tears, 
Come home with me to Supper, Ple lay a Plot 
Shall ſhew us all a merry day. 


[Exeunt, 


FExennt, 


_ 


Aﬀtus Dumtus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Queen, and Ladies, 


Qs, This way the King will come - This is the way 
To Falius Ceſar*s ill-erccted Lower, 
To whoſe flint Boſom, my condemned Lord ' 


{ Is doom? a Priſoner, by proud Bullingbrook, | 
Here let us reſt, if this Rebcllious Earth 
' Have any reſting for her true Kings Queen. _ 


Enter Richard, and Guard. 
But ſoft, but fee, . or rather do not fee, 
My fair Roſe wither : Yet look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſlolve tadew, 
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And waſh him freſh again with true-love Tears, 


| He ſhall think, that thou which knowſt the way 


—_ 


Ah thou, the Model, where old Troy did ſtand, * 
Thou Map of Honour,. thou King Richard*s Tomb, 
And not King Kichard: thou molt beauteous Inn, 
\\ hy ſhould hard-favonr*d grict be lodg'd in thee, 
\Vhen Tryzumph is become an Ale-houſe Gueit ? 
Rich. Joyn notwith Grief, fair Woman donot ſo, 
To make my End too ſudden : Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dream, 
From which awak*d, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn Brother (Sweet) 
Fo grim necellity ; and he and I 
Will keep a League till death. High thee to France," 
And Cloyſter thee in ſome Religious Houſe : 
Our holy lives muſt win a new World's Crown, 
W hich our Prophane Hours here have ſtricken down. 
Qs. What, is my &:chard both in ſhape and mind 
Transformd and weaken'd ? Hath Bullingbrock, 
Depogd thine Intelle&t ? hath he been in thy Heart ? 
The Lyon dying _thruſteth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth, it nothing elſe, with rage 
To be o're-powr?d : And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy CorreCtion mildly, kiſs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with baſe Humility, 
W hich art a Lyon and a King of B:alts ? 
Rich, A King of Bcaſts indeed : If ought but Beaſts, 
i had been ſtill a happy King of men. 
Good (ſometime) Queen prepare thee hence for France ; 
Think I am dead, and that even here thou tak'ſt, | 
As from my Deach-bed, my laſt-living l-ave. | 
In Winters tediou, Nights ſit by the Fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
"f woful Ages, long ago betide : 
And e're thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lameantable fall of me, 
And tend the hearers, weeping to their Beds : 
For why ?- the ſenſeleſs Brands will ſympathize 
The heavy accent of my moving Tongue, 
And in compaſſion weep the Fire out : . 
And ſome will mourn in Aſhes, ſoine coal-black, | 
For the depolipg of a rightful King. _ 
Enter Northumberland. 
North. My Lord, the mind of Bullingbrook.is chang?d. | 
You mult to Pomfrer, not unto the Tower. 
And Madam, there is order ta*ne for you : 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you mult away to France. 
Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bull;ngbrookaſcends my Throne, 
The time ſhall not be many tours of age, 
Morethan it is,-ere foul fin, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption : thou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half, 
[t is too little, helping him to all : 


To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne*re ſo little urg?d, another way, 
To plu+k him headlong from th? uſurped Throne. 
The Love of wicked Friends converts toFear:; 
That Fear to Hate; and Hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy Danger, 'and deſerved Death. 
North, My guilt be on my head, and there*s an end ; 
Take leave, and part, for.you mult part forthwith.. 
Rich. .Doubly divorCd ? (bad men) ye violate - 
A two-fold Marriage ? *rwixt my Crown and me : 
And then betwixt me, Pa: my married Wife, . 
Let me unkiſs the, Oath, *rwixt thee and me: 
And yet-not ſo, : for with a kiſs *twas made. 
Part us Northumberlazd:; 1, towards the North, 
Where ſhivering Cold and Sickneſs pines the Clims:. - 
My Queen to Frane :,,from. whence, , ſet forth in Powp, 
She came adorned-hither like ſwect Hh EE 
Sent back like HoHowmas, or ſhorrſt of day, | 
Qs. And muſt webe divided ? rult we. part ? '., 
R ch.\,hand from hand (my Love) and heart from heart. | 


2a. Baniſh us both, and ſend the Kitg with me. | 
: Worth. 
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North. That were lome Love, but little Policy. 

Q«, Then whirther he goes, thither lt me go. 

Rich, So two together weeping, make one wor, 
Weep thou for me in France; 1 for thee here : 
Better far off than near, be ner2 the near - 
Go, count thy way with lighs, | mine with groans. 
Q«. So longelt way, ſhall have the longeſt moans. 


And piece the way ont with a heavy heart. 
Zome, come in wooing Sorrow le-s be brief, 
Sin-e wedding it, There is ſach length in Griet : 
One Kiſs ſha!l itup our mouths, and Jdumbly part ; 
Cnus give 1 mine, and thus tzke | thy Hearc. 
Qu, Give me nggne own again: *rwere no 700d part, 
To cake on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 
$a, now | have mine own again, be gone, 
[hat may [{trive to kill ic with a groan. 
R'ch. We make Wo wanton with this fond d. lay : 
Jace more adieu ; the relt let Sorrow ſay. [ E-cert 


Siena Secunda. 


Enter York and his Dutcheſs, 


Dut., My Lord, you told me you would rell the reſt, 
When weeping made you break the Story oft, 
Of our two Couſins coming into Londen, 
Yor, Where did 1 leave ? 
Dut. At that ſad ſtop, my Lord, 
Where rude mis-govern'd hands, from Windows tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richards Head. 
Yor, Then, a$1 ſaid, the Duke (great Bullinobrock) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Wonich his aſpiring Rider ſeem*d to know, 
Wirth flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe : 
While all rongues cry*d, God ſave thee, Bullingbrook, 
You would have thought the very Windows ipake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old, 
Through Caſements darted their deliring Eies 
Upon his Viſage : and that all the Walls 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
Jeſu preſerve thee, welcome, Bullingbrook, 
W hi}ſt he, from one lide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steeds neck, 
Beipcak them thus : 1 thank you Country-men : 
And thus {till doing, thus he palt along. 

D)atch. Alas ! poor Richard, where rides he the whilſt ? 
Yor, As in a Theater, the Etes of men 
After a well-grac*d Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idely benc on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious - 
Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens Eles, 
Did ſcowle on Fichard : no man cry*d, God fave him : 
No joytal Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But duſt was thrown vpon his Sacred Head, 
W hich with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles 
(The Badges of his Grief and Patience ) 
That had not God (for ſome ſtrong purpoſe) ſteePd 
The hearts of men, they mult perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pitried him, 
But Heaven hath a hand ia theſe Events, 
lo whoſe high Will we bound onr calm Contents, 
To Bullingbruk, are we ſworn Subjects now, 
Whoſe State, and Honour, 1 for aye allow. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Dut. Here comes my Son Awnerle, 
Tor. Aumerle that was, 
Put. that 1s loſt, for being Richard”: Friend, 
And Madam, you-muſt call him Ratland now : 
i am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting Fealtic in the gew-made King. 
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Dit. \\'cicome my $S9n : who are the Violers now, 
Thar ſtrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring ? 


|—-Aui Nadam, | know not, nor | greatly care not, 
| Ged knows 1 had as lizt be none, 2s ore. 
lor, Well, bear you well in this new-fpring of time, 
Left you be cropt Lefore you come to prime. 
\\V lews from Oxto a Hold thote | alt's and Triwmphs 
ow, my Lord, they Co. 
Tor. You wh be £:cre | know, 
| Ham. If Gu prevert not, | purpoſe 


lor, Wiat Scale 1 that that hats without thy Boſom ? | 
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\V hich for ſome Realtors } would not have fecn. 


lor, W hich tor lome Reafons, Stir, 1 mean to fee ; 
L ic 19 [ car. ; 

Pit. What ſhov!d you fear ? 
It nothing but fume Bond, that he is enter?d into 
For gay Apparel, againſt the Triumph. 

T1/-. Buurd to himfelt ? V Vhar doth he with a Bond 
Thar ke is bound to? V Vite, thou att a Fool. 


Boy, let we fee the Wruwting, 
(in, 1 co beieech you pardon me, I may not ſhew it. 
Ir, I will be ſatisfied, let me fce it,] fay [Snatctes 8r. 
Trcaſlon, foul Ir.aton, Villain Trai:or, Slave. 
D«t, What's the imartcr, my .Lord ? 
Yor. Hoa, who's within there ? ſaddle my Horſe 
Heaven for his mercy : what treachery is here ? 
Dat. Why, what 1-2t my, Lord ? 
Yor, Give me my Bootsl tay : faddle my Horſe. 
Now by my Honour, my life, my Troth, 
| will appeach the Villain. 
Dut. What is the matter ? 
Yor. Peace fooliſh Woman. 
Dat. 1 will not pzace, V V hat 1s the matter, Son ? 
Aum. Good Mother be content, It is no more 
Then my poor lite muſt anſirer. 
Dut, Thy lite anſwer. 
Enter Servant with Boots. 
Yor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 
ut, Strike hiing Aunerls. Pocr Boy, thou art amaz'd; 
Hence Vu aln, rever more come In my lighr. 
Tv. Giv-: me my Boots, 1 fay. 
Put, Why, 1k, whatwiit thon do? 
Vile thou rot hide the tre/pais of thuie own ? 
Have we more Sons ? or are we like to have ? 
ls not my teeming cate drunk up with Time ? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son, from miue Age, 
And rob me ct a happy Moiher*s rame ? 
Is he not like thee * 1s he not thine own ? 
Yor, Thou fond wad V Voman: 


Wilt thon conceal this dark Conſpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably ſer their hauds 
'To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dut. He ſhall be none: 
Wel kecp him-here : chen what is that to him ? 
Tor. Away foud V Voman: where he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 
Dur. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have dore, 
Thou wouldit be more pittiful : 
' But now know thy mind ; thou doſt ſuſpet 
' That I have been difloyal co thy Bed, 
And that he 1s a Baſtard, not thy Son : 
Sweet Tork, ſwect Husbard, be not of that mind : 
He is as like thee, asa man may be, 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet | love him. 
Yor, Make way, unruly V Voman. [Exit. 


| Dut. After” Aunerle, Mount thee upon his Horſe, 
J- Spur 
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Spur poſt, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy Pardon, ere he do accuſe thee, 

Ple not be long b:hind : though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faſt as York : 

And never will I riſe up from the ground, 

Till Zwllinebrock have pardon'd thee: Away,be gon. [ Ext. 


4 pI 


Siena Terti. 


Enter Bullingbrook, Percic, and her Lords, 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifcy Son ? 
'Tis fall three Months ſince I did ſee him laſt. 
If any plague hang over us, ?tis he : 
I would to Heaven (my Lords) he might be found, 
Enquire at London, *mongſt the Taverns there : 
For there (they ſay ) he daily doth frequear, 
With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Even ſuch (they ſay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our V Vatch, and beat our Pall-ngers, 
Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
So diſlolute a Crew. 
Per. My Lord, ſome two days ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphs held at Oxford. 
Bull. And what ſaid the Gallant ? 
Per. His anſwer was : he would unto the Stews, 
And from the commomlt Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtieſt Challenger. 
Bull, As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yer through both, 
I ſee ſome ſparks of better hope : which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here ? 
Enter Aumerle. 

Aum, Where is the King ? 
Rull. What means our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And looks ſo wildly ? 
Aum. God ſave your Grace. I do beſeech your Majeſty 
To have ſome conference with your Grace alone. 
Bull. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone : 
What is the matter with our Coulin now ? 
Aum. For ever may my Kaces grow to the Earth, 
| My Tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unleſs a Pardon, cre I riſe or ſpeak. 
Bull. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 
If on the firſt, how hainous ere it be, 
To win thy after-love 1 pardon thee, 
Aum. Then give me leav- that I may turn the Key, 
That no man enter till the Tale be done. 
Bull Have thy deſire. 
Tor, My Liege beware, look to thy ſelf, 
Thou haſt a Traitor in thy Preſence there. 

Bull. Villain, Ple make thee ſafe. 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe to fear. 

Yor. Open the door, ſecure fool-hardy Kang : 
Shall I for love ſpeak Treaſon to thy face ? 
Open the door, or 1 will break it open. 

Enter York. 

Bull. What is the matter(Uncle) ſpeak, r2cover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, ; 
That we may arm us to encount.r It. 
Yor. Peruſe this Writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. 
Aum. Remember as thou read'ſt,thy promiſe paſt : 
I do repent me; read not my Name there, 
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand. 
Tor. Ic was (Villain) ere thy hand did ſet it do wn. 
I tore it from the Traitors boſom, King. 
Fear and not Love, begets his Penitence ; 
Forget to pity him, leſt thy pity prove 
A yt that will ſting thee to the heart. 

Bull. 


[ York, within, 


Oh heiaous, ſtrong, and bold Conſpiracy, 
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O loyal Father of a treacherous Scn : 
Thou ſheer, immaculate, and ſilver Fountain, 
From whence this ſtream, thourgh muddy paſlages 
Hath had his current, and defiPd himſelf. 
Thy overtlow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blor, in thy digreſſiag Son. 
Tor. So ſhall my Vertue be his Vices Bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpznd mine Hogour with his ſhame : 
A; thrifcleſs Sons their ſcraping Fathers Gold. 
Mine Honour lives when his Diſhonour dies, 
Or my ſham'd life in his Diſhoanour lies : 
Thou kill'ſt me in his life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the True man's plto death. 
[ Dutcheſs within, 
Dut, What hoa (my Liege for Heavens fake let me in. 
Bull. What ſhrill-voiC'd Suppliant makes this eager cry, 
Dut. A Woman, and thine Auat (great King) 'tisI. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door, 
A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 
Bull. Our Scenes alter*d from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King : 
My dangerous Coulin, let yonr Mother in, 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foul ſin. 
Yor. If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More ſins for this forgiveneſs, proſper may. 
This feſter*d joynt cut off the reſt reſts ſound, 
This I1-t alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſs, 
Dut. O King, believe not this hard hearted man, 
Love, loving not it ſelf, none other can. 
Yor. Thou frantick Woman, whac doſt thou make here, 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear ? 
Dur. Sweet York be patient, hear me gentle Liege. 
Bull. Riſe up, good Aunt. 
Dut, Not yet, I thee beſeech, 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give joy : until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſling Boy. 
Aum. Unto my Mother's Prayers, I bend my Knee. 
York, Againſt them both, my true Joynts bended be 
Du, Pleads he in earneſt ? Look upon his face, 
His Eyes do erop no Tears : his Prayers are in jealſt : 
His words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breaſt. 
—e prays but faintly, and would be deny*d, 
We pray with heart and ſoul, and all beſide: 
His weary Joynts would gladly riſe, I know, 
Our Knees ſhall kneel, till to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of falſe Hyrocriſie, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity : 
Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 
Bull, Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dut. Nay, do not fay ſtand up. 
But pardon firſt, and afterwards itand up. 
And if I were thy Nurſe, thy Tongue to teach, 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpecch. | 
| never long?d to hear a word till now : 
Say Pardon ( King ) let pity teach thee how. 
The word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 
No word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths ſo meet. 
Yor, Speak it in French (King) ſay Pardorne moy, 
Dur. Doſt thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deſtroy ? 
Ah my ſowre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That ſer'ſt the word it ſelf, againſt the word. 
Speak Pardon as *tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not underſtand. 
Thine Eye begins to ſpeak, ſet thy Tongue there 3 
Or in thy piteous Hearr, plant thou thine Ear, 
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, = to rehearſe. 
Bull. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dt, 1 do not ſue to ſtand, 


Pardon 


A » 
I 


nn 


Pa 


24 at . # 


"Sx 6- 


_ 


OTIS. £2” 


—_—_— 4 nes - - © ——_— ww + —OUNEPEATEDE. cies was. a 9d nv Fs _ 
DD ——— ww. A 
——"Y 


1he Life and Death of Richard the ſecond. 39 


— 


| Tink that 1 am nn-kir g*d by Bullingbrook., 

And ſtraight am nothiug. But waat ere I am, Afuſich. 
Nor I, ror any man, that but man Is, 

With not thing lhall be pleag?d, till ie be eay'd 

With being nothing. Muick. do I hear * 

Ha, tia keep time: How fowr ſweet Muſick is, 

W net ume bs brcke, ard no proportion kept ? 


Pardon is ail the fuit | have 1 hand. 
| Bull. | pardon him, as Heaven inal pardon me. 
| Dut, O nappy vaitage OL a Kit ling Kie : 
| Yer am I lick ,tor fear : 1Peak It again, 
| I'wice ſaying Pardon, duth not parauii twain, 
| ; | | But makes one Pardon Ittrong. 
Bull, | Pardon him with all my heart. 
Dur. A God on Earth trou art. 50 1 IC 13 th: Mvbck of mens hres : 
Bull. But for our truity Brorher-iu- Law, the Abbot, | And here have | the daintinels of ezr 
With al} the relt ot that conwried Crew, , lo hear time broke in a diforder'd Ering, : 
3 | Deltritction ſtreight ſhall dog tnem ac Tue heels: But for the Concord cf my State and I nie, 
E- | Good Uncle help to order-jeveral Powers Had not 2n Ear to hear my true Time broke. 


To Oxford; or where-re theſe-I raitors are : | wilted Ti;ne, and ;now doth T ime walte me: 
For now hath Tiwe made me his rumoring Clock ; 


Fa . 0 They ſnail w6t liv within this world, 1 ſwear, 
"i + | Bur | will have-them*once- know where. My Thoughts are Mi Dues , ard with Sighs they j ir, 
\ '| Uncle farewel,*and -Coulin adieu : Thcir Warchzs ro mine Eies, the outward Watch, 


Your-Mother well- hath pray*d; and prove you true. W hereto my Finger; lize.a Dia!s pulit, 
Lut. Come my: c}«-So!:, 1 you” t: leaveiu Make thee new. | 15 Foe tg till, "int « lea: ':rg tnkm_trom tears. 
[Exit | Now, Sir;The ond that tells what Hour it is, 
Are; CharhGrous :Grogns; that ſtrike upon my_.Heart, 
W hich is the 'Bel} : fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 


m_ EY 


F & Enras Exton and ON Vant. * 
Ext Digit thownoc mark the- King what awords he ſpake ? 


I 
* F: 


d 
be 23 | Have I no- Frtericd: will-rid mc of this living fear : Shew Minites, Honrs, and Times : O bur my Tine 
16 S | Was it not ſor? --— * = Runs pottipg of; in Ku lmghrook25-p rocd- joy, | 
$ : Ser," ] ho'e were Nic. Very Cd -Y + While.1 'tard tor Img, here, his Jack (s) "Clock. f 
MN Tl +x *Bave-l no friend 7 (quoth he :) hz ſake ic ' twice; ;| his Muck mads m2;,let_ic ſound no-more, X 
$ 4 | Ard urgd it twice together, 1d he nd. Y , For -thoya:ig: have. hoJp mad men to their. wits, . :. -- 4 
= | Ser. He nid. © ; fo me It teemsglx-, whik make- wife. men mad : 
; of Ex. And \peaking, it, he wiſth 1ook'd on-me,? .. 3 Tet bl.!firg on his heart; that-gives it me; 
|} Ag who (hall jav, | wonld'thou wertthe man For;*c1s d Nt: n; of, love, apd love to-Richarg, 
| Thar would divorce this terror frem my heart ; ls @ ſtrarge Brooch,-in-this-all- hating world... .;- | 
Meaning, the King at Pemfree. : Come, let's go,:. ' Enter -. Groom, fe bf 


I am the .Kiogs Fri- ad, and: wall rid his Foe.” : , [Exit. Gros | Bail \ Royal P "Ince. 
Rich, Thaaks, Noble Peer. 


| ETIECIEILTE: | The cheapelt&t Sz 1S.LED groats too dear. - 
F ied I | What 2b Thu 2, any how comit thou hither ? 
| (4/11 - Dun LA. W here no man ever. comes; but that ſad Dog 
| ? | That brings me Focd, to make. Misfortupe live? - | 
Emir Richard.. . | «| G00.” 1 was,a por Groom! of. thy Stable, ing) ; 
| wh. ; . | When thou geizr King, who LrayUlipg tegards Tok, 
Rich, ] kave been Niudying, how to compare With much ado, at l-ngth have gotten” leave, 


To lcok vpcn wy (ſometimes Royal ) Maſter Face: s 
O how ic y-arn*d my heart, when [ beheld | 
In Londen-Streets, that Coronation Cay, 


Tris Priſon where i hive, unto the W ori : 
And tor becauie the Worid is populous, 


And here is nvt a Cruarure bir my icli> | 
| cannot do 1t : yet i'le hammer't out. V V ten Eulling »brock rede on Roan Barbary, 


My train, 1'le prove the Femaleio my Soul, That Here, thar. thon ſo cften haſt teltrid, 

My Sonl, the taher : aud theje two begut That Horte, that I ſo carefuily have Creſt. 

A Geaueration Gf 11 breeding Troughts; Kich, Re de he or Barbary ? tell me, gertle Friend, 
And thele targe T honghts, People this Iccle Worid How went he under him ? 

In humours, lixe the People of this World, Greo, Sc provdly, asf ke had diſdain>rthe ground: 
For no I honght is contiited, T he b<tter lurt, Rich. SC prond, that Pull: ngbreok. was On his back ; 
As 1 houg hts of things Divine, are 1NtErmIxt That Jace hath cat Bread from my Royal F and. 
Wirh Scruples » and 00 ict the Faith ir felt This Hand hath made him proud with clappipg tim, 
Azainit the Faith:asrhus:Comre little ones:aiid then again, | Would he not ſtumble ? would he.not fall down 
(Since price muſt have a fall) ard break the neck 
Ot that proud ran, that did ufurp his back ? 


| Ir 1s as hard to come. as Ior a Camel 
To threrd the Poitern of a Necdies eye. 


Thonphrs re1:Ging to Ambitiofh they Uo plot Forgivenets, Horſe : why dol rail on thee, 

| Unlik.ly Wonders; how theſe vain weak Nails Since thou, wie ited to bs awd by man, 
May rear;a pallage "though the þlinty ribs Wavy born-to bear ? 1 v:as not made a Horſe, 
Or this ard World, my ragged Prifon Walls : And yet | bear a burthen like an AF, ' 


Spur-gall'e, and tyr*« by jauncing Bullin brock. 
Enter Kerper with a aſh.” 
Keep, Feliow, give pl? ce, here 15 nc Jor Se ſtay. ( 
Rich. If thou love me, *tis time thou wer'e away. | 
Gro) What my Tongs Cares pet;that iy Heart ſhall fay.| 
CExit] 


Ard tor thcy cannot, dye 10 thcir own pride. 

Thoughts tending co Content, flatter themſelves, 

That they are not the firſt of Fortunes Slaves, 

Nor ſhall not be the lalt. Like hi!]y Beggars, 
Who litting” in the Stocks, refuge their ſhame 
T hat many _ and others mult tit there ; 


| nd in this Thought, they find. a kind of caſe, Keep. My Lerd, wiÞt plcaſe you to fall to ? 

| Hearing their. own Misfortune. on the back Rich, Tatte of it firſt, as thou wer't went to do. 
Of ſach as have b. fore eadur?d ihe like. — My Lord, I dare not © Sir Pierce of Exton, 

| Thus play 1 in; one Priſon, many people, Who lately came fiem tt Ring,ceommards the contrary. 
Aqy none contented. Soumerimes am 1 King : = Fih. The Devil take Henry of Lan. fter, ard thee; 


TheEn Trealon makes me wilh my 1elt a Begg ar, Patience is ſtale; and I am weary ct jr. 


And; ſo | am. Then crulding Fooury, oy | &p Hp, help, help. | 
Perfades me, 1 was better When a Kang : mood | Euter Exton and Servants. 
Thelt am 1 King'd agaln ; and by and by, Ki. How now ? what means death in this rude aſſavlc : 

: '” Ee 2 Villain. 
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Villain, thinz own hand yiclds thy deaths Inltrument, 
Go thou and hill another Room in Hell. 


That Hand ſhall burn in never-quenching Fire, 

That j.aggers thus my Perſon. Exton, thy ficrce Hand, 

Hath with the Kings Blood, ſtair'd the Kings own Land. 

Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat 15 uP on hi: gh, 
Vhilſt my groſs fleſh ſinks downward here to dyc. 
Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 

Both havel ipilt : Oh vvould the deed were gud, 

For now the Devil that told me 1 did well, 

Says, that this Decd 1s chronicled in Hell. 

This dead King co the living King Pl: bzar, 

Take hence the reſt; and give them burial here. 


[Exton ſtrikes him: down, | Right Noble is thy Merit, v.cill x 


[ Exit, 


Scana Quinta. 


Flonriſh, Enter Bullingbrook, York, T1:th cth:r 
Lor As and Att Cad aits, 


Bull. Uncle York, the lateſt News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have conſun?d with Tire 
Our Town of Crceter in Glouce-terſtire, 


But whether they be tane or ſlain, we hear not. 


Enter Northumbcrland. 
Welcome, my Lord : wliat is the News? 
Nor. Firlt to thy Sacred State wiſh i all happineſs : 
The next News 1s, I have to Lo4»7 ſent 
The Heads of $1: re: Yo em cer, Blunt, and Keit : 
The manner of their taking ny : zppear 
At large diſconricd in this DP: tet here. 
Bull. \Ve thank thee oentle Percey for thy pains, 
And to thy Worth will add right worthy Gains. 
Enter Fitz-waters. 
Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to London, 
The Heads of Broccas, and Sir Benet Sec! ly, 
Two of the dangerous conſorted Trajtors, 


| That ſought at Oxford tir, Lire overtiirow. 


Bull. Thy pains, £1<4-w ate -) [1:21 rotbe forgot, 
| GT 
Eiiter Percy / Carlito. 
Fry: :7Fh ec grand Con{ Is ator, £iel i of IO; wr, 


\Vith clog ot Confſcicnc 
Hath yiclded up his Þ ody to tic Grave :? 
Buc here is Carlile, livirg to abi. 
Thy Kingly doom, and {ntence of 

Bull. Carlile, this Is your doom : 
Ciuſe out fome _ place, ſome revererd Room 
Vore than thou halt, and with ic joy thy IE: 
$9 2s thou Jiv?ic 13 peace, dyc irce from ite : 
For tnough mine Encmy thou haſt cver been, 
High ſparks of Honour in thee have 1 {<CN. 

Enter Extoil wit.2 a Coun. 

Exton, Great Ring, within this Colin I preſent 

Thy buried fear. 


. . , 
«li i 4) ws S% 


Herein al breathleſs lics 
The mighrielt of thy greateſt Encmics, 
Fichard of Bow avanx by me hither broutht. 
Bull, Extoz 1 thank thee n t, for thon haſt wrought 
At Decd of Slang htcr with th) fatal Har (> 
Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. 

Et; From ylarown Mom m; Lord, 0141 this Decd. 
Bull. They love not Poylen, that co Poyſon need, 
Nordol the:: though I did v. iſh him = 

[ kate the Murtherer, love him murthe 

The Guilt of Conlycnce take thou fc ws 
Bur nc _ r my Good Werd, nor Princcl; Fay our. 
Wich Cai: £9 wander through the ſhade of r:jzht 
And rover r ſhe vv thy had by © ay, nor It, Lit, 
Lords, | proteſc my Soul is full of Wo 

That Blocd ſhould ſprinkle me, and make me 
Come mourn with me, for that I do lament, 
And put 0:1 ſullen black incontinent : 

| Ple make a Vo age to the Ecly-land, 

{ To waſh this Blood off ſrom my Guilty Hand, 
| March ſadly aſter, grace my Mourring h.tc, 


\| 1” 
labour, 
I'51 ? 


grow, 
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In weeping after this untimely Beer. [Exe:;t, 
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The Firſt Part of 


ENRY I 


with the Life and Death of 


Sirnamed H O T-S P U R. 


— 


Attus Primus, Scana Prima. 


F 


." Enter the King, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl 
of Weſtmerland, with others. 


King. 


'O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Care, | 

* Find we atime for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort winded accents of new Broils 

; Ta be commenc'd in Storms afar remote :. 

# No more the thirſty Entrails of this Soyl, 

Shall damb her lips with her pwn Childrens blood : 

No more ſball trenching War channel her Fields, 

Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 

Of Hoſtile Paces; Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 

\ - hich: like the Metenry of a troubled Heaven, 

All of one Nature, .of,one Subſtance bred, 

Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock,  - 

And furious cloſe of civil Butchery, 

Shall.now in mutual well-beſeeining Ranks... 

March all one way, aud be no more oppos'd 

Againſt Acquaintance, Kingred, and Allies, 

The edge of War, -like' an W-ſheathed Koife, 

No more ſhall cut his Maſter, Therefore, Friends, 

As far as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt, _ ; 

W hoſe Souldier now, under whoſe bleſſed Croſs 

Weare imprelled, and engag'd to fight, 

Forthwitha Power of 'Enz{ſþ ſhall welevy 


Over whoſe Acres walk*d thoſe bleſſed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were naild 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſs. . ., 

But this our purpoſe is a Twelvemonth old, 

And bodtteſs ?cis to tell you we will go 2 
Therefore we meet nor row. "Then let me hear 
Of .you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, 

W hat yelſternight our Council did decree, 

[n forwarding this dear Expedience.” - 

Weſt, My Liege :- This haſte was hot in queſtion, 
And many limits of the Charge ſet down” 
But, yeſternight ; When all athwart there came 
A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy News; |. 


| Whoſe Arms were moulded in their Mother's W omb, Wy 
To.chaſe theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 


Whoſe worſt was, That the Noble Mortimer, 
Leading the min of Hereford(bere to fight 
Againſt the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken, 
And a thouſand of his People butchered ; 

| Upon whoſe dead Corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 


Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 


By thoſe Welſbwomen done, as may not be 
(Without much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken of. 

King. It ſeems then, that the tidings of this Broil, 
Brake off our buſineſs for the Holy Land. 

- Weſt. This watchr, withother like ; my gracious Lord, 
Far more ungven and unwelcome News. 

Came from the North, and thus it did:report : 
On Holy-Raod day, the gallant Horſpur there, 
Young Harry Percy, aud braye Archibald, 

That ever-valiagt, and appproved Scor, 

At, Holmegon gt, where they did ſpend 

A fad and, hlgody hour : | 

As by diſcharge of their Artillery 

And ſhape of_likelihood the News was told : 
For he that brought them, in the very Heat 
And pride of; their Contention, did take Horſe, 
Uncertain of the iſſue any way. 

King. Here isa dear andtrye induſtrious Friend, 
Sir Walter Blot, new lighted from his Horſe, 
Staind with the variation of each Soyl, 
| Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat of ours : 

And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News, 

\| The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited,, 

Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 

'| Balk*t in their own blood did Sir Walter ſee 

On Holmedon*s Plains. , Of Priſoners, Hor ſpur took 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and hens Son 

To beaten Dowelas, and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Marry, Angus, and Menteith, 

| And is not this an Honourable Spoyl ? 

| A gallant Prize ? Ha, Couſin, is it not ? In faith it is. 


LO FI I 
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| | Wet. A Conquelt for a Prince to boaſt of. 


King. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'ſt me ſin, 


'* 11 In envy, that my lord Northumberland 


| Should be tHe'Father 'of fo bleſt a Son : 
2 
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| Fortune of us thatare the 
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The firſt Part of King Henry the F varth. | 


A Son, who is the Theam of Honour's Tongue : 
Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtteighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her pride : 
WhiPIt 1 by looking on the Praiſe of him, 
See Ryot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov'd, 
That ſome Night-tripping Fayry had exchang'd, 
In Cradle cloaths, our Children where they lay, 
And calld mine Percy, his Plantagenet : 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine : 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you Coze 
Of this young Percie*s Pride ? The Priſoners, 
Which he in this Adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word 
I ſhall have none but Adordake Earl of Fife. 

Weſt. This is his Uncles teaching. This is Worceſter, 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpedts : 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 

King. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this : 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to Fersſalem. 
Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windſor, ſo inform the Lords, 
But come your ſelf with ſpeed to us again, 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 


© | Than out of anger can be uttered. 


Weſt. I will, my Liege. 


Scana Secunda. 


mer A:nry Prin ce of W ales, Sir John Fal- 
ſtaff, and Poins. 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad? 

Prince, Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
upon Benches in the afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou wouldſt truly know. What 


2 devil haſt thou to do with the time of the day ? unleſs 


Hour's were Cups of Sack, and Minntes Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair hot 
Weach in Flame-coloured Taffata,l ſee no reaſon why thou 
ſhouldſt be ſo ſuperfluous, todemand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you came near me now, Hal, For we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven Stars, and not 
by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight ſo fair. Ant! I 
pray thee ſweet Wag, when thou art King, as' Gad 


{fave thy Grace, Majeſty I ſhonld ſay, for Grace thou 


wilt have none. 
Prince. What ! none ? 
Fal. No, not ſo much as will ſerye to be Prologue to an 
Egg and Butter. ; 
. Prince. Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly. 
Fal. Marry then, ſweet, Wag, when thou. art King, 
let not us that are es of the Nights-body, be calPd 
Thieves of the _ uty. Let us be Djana?s Foreſt- 
ers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon : and 


| let men ſay, we be men of good Government, being go- 


verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Miſtreſs the 
Mcon, under whoſe countenance we ſteal. 

Prince. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too : for the 
ons men, doth ebb and flow 
like the Sea, being governcd as the Sea is, by the Moon - 
2s for proof. Now. a Purſe of Gold moſt reſolutely ſnatch'd 
on Monday night, and moſt diſſolutely ſpent on Tueſday 


| mornihg ; got with ſwearing, Laid by : And ſpent with cry- 
\ ing.,Bring in: Now in as low an ebb, as the foot of the Lad- 
dergand by and by in as high a flow as the ride of the Gallows. 


Fal. Thou fay*ſt true,. Lad : And is not my Hoſteſs of 
the Tavern a moſt ſweet Wench ? 


Exe. | 
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Prince, Asis the Honey, my old Lad of the Caſtle : and 
1s not a Buff Jerkin a moſt ſweet Robe of durance ? 

Fal. How, how ? how now mad Wag ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities ? What a Plague have I to do 
with a Buff Jerkin ? 

Prince, Why, what a Pox haye I tado with,my Hoſteſs 
of the Tavern ? | | 

Fat, Well, thou haſt calld her:to a reckoning maty 
a time and off. 

Prirce. Did l ever call thee for. to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, Ple give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 

Prince, Yea and elſewhere, ſo far as my Coyn would 
ſtretch, and where it would not, 1 have ugd my Credit. 

Fat. Yea, and fo ug'd it, that were it here apparent, 
that thou art Heir apparent, Bur I prythee ſweet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallows itanding in England when thou art 
King ? and Refolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ruſty 
curb of old Father Antick the Law ? Do not thou when 
thou art a King, hang a Thief. 

Prince, No, thou ſhalt. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare / Ple be a brave Judge. 

Prince, Thou judgeſt falſe already. I mean, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of the Thieves, and ſo become a rare: 
Hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well : and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtaining of Suits ? 

Fil. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. Iam as Melancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg?d Bear. 

Prin, Or an old Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 

Prin, What ſay'ſt thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly of 
Moor-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſayoury ſimiles,and art indeed 
the molt comparative raſcalleſt ſweet young Prince. Bur, 
Hal, I prythee trouble me no more with vanity, I would 
thou andI knev,, where a Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought : an old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other day in the ftreer about you, Sir ; but I mark*d him 
not, and yer he talk*d very wilcly, but 1 regarded him not, 
ard yet he talkt wiſely, and in the ſtreet too. 

Prince. Thou didſt well : for no man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, and art indeed a- 


ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harm unto. 


me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. BeforeI knew thee, Hat, 
I knew nothing : and now am (if a man ſhould ſpeak truly) 
little better than one of the wicked. I mult give over this 
life, and I will give it over,; and 1 do not, Lam a Villain. 
1'le be damned for never a Kings Son in Chriſtendom. 
Prin. W here ſhall we tike a Purſe to morrow, Fack? 


Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'le make one : and I do | 


not, call me Villain, and baffte me. 

Prin. 1 ſee a good amendment.of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purſe-taking. ' 

Fal. Why, Hal, *tis my Vocation, Hal. *Tis no fin for 
a man to labour in his Vocation. 

Poin. Now ſhall we know if Gaas-bill have fet a 
Watch. O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moſt om- 
nipotent Villain, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prin, Good morrow, Ved. 

Poin, Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Monſieur 
Remorſe ? What ſays Sir John Sack and, Sugar, Jack ? 
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou 
ſoldeſt him on Good-Fryday laſt, for a Cup of Madera, 
and a cold Capons leg ? 

Prin. Sir fchn ſtands to his word, the Devil ſhall have 
his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of Proverbs 3 
He mill give the Devil his due.. | 

Pein. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the Devil, | SIT] ; 

Prin. Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening the Devil. 


tour 
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Poin. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, a 
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'|To ſport, would be as tedious'as to work ; 
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four a Clock early at Gads-hill,there are Pilgrims going to | 


Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to 
London with fat Purſes. I have Vizards for you all; you 
have Horſes for your ſelves: Gads-bill lies to night in Ko- 
chefter, 1 have beſpoke Supper to morrow in Eaftcheap z, 
we may do it as ſecure as {leep: if you will go, I will ſta 
your Purſes full of Crowns : if you will not, tarry at home 
and be hang'd. 

Fal. Hear ye Tedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 
Ple hang you for going. 

Pojn, You will, Chops. 

Fal. Hal, Wilt thou make one ? 

Prin, Who, I rob? I a Thief ? not I. 

Fal. There's neither honeſty,manhood,nor good fellow- 
ſhip in thee, nor thou cam?ſt not of the Blood Royal, if 
thou dar?ſt not ſtand for ten Shillings. 

Prin, Well then, once in my days Ple be a mad-cap. 

Fal. Why, that's well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, [*le tarry at home. 

Fal. Vle be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Prin, I care not. 

Pon. Sir Fohn, 1 prethee leave the Prince and me a- 
lone,l will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Adventure, 
that he ſhall go. 

Fal. Well;may*ſt thou have the ſpirit of Perſwaſion ; and 
he the Ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeakelt, may 
move ; and what he hears may be believed, thar the true 
Prince may (for recreation ſake) prove a falſe Thief ; for 
the poor abuſes of the'time, want countenance. Farewell, 
you ſhall find me in Eaſt-cheap. 

Prin. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel Allhollown 
Summer. [Exit Fal. 

Poin, Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with us to 
morrow. I have a jeaſt to execute,that I cannot manage a- 
lone. Falſtaff, Harvey, Roſſil, and Gads-bill, ſhall rob 
thoſe men that we have already way-lzid; your ſelf and 1 
will not be there : and when they have the Booty, if 
you and I do not rob them, cut this Head from my Shoulders. 

Prin. Buthow ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth ? 

Pojin, Why, we will ſer forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plea- 
ſure to fail; and then will they venture upon the Exploit 
themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchieved,but we'll 


| fer upon them. 


Prin. 1 but tis like that they will know us by our Horſes,by 
our Habits,and by every otherAppointment to be our ſelvs. 
Poy. Tur, our Horſes they ſhall not ſee, Ple tye them 
in the wood 3 our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them : and Sirrah,l have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward Garments. 

Prin, ButlI donbt they will be too hard for us. 

Pois. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
bred Cowards as ever turn'd back: and for the third, it 
he fight longer than he ſees Reaſon, Ple forſwear Arms. 
The vertue of this Jeaſt will be, the incomprehenſible lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper 
how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what wards, what 
blows, what extremities he endured ; and in the reproof 


{ of this, lies the Jeaſt. 


Prin, Well, Ple go with thee, provide us all things ne- 
ceſlary, and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheep, there 


| Ple ſup. Farewel. 


Poin, Farewel, my Lord. CExit Poins. 
Prin, 1 know you all, and will a while uphold | 
The unyoak'd Humoor of your ldlenelſs : 


| Yet herein will I imitate the Sun, 


Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To ſinother 'up his Beauty from the World z 
That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking — the foul and ugly Miſts 
Of Vapours, that-did- ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the year were p 


laying Holidays, 


[IS 
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But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents. 


So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promiſed - 

By how much better than my Word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſifie mens Hopes, 

And like bright Metal on a ſullen groud 

My Reformation glittering o*re my Faulr 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
Thaa that which hath no ſoyl to ſer it off. 

Ile fo offend, to make Offence a kill, 
Redeeming time, when men think lealt I will. 


— 


Scena Tertin. 


Enter the King, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot- 
ſpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and orbers. 


King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to ſtir at theſe Indiegnities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 
You tread upon my Patience : Bur be ſure, 
| will from henceforth rather be my ſelf, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition, 
Which hath been ſmooth as Oy1, ſoft as young Down, 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpect, 
Which the proud ne*re pays, but to the proud. 

Wor. Our Houſe (my Soveraign Liege) little deſerves 
The ſcurge of Greatneſs to be uſed on ir, 
And that ſame Greatneſs too; which our own hands 
Have holp to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worceſter get thee gone : for 1 do ſee 
Danger and Dane pram - thine Eye. 
O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty might never yer endure NED 
The moody Frontier of a Servant brow, 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 
You were avout to fj 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 
Thoſe Priſoners in yout Highneſs Name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were (as he ſays) not with fach ſtrength deny'd 
As was delivered to your Majeſty : 
Who either through envy, or mifpriſion, 
Was guilty of this fault : and not my' Son. 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners, 
But, I remember when the fight was done; 
When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toyl, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trittly dreſt ; 
Freſh as a Bride-groow, and his Chin new rcapr, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at Harveſt homie. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And ®twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pouncet Box: which ever and anon | 
He gave his Noſe, and took't away again : 
Who therewith angry when It next came there, 
Took it in Snuff. And {till he fmild and talk'2 : 
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He calPd thetn untavght Knaves, Unmannerly, 
To bring a ſlovenly unhandfome Coarſe 
Bertwixt the wind; and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Lady terms 
He queſtibn'd'me : Among the teft, Yemanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſties behalf. 
| then, all-ſmarting with my wounds being cold, 
(To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay ) 
Out of my grief, and my impatience, 
Anſwer'd (neglettingly) I know not what, 
He ſhould or ſhould not : For he made me mad, 


To fee him ſhine ſo brisk, aud ſmell ſo ſweet, 
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AC 144 10 like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, + 
Of Guns, 4d Drums,and Wounds :God fave the mark ; 
And telling mz, the Soveraignlt thing on Earth 
Wa: Parmiacity, for an inward Bruile : 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
"Chat Villanous Salt-perer ſhould be digg?d 
Our of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly. And but for theſe vile Guns, 
He would himſelf have been a Souldier, 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anſwer indirectly (as | ſaid.) 
And I beſcech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accuſation, 
Betwixt my Love and your high. Majeſty. 

Blunt. The Circumſtance conſidered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry, Percie then had ſaid, 
To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a, place, 
'Ar ſuch atime, with all the reſt retold, 
May reaſonably die, and never riſe 
[To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
' What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 
King. Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners, 
' But with Proviſo- and Exception, 
' That we at our own Charge, ſhall ranſom ſtreight 
| His Brother-in-Law the fooliſh Adortimer, 
Who (in my Soul) hath wilfully betra%yd 
| The lives of thoſe, that he did lead to Fight, 
| Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendower, 
Whoſe Daughter (as we hear) the Earl of arch 
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treaſon ? and indent with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ? 
No: on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve: 
For I ſhall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one, penny colt 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer, 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege, 
But by the Chance of War: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one Tongue. For all thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severr*s Sedgie Bank) 
In ſingle oppolition hand to han 
He did confound-the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment wit great Glendower : 
Three times they breath'd,an three times did they drink 
Upon agreement of-ſwift Severz's, Flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their Bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his criſped-head in a hollow Bank, 
Blood-ſtaited with theſe valiant Combatants. -. 
Never did baſe, and rotten policy 
Colour her working with Tack deadly wounds 5: /,- 


>” 


Nor never could the noble Adortimer 


—_— 


Then let him not be flander'd with, Revolt. 


Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me _- 
| As will diſpleaſy ye- My Lord Worthumberland 


SEE” 


| So Honour croſs in , 


Here comes your Uncle. 
Hit. Speak of "Mortimer ? | 
Yes, I will ſpeak of-him, and let my: Soul 
Want mercy, if I da not joyn with him. 
{n his bchalf, Ple. empty all thoſe Veins, 
And ſhed my dear Blood drop by drop tl duſt, 
3nt I will lift the downfaln Adortimer 
As high Pth? air as this unthankful King, 
As this tngrate and cankred Bullingbrock, 
Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad. 
Wor, Who ſtrook this heat up after I was gone ? 
Hot. He will (forſooth) have all my Priſoners : 
And when I urg'd the Ranſom once again 
Of my Wives Brother, then his cheek look*d pale, 
And on my Face he turi''d ai. Eye of death, 
Trembling even at the Naiic of Mortimer, 
Wor. I cannot blame him : was he not proclaim'd 
By. Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whoſe wrongs in us God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his rſh Expedition : 
From whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. 
Wor. And for whoſe death, we in the worlds wide 
Live ſo ſcandaliz?d, and foully ſpoken of. (mouth 
Hot. But ſoft, I pray you ; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my Brother Adortimer, 
Heir to the Crown ? 
Nor. He did, my ſelf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
That wiſt'd him on the barren Mountains ſtary'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you that ſet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his ſake wore the deteſted Blot 
Of murtherous Subornations ? ſhall it be, 
That you a world of Curſes undergo, 
Being the Agcnts, or baſe ſecond Means, . 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon, if that 1 deſcend fo low, 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under thus ſubrle King. 
Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in- an unjuſt behalf 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
To put down Richard, that ſweet loyely Roſe, 
And plant this Thorng this Canker . Bullingbrook.? 
And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fooPd, diſcarded and ſhook off 
By- him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? 


| No: yet time ſeryes, wherein you' may redeem 


Your baniſh'd Honours, and reſtore your ſelyes 
into,the good thoughts; of the world again. 
Revenge the jeeripg ang diſdain'd Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
To anſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 

Ever with the bloody Payments of your deaths : 
Therefare 1 ſay ——— 
Wor.. Peace, Couſin, ſay no more, .: 
And now I will unclaſp a ſecret Book, 


| And, to, your quick conveying Diſtontents, 


Ple read. you Matter, deep and. dangerous, 
As full of peril and adventurous Spirit; 
As to o're-walk a Current, roaring: loud, 
On the unitedfaſt footing.of a Spear- | 
Hor. If he fall in, gqgd night or fink or ſwim ; | 
Send danger from "ng Fa _ us Weſt, my 
[FOM, | vOrth: to South, | 
And let them grapple + The Bl More [om 
To rowze a Lyon, than to; ſtart; Hare; 
Nor. Imagination; of-{pmc great; Exploit, 
Drives him beyond the -2quads of: Paticpge. + oT| 


M—— 


[Enter Worceſter. 
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Hot. By Heaven, methinks it wer: e an eafie Ican, 
Toplack bright Honour from the pale-tac*d 
Or dive intothe bottom of the deep, 
Where Fadom-line could never touch the ground, 
And plnck up drowned Honour by the Locks : 
So he that doth redcem her thence, might wear 
Wirhout Co-rival, all her Dignities - 
But out upon this halt-fac*d Fellowſhip. 
lor. He apprechends a world of Figures here, 
But not the Form of what he ſhould attend : 
Good Couſin give me audience for a while, 
And liſt to me. 
Hwa, | cry you mercy. 
Wor. Thoſe ſame Noble Scots 
That are your Priſoners. 
Hot. le keep them all. 
By Heaven, he ſhall not have a Scot of them : 
if a Scot would fave his Soul, he ſhall not. 
Plz keep them, by this Hand. 
IVor. You tart away, 
And lend no car unto my Purpoſes. 
Choſe Priſoners you ſhall keep. 
Hot. Nay, I will; that's flat : 
He ſaid hz would not Ranſom Afortimner : 
Forbad my Tongyuz to ſpcak of Aortiner, 
Bur Lwill find him when he lies aflcep, 
And In his Far ÞPle holla, Adorrimer, 
Nay, Ple have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but 3407timer, and give It him, 
To keep his anger Itill in motion. 
lor. Hear you, Coulin : A word. 
Hot. All Scudics here 1 ſolemnly delice, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bullinobrook, 
Xid that ſame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 


Me Uils 


at that 1 think his Fath-r loves him not, 


And ould be glad he met with {ome Milchance, 
| would have poyſon'd him _ a pot of Ale. 
Wor, Farewell, Kinſman : Ple talk to you 


\ When you are tempcr*d to _ 


Nor, Why what a waſp-torewd and 1 1mpatient Fool 


' Art thou, to break into this Womans mood, 


Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ? . 


Netled, and ſtung with Piſmiers, when 1 hcar 
Of this vile Politician Bull: obrock, 
In kichard*s time - What de'ye call the place ? 
A plague uporyr, It 1s in Gloceſter-ſhire ; 
1 was where the : madcap Duke his Uncle kept, 
His Uncle Tok, where l firlt bow?d my Knce 
Unto the King of Smiles, this Zullz2; pooks- 
When you and he came back from River ſpurs 
Nor. At Barkley Caſtle. 
Hot, You ſay true : 
Why what a gaudy decal of Curteſie 
This fav ning Gray-hound then vid Sexe me. 
[ ook when his infant Fortune came to age 
nd gentle Harry Porcy, and kind Coulin : 
O, the Nevil take ſuch Cozcners, God forgive me: 
Good Uncle tel} your rale, for | have done. 

Wer. Nay, if you have not, to't. again, 
Wce1 ſtay your leiſure. 

Hzt. I have done, inſooth. 

Her. Then once moreto your Scottiſh Prifoncrs. 
Deliver them up without their Ranſom 1treight, 
And make the Dows/45 Son your oncly mean 
For Powers in Scorl,nd: Which for divers Reaſons 
W hich I ſhall ſend you written, be afſur'd 
Will cafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Son in Scorland being thus employ'd, 

Shall ſecretly in rhe boſom creep 

Of that ſame nobl2 Prelate, wcli belov®d, 

The Arch-Biſhop. 
tor. Of Tcrk, 


H (7p KT oo, 


1.2t not ? 
Whobrcars Lard 


Hit, \Vhy look you, l am whipt and fcourgd with rods? 


ing Henry the Fourth; 


— ——— 


His Brothers cd icath at Briji } ”, the Lord SCYOP.. 
[ ſpeak net this in cimation, 
As what |1 think mipht be, but what I know 
ls ruminated, plotted, and fet down, 
And oncly ſtays but to behold the face 
Of thar occation that ſhali bring ig on. 
Hit. 1 imcll it : 
Upon my &fc, it will Co wondrous well. 
Nor. Betore the £4305 2 toot, thou (till Tettſt flip. 

Het. Why, it ca 200T chcofe but be a noble Plot, 

And then the Power of Scar land, and of Tok 
Topjoyn with Arm, Ha. 

lor. And fo they tall. 

Ht. Ja faith it 1s Cx« _ ! well am 

Wo. And®t;no little Reaton bids us ſpeed, 

I'o fave our Heads, by ratlizz of a Head : 
For, bear our ſclves as cven as we can, 
The King will always think him in our debt, 
And thiak we think our felves unfatisf.ed, 
1 HI he hath fOunG 2 time to p17 us home. 
And ſec 2 :Irea Te V9 how lic _ be21n 
To make us Itrangers to his looks of love. 
= 'e docs, he does ; ery x Teveng?yd on him. 

F ur, Coulin, fareweil. No eur ea 70 18 this, | 
Tian | by Letters ſhall direct your courli: ; : 
Vh-niimets rip., which wilt be fuggenly, 

[le ſteal to Glcz: ONer, and Io, OV TRIHICT, 

Where you, an Dow-lzs, and our Powers at cnce, 

ASI will faiFion it, ſhall Eappily meet, 

To bear our Fortunes 11 our own ſtrong Arms, 

VWhich aow we hold at much uncertainty. 

Vor, Farewell, good Broth-r, we ſhall thrive, I truſt. 
Hot. Uncle, adicu: O let Hours be ſhort, 

Till.felds, and blows,and groans applaud our ſport. Exit. 


Aus Secundas. Siena Prima. 


Enter a C.rrir, mith a: Lanthorn in bis bard, 
1. Car. Hcigh ho, amt be not four by the day Ple be} 
hang?d. Charl:s warn igover the new Chimney, and yer 
our Horſe not packt. What, Olftler ? r 

Oſt. Anon, anon. ; 

1. Cr, 1 prethee Tom, beat Cits Saddle, put a fgw 
Flocks in the point : I he poor Jade 13 wrung in the. Wi 


thers, our of all ceis. 
Erter another Carrier, 
2. Can, Pcaſcand Beans arc as dank here as a;Pog, and 


this 1s he next way to give poor Jades the Bots . Fhis 
Houſe is turned uptide down iince Kobrn the Offtler ied. - 

1. Czr. Poor fellow never joy*d fince the price of Oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2, Cr, 1 think this is the molt Villanous Houſe in all 
Lo: * 2 ro ad for Fleas: Iam ſtung like a Tench. 

i. Car. Likea Tench ? There's nere a King in Chri- 
tenco Yom, could be better bit, than I have been fince the | 
ute Cock: 


. Why, you will allow us ne*er a. Jourden, :nd | 
ther 1: {in your Chimncy : And your Chamber-lye 
breeds ym like a Loach. 

1. Car, What Oftler, come away, and be hangd 


come eway. 
2. Car, | have a G2mmon of Bacon, and two razes of þ 
Ginger, to be deliveredas far a5 Coaring-crofs. 
3}. Car: . I] he Turkies 1 1 my Panniers are e quite ſtarve £d. 
What Oltler ? a plagyuc.on thee, haſt thou rever an eve 


in thy head ? canlt not hear? and "twere not as good 2 


deed zs drink, to break the pate of thee, Iam avery Vil- 
lain. C one and be hang'd, halt no faith in thee ? 
Erter 'Gads-hill. 
G:i4. Good morrow, Carricrs. What's a Clock ? 
Car. } think it be two a Clock. 


— —— — —  —— —— — 
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$Ple give thee this neck.” 


T be firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Gad. | prgthe? l:nd me thy Lanthorn to lee my & 
(ins 11 the Sradble, 
1. Car, Nay, ſoft 1 pray ye, | know a trick worth 
two of that. 
Gad. | prethee lend m__ thine. 
2, Car |, when, cank tell? lend m2 thy Lanthorn 
(quoth-a) marry Ple ſee th:e hang?d hrit. 
Gad. Sirrah, Crrrie:: what time do you mesn to come 
to London ? 5x 86 
2, Car, Time enugh to go to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come N-ighbour Mugges, wall ca! up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with company, tor they have 
great Charge. [ Excunt, 
| Entey Charrberl. in. 
Gad. W hat ho, Chamberlaiu ? 


berlain © For tho varieſt no inore trom picking of Pur- 
ſes, than giving direction doth from'labouriug. Thou 
lay*ſt the plot, how. | 1 


Cham. Good morrow Maſter Gads-hill, it holds cur: 
Fant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklia in the 
wild. of Kcnt,* hath. brought tarce hundred Marks with 
him in Gold : | heard. him tcl] it ro cnc of his Company 
laſt night at Supper ; .a kind of Auditor, ove that hath 
abandance of Charge roo, ( God knows what ) they are 
up already,” and czil fot Eggs. and Batter. Ticy will 
away preſent!y. . | -;> 


Grd.” Sirrah, if ih2y m22t not with S. Nichl;s Clarks, 

Cham.. No, Ile none of it * I prethe: keep that for the 
Haggman, for I kiow thou worthip*,%t S. Nicholas as 
truly as a man of. falſhood may. 


: Gad, Whar talk:{t thou to me of the Hangman ? If 


. [I hang Ple make @ fat pair of Gatlows: For if I hang, 


old Sir Fob» hangs with me, and thon . know lt he's no 
Stxaveligg.. Tor, , there -are.other Trojans that thou 
dreawſt Yor of, 12: w ic (for ſport fake) are coment to 
do the Profeifion ſom2 grace z that would ( it matters 
ſhould be-look?d into): for their own Credit ſake, make 
all whole. I am joyned with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long-ſtaff-ſix' pznny ſtrikers, none of theſe mad Muita- 
-chio-purpl=--hu'd-Malc-worms, bug wich Nobility, and 
Fcanquility z B1rgonaſters, and great Oacyers, ſuch as 
-can hold in, ſuch as wi.l !trike ſooner than ſpeak ; and 

- foon2r than drink, and drink foon-r thaa pray ; 
and -yet [ lye, for th:y pray continuatly unto their Saint 
the Common-wzalch ; or rather, not to pray to her, but 
prey on her: ſor they ride up and down on her, and 
make her th2ir Boots. 

Cham. W int, the Commoa-wealth their Boots ? Will 
ſhe hold out water in foul way ? 

Gad. She will, ſhz will; Juſtice hath Iiquor*d her. 
We ſteal, as in a Ciitle, Cock-ſure : we have ne recelt ol 
Fern-ſeed, we wals inviſible. 

Chim. Nay, | think rather,*%you are more beholding 
tothe Night, than the Fern-lced,for your walking 1nvIkble. 
Gad. Give me-thy hand. 
| Thou ſhalr have a ſhare ia our purpoſe, 
As 1 am a true” man. | wy 
- Cham, Nay,rather lt m2 bave it 2s you are a falſe Thi. 
Gad,. Go to: Hm Is a common nan? to all m-p. 
Bid the Olſtler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. 
Farewell, ye muddy kuave. [Excunt. 


” 


Srena Secunda. 
[- Enter P,ince, Poyns, and Pceto. 
Poyrs. Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Faltuf 


Horſe, and he frets like a guinw'd Velvet. 
Pram. Stand cloſe. 


Emer Falſtait. 

Fa!. Poyrts, Toymes, aud be tavg'd Poynes, 

Prin. P.acc ye fal-kidaey'd Raical, what a bawling 
dolt thou keep ? 

Fal, Whar Puyncs, Hl ? 

Prin. He bs wals'd up to the top of the Hill, Ple go 
leck him. 

F.. lamaccurſt to rob in that Thizfs Compgpy : that 
Raſcal hath removed my Horſe, and tied him I know 
not where. it. travel but four foot by the ſquare further 
2 foct. | ſhall bicak- my wind. Well; 1 donbr not but to 


Cl- a 1alr Geath tor all this, if I ſcape hanging for killing |. 


that Rogue. 1 have ſorſworn his company hourly "any. 
LLME Tilt» LiyO and wenry+ year, and:yer lam bewitcht with 
the Rogues. compaiy. 4t the:Ralical have not given me 
M.dicines to make nie Juve him, le-be .hang?d, it-could 
'not b. clic : 1 have drunk Medicines. Voznts, Hall, a 


Plague upun yuu buth. Bardolph, Pero Pie ſtarve ere 1| 


rub a ivot luther. Aud *rwere not as good a deed as to 
'ETik, TO uri I ruc-man, and to leave theſe Rogues, Iam 
the veil.it Variec thac ever chewed with a Tooth, *Eight 
yards vi utes en ground. is threeſcore 21d ren” miles afoot 
With mls. :-aid the Rovy-acaried Vijains Know it well 
enough. A' plague uporyr, when *Thteves-cannot be true 
One LU anuLner.: -., - ; © [hey whiſtle. 
Waew apidgu2 hgnt uvfon you all, Z3ive me my- Horſe : 
you R« gues :* give me-my-Horie, and be havg?d. / 

[F;in. Pace ye fat gurs, lie down, lay thire ear-cloſe-to 
the ground,and liFit thou can hear th2 treat of "Travellers. 

Fl. ave you any Leavers to lift me up'again being 
down! Ile not bear niine»0wn ith fo far afoot again, 
cor ali the Coyn in thy Fathers Exchequer, W hat, plague 
mean ye io-Cok me thus ? * 'Y 

F:i:a.. 1 nowlielt, thou are not colred, thou art uncolted. 

Fl. | prethee good Prince Hal he!p me to my Horſe, 
good Kings Son. , 

P13. Our you Rogue, ſhall I be your Ottler ? 

Fal. Go hang thy felt in thy own heir-apparent- 
Garters: It 1 be c@ue, Ile peach for this: and 1 have not 
Ballads made on all, and ſung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
5ack be my Poyſon : when a jeaſt is fo forward, and a 
foot too, I hate it. 


Pu 4 


Enter Gads-hill. 

Gd. Stand. 

Fal. Sol do againſt my will. © 

Poyn. O ?cis our Setter, I know his voice : 

Bardoif, what News ? 

Br. Cale ye, caſe ye ; on with your Vizards, there's 
Money of tne Kings coming down the Hill, *cis going to 
the Kings Exchequer. 

Ful. You lic,you Rogue, *tis going to the Kings Tavern. 

Gad. There's enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hang'd. 

Pria, You tour ſhall front them in the narrow Lane : 
Ncd and I wiil walk lower ; if they ſcap2 from your en- 
counter, then they light on us. | 

Peio, But how many be of them ? 

G2d. Some <l2ht or ten. 

Fil, Wil they not rob'us ? 

Prin. What, a Coward, Sir Fobn Pannch ? 

Fl. Indeed | am not Fobn of Gaunt your Grand- 
father : but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Weil leave that to the proof. 

Pan. Sirrah F-ck, thy Horſe ltands behind the Hedge, 
when thou nceC(lt him, there ſhalc thou hnd him, fare- 
well. and ſtand faſt. 

Fal. Now-l cannot ſtrike him if 1 ſhould be hang'd. 

I1in. Ned, where are our Diigulles * 

Foyn. Here hard by :* Stand cloſe. 

Fal. Now my Malters, happy man de his dole fay 1 : 
every man to hts buſinels. 
Emer Travellegs, $0 

T a. Come, Neighbour : the Boy ſhall lead our Horſe: 
down the hill: W&ll a foor a while, and cale cur-Legs. 

T hzeves 


—. 
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"Thieves, Stay. 

Tra, Jeſu bleſs us. 

Fal. Strike : down with them, cut the Villains throats; 
a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 
youth ; down with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we are undone, both we 2nd ours for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? No 
ye Fat Chuffs, I would your ſtore were here. On Ba- 
cons on, what ye Knaves ? young men mult live, you are 
Grand Jurors ? We'll jure ye Pfaith. 


[ Here they rob them and bind them. Enter 
the Prince and Poyns. 


Prin, The Thieves have bound the True-men : Now 
could thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it. would be Argument for a Week, Laughter for a 
Month, and a good Jeaſt for ever. 

Poynes. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming, 

Enter Thieves again, 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let us ſhare, and then to Horſe 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes be not two ar- 
rand Cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There*s no 
more Valour in that Poynes, than in a wild Duck. 

Prin. Your Money. 

Poyn. Villains. 

[ As they are ſharing, the Prince and Poyns ſer upon them, 

They all run away, leaving the Booty behind them. 

Prince. Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to Horſe : 
The Thieves are ſcattered, and poſleſt with fear fo ſtrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes his Fel- 
low for an Ofhcer. Away good Ned, Falſtaff {wears to 
death, and Lards the lean earth as he walks along ; wer”t 
not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 

Poyn. How the Rogue roar'd. 


Sena Tertia. 


Emer Hotſpur ſolus , reading a Letter. 


But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
rented to be there, in reſpeit of the love 1 bear your Houſe. 
He could be contented : Why is he not then ? 1n reſpect 
of the love he bears our Houſe. He ſhews in this, he 
loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let 
me ſce ſome more , The purpoſe you undertake is dange- 
rows, Why that's certain : *Tis dangerous to take a 
cold, to ſleep, to drink : bat I tell yon ( my Lord Fool ) 
out of this Nettle, Danger ; we pluck this Flower, Safe- 
ty. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerons , the Friend: 

have named uncertain, the Time it ſelf unſorted, and 
your whole Plot too light, for the counterpuze of ſo great 
an Oppoſition, Say you fo, ſay you ſo : I ſay unto you a- 
gain, you are a ſhallow cowardly Hinde, and you lye. 
What a lack-braia is this ? I proteſt, our Plot is as good 
a Plot as ever was laid ; our Friends true and conſtant : 
A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation : An 
excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a Froſty-ſpiri- 
ted rogue is this ? Why, my Lord of York, commends the 
Plot, and the general courſe of the aCtion. By this hand, 
if I were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him with his 
Ladies Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, and 
my ſelf, Lord Ednond Mortimer, my Lord of Tork, 
and Owen Glendower ? 1s there not beſides, the Dowglas ? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 
by the ninth of the next Month ? and are there not 
ſome of them ſet forward already ? What a Pagan 
Raſcal is this ? An Infidel. Ha, you ſhall ſee now in 
very ſincerity of fear and Cold hzart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could divide 
my Fr, and go to buffers, for moving ſuch a diſh of skin'd 
Milk with ſo Honourable an Aftion-- Hang him, let him 


[ Exeunt, ' 


— 


| tell the King weare prepared. 1 will ſet forwards to night. 
Enter his Lady. 

How now, Kate, muſt leave you within theſe two hours. 

Li, O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what Otfence have l this fortnight b:en 
A Baniſl'd Woman from my Harry's B:d ? 

Tell me ( ſweet Lord ) what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep ? 
Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth ? 
And ſtart ſo often when thon ſitr'ſt alone ? 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of the:, 
Tothick-ey*d muſing, and curſt Melancholly ? 

[n my fain. flumbers, I by thee have watchc, 

And heard thee murmur tales of Iron Wars : 

Spcak tcarms of manuage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage to the Field. And thou haſt ralk'd 

Ot Sallies, and Re:tires ; Trenches, Tents, 

Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. 

Of Baillisks, of Canon, Culverin. 

Of Priſoners 1anſom, 2nd of Souldiers ſlain, 

And all the current of a heady fight. 

Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at War, 

And thus hath ſo beltirr'd thee in thy ſleep, 

Thar Beds ct ſweat hath ſtood upon thy Brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream ; 

And in thy Face ſtrange motion have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath, 

On ſome great ſudden haſte. O what Portents are theſe ? 
Some heavy bulineſs hath my Lord in hand, 

AndI muſt know it - elſe he loves me nor. 

Hot, What ho ; Is Gulams with the Packet gone ? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hour agone. 

Hot .Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from the Sheriff ? 

Ser, One Horſe, my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot, What Horſe ? a Roan, acrop-ear, isit not ? 

Ser, It is, my Lord. 

Hot. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. Well, 1 will 
back him ſtreight. Eſperance, bid Butler lead him forth 
inco the Park, 

La. But hear you, my Lord. 

Hot. What ſay*ſt thou, my Lady ? 

La. What isit that carries you away ? 

H.t. Why, my Horſe ( my Love ) my Horſe. 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weaz:ll hath not 
ſuch a deal of Spleen, as you are toſt with. In ſooth Vle 
know your bulineſs, ZZarry, that I will. I fear my Bro- 
ther Mortzmer doth ſtir about his Title, and hath ſcnt 
for you to line his Enterpriſe. But if you go——— 

Hor. So far a foot, 1 ſhall be weary, Love. 

Za. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me direttly 
unto tais Queition, that I ſhall ask. Indeed Vle break 
thy little finger, Harry: if thou wilt not tell me true. 

Hot, Away, away, you trifler : Love, 1 love thee not, 
[ care not for thee, Kate : this is no. world 

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 
We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack*d Crowns, 
And paſs them currant too. Gods me, my Horſe. 
Whart ſay*it thou, Kate ? what would'ſt thon have with me ? 
La. Do ye not love me ? do you not indeed ? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 

| will not love my ſelf. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in Jeaſt, or no. 
Hot, Come, wilt thou ſee me ride ? 

And when | am a Horſe-back, 1 will ſwear 

| love thee infinitely. But hark you, Xare, 

| mult not have you henceforth, __ me, 
Whither I go : nor reaſon whereabout. 

Whither I muſt, I muſt : and to conclude, 

This Evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kaze, 

| know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 

Then Harry Percies W ife. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a Woman : and for Secrecie, 

No Lady cloſer. For 1 will believe, 


Thov 
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| Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And fo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kare. 


La. How ſo far ? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you Kare, 
Whether I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
To day will I ſet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kare ? 


Za. It muſt of force, [Exennt. 


BE —— 


Scena Quarta. . 


Enter Prince and Poynes. 


Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh alittle. 

Poynes. Where haſt ben, Hall? 

Prin, With three or four Loggerheads, amongſt three 
or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have ſound<d the very baie 


4 ſtring of humilicy. Sirrah, I am ſworn Brotner to a leſh 0 


Drawers, and can call them by their Names, as 4 o-, 
Dick, and Francis, They take it already upon thct 


| Confidence, that though 1 be but Prince of Wales, yet ] 


am the Kiag of Curteſie : telling me flatly, I am not proud 


| like Fack, Falſtaff, but a Cormthiar, a lad of mcttle, a 


good Boy, and when | am King of E--land, I ſhall com- 


1 mand all the good Lads in Eaftcheap. They call drink- 
| ing deep, dying Scarlet : and when you break- in your 
| watring, then they cry p:m, and bid you play it off. To 


conclude, I am ſo good a proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in his own Lan- 
guage during my life. I tell thee /Ved, thou halt loſt much 
hononr, that thou wert not with me 14 this action : but 
ſweet Ned, to ſweeten which name of Ved, I give thee 
this penniwarth of Suger, clapt even now into my hand 
by an under Skiner, one that nevcr ip ake other Eng- 
li in his life, then E32hr ſhilling and fix pence, and, 
Tos. are welcome : with this ſhrill addicion, Anon Sir, 
Anon Sir, Score a pint of Baſtard in the Half Moon, or 
ſo. But Ned, io drive away tum: till Falſtzff come, 1 
prethee doe thou jland in ſome by-room, while I queſti- 
on my puny Drawer, to what end he gave me the Suger, 
and do nevet leave calling Francis, that his Tale to m« 
may be nothing but, Anon : ſtep alide, and Ple ſhew 
thee a Prehdent. 

Poynes. Francis, 

Prin. Thou art perfect. 

Poyn. Francis. 

Enter Drawer. | 

Fran, Anon, anon Sir ; look down into the Pomgar- 
net Ralf. _ 

Prince, Come hither, Francis, 

Fran. My Lord. 

Prin. Hoa long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis ? 

Fran, Forſooth five years, and as much as ro — 

Poyn. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon Sir. 

Prin. Five. years ; Berlady a long Leaſe for the clink- 
ing of Pewter. But Francs, dareſt thou be ſo valiant, as 


to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and ſhew it a 
fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 


Fran. O Lord, Sir, Ple be ſworn upon all the Books in 


England, 1 could find in my heart. 


Poyn. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Prin, ow old art thou, Francs ? 

F;n. Let mc ſee, about Machaelmas next I ſhall be—— 
Poyn, Francs, . | 

Fran. Anon Sir, pray you ſtay alittle, my Lord. 
Prin. Nay but hark you Frances, for the Sugar thou 


gaveſt me, *twas a penniworth, was?t not ? 


Fran. O Lord Sir, | would 1t had been two. 
Prin, | will give thee for it a thouſand pound : ask 


me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalr have it. 

Poyn. Francis, 

Fran, Anon, anon- 

Prin, Anon, Francis ? No, Francis, but to morrow 

Frai.cis ; or Francis, on Thurſday : or indeed Fraxcis, 
when thou wilt. But Frances. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou Rob this Leathern Jcrkin, Chriſtal 


garter, Spanith pouch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

Prin, Why then your brown Baſtard is your only 
rink : for look you, F-.1:c75, your whit Canvas double 
will iully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to fo auch. 

Fran, What, Sir ? 

Poyn. Fraicts. 

Prin. A way you Rogue, doſt thou hcar them call ? 


[ Here they both call, the Drawer ftands amazed, 
not knowing which Way t0 £0, 


Enter Vintner, 
Vint, What ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear®ſt ſuch a call- 
ing ? Louk to the Guelt within : My Lcrd, old Sir 


them in ? 

Prin, Let them alone a while, and then open the door 
Poynes, 

Enter Poynes. 

Poyn. Anon, anon Sir. 

Prin, Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the Thives are 
at the door, ſhall we be merry ? 

Poyn. As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye, 
what cunning match haye you made with this jcaſt of the 
Drawer ? Come, what's the iſſue ? 

Prin, I am now of ali humors, that have ſhewed them- 
ſelves humors, ſince the old days of g9odman Adam, to 
the pupil age of this preſent twelve 2 Clock at midnight. 
Whar's a clock Francis, 

Fran, Anon. anon Sir, 

Prin. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer words 
then a Parret, and yet the Son of a Woman. His indu- 
Itry is up-ſtairs and down-{tairs, his eloquence the par- 
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Fercies mind, the 
Hotſpur of the North, he thar kills me ſome fix or 
leven dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands and 
iays to his Wite : Fie upon this quiet life, 1 want work. 
O my ſweet Harry, fayes ſhe, how many haſt thou kilPd 
to day ? Give my Roaa Horle a dranch (ſays he) and 
anſwers, ſome fouricen, an hour afrer : a trifle, a trifle. 
| prethee call in Faljfaf, ie play Percy, and that 
damn*'d Brawn lhall play Dame A7rtimer his Wife. Ri- 
vo, lays the Drnnkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow 

Emer falſt off. . 

Poyn. Welcome Fack, whcre haſt thou been ? 

Fl. A plague of all Cowards 1 ſfay,and a vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sack Boy. E're 
| lead this lite long, Ple ſow nether ſtocks, and mend 
them too. A plague of all Cowards. Giv< me a Cup of 
Sack, Rogue. ls there no virtue extant ? 

Prin, Didit thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of Butter, 
pitiful hearted 1itan that melted at the ſweet Tale of 
the Sun ? if thou didft, then behold that compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, here*s Lime in this Sack too : there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man ; 
yeta Coward is worſe then a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 
villanous Coward, go thy ways old Fack, die when thou 
wilt, if Manhood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the 
face of the Earth, then am I a ſhotten Herring : there lives 
not three good men unhang'd in Erlard, and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God help the while, a bad world I 
lay. I would I were a Weaver, 1 could ſing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay ſtill. | 
Prin. How now Wovlſack, what mutter you ? 


Tn 
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button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ſtocking, Caddice 


Fokn with half adozcn more, are at the door : ſhali 1 1ct 
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Fal. A Kings Son ? If I do not beat thee out of thy 

Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 

jects afore thee like a flock of Wild-gecle, Ple never wear 

hair on my face more. You Prince of Wales ? 

Prin. Why you horſon round man ? what's the matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a Coward ? anſwer me to that, and 

Poynes there ? 

Prin, Ye fat -Paunch, and ye call me Coward, Ile 

ſtab thee. 

Fal. 1 call thee Coward ? Þle ſee thee damn'd &re I call 

thee Coward : but I would give a thouſand Pound I could 

run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtreight enough in the 

ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your back : Call you 

that backing of your Friends ? a Plague upoa ſuch backing : 

give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack; 

I am a Rogue if 1 drunk to day. 

Prin. O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip*d, ſince thou 

drunklt laſt. 

Falft. APs one for that. 

A plague of all Cowards ſtill, ſay 1. 

Prin, What's the matter ? 

Falſt. What's the matter ? here be four of us, have 

ta'ne a thouſand pound this Morning, 

Prin, Where is it, Jack? where is it ? 

Falſt, Where is it? taken from us, it is: a hundred 

upon poor four of us. 

Prin. What, a hundred, man ? 

Falſt. lama Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 

a dozen of them two hours together. I have eſcaped by 

miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the Doabler, 

four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 

through, my Sword hack'd like a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſinum. 

I never dealt betrer ſince I was a man : all would not do. 

A Plague of all Cowards - let them ſpeak ; if they ſpeak 

more or leſs than truth, they are Villains and the Sons 

of darkneſs. 

Prin, Speak Sirs, how was it ? 

Gad. We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Falſt. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gad, And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Falſt. You Rogue they were bound, every man of them, 

or I am a Jew elſe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gad, As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh men 

ſet upon us. 

Falſt. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the other. 
Prin. What, fought ye with them all ” 

Falſt. All ? 1 know not what ye call all: but if I fought 

not with fifty of them, Iam a Bunch of Radiſh, : if there 

were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Jack, then 

am I no two-lege*d Creature. 

Poin. Pray Heaven,you have not murthered ſome of them. 
Falft. Nay, that's paſt praying for. 1 have pepper*d 

two of them: Twol am ſure 1 have payed, two Rogues 

in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hail, it I tell thee a 

| Lye, ſpit in my face, call me Horſe : thou knowelt my old 
word: here 1 lay, and thus 1 bore my poirt ; four Rogues 
in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Prince. What, four ? thou faid*ſt but two, even now. 

Falſt. Four Hal, I told thee four. 

Porn. ], 1, he faid four. 

Falſt. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt 
at me ; 1 made no more ado, but took all their ſeven 
points in my Target, thus. 

Prince, Seven ? why there were but four, evcn now, 

Falſt. In Buckrom. 

Pon, I, four, in Buckrom Sutes, 

Falſt. Seven, by theſe Hilts,or 1 am a Villain elſe, 

Prm, Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 

Falſt, Doeſt thou hear me, Hal ? 

Prin. I, and mark thee too, Jack, 

1 Falff. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too : theſe 
nine in Buckrom, that 1 told thce of. 


[ He drinks. 


| Prin, So, two more already. 


mm 


Falſt. Their Points being broken. 

Poin. Down fell his Hoſe. | 

Falft. Began to give me ground : but 1 followed me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand ; and with a thought ſeven of 
the eleven 1 pay'd. 

Prin. O monlitrous ! cleyvea Buckrom men grown out 
of two ? 

Fal?, But as the Devil would have it, three miſ-be- 
gotten Knaves, in Kendal Green, caine at my Back, and 
let drive at me ; for it was ſodark, al, that thou could'ſt 
not ſee thy Hand. 

Prin. Theſe Lycs are like the Father that begets them, 


brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horſon oh- 
ſcene greaſie Tallow Catch. 

Faljr. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin. Why, how could'ſt thon know theſe men in Ker- 
dal Green, whenit was ſo dark, thou couldſt nor ſee thy 
hand ? Come, tel} us your Reaſon : what ſaz*ſt thou ro this ? 

Pon, Come, your Reaion Fack, your R.aſon. 

Falſt. What, upon compulſion ? No.: were | 2t the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, 1 would not 
tell you on compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on corpulſi- 
on ? It Reaſons were as plenty as Blac k-bcrries ; I would 
give no man a Reaſon upon compulſion, I. 

Prin. Plz be no longer guilty of this ſin. This ſanguine 
Coward, this Bed-preller, this Horſe-back-breaker, this 
huge Hill of Fleſh. 

Falſt. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dried 
Neats tongug Bulls-piflel, you ſtock-fiſh : O for breath 
to utter. W hat is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you ſheath, 
you Bow-calſe, you vile ſtanding tuck. 

Prin, Well, breathe a-while, and then to't again : and 
when thou halt tyr*d thy ſelf in baſe Compariſons, hear 
me ſpeak but thus. 

Pon, Mark Fack, 

Prin, We two, ſaw you four ſet on four and bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth : mark now, how 
a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two ; ſet 
on you four, and with a word, out-facd you from your 
Prize, and have it : yea, and can ſhew it you in the Houſe. 
And Falſtaff, you carricd your Guts 2way as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and ſtill ran 
and roar'd, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. Whar a Slave 
art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haſt done, and then 
ſay it was in fight. What trick ? what device ? what ſtart- 
ivg hole canſt thoa now find out, to hide thee from this 
op2n and apparent ſhame ? 

Poin, Come, let's hear Jack.: What trick haſt thou now ? 

Fal{?. 1 knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye-my Maſters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent ? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince ? Why, thouknoweſt 
| amas valiant as Hercules : but beware initin&, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Inſtinct 1s a great matter. 
| was a Coward on Inſtint - I ſhall think the better of 
my ſelf, and thee, during my life : I, for a valiant Lion 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you have 
the Money. Hoſteſs, clap to the doors : watch to Night, 
pray to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
all the good titles of Fellowſhip come to you. What, 

ſhall we be merry ? ſhall we have a Play extempore. 

| Prin. Content, aad the argument ſhall de, thy run- 

ning away, 

Falſt. A, no more of that, He!, if thou lovelt me. 

Enter Hoſteſs. 

Foit, My Lord the Prince ? 

Prin. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what ſay*ſt 
thou to me ? 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble-man of the 
Court at door would ſpeak with you : he ſays he comes 
from your Father. 

Prin, Give him as muchas will make him a Royal man, | 


| 


and ſend him back again to my Mother. | 
i 


—_—— 


groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- |- 
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Falſt. What manner of man is he ? 

Hoſtef., An old man. IN 

Falſt. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight * 
Shall 1 give him his anſwer ? 

Prin. Prethee do, Jack, 

Falſt. Faith and Ple ſend him packing. [ Exit. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fair ; ſo did you 
Peto, ſo did yon Hard : _ are Lions too, you ran 
_ upon inſtinct ; you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. | 

Bard. *F aith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 

Prin. Tell me now in earneſt, how came Falſtaf'*s 
Sword ſo hackt 7 
" Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear truth out of all Eneland : bur he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and perſwaded us to do 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and tickle our Noſes with Spear-graſls, 
to make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments 
with it, and ſwear it was the Bloud of true men. I did 
that | did not theſe ſeven years before, I bluſht to hear 
his monſtrous devices. : 

Prin. O Villain, thou ſtoleſt a Cup of Sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever 
ſince thou haſt bluſht extempore : thou hadſt Fire and 
Sword on thy ſide, and yer thou ranneſt away : what in- 
ſtint hadſt thou for 'it ? 

Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe Meteors ? do you 
behold theſe - Exhalations ? 

Prin, I do. 

Bard. W hat think you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prin, No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Here comes lean Fack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long ist ago, 
Fack; ſince thou ſaw?ſt thine own Knee ? 

Falſt. My own Knee ? When 1 was about thy years, 
( Hal ) 1 was not an Eagles Talon in the Waſte, I could 
have crept into any Aldermans Thumb-Ring : a plague 
of ſighing and gricf, it blowes a man up like a Bladder. 
There's villanous Newes abroad : here was Sir Fohn 
Braby from your Father ; you muſt go to the Court in 
the Morning. The ſame mad fellow of the North, Percy 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and 
and made LZxc:fer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his true 
Liege-man upon the Croſs of a Welſh-hook 3 what a 
Plague call you him ? 

Poin. O, Glendower, 

Falſt. Owen, Onen ;, the ſame, and his Son in Law 
Mortimer , and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowelas, that runs a Horſe-back up a Hill 
| perpendicular. 

Prin. He that tides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falſ#, You have hit it. 

Prin. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Falſt, Well, that Raſcal hath good metal in him, he 


will not run. EY 
Prin, Why, what a Raſcal art thou then, to praiſe him 


ſo for running ? 

Falſt. A Horſe-back, (ye Cuckow ) but. a foot he will 
not budge a foor. 

Prin. Yes, Fack, upon inſtinct. 

Falſt. 1 grant ye, upon inſtinct : Well, he is there too, 
and one Aordake,, and a thouſand blew-Caps more, 
Worceſter is ſtoln away by Night : thy Fathers Beard 1s 
turn'd white with the News : you may buy Land now 
as cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 

Prin. Then tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
-ivill buſferting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads as they 
51y hob-nails, by the hundreds.. OR 

Falf. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay*ſt true, it is like we 
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ſhall have gocd trading that way. But tell me #all, art 
not thou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heir apparent, 
could the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies again 
as that Fiend Dowelas, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil 
Glendower ! Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth not thy 
blood thrill at it ? 

Prin. Not a whit : I lack ſomeof thy inſtin&. 

Faljt, Well, thou wilt be horrible chid to morrow, 
when thou comelt to thy Father : it thou do love ine, 
practiſe an anſwer. | 

Prin. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my Life. 

Falſt. Shall I ? content : This Chair ſhall be my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my 
Crown, 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Joyn'd-Stool, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. 

Falſt. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sack 
to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought 1 
have wept, for 1 muſt ſpeak in paſlion, and 1 will doit in 
Kings Cambyſes vein. 

Prin, Well, here is my Leg. 

Falſt. And here is my ſpeech : ſtand aſide Nobility. 

Hoſteſs. This is excellent ſport , ifaith. 

Pal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling tears are vain. 

Hoſtef. O the Father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal. For Gods ſake, Lords, convey my truſtful Queen, 
for Tears do ſtop the floud-gares of her eyes. 

Hoſtef. O rare, he doth it as like one of theſe harlotry 
Players, as ever I ſee. 

Fal, Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain. 
Harry, 1 do not onely marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy 
time ; but alſo, how thou are accompanied : For though 
the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the faſter it grows ; 


yet Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. | 
Thou art my Son : I have partly thy Mother*s Word, | 


partly my Opinion ; but chiefly, a Villanous trick of 
thine Eye, anda fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here 
lyeth the point : why, being Son to me, art thou {6 
Pointed at ? Shall the bleſſed Son of Heaven prove a 
Micher, and cat Black-berries ? a queſtion not to be 
ask*d. Shall the Son of England prove a Thief, and 
take Purſes? a queſtion to be ask'd. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haſt often heard of, and it is known to 
many in our Land, by the name of Pitch: this Pitch (as 
ancient Writers do report ) doth dehile ; fo doth the com- 
pany thou keepelt - for Harry, now I do not ſpeak to 
thee in Driak, but in Tears ; not in Pleaſure, but in Paſ- 
ſion ; not in Words onely, but in Woes alſo : and yet | 
there is a vertuous man, whom l have often noted in thy 
company, but I know not his Name. 

Prin. What manner of man,and it like your Majeſty ? 

Falſt. A. goodly portly man Ifaith, and corpulent, 
of a chearful Look, a pleaſing Eye, and a moſt ncble 
Carriage. and as I think, his age ſome fifty, or ( by*rlady ) 
inclining to threeſcore ; and now I remember me, his 
Name is Falſtaff : if that man ſhould be lewdly given, 
he deceives me; for Harry, I ſee Vertue in his Looks. 
If then the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit 
by the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, there is Vertue 
in that Falſtaff : him keep with, the reſt baniſh. And tell 
me now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou 
been this Month * : 

Prin. Do'ſt thou ſpeak like a King ? do thou ſtand 
tor me, and Þle play my Father. 

Falſt. Depoſe me : if thou do#lt it half ſo gravely, ſo, 
majeſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up by 
the heels for a Rabber-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin, Well, here 1 am ſet. 

Falſt. And here I ſtand : judge, my Maſters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 
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Falſf. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-chep. bs 

Prin. The Complaints I hear of thee, are grievous. 
Falſt. Pfaith, my Lord, they are falſe: Nay, Ple tickle 
ye for a young Prince. 

Prin. Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
nere look on me: thou art violently carried away from 


| Grace : there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likenets of a 


fat old man; a Tun of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do'ſt thou converſe with that Trunk of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln Parcel of 
Dropſies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ſtuft Cloak- 
bag of Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quity, that Father Ruffian, that Vanity in years, where- 
in is he good, but to taſte Sack and drink it? wherein 
neat and cleanly, but to carve a Capon and eat it ? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Crafty, but in Vil- 
lany? wherein Villanous, but in all things ? wherein 
worthy, but in nothing ? : 

Falſt. 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom means your Grace ? 

Prin. Thar yillanons abominable miſ-leader of Youth, 
Falſtaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falſt. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prin, 1 know thou do'lt. 

Falſt. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in 
my ſelf, were to ſay more than 1 know. That he is old 
(the more?s the pity) his white hairs do witneſs 1t : 
Bur that he is (ſaving your Reverence) a Whore-ma- 
ſter, that I utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a faulr, 
Heaven help the wicked ; if to be old and merry, be a 
ſin, then many a Hoſt that I know is damn'd : 
if to be fat, to be hated, then Pharaohs lean kine are 
to be loved. No, my good Lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh 
Bardolph, baniſh Poins : but for ſweet Fack. Falſtaff, 
kind Fack, Falſtaff, true Fack Falſtaff, valiant Fack, Fal- 


ſtaff, and therefore more valiant, being as he is old 


Fack, Falſtaff, baniſh not him thy #arrys company, 
baniſh not - him thy Harry's company $ baniſh plump 
Fack,, and -baniſh all the World. 
Prin, 1 do, I will. _ 

Emer Bardolph ramnng. | 
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at the door 
Falſt, Out you Rogue, play out the Play : I have much 
to ſay in the behalf of that Falſtaff. 


Enter the Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt. O, my Lord, my Lord. 
Falſt. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 
ſtick : what*s the matter ? 
Hoſt. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the door : 
they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall I let them in ? 
Falſt. Do*ſt thou hear, Hal ? never call a true piece 
of Gold a Counterfeit : thou art eſſentially mad, without 
ſeeming ſo. 
Prin. And thou a natural Coward, without inſtinct. 
Falſt. I deny your Major if you will deny the 
Sheriff, ſo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a 
Cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up : 
I hope [ ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a Halter, as another. 
Prince. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reſt 
walk up above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
good Conſcience. 
Falſt Both which 1 have had : but: their date is out, 
and therefore Ple hide me. | 
Prin, Call in the Sheriff. Exit, 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier, 


Prince. Now Maſter Sheriff, what is your will with me ? 
She. Firſt, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 


] followed certain men unto this Houſe. 


Prin, What men ? 


She. One of them is well known, my gracious Lord. 
a groſs fat man. = 

Car. As fat as Butter. - 

Prim, The man, I do aſiure you is not here 
For 1 my felf at this time have umploy'd him : 
And Sheriff, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to morrow Dinner time, 

Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withall : 
And fo let me intreat you, leave the Houle. 

She, | will, my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three hundred Marks. 

Prin. It may be fo : if he have robb'd thete men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable : and fo farewell. 

he. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prin, | think it is Good Morrow, is it not ? 

She, Indeed, my Lord, I think it be twoa clock.. [Exir. 

Prin, This oyly Raſcal is known as well as Pauls : 
go call him forth. | | 

Peto, Falſtaff ? faſt aſleep behind the Arras, ard 
ſnorting like a Horſe. 

Prin. Hark, how hard he fetches his breath : ſearch his | 
Pockets. 


2 


He ſearcheth his Pockets, and find:th 


certain Papers. 


Prin, What haſt thou found ? 
Peto, Nothing but Papers, my Lord. ' 
Prin, Lets fre, what be they ? read them. 


Petro. Item, a Capon: is it d. 
Item, Sawce.. uu d. 
Item, Sack, two Gallons. V S. vilid. 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper. us. vid. 


Item, Bread. 0d. 

Prince, O monſtrous, but one half penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack * Whar there is 
elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage : there 
let him ſleep till day. Vle to the Court in the Morning : 
We mult all tothe Wars, and thy place ſhall be honorable. 
I'le procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foor, and 1 
know his death will be a March of Twelvye-ſcore. The 
Money ſhall be pay*d back again with advartage. Be with 
me betimes in the Morning - and ſo gcod morrow Pero. 

Peto, Good morrow, good iny Lord. [Exenrt. 


Atﬀus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hotſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Mort, Theſe Promiſes are fair, the Parties ſure, 
And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 
Hot ſp. Lord Aeortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
Will you fit down ? 
And Uncle Worteſter ; a plague upon it, 
| have forgot the Map, 
Glend. No, here it 1s : 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hor ſpiry : 
For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter doth ſpcak of you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a riſing ſigh, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 
Hotſp. And you in Hell.as oft 2s he hears Owen Glej. 
dower ſpoke of. | 
Glend. 1 cannot blame him : At my Nativity, 
The front of Heaven was full of fiery ſhapes, 
Of burning Creſſets : and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak®d like a Cov:2rd. _ 
Hotſp. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame Seaſon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kittet®d, though your ſelf 
had never been born. 


Ff 2 Glend c 


——_— A 


—_ 


___— 


5 - 
. 
—” m—_— - LG 


| 52 


The firſs Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


' Glnd. 1 ſay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hyotſp. And Ifay the Earth was not of my mind : 
If you tuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 


Hetſp. Oh, then the Earth ſhook 
To ſez the Heavens on hre, 
And not in fear of your Nativity. 
Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrangz Eruptions : and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext, 
By the im priſoning of anruly wind 
Within her Womb : which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 


| Steeples, and moſs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 


Our Grandam Earth, having this Diſtemperatur e, 
[n paſſion ſhook. 
Glen.” Couſin : of many men 
I do not bear theſe Croſſings : Give me leaye 
To tell yon once azain, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fiery ſhapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Heards 
Were ſtrangly clamorous to the frighted fields : 
Theſe Signs have mark*d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courſes of my life do ſhew, 
[ am not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides-the Banks of England, Scotland and Wales, 


| | Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me ? 


And bring him out, that is but V Vomans Son, 
| Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
| And hold me pace in deep Experiments. 
' #orſp. I think there's no man ſpeaks better Welſh ? 
, Ple to dinner. 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Gled. I can call Spirits from the vaſtie Deep. 
Hotſp. Why ſo can1, or fo can any man : 
But will they come, when you do call for them ? 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Couſin, to command 
the Devil. 
Hotſp. AndlI can teach thee,Couſin,to ſhame the Devil, 
By telling Truth. Tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
If thou have power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And Pl: be ſworn, I have power to ſhame him hence. 
; Oh, while you live, tcl] Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glen. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrook made head 
' Againſt my power : thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
' And Sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I ſent him, 
| Bootleſs home, and Weather-beaten back 
Hor. Home, without Boots, 
And in foui V Veather too, 


/>ow ſcapes he Agues in the DeviPs name ? 


- 


Glen, Come, here's the Map: 
Shall we divide our Right, 
| According to our threefold order ta'ae ? 

Mor. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 

Into three Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trent, and Severz hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſlign'd : 
All Welt ward, Wales, beyond the Severz ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower : and dear Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trezr. 


'] And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 


W hich being ſealed enterchangeably, 

(A bulineſs that this Night may execute) 

To morrow, Coulin Percy, you and I, 

And my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 

My Father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days * 


| Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together 
{Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen, 


Glen, TheHeavens were all on fire,the Earth did tremble. 


. 


Glend, A ſhort time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords : 
And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 

From whom you now mult ſteal, and take no leave, 

For there will be a world of Water ſhed, 

Upon the parting of your Wives and you. 

Hotſp. Methinks my moity, North from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours : 

See, how this River comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 

A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle our. 

Ple have the Current in this place damn'd up, 

And here the ſmug, and Silver Trent ſhall run, 

In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 

It ſhall not winde with ſuch a deep indent, 

To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 

Glend, Not winde ? it ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth. 

Mort, Yea, but mark how he bends his courſe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the other ſide, 
Gelding the oppoſing Continent as much, 

As on the other ſide it takes from you. 

Worc. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North ſide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 

Hotſp. Ple have it ſo, a little Charge will do it. 

Glend. Ple not have it alter'd. 

Hotſp, Will not you ? 

Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 

Hotſp. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 

Glend, Why, that wall 1. 

Hotſp. Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeak it inWelſh. | 

Glend, I can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you : 
For I was train*d up in the Engliſh Court : 

Where, being but young,, I framed to the Harp, 

Many an Engliſh Ditty, lovely well, 

And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament ; 

A Vertue that was never ſeen in you. 

Hotſp. Marry, and 1 am glad of it withall my heart, 
[ had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, 

Than one of theſe ſame meeter-Ballad-mongers, : 

I had rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick turd, 

Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axle-tree, 

And that would fet my teeth on Edge, 

Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetrie ; 

'Tis like the torc'd gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 

Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 

Hotſp. 1 do not care © Vle give thrice ſo much Land 
To any well-deſerving Friend ; 

But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 

Ple cavil on the ninth. part of a Hair. 

Are the Indentures drawn ? ſhall we be gone ? 

Glend, The Moon ſhines fair, 

You may away by Night : 

le haſte the Writer ; and withall, 

Break with your Wives, of your departure hence : 

I am afraid my Daughter will ran mad. 

So much ſhe doteth on her AAdortimer. [Extt. 
Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you croſs my Father. 
Hotſp. L cannot chuſe :. ſometime he angers me, 

With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies ; 

And of a Dragon, and a fin-leſs Fiſh, 


A clip-wing*d Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 
A couching Lyon, a ramping Cat, 

And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As puts me from- my Faith. I tell you what, 

He held me laſt Night, at leaſt nine hours, 

In reckning up theſe ſeveral Devik Names, 
That were his Lackeys : 

I cry'd hum, and well, go too, 

But mark*d him not a word. O, he is as tedious 
As a tyred Horſe, a railing We, 

Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe. I had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick in a Windmill far, | 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 


In 
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In any Summer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 

Mort. 1n faith he was an honeſt Gentleman ; 
Exceeding well read, and profited, 
ln ſtrange Concealments : 
Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous aſtable, 
And as bountiful, as Mines of 1nd:a. 
Shall 1 tell you, Couſin, 
He holds your temper in a high reſpect, 
And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope, 
When you do croſs his humour : *faith he does, 
| warrant you, that a man 1s not alive, 
Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 


| Without the taſte of danger, and reproof: 


But donot uſe it ofr, let me intreat you. 

Wore. In faith, my Lord, you are too willful blame, 
And ſince your coming hither, have done enough, 
To put him quite beſides his patience: 
You mult needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault ; 
Though ſometimes it ſhew greatneſs, Courage, Blood, 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you ; 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 


| Defet of Manners, want of Government, 


Pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion, ard Diſdain : 
The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth mens Hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts beſides, 


| Beguiling them of Commendation. 


Hot, Well, I am ſchooPd : 
Good-manners be your ſpeed ; 
Here come your Wives, and let us take our leave, 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladies, 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wite can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no Welſh. 
Glend, My Daughter weeps, ſhell not part with you, 
She'll be a Souldier too, ſhell to the Wars, 

Mort. Good-Father tell her, that ſhe and my Avnt Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily. 


Glendower ſpeaks to her Welſh, and ſhe an- 


ſwers him in the ſame, _ 


Glend. She 1s deſperate here : 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd Harlotry, 
One that Perſ{waſion can do no good upon, 


The Lady ſpeaks in Welſh. 


Mort. I underſtand thy Looks ; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou powr*ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I am too perfect in: And but for ſhame, 

In ſuch a parley ſhould 1 anſwer thee. 


The Lady again in Welſb, 


Mort, 1 underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſputation : 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till I have learn'd thy Language : For thy Tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a Summers Bower, 
With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 

Glend, Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 


The Lady ſpeaks again in Welſh, 


Mort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf inthis, 

Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton ruſhzs lay you down, 
And reſt or gentle head upon her Lap, 
And ſhe will ſing the Song that pleaſeth you, 
And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleaſing heavineſs ; 


ut 


Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The hour before the Heavenly Harneſgd Teem 

Begins his golden Progre(s in the Eaſt. 

Mort. Withal my heart Ple fit, and hear her ſig: 

By what time will our Book, Itiunk, be drawn. 

Glend, Go ſo* 

And thoſe Muſitians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from thence ; 

And ſtraight they ſhall be here: fir, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art pertect in lying down : 

Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head iu thy Lap, 
Lady. Go, ye giddy-Gooſe. 

The Muſick, plays. 
Hot. Now l perceive the Devil underſtands Welſh, 

And *tis no marvel he is ſo humorous : 

Byrlady he's a good Muſitian. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical, 

For you are all together governed by humors : 

Lie ſtill ye Thief, and hear the Lady fing in Welſh. 
Hot. 1 had rather hear (Lady) my Brach howle in Iriſh. 
Lady. Would'ſt have thy Head broken ? 

Hor, No. 

Lady. Then be till. 

Hot. Neither, *tis a Womans Fault. 

Lady. Now God help thce. Ls 
Hor. To the Welſh Ladies Bed. 

Lady. What's that ? 

Hot. Pcace, ſhe ſings. 


Here the Lady ſergs a Welſh Song. 


Hit. Come, Ile have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 

Fit. Not yours, in good ſooth ? 

You ſwear like a Comfit-makers Wife, 

Not you, in good footh; and, as true as I live; 
And, as God ſhall mend me; and as ſure as day: 
And givelſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurery for thy Oaths, 
As if thou never wal ſt further than Finibmy. 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath, and leaye infooth, 
And ſuch proteſt of Pepper-Ginger-brezd, 

To Velver-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens. 

| Come, ling. 

Lady. 1 will not ſing. 

Hot. *Tis the next way to turn Taylor, or be Red- 
breaſt Teacher : And the Indentures be drawn, Þle away 
within theſe two hours: And ſo come in, when ye 
will. Exit, 

Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as low, 
As hot Lord Percy is on firc to go, 

By this our Book is drawn: we'll but ſeal, 
And then to Horſe immediately. 


Mort. With all my heart. [ Exenrt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter the King, Trixce of Wales, and others. 


King. Lords, give us leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private Conterence, 
But be near at hand, 


I know not whether Heaven will have it fo, 

For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done z 

That in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood, 

He'll breed Revengment, and a Scourge for me : 
But thou doſt in thy paſſages of Lite, 

Make me believe, that thou art onely mark*d 
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heaven 


I 


To 


| 


For we ſhall preſently have need of you, [Excunt Lords. |- 
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To punith my Miſtreadings. Tell meelſ, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, 

Such poor, ſuch bare, ſuch lew'd, ſuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, 


| As thou art match'd withall, and graftcd too, 


Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy Princely heart ? 
Prince. So pkeaſe your Majeſty, I would | could 

Quit all Offences with as clear cxcuſc, 

As well as | am doubtleſs I can purge 

My felf of many I am charg'd withal : 

Yer ſuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproof of many Tales devis'd, 

Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 

By ſmiling Pick-thanks, and baſe News-mongers ; 


{1 may for ſome things true, wherein my youth 


Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 


| Find pardon on my true {ubmullion. 


King. Heaven pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy AﬀeRtions, which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors, 
Thy place in Council thou halt rudely loſt; 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupplid ; 
And art almolt an alien to the H-arts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 
The Hope and Expetation of thy time 
Is ruin?d, and the Sonl of every man 
Propherically do fore-think thy fall, 
Had I fo laviſh of my Preſence been, 
So common hackney?d in the ways of men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company ; 
Opinion, thar did help me to the Crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal ro Poſleiſion, 
And left me in reputcleſs Baniſhment, 


| A Fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 


By being ſeldom ſeen, 1 could nor ſtir, 

But like a Comet, 1 was wondred at. 

That Men would tell their Children, This is he : 
Others would ſay, where ? which is Bull:ngbrock ? 
And then I ſtole all Courteſie from Heaven, 

And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, 

That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their Mouths, 
Even in the preſence of the crowned King, 

Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 

My Preſence like a Robe Pontiſca!, 

Nere ſeen, but wondred at: and ſo my ſtate, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewcd like a Fealt, 

And won by rarcneſs ſuch Solemnity. 

The skipping King he ambled up and down, 
With ſhallow Teſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 

Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their ſcorns, 


[And gave his Countenance, againlt his Name, 


Tolaugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the puſh 

Of every beardlels vain comparative: 

Grew a Companion to the common ſtreets, 
Enfeoff*d himſelf to Popularity : 

That being daily ſwallowed by mens Eyes, 

They ſurfeited with Honey, and began to loathe 
The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little 

More than a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the Cuckow 1s in Jie, 

Heard, not regarded : ſeen, bur with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 

Aﬀord no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sun-like Majeſty, 

W hen it ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect _ 

As cloudy men uſe to do their Adverſaries, 
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Being with his Preſence glntted, gorgd, and. full, 


And in that very Line, Harry, ſtandeſt thou 


| For thou haſt loſt thy Princely priviledge, 


With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But 1s a-weary of thy common ſight, 

Save mine, which hath defir*d to tee thee more: 
W hich now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs. 

Prince. | ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felf. 

King. For all the World, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from: Fraxce ſet forth at Ravenſpurg ; 

And even as was then, is Percy now : 

Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 

He hath more worthy Intereſt to the ſtate 

Than thou the Shadow of Succeſſion; 

For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 

He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againſt the Lyon's armed Jaws 

And being no more in debt to years than thoy, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biſhops on 

To bloody Battels, and to bruiſing Arms. 

W hat never-dying Honour hath he got, 

Againſt renowned Dowglas, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Souldiers chief Majority, 

And Military Title Capital. 

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice kath the Hotſpur Mars, in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This infant- Warriour, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diicomfited great Dowglas, ta*ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 

And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Arch-Biſhops Grace of York, Domglas, Mortemer, 
Capitulate againlt us, and are up. 

But wherefore do l tell this News to thee ? 

Why, Harry, dol tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my near*{t and derrelt Enemy ? 

Thou art like enough, through Vaſlal tear, 

Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 

To fight agaiult me under Percie*s Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and courthie at his Frowns. 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince, 1)o not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo : 
And Heaven forgive them, that ſomuch have ſway*d 
Your Majcſties good thoughts away from me: 
| will redeem all this on Percies Head, 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, thatI am your Son, 

When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 

And ſtain my Favours in a bloody Maxk : 

Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, when ere it lights, 
That this ſame Child of Honour and Renown, 

T his gallagt Horſprr, this all-praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet : 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 

V Vould they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this Northern Youth exchange 
His Glorious Deeds for my Lndignities : 

Percy is but my Fattor, good, my Lord, 
Toengroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf : 
AndI will call him to fo ſtrict account, 

That he ſhall render eyery Glory up, 

Yea, even the ſleighteſt V Vorſhip of his Time, 
Or 1 will tear the Reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, I promiſe here : 
The which, if 1 promiſe, and do turvive, 

| do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 

The long-grown V Vounds of my intemperature : 
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If not, the end of Life cancels all Bands, 

And 1 will dye a hundred thouſand deaths, 

E're break the ſmalleſt parcel of this Vow. _ 

King. Ahundred thouſand Rebels die in this : 

Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraiga trult herein. 

Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are full of ſpeed. 
Blunt, $o hath the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

That Dowglas and the Engl:ſh Rebels met 

The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 

(If promiſes be kept on every hand ) 

As ever offered foul play in a State. 

Kino. The Earl of Weſtmerland ſer forth to day : 

With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter, 

For this Advertiſement is five days old. 

On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward : 

On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 

Our meeting is Bridgenorth : And Harry, you ſhall march 

Through Gloceſter-ſhire : By which account, 

Our Buſineſs valued, ſome twclve days hence, 

Our general Forces at Bridgzenorth ſhall meet. 

Our hands are full of buſineſs : Let's away, 

Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay, [ Exemt. 


———————_ 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Bardolph. 


Falſt. Bardolph, am I not faln away vilely, ſince this 
laſt ation? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? Why 
my $kin hangs abont me like anold Ladies looſe Gown : 
I am withered like an old Apple Fohn. Well Ple repent, 
and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking - I ſhall be 
out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no ſtrength to 
repent. And Il have not forgotten what the in-ſide of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers 
Horſe: The in-ſide of a Church. Company, villanous 
Company hath been the ſpoil of me. 
Bard. Sir Fohn,you are fo fretful, you cannot live long. 
Falſt. Why there is it : Come, ſing mea bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as virtuoully given, as a Gentleman 
need to be; virtuous enough, ſwore little, Dic*d not above 
ſeven times a week, went to a Bawdy-houſe not above 
once in a quarter of an hour, paid money that | borrowed 
three or four times : lived well, and in good compats : 
Aad now l live out of all order, out of compaſs. 
Bard. Why, you are fo far, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of all compaſs; out of a!l reaſonable com- 
paſs, Sir John. 
Falſt. Dv thou amend thy Face, and Ple amend my 
Life. Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lantern 
in the Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harm. 

Falſt. No, Ple be ſworn : I make as good uſe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Afemento Mors. 
never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell fire, and Deves 
that lived in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning. 
If thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would ſwear by 
thy Facez my Oath ſhould be, By this Fire : But thou 
artaltogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the 
Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter Darkneſs. When 
thou rann'ſt up Gads-bill in the night tocatch my Horſe, 
if I did not thiak thou hadit been an Jgnrs ferns, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there's no purchaſe in Money. O, thou 
art a perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bone-hre-lighr, 
thou haſt ſaved me a thouſand Marks in Links and Tor- 
ches, walking with thee in the night betwixt Tavern 
and Tavern: But the Sack that thou halt drunk- me, 
would have bought me light as good cheap, at the 


| 


deareit Chandlers in Exrope, I have malntain'd that Sa- 
lamander ot yours with fire, any time this two and thirty 
years, H:avcn reward me for it. 

Bard. } would my Face were in your belly. 

Flſt. Solhould | be ſure to be heart-burr'd. 

Emer Hofteſs. 
How now, Dame Parlee the Hen, have you enquir'd yet 
who pick2d my Pocket ? 

Hoſteſs. Why, Sir Fohn, what do you think, Sir John ? 
do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe ? | have 
ſearch*d, I have enquir'd, ſo has my Husband. Man by 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a 
Hair was never lolt in my Houſe before. 

Falſt, Ye lye, Hoſteſs : Bardolph was ſhay*d, and loſt 
many a hair ; ard Ple be ſworn my Pocket was pick'd; go 
to, you are a Woman, go. 

Hoſteſs, Whol? 1 defic thee - I was never calPd fo in 
mine awn Houſe before. ' 

Falſt. Go to, | know you well enough. 

Hoſteſs. No, Sir Foby: You do not know me, Sir 
John; | know you, Sir Jobn : You owe me Money, Sir Joh, 


and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it : 1 bought 


you a dozen of Shirrs to your back. 

Fal#. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : I have given them away 
to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. : 

Hoſteſs, Now as1l am arrne Woman, Holland of eight 
ſhillings an Ell : You owe Money here belides, Sir John, | 
for your Dizt, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
tour and twenty pounds. 

Falſt. He had his part of ir, let him pay. 

Hoﬀcjs. He ? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Falſt, How? poor? look upon his face: Whar call 
you rich? Let him coyn his Noſe, let him coyn his! 
Cheeks, Ple not pay a Denier. What, will you make a 
Yonker of me ? ShallI not take mine eaſe in mine Inn, 
but I ſhall have my Pocket pickd ? I have loſt a Seal-Ring 
of my Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark. 

Hoſteſs, 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falſt. How ? the Prince is a Jack, a Sneak-Cup : and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he 
would ſay fo. 


Enter the Trince marching, and Falltaff meets him, 
playing on his I'rmnchion like a Fife. 


Falſt. How now, Lad? is the wind in that Door? 
Muſt we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, twoand two, Newgate faſhion. 

Hoſt. My Lord, I pray you hear me. | 

Prince, What fay*ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly ? How does 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeſt man. 

F'ſteſs. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Falſt. Prethee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

Prince. What fay*ſt thou, Fack ? 

Falſt. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the | 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : This Houſe is turn'd 
Bawdy-houſe, they pick Pockets. 

Prince. What didſt thou loſe, Fack ? 

Falſt. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? Three or four: 
Bonds of forty pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my 
Grand-fathers. 

Prince, A trifle, ſomeecight-penny matter. 

Hot. Sol told him, my Lord; and I fid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo: And (my Lord) he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth*d man as he 1s, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

Prince, What, he did not ? 

Hoſt. There's neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me clſe. | 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a ſtude 
Prune; nor no«more truth in thee than in a drawn Fox : 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go. 
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Hoſt. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Faljt. What thing ? why a thing to thank Heaven on. 

Hoſt. 1 ammnothing to thank Heaven on, I would thou 
ſhouldſt know it : I am an honeſt Man's Wife : and ſetting 
thy Knighthood afide, thou 2rt a Knave to call me ſo. 
' Falſft. Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a Beaſt 
to fay otherwile. 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thon Knave thou ? 

Fal. Whar Bealt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin, An Otter, Sir Ffohn, why an Otter ? 


not where to have her. 


any man knows where to have me, thou Knave thou. 
Prin, Thou fay*ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he flanders thee 
molt grofly. | 
Heſft. So he doth yov, my Lord, and faid this other 
day, you ow*d him a thouſand pound. 
Prince, Sirrah, do | owe you a thouſand pound ? 
Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal ? a million : thy love 1s 
| worth a million : thou ow'ſt me thy love. : 
Hoſt. Nay, my Lord, he calld you Jack, and ſaid he 
| would cudgel you. 
Fal. Did I, Baraolph ? 
Bar. Indeed, Sir Fehr, you faid fo. 
Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
Prin. 1 ſay *tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
| thy word now ? 


roaring of the Lyons Whelp. 
Pran. And why not as the Lyon ? 
Fal. The King himſelf is to be feared as the Lyon: 


if I do, let my Girdle break. 

| Prin, O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall about 
| thy knees. But, firrah, theres no room for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſom of thine : it is all filPd up 
| with Guts and Midriff. Charge an honeſt Woman 
with picking thy Pocket ? Why thou horſon impudent, 
imboſt Raſcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
' Tavern Recknings, /femorandums of Bawdy-Houles, 
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee 
 long-winded : if thy Pocket were enrich*d with any 0- 
'tker injuries but theſe, 1 am a Villain : And yet you will 
ſtand to ir, you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not 
alham'd ? 

Fal. Do thou hear, Hal? Thou know?lt in the ſtate 
of Innocency, Adam fell : and what would poor Fack 
Falſtaff do, in the days of Villany ; Thou ſeelſt, I have 
more fleſh than another man, and therefore frailty. You 
confeſs then you pickt my Pocket ? 

Prin, It appears ſo by the Story. 

Fat. Hoſteſs, 1 forgive thee : 

Go make ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, 

'Look to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Guelts - 

Thou ſhalt find me trattableto any honelt Reaſon : 

Thou ſecſt, 1 am pacihed ſtill. 

Nay, I prethee be gone. [Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Hal, to the news at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anſwered ? 

Prin. O my ſweet Beef : | 

1 muit ſtill be goed Angel to thee. 

The Money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, 1 donot likethat paying back, ?tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin. 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may 
do any thing. ; 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt; 
and do it with un-waſld hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. 

Frin. 1 have procured thee, Fack, a Charge of Foot. 
Fl. | would it had been of Horſe. Where ſhall 1 find 
one that can ſteal well ? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 


I 


Fal. Why ? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh ; a man knows 


Heſt. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo ; thov, or 


Fal. Why, Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but a man, 
I dare, but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as 1 fear the 


Do'ſt thou think Ile fear thee, as I fear thy Father ? nay 


twenty, or thereabout : I am hainouſly unprovided, Well, 
God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them. 

Fria, Bardolph. 

Bar, My Lord. 

Prin, Go bear this Letter to Lord John of Lancaſter, 
to my Brother John. This to my Lord of Weſtmerland : 
Go Pero, to Horſe - for thou, and I, 

Have thirty Miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
Jack, meet me to Morrow in the Terple-Hall 
Attwo a Clock in the Afternoon, 

There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
| Money, ard Order for their Furniture, 

The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on hie, 
And either they, or we, mult lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words : brave world, 
Hoſteſs, my Breakfaſt, come - 
Oh, 1 could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum. 
[ Exeunt onnes, 


— —_ ht 


Attus Quartus. Stena Prima. 


Enter Harry Hotſpur, Worceſter, 
and Dowglas. 


Het. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dewglas have, 
As not a Souldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, 
Should go ſo general currant through the world. 
By Heaven 1 cannot flatter : I dehe 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 
In my Heart's love, hath no man than your Self. 
Nay, task me to my word : approve me, Lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King of Honour : * 
No-man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will Beard him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Hot. Do ſo, and *tis well. What Letters haſt thoy 
there ? I can but thank you. 
Meſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him ? 
Why comes he not himſelf? 
Mefſ. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He 1s grievous lick. 
Het, How ? has he the leiſure to be ſick now, 
In ſuch a jultling time ? who leads his Power ? 
Under whoſe Government come they along ? 
AMeſſ. His Letters bears his mind, not I his mind. 
Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keep his Bed ? 
Atfſ. He did, my Lord, four dayse're 1 ſet forth: 
And at thetime of my departure thence, 
He was much fear*d by his Phyſician. 
IVor, I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Erc he by Sickneſs had been viſited, 
His Health was never better worth than now. 
Hotſp. Sick now ? droop now ? this ſickneſs doth infeft 
The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 
"Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. 
He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs, 
And that his Friends by deputation 
Could net ſo ſoon be drawn - nor did he think it meet 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On a Soul remoy*d, but on his own. 
Y<r doth he give us bcld Advertizement, 
That with our ſmall ConjunCtion we ſhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us, 
For, as he writes, there is noquailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſleſt 
Of all our Purpoſes. What lay youto it ? 
Wer, Your Father's ſickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hctſp. A periilcus Geſh, a very Lin lopt oft: 
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' And yet, in faith, *tis not, his preſent want 
| Seerns more than we ſhall find ir, 
| Were it good, to ſet the exatt Wealth of all our States 
| All at one Calt ? to ſet ſorich a Mine 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
|t were not good - for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Dowg. Faith, and ſo we ſhould, 
Where now Temainsa {weet Reverſion. 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come 1n: 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 

Hotſp. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto, 
If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Afﬀeairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Diviſion : It will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Dillike 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think, how ſuch an Apprehenſion 
May tura the Tide of feartul FaCtion, 
And bree-l a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe : 
For well you know, we of the offering lide, 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtri@t arbitrement, 
And ſtop all ſight- holes, every loop, trom whence 
The Eye of Reaſon may prye in upon us : 
This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hotſp. You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of his Abſence make this uſe : 
[t lends a luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Exterprize, 
Than if the Earl were here : for men muſt think, 
If we without his help, can make a Head 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom : with his help, 
We ſhall o'retura it toplie-turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joynts are whole, 
Dowg, As heart can think : 
There 1s not ſucha word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hotſp. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 


The Earl of Weſtmerland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince John, 
Hotſp. No harm : what more ? 
Vern, And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hotrſp. He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son, 
The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Comrades, that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it pals ? 
Vern, All furniſht, all in Arms, 
All plun'd like Eſtridges, that with the Wind 
Baited like Eagles, having lately batl"d, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 
As full of Spirit as: the Month of ay, 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Mid-ſummer, 


Vern, Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 


| rons Dogs licked his 


Hotſp. No more, no more; 
Worſe than the Sun in arch, 
This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues : let them come, 


They come like Sacrifices 1n their trim, | 


And to the fire-ey*d Maid of ſmoaky War, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 

Up to the ears in. Blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich Reprizal is ſonigh, 

And yet not ours; Come, let me take my Horſe, 

Whois to bear melike a Thunder-bolr, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry, ſhall not Horſe to Horſe | 

Meet, and ne're part, till one drop down a Coarſe ? 

Ch, that Glendowey were come. 

Ver, There is more News : 

[ learr'd in Worceſter, 2s I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Power this fourteen days. 
Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings thatI hear of, yet. 
Wer, I, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound: 
Hot ſp. W hat may the Kings whole Battel reach unto ? 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. 

Hot. Forty let it be, 

My Father and Glendower being both away, 

The Power of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 

Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily : 

Dooms-day 1s near ; die all, die merrily. 

Dowg. Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one half year. 


[ Excmunt omnes, 


C 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Falſt. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry, fill me a 


Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall march through : well 


to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. | 

Bard, Will you give me Money, Captain ? 

Falſt. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard, This Bottle makes an Angel. 

Falſt. And if it do, take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twenty, take them all, Ple anſwer the Coynage. 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end. 

Bard. | will Captain : farewell. [ Exit. 

Falſt, If I be not aſham*d of my Souldiers, 1 am a 
ſowc't Gurnet : I have mif-us'd the Kings Prefs dam- 
nably. 1 have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty 
Souldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I preſs me 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sons : enquire 
me out contracted Batchelors, ſuch as had been ask*d 
twice on the Banes : ſuch a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum ; ſach as fear 
the report of a Caliver, worſe than a ſtruck-Fool, or a 
hurt Wild-Duck. I preſt me none but ſuch Toſtes and 
Butter, with hearts-in their Bellies no bigger than Pins 
heads, and they have baught out their Services : And 


| now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Corporals, 


Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as .rag- 
ged as Lazar in the painted Cloth, where .the Glut- 
res 3 and ſuch as indeed were 
never Souldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen, youn- 
ger Sons to younger Brothers : Revolted Tapfters and 
Oftlers, Trade-faln, the Cankers of a calm World, and 


| 
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long Peace, ten times more diſhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac'd Ancient ;z. and ſuch have I to fill up the 
rooms of them that have bought out their Services: that 
you would think, that I had a hundred and fifty tatter'd 
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draft and Husks. A mad fellow met me an the way, 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbers, and preſt the 
dead Bodies.. No eye hath ſeen ſuch $kar-Crows : UVle 
not march though Covertry with them, that's flat. Nay, 


Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 

I ſaw young Harry with his Beaver on, 

His Cuſhes on his thighs, gallantly arn'd, 

Riſe from the ground like feathered Aercury, 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his Seat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 

To turn and wind afiery Pegaſus, 

| And witcht the world with noble Horſemanſhip. 
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[ wonder much,being men of ſuch great Leading as you are, 


and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as it 
they had Gyves on ; for indeed, I had the moſt of them 
out of Priſon. Theres not a Shirt and a half in all my 
| Company : and- the half Shirt is two Napkins tack to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, without ſleeves: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ſtoln from my Holt of $. Albans ; or the Red-Noſe 
Inn-keeper of Dayntry. But that?s all one, they'l find 
Linnen enough on every Hedge. 


Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Weltmerland. 


Prince. How now, blown Fack? how now, Quilt ? 

Falf. What, Hal ? How now, mad Wag, what a De- 
vil do?It thou in Warwick-ſhire ? My good Lord of Weſt- 
merland, ] cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al- 
ready been at Shrewsbury. 

Weſt. *Faith, Sir Fohn, *tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too : but my Powers are there already. 
The King, I can tell yon, looks for us all: we muſt away 
all ro Night. 

Falſt. Tur, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, 
to ſteal Cream. 

Prince. 1 think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee Butter : but tell me, Jack, whoſe 
Fellows are theſe that come after ? 

Falft. Mine, Hal, mine. 

Prince. 1 did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals. 

Falſt. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : food for Pow- 
der, food for Powder: they?11 fill a Pit, as well as better : 
tuſh man, mortal men, mortal men. : 
Weſtm, 1, but Sir Fohn, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for. their bareneſs, I am {ure they never 
learn*d that of me. 

Prin. No, le be ſworn, unleſs yon call three fin- 
gers on the Rivs, bare. But, ſirrah, make haſte. Percy is 
already in the Field. 

Falſt, What, is the King encamp'd ? 

Weſt. He is, John, | fear we ſhall ſtay too long, 

Falſt. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the 
beginning of a Feaſt, fits a dull Fighter, and a keen 
Gueſt. [Exennt. 


_ 


en. 


Scena Tertia. 


——_— 


Enter Eotſpur, Worceſter, Dowglas, «nd Vernon. 


Hotſp. We'll fight with him to Night. 

Worc, It may not be. 

Dowo. You give him then advantage. 

Vern, Not a whit. | 
Horſp. Why ſay. you ſo ? looks he not for Supply ? 
Vern. So do we. 

Hotſp. His is certain, Ours is doubtful. LEN 
Worc. Good Couſin be advigd, ſtir not to Night. 
Vern, Do not, my Lord. 

Dows. You do not counſel well : 

You ſpeak it out of fear, and cold heart. 

Vern. Do me no flander, Donglas : by my Life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, 

If well-reſpected Honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counſel with weak fear. 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives, 
Let it be ſeen ro morrow in the Battel, 

Which of us fears. 

Dowg. Yea, or to night. 

- Vern, Content. 

Hotſp. To night, ſay 1. | 

' Vern, Come, come, it may not be. 
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The better part of Ours are full of 


Becauſe you are not of our Quality, 
But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. 


You ſtand againſt Anointed Majeſty. 
But to my Charge. 

The King hath ſent to know 

You conjure from the breaſt of Civi 
Audacious Cruelty. If that the King 


Which he confeſlſeth to be manifold, 


Herein mis-led by your ſuggeſtion. 
Hotſp. The King is kind : 
And well we know, the King 


My Father, my Uncle, and my ſelf, 


He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, 


Mer him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 


Steps me a little higher than his Vow 


Upon the naked ſhore at Ravenſprrg : 


Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep 


That you foreſee not what Impediments 
Drag back our Expedition : certain Horſe 
Of my Conlin Yernon?s are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worceſter*s Horſe came but to day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe 1s half the half of himſelf. 
Hotſp. So are the Horſe of the Enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low : 


reſt. 


I 


Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, 


Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears : 
And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded Out-law, ſneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 
And when he heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 


To ſue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With tears of Innocency, and terms of 7zeal : 
My Father, in kind heart and pity mov*d, 
Swore him aſliſtance, and Perform'd it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Perceiy*d Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 


Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 
Laid Gifts before him, proffer*d him their Oaths, 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages, followed him, 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as greatneſs knows it ſelf, 


IWorc, 'The number of the Kings exceedeth ours; 
For Gods ſake, Couſin, ſtay till all come in. 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 


Blunt, ] come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. 

Hotſp. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings, and good Name, 


Blunt. And Heaven defend, but ſtill I ſhould ſtand 
SO long as out of Limit, and true Rule, ' 


The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
peace, 
Such bole Hoſtility, teaching his dutious Land 


He bids you name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your deſires, with intereſt : 
And Pardon abſclute for your 1elf, and theſe, 


Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. 


Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 


And now (forſooth) takes.on him to reform 
Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Common-wealth ; 


Over his Countreys Wrongs : and by his Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 
The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King 
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| And in the neck of that, taskr the whole State. 


| What with the ſickneſs of Northumberland, 
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In depufation left behind him here, | | 
When he was perſonal in the /r:þ War. 
Blunt, Tut, 1 came not to hear this. 

Hor. Then to the point. . 
In ſhort time after, he depov'd the King, 
Soon afcer thar, depriv*d him of his Lite : 


To make that worſe, ſuffer*d his kiuſman Aarch, 

Who is, if every Owner were right placd, 

Indeed his King, to be engag?d in Wales, 

There, without Ranſom, to lie forfeited : 

Disgrac*d me in my happy Victories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 

Rated my Uncle from the Council Boord, 

ln rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, 

Broke Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 

And in concluſion, drove us to ſeek out | 

This Head of ſafety ; and withal), to prie 

Into his Title: the which we find 

Too indirect, for long continuance. 
Flunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King ? 
Heotſp. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 

Well withdraw a while : 

Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 

Some ſurety for a ſafe return again: 

And in the morning early ſhall my Uncle 

Bring him our purpoſe : and ſo farewel|. 
Blunt. 1 would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
Hotſp. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


Blunt. Pray Heaven you do. [Excunt. 


TT 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop of York, and Sir Michel. 


Arch. Hie, good Sir Michel, bear this ſealed Brief 
With winged haſte tothe Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Colin Scroop, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much tuey do import, 
You would make haſte, | ; 
Sir Michel. My good Lord, I gueſs their tenfur. 
Arch. Like enough you do. F 
To morrow, good Sir Michel, is a day, 
W herein the Fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As 1 am truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raiſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry : and I fear, Sir Aichet, 


\\hoſe Power was in the firſt proportion 3 
And what with Owen Glendowers abſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly too, _ 

And comes ot in, over-ruPd by Prophecies, 

I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 

To wage an inſtant tryal with the King. 

Sir Mich, Why, my good Lord, you need not fear, 
There is Dowelas, and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir Mich, But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Har- 
And there is my Lord of Worceſter, ( ry Percy, 
And a Htad of gallant Warriours, 

Noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And ſo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 

The ſpecial head of all the Land together : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 

The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many more Corrivals, and dear men 

Of Eſtimation, and Command in Arms. 
Sir M4. Doubt not, my Lord, he ſhall be well oppogd. 
Arch. 1 hy no leſs : Yet needful tis to fear, 


And to prevent the worſt, Sir A4:chel ſpeed ; 


For if Lord Percy thrive not ere the King 

Diſmiſs his Power, he , means to vilit us; 

For he hath heard of our Confederacy, 

And, *rtis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write agaiu 

To other Friends: and fo farewell, Sir Achel. [Exeunt. 


— 


Attus Yuntus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Johan of Lancaſter, 


*® 


Earl of Weltmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, ard Falſtaff. 


King. How bloudily the Sun begins to peer 
A bove yon busky hill : the day looks pale 
At his Diſtemperature. 

Prin, The Southern wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpoſes, 

Anz by his hollow whiltling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a bluſt ring day. 

King. Then with the loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem ſfowre to them that win. 
The T1 umpet ſounds. 
Enter Worceſter. OP | 

King. How now, thy Lord of Worſfter ? *Tis not well, 
That -you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms, 

As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our Truſt, 
And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace; 
To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you'to it ? Will you again unknit - 
This churliſh Knot of all-abhorred War ? 
And move in that Obedient Orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light, 
And be no more an exhal'd Meteor, 

A Prodigie of Fear, and a Portent 

Of broached Miſchief, to the unbora Times ? 

Wor. Hear me, my Liege : 

For mine own part, I conld be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my life 

With quiet houts : For I do proteſt, 

[| have not ſought the day of this diſlike. 

Kins. You have not ſought it : how comes it then ? 

Faljt. Rebellion lay in his way, aad he found it. 

Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. 

Wor. It pleas*d your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houſe ; 

And yet 1 muſt remember you, my Lord, 

We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends : 
For you, my Staff of Office did I break _ 

In Richard's time, and poſted day and night 

To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand, 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as 1 

It was my felf,, my Brother, and his Son, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You ſwore to us, 

And you did ſwear that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing of purpoſe *gainlt the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new-faln right, 
The ſeat of Gaxnt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 

To this, we ſware our aid : But in ſhort ſpace, 

It rain*d down Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And ſuch a floud of Greatneſs fell on you, 

What with our help, what with the abſent King, 
W hat with the Injuries of wanton Time, 


. The ſeeming Sufferances that you had born, 


And the contrarions Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky 7riſþ Wars, 

That all in England did repute him dead : 
And from this ſwarm of fair Advantages, 

You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the generall ſway into your Hand, 

Forgot your Oath to ns at Doncaſter, 
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And being ted by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckows Bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow, did oppreſs our Ncit, 
Grew by our Fecding, to fo great a Bulk, 
That even our Love durſt not come near your ſight 

For fear of ſwallowing : But withnimble wing 

We were inforc'd for ſatety?s fake, to flye 

Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf have forg*d againlt your ſelf, 

By unkind Uſage, dangerous Countenance, 

And violation of all Faith and Troth 

Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 

King, Theſe things indeed you have articulatcd, 
Proclaim'd at Market Crofles, read in Churches, 

To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly burly Innovation : 

And never yet did Infurreftion want 

Such Water-colours, to impaint his Cauſe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a time 
Of pell-mell Havock, and Contufion. 

Prin. In beth our Armics, thcre 13 many a Soul 
Shall pay full dearly f.r this Encounter, 

If once they joyn in trial. Tell ycur Nephenv, 

The Prince of Wales doth joyn with all the World 

In praiſe of Henry Percy : By my Hopes, 
This preſent Enterprize ſet oft his head, 

I do not think a braver Gentleman, 

More AQtive, Valiant, or more valiant young, 

More daring, or more bold, 1s now alive, 

To grace this latter Age with Noble Deeds, 

For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 

I have a Truant been to Chivalry, 

And ſo hear he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my Fathers Majeſty, 

| 1 am content that he ſhall take the odds 

| Of his great Name and Eſtimation, 

And will, to fave the Bloud on cither ide, 

Try Fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 

King. And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare we venture thee, 
Albeit, Conſiderations inlinite 
Do make againit it : No, good Worſfter, no, 

We love our People well ; even thoſe we love 
That are miſled upon your Coulins part : 

And will they take the olter of our Grace : 
Both he, and they, ard you, yea, evcry man 
Shall be my Friend again, and Plc be his. 

So tell your Couſin, and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their Offce, So be gone, 

We will not now be troubl:d wich reply, 

We offer fair, take it adviſcdly. [ Exit Worceſter, 

Prin, It will not be accepted, on my Lite, 

The Dowelas and the Hotſprr both together, 
Are confident againſt the world in Arms. 

King. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge, 
For on their Anſwer will we ſet on them ; 
And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is jult, 

Almnet Prince and Falltaſt. 

Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battel, 

And beltride me, fo; ?tis a point of Friendſhip. 


—_ 


[ Exennt, 


Prin. Nothing but a Cololus can do thee that Friendſhip : 
Say thy Prayers, and farewell, 


Flt. 1 would it: were Bcd time ? /Zal, and all well, 

Prin, Why, thou owelt Heaven a death, 

Fal. *Tis not due yet : I wonld be loth to pay him 
before his day. Whar necd | bz: fo forward. with him 
that call's not on me ? Well, *tis no matter, Fonour pricks 


me on. But how it Honour prick. me off when I come 
oa ? How then; Can Honour ſet to a leg ? No : or an 


| are ? No : Or take away the grief of a Wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgery then 2 No. What is Ho- 
nour ? a word, What is that word Honour ? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it 5 He that dy'd a Wedneſ- 
day. Doth he feel it ? No. Doth he hear it ? No, Is it 
ioſenſible then ? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why ? Detrattion wall not ſuffer it 

therefore le none of it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon, an 

ſo ends my Catechiſm. [ Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Eitcr Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


IWor. O no, my Nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. 

Ver. Twere belt he cid. 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 

It is not poſlible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpect us [til], and find a time 
To Puniſhthis Offence in other Faults : | 
Suppolition, all our lives ſhall be ſtuck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but trulted like the Fox, 
Who ne're fo tame, ſo cherild, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wilde trick of his Anceitors : 
Look how he can, or ſad, or merrily, 
[nterpretation will miſquote our looks, 
( And we ſhall feed like Oxen ata StaHy, 
The better cheriſhd, ſtill the nearer death. 
My Nephevs treſpals may be well forgot, 
[t hath the cxcuſe of Youth, and heat of Bloud, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
A hare-braiuv?d Hotſpur, govern'd by a Spleen: 
All his Oltences live upon my Head, 
And on his Fathers. We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being tane from us, 
We as the Spring of ali aſhall pay for all : 
Therefore, good Coulin, let not #arry know 
ln any caſe, the Offer of the King. 
Ver. Deliver what you will, Vle ſay ?tis ſo. 
Here comes your Couſin. 
Enter Hotſpur. 
Hit. My Uncle is return'd : 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Uncle, what News ? 
Wer. The King will bid you Battel preſently. 
Dow, Dcfie him by the Lord of Weſtmerland, 
Hot, Lord Dowglas : go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marry and ſhall, and very willingly. 
_ Exit Dowglas. 
Wor, There is no ſeeming mercy in the King. 
Hor, Did you beg any ? God forbid. 
Wor, I told him gently of our Grievances. 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 
He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms,, for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Heres teqth: 
And Weſtmerland that was ingagd did bear it, 
W hich cannot chooſe but bring him qxickly on. | 

Wor. The Prince cf Wales ſtept forth betore the King, 
And, Nephew, challeng*d you ro ſingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upoh our Heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry Adonmonth. Tell me, tell me, 

How ſhew'd his Talking ? Seenrd it in c:5ntempt ? 
Ver. No, by my Sovl : I never in my life 

Did hear a Challenge urg'd more model tly, 

Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare » 
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To gentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trim?d up your Praiſes with-e Princely Tongue, 
1 Spoke your Deſervings like a Chronicle, 

aking you ever better than his Praiſe, 
By ſtill diſpraiſing Praiſe, valu*d with you : 
I And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
'He made a bluſhing cital of himſelf, 
* And chide his Trewant youth ſo with a Grace, 
As if he-maſtered there a double Spirit 
'Of teaching and of learning inſtancly : 
There did he pauſe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the Envy of this day, 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, 
' So much miſconftrued in his Wantonneſs. 

Hee. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 

On his follies - never did I hear 
Ofany Prince ſo wild at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once &re night, 
1 will embrace him with a Souldiers Arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courtelie. : 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And Fellows, Souldiers, Friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than 1I, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perſwaſion. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
AMeſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot. 1 cannot read them now, 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 


And if we live, we live ro tread on Kings : 

If dye; brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms 6 fair, 

When the intent for bearing them is jult. 

Enter another Meſſenger. 

Ateſ. My Lord, prepare, the _ comes ON AaPpace. 
” Hot. 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
For I profeſs not talking : Only this, 

Let each man do his beſt. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whoſe worthy temper I intend to ſtain 

With the blood that I can meet withall, 

In the Adventure of this perillous day. 

Now Eſperance Percy, aud ſet on : 

Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War, 

And by that Muſick, let us all embrace : 

For Heaven to Earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 

A ſecontt time do ſuch a courtche. 


They embrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entreth 
with bis Power, alarm unto the Battell, Then enter 
Dowglas «:d Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blu, What. is thy Name,that in Battel thus thou croſleſt 
What Honour doſt thouſeck upon my Head ? (me ? 
Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And do haunt thee in the Battel thus, _ 

Becauſe ſome tell me, tiat thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell theetrue. 

Dow. The Lord of afford here to day hath bought 
Thy likeneſs: for inſtad of thee, King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it thee, 

Unleſs thou yield thee 3 a Priſoner. 

Blu. 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 

And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 

Lord Stafford”s death. 


Fight, Blunt 5. ſlain, then enters Hotſpur. 
Hot. O Dowglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 


I never had triumpaed ore a Scot. : ; 
Dow. AlPs don,all*s wonghere breathleſs lies the King. 


——. 


Our duty this way lies, for Heavens fake come. 


eſt too much : Lord Fobn 


Prin, 1 beſeech your 
Leaſt your retirement do amaze your Friends, | 


My Lord of Weſtmerlarnd, lead him to his Tent. 


And Heaven forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes trodden on, 

And Rebels Arms triumph in 


the This Dowgla; ? 

vr. This, No, I know this face full well : 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blue, o_ 

Semblably furnift'd like the King himſelf. 

Dow. Ah fool : go with thy Soul whither it goes, 

A borrowed Title haſt thou bought too dear. 

Why didt thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 
Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 

Ple murther all his Wardrobe piece by piece, 

Uatill I meet the King, 

Hot. Up and away. 
Our Souldiers ſtand full fairly for the day, 


Alarm, and enter Falſtaff ſolas, 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, 1 fear 
the ſhot here : here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, there's Honour for you: 
heres no Vanity, I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too; Heaven keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my rag of 
Muffans where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my 
150 left alive, and they for the Towns end, to beg du- 
ring life. But who comes here ? 
Emer Prince, 
Prin, What ſtand'ſt thou idle here ? lend me thy Sword, 
Many a Noble man lies ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hooves of vaunting Enemies, 
Whoſe death$are unreveng'd. Prethee lend me thy Sword. 
Fal. O Hal, I prethee give me leave to breathe a while. 
Turk Gregory never did ſuch deeds in Arms, as I haye don 
this day. I have pay'd Percy, I have made him ſure. 
Prim. He is indeed, and living to kill thee ; 
[ prethee lend me thy Sword. 
Falſt. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
Prin, Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe ? 
Fal, 1 Hal,*tis hot : Theres that will Sack a City. 
The Prince draws ont a Bottle of Sack, 


Prin, What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? [Exs. 

Throws it at him. 
Falſ?. If Percy be alive. Ile pierce him: if he do come 
in my way, ſo: if he do 
let him make a Carbonado of me, LI like not ſuc 
Honour as Sir Walter hath : Give me life, which if I can 
ſave, ſo: if not, Honour comes unlook'd for, and theres 
an end. LExn. 


[Exeunt, 


Siena Tertia. 


Alarm, Excnrſions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord John of Lancaſter, and the Earle 
of Weſtmerland. 


King. I prethee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou bleed- 
of Lancaſter, go you with him. 
Lord, unleſs I did to0. 

ajeſty make up, 


P. John. Not I, 


King, 1 will do ſo: 


Tent. 


We. Come my Lord, Ile lead you to 
your help, | 


Prin, Lead me, my Lord ? 1donac 


Maſſacres. 
Fohbn. We breathe too long : come Couſin Weſtmerland, 


Hot, Where ? 


Prin, By Heaven thou haſt deceived me, Lencaftrr, 


t 1 come in his (willingly) 
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| I did not think thce Lord of ſuch a Spirit : 
Betorc, 1 lov'd thee as a Brother, Jobr ; 
3ut now, 1 do re{pe:t thee as my Soul. 


Kin). I ſaw him hold Lord Percy at the point, 


With luſticr maintenance than 1 did look for 
Of ſach an ungrown Warrior. 


Prin. O this Boy, lends mettle to us all. [Extt. 
; Enter Dowsg, las. 
Dow. Another King ? They grow like Hydra's Heads : 


I am the Dowelas iacal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thon 
That counterfeit2it the Perſon of a King ? 


King. The King himfelf : who,Dowglas, grizves at heart 


So many of his Shadows tho haſt met, 

| And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field : 
But ſecing thou fali'it on me ſo luckily 
11 will aſſay thee: ſo defend thy ſelf, 


Dow. 1 fear thou art another Counterfcit : 


And yet in faith thou bear'ſt thee like a King : 
't But mine I am ſure thou art, who ere thou be, 
'| And thus I win thee. [They fight, the K. being in danger, 


Enter Prince, 
Prin. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 


Never to hold it up again: the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Seaford, Blunt, are in my Arms , 


is the Prince of Wales that threats thee, 


| Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. 


They fight, Dowglas fiyeth. 


Chearly, My Lord: how fares your Grace ? 
J | Sir Nicholas Ganſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
| | And ſo hath Chftm: Vle to Clifton ſtreight. 


King. Stay, and breathe a while. 


| '| Thou haſt redeenvd thy loſt opinion, 
| | And ſhew*d thou maFſt ſome tender of my life 
; '| In this fair Reſcue thou haſt bronght to me. 


Prin. O Hcaven, they did me too much injury, 


That ever ſaid 1 hearkned to your death. 

If it were ſo, | might have let alone 

| The inſulting Hand 6f Dowglas over you, 

| Which would have ben as ſpecdy in your end, 
| As a!l the po yſonous Potions in the World, 

| And fav'd the Treacherous labour of your Son. 
| 


K, Make up to Clifton,Vle to Sir Nichol. Gawſey,[ Exit. 
Enter Hotſpur. 

Hot, 1f I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmonth. 

Prin, Thou ſpeakeſt as if I would deny my Name. 

Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 

Prin, Why then 1 ſez a very valiant Rebel of that Name. 


I [ am the Prince of Wales, and think not Percy, 
| To ſhare with me in glory any more: 
0 Two Stars keep not their motion in one Sphere, 
| Nor can one Engl.md brook a double Reign, 
| Of Harry Poo, and the Prince of Wales. 
| al 


Hu. Nor ſhall ic, Harry, for the Hour is come 


To end the one of us; and would to Heaven, 
Thy Naine 1n Arms, were now as great as mine, 


Prin, Ple make it greater, &re I part from thce, 
nd all the budding Honours on thy Creſt, 


1 Vle crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 


Hot. 1 can no longer brook thy Vaniries. [ Fight, 
Enter Falitaff. 
Fl. Well ſaid, Hal, to it Haf. Nay, you ſhal find no 


Boys play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Dowelas; he fi-bts with Falſtaff, who falls down as 
as if be were dead, The Prince killeth Percy. 


Hot, Oh Harry thou haſte rob'd me of my youth : 


| i better brook the loſs of bitter life, 
1 I han thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me, 

4 Lhey engl 

| -8* thought?; the ſlave of Life, and Life Time?s Fool ; 
| | *n 1 Timz, that takes ſurvey of a!l the World, 


my thaughts worſe, than the Sword my fleſh : 


Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could Propheſie, . 

But that the Earth. and the cold hand of death, 

Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art duſt 

And food for 

Pria, For Worms, braye Percy. Farewel great Heart : 

Ill-weav*d Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ? 

When that this Body. did contain a Spirit, 

A Kingdom for it was too ſmall abound : 

But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 

3:ars not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. , 

If thou wer*r ſenſible of Courteſie, 

| ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal. 

But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 

Ard even in thy behalf, Ple thank my ſelf 

For doing theic fair Rites of Tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to Heaven, 

Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the Grave, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. . 

What ? Old Acqaintance ? Could not all this fleſh 

Keep ina little lite ? Poor Jack,, farewell: 

I could have better ſpar*d a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavie miſs of thee, 

If1 were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 

ImbowelPd will I fee thee by and = 

Till then, in blood by Noble Percy lye. LExit, | 
Falſtaft riſeth up. 

Falſt. ImbowelPd ? If thou imbowel me to day, Ile 
give you leave to powder me,and eat me too to morrow. 
*Twas time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scot 
had paid me ſcot and lot too.Counterfeit ?I am no coun- 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for he is but the 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfeCt image of life in- 
deed. The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion ; in the 
which better part, I have ſayed my life. I am afraid of 
this Gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. How if he 
ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe, I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit: therefore le make him fure : 
yea,and le ſwear I have kilPd him. Why may not he riſe 
as well as I? Nothing confurtes me but Eyes,and no body 
ſees me. Therefore,Sirrah,with a new wound inyour thigh 
come you along with me. [Takes Hotſpur on his back. 


Enter Prince and John of Lancaſter. 


Prin. Come Brother J<1,full bravely haſt thou fleſht thy 
Maiden Sword, 

John, Bur ſoft, who have we here ? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prim, 1 Cid, I faw him dead, 
Breathlcis, and blceding on the ground : Art thou alive 
Or is it Fontaite that plays upon our Eye-ſight ? 
[ prethe: ipeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 
Without our Ears. Thou art no: what thou ſcem'ſt. 

Falſt. No, that's certain: Ian not a double man: but 
if I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am | 2 Jack ; There is Percy, 
if your Father will do me any Hoour, ſo: if not, Ict him 
kill the next Percy himſelf. I lozk either to be Earle or 
Duke, 1 can aſlure you. 

Prin, Why, Percy 1 kilPd my ſelf, and ſaw thee dcad. 

Fal. Did*lt chou ? Lord, Lord, how the world is given 
to Lying ? I grant you 1 was dwwn, and out cf Breath, 
and fo was he, but we roſe bothat an inſtant,and fought 
a long hour by Shrewsbury Cloct if I may be believed, 
ſo: it not,let them that ſhoul« reward Valcur bear 
the ſin upon their own heads. Ile take*t on my death 
I gave him this wotud inthe The : it the man were a- 
live, and would deny it, I would nake him eat a piece 
of my Sword, 

John. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that e*re I heard. 


P Tin 


—— —— 


b 


a 


cu 
S R * +606 


RF 


ag. 
Te We . 


Ws 


*- "Mak nn tees EE EI 


[ 
Z 
o 


TA HIP. 


The firſt Part of King Henry be Fourth. 


Prin, This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother John. 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lye may do thee grace, 
Ple gild it with the happieſt terms I haye. 

A Retreat is ſounded. 

The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day is ours : 
| Come Brother, let's to the highelt of the Ficld, 
To ſce what Friends are living, whoare dead. [| Exemnr, 

Fal. Ie follow as they ſay, for Reward. Hs that re- 
wards me, Heaven reward him. If 1 do grow great again, 
Ple grow leſs ? for Ple purge, and leave Sack, and live 
cleanly, as a Noble man ſhould do. [CExut, 


Scena ©uarta. 


The Trumpets ſound. | 
Enter King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
Earl of Weltmerlaud, wih Worcelter ad 
Vernon pre/oncrs. 


ins. Thus ever did Rebellion fiad Rebuke. 
[1)-fpirited Worceſter, did we not fend Grace, 
Pardon, and ternis of Love to allof you ? 

And would'ſt thou turn our Ofters contr:try ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſman's Trult ? 
Three Knights upon our Party flain to day, 

A Noble Earl and many a Creature ellic 

Had. been alive this hour, 

If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born, 
BerwixTt our Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor. Whatl have done, my fſatety urg'd me to, | 


| gretutiaaueiaeteteb. ahealelelab hah ack chad elſe ia 
The Second Part of 


HENRY TV: 
CONTAINING HIS DEATH: 


And Cozonation of King 


And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
Since, not to be avoided, it falls on mz. 

King. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 

{Exit Worceſter and Vernon. 

How goes the Field ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when he faw 
The Fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 


The Noble Percy (lain, and all his men, | 


Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt ; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz'd 

That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
The Dowolas is, and I beſeech your Grace, 
4 *ay diſpoſe of him. 

Kms. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother John of Lancaſter, 
To you this Honaurable Bounty ſtall belong : 
Go to the Doweglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free : 

His Valour ſhewn upon our Crelts to day, 
Hath taught us how to chgriſh ſuch high Deeds, 
Even 1a the boſom of our Adverſaries. 

King, Then this remains: that we divide our Power. | 
You Son John, and my Couſin Weſt merlard 
Towards Tork ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed 
To meet Northamberland, and the Prelate Scroep, 
Who (as we hear) are bulily in Arms. 

My ſelf, and Son Harry will towards IWales. 
To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of Afarch. 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 


Meeting the Check of ſuch another day | 


And ſince this buſineſs ſo far is done, 


Let us not leave till all our own be won. [Excunt, 


HENRY V. 


Srena Prima. | 


Aus. Primus, 


INDUCTION. 


| Enter Rumor. 
#" Pen your Ears : For: Which of you will ſtop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor ſpeaks ? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Welt 
(Making the wind my Poſt-horſe) ſtill unfold 


[0m Afts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 


Upon my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of them with falſe Reports : 

I ſpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity . 
(Under the ſmile of ſafety ) wounds the World : 
And who but oy wh who but only 1 

Make fearful Muſters, and prepar*d Defence, 
WhiPſ, the big year, ſwoln with ſome other grief, 


| 


| 


Is thought with child, by the ſtern Tyrant War ; - 
Gg2 | | Acd' 
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And no ſuch matter. Rumor is a Pipe 

Blown by Surmiſe, Jealouſies, Conjectures ; 

And of ſo eaſe, and fo plain a ſtop, 

| That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted Heads, 

The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known Body to Anatomize 

Among my Houſhold ? Why is Rumor here ? 

I run before King Harry's Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by Shrewsbury 

Hath beaten down young #Horſpur, and his Troops, 

Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, | 

Even with the Rebels blood. But what mean I 

To ſpeak of Truth at firſt ? My Office is 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the Wrath of Noble Hoſprr's Sword : 

{ And that the King, before the Dowglas Rage 

Stoop'd his Anointed head, as low as death. 

This have I rumor*d through the Peaſant 1 owns, 

Between the Royall Field of Shrewsbury, 

And this Worm-eaten-Hole of 'ragged Stone, 

Where Hotſpur*s Father, old Northumberland, 

| Lyes crafty ſick. The Poſts come tyring on, 

And not a man of them brings other News 

Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumor's Tongues. 

They bring ſmooth-Comforts-falſc, worſe than 'I rue- 
WLONgs. LE. 
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Scena Secunan. 


Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter. 


_ LT. Bar. Who keeps the Gate, hoa ? 
Where is the Earl ? SED 
Por. What ſhall I ſay you are ? 
L. Bar. Tell thou the Earl .+ . 
That the Lord Bardolf doth attenf{ hint here ? 
Por. His Lordſhip is walk*d forth into the Orchard, 
Pleaſe it your Honor, knock but at the Gate, 
And he himſelf; will anſwer. 
Enter Northumberland. 
mes the Earl. 
Nor. What nts, Lord Bardolf ? Ev'ry minute now 
Should be the - of ſome Stratagem ; 
The Times are wilde : Contenticn (like a Forſe 
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 
' | And bears down all before him. 
L. Bar. Noble Earl, 
| bring you certain News from Shremsbury. 
Nor. Good, and\Heayen wall. 
L. Bar. As good as heart can wiſh: 
The King is almoſt wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry ſlain outright : and both the Blunes 
KilPd by the hand of Dowglas, Young Prince Fohn, 
And Weſt merland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Monmouth*'s Brawn (The Hulk Sir John) 
Is Priſoner to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 
(So fought, ſo follow'd, and fo fairly won) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Ceſar's Fortunes. | 
Nor. How is this deriv*d ? 
Saw you the Field ? Came. you from Shrewsbury ? 
L. Bar. 1ſpake with one (my L.)that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 
That freely render*d me this News for true. 
Nor. Here comes my ſervant Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after News. 
Enter Travers. 
_ L. Bar. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 
More than he ( haply ) may retail from me. 


L. Bar. Here 
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Nor, Now Travyys, what good Tidings comes from you ? 
Tra. My Lord, Yohn Unfrevil turn'd me back 
With joyfull tydings ; and being better horgd 
Out-rode me. Afcer him, came ſpurring hard 
A Gentleman (almoſt fore-ſpent with ſpeed) 
That ſtopp*d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horſe, 
He ask*d the way to Cheſter : And of him 
| did demand what News from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Reb.llion had ill luck, 
And that young Harry Percie?s Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horſe the head, 
And, bending torward, ſtrook his able heels 
Againtt the panting lides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting ſo, 
Re ſeend in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 
North. 'Ha ? Again : 
Said he young Harry Percie's Spur was cold ? 
(Of Hotſpur, cold-Spur) that Rebellion 
Had met 1ll luck ? 
L. Bar. My Lord : Ple tell you what, 
If my young Lord your Son, have not the day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a filken Point 
Ple give my Barony. Never talk of it. 
Nor. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rod by Travers 
Give then ſuch inſtances of Loſs ? 
L. Bar. Who he? 
He was ſome hielding Fellow, that had ſtoln 
The Horſe he rode on : and upon my life 
Spake at adyenture. Look, here comes more News. 
Enter Morton. 
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like toa Title-leaf, 
Forctels the Nature of a Tragick Volume : 
So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
 Hath left a witneſs*'d Uſurpation. 
Say, Morton, did'ſt thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mor. 1 ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord ) 
Where hateful death put on his uglieſt Mask 
To fright our Party. 
' Nor. Hdw doth my Son, and Brother ? 
Thou trembPſt ; and the whiteneſs in thy Check 
Is apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, fo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's Curtain, in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burr'd. 
But Priam found the Fire, e're he his Tongue : 
And I, my Percie*s death, ere thou report®ſ it. 
This, thou would*ſt-fay : Your Sen did thus, and thus: 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Dowglas, 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold deeds. 
But in the end ( to ſtop my Ear indeed ) 
Though halt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 
Mor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet: 
But for my Lord, your Son. 
Nor. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready Tongue ſuſpition bath ; 
He that but fears the thing, he would not know; 
Hath by Inſtin&, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he fear'd is chanc*d. Yet ſpeak ( Morton) 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies, 
And I will take it. as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Mor. You are too peat, to be(by me) gainſaid - 
Your Spirit is too true, yout Feats too certain. 
Nor. Yet for all this, ſay not that Percie's dead. 
I ſee a ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye : . 
Thou ſhak?it thy head, and hold'ſt it Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak a truth. If he be lain, fay ſo: 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his death - 
And he doth ſin that doth belye the dead; 
Not he, which ſays the dead is not alive: 


Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath 
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Hath but a loſing Office : And his T ongue, 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L, Bar. 1 cannot think (my Lord) your Son is dead. 
Mor, 1 am ſorry I ſhould force you to bclieve 
That, which I would to Heaven I had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine Eyes ſaw him in bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint acquittance (wearied and out-breatt*d) 
To Henry Monmouth, whoſe ſwitt wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, 
From whence (with life ) he never more ſprung up. 
In few ; his death (whoſe Spirit lent a Fire, 
Even to the dulleſt Peazant in his Camp) 
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beſt remper*d Courage in his Troops. 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteePd ; 
Which once in him abatcd,. all the reſt 
Turn'd on themſelves, like duil and heavy Lead, 
And as the thing that's heavy in it ſelf, 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed, 
So did our Men, heavy in He:/par's loſs, 
Lend ro this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That Arraws fled not ſwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our Souldiers (aiming at their ſafery ) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worceſter 
Too ſoon tane Priſoner : And that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowzlas) whoſe well-labouring Sword 
Had three times llain th? Appearance of the King, 
*Gaa vail his ſtomack, and did grace the ſhame 
Of thoſe that turn'd their back : And in his flight, 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The ſum of all, 
is, that the King hath won: And hath ſent out 
A ſpzedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 
Under the Conduct”. of young Lancaſter 
Aad Weſtmerland, ' This is the News at full. 
Nor. For this, I ſhall have time enough to mourn, 
In Poyſon there is Phyſick : And this News 
(Having bcen well) that would have made me ſick, 
Being ſick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whoſe Feaver-weakened Joynts, 
Like ſtrengrhleſs Hinges, buckle under life, 
|mpatient of his Fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his Keepers arms: Even ſo, my Limbs 
( Weakned with grief) being now inrag'd with gricf, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with Joynts of Steell 
Maſt glove his hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wantan for the head, 
Which Princes fleſtd with Conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 
The ragged'|t hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 
To frown upon tf enrag'd Northumberland. 


| Let Heaven kiſs Earth : Now let not Nature's hand 


Keep the wild Flood confin'd : Let Order vie, 
And let the World no longer be a ſtage 
To fecd Contention in a lingring Act: 
But let one Spirit of the firit-born Cazn, 
Reign in all boſoms, that cach hearc being ſet 
On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
And darkneſs be the burier of the dead. 

L. Bar. Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your 

Mor. The Lives of all your loving Cemplices 
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o're 
To ſtormy Paſlion, muſt perforce decay. 
You caſt th* event of War (my Noble Lord) 
And ſum'd the accompt of Chance, before you faid, 
Let us make Head : It was yaur preſurmile, 
That in the dole of blows, your Son might drops 
You knew he walk*d o're Perils, onan Edge 
More likely to fall in, then to get o're : 
You were advisd his fleſh was capable 
Of Wounds, and Scars; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moſt trade of danger rang'd, 
Yet did you ſay, go forth : And none of this 


C— 


(Honour. 


-{ mine, I can aſlure him. 


(Though ſtrongly apprehended) could reſtrain 
The ſtift-born aCtiou {What hath then befaln ? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that Being, which was like to be ? 
L. Bar. Weall that are engaged to this loſs, 
Knew that we ventur*d: on ſuch dangerous Seas, 
Thatif we wrought out life, was ten to one: 
Aiid yet we ventur*d for the Gain propos'd, 
ChoaKd the reipett of likely Peril feard, 
And ſince we arc,o're-ſet, venture again. 
Come, 'we will all putforth ;\ Body and Goods. end 
Mor. Tis more than time : And (my moſt noble Lord) 
| hear for certain, and do ſpeak the truth: 
Tic gentle Arch-Biſhop of Tork, is up 
W ith: well appopmed Powers : he is a man 
Who. with a d6uble Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Son) had onely but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the-Shews of men to fight. 
For that ſame word (Rebcliion ) did divide 
The attion of. their Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did hight with quealineſs, conſtrain'd, 
As mcn drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Scem'd on our fide : But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This word (Reb-llion) it had froze them up, 
As Fiſhare ina Pond. But now the Biſhop 
Turns Inſurrection to Religion, 
Suppos'd ſincere, and holy in his Thoughts : 
He's follow'd both with Body, and with Mind : 
And doth cnlarge his Riſing, with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd irom Pomfrer ſtones, 
Derives from#Heaven his Quarrel, and his Cauſe : 
Tells them, he doth beſtride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for life, under great Bullingbrook, 
And more, and leſs, do tlock to follow him. 
North. | knew of this before. Butto ſpeak truth, 
This preſent grief had wip'd it from my mind. 
Go in with me, and countcl every man 
The apteſt way for Safety, and Revenge : 
Ger Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never ſo few, nor never yet more need. [ Exennt, 


*. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Page. 


Fal.Sirrah,you Giant,what ſays the DoCt. to my Water ? 

Pag. He ſaid, Sir, the water it ſelf was a good heal- | 
thy Water But for the Party that own'd it, he might have 
more Diſeaſes than he-knew tor. 

Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at me : The 
brain of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to invent any thing that.tends ito laughter, more than I' 
invent,- or:is invented on me. Iam not onely witty in my 
ſelf, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I do here 


, | walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhelm'd all 


her Litter, but one. -1f the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
vice for any other reaſon, than to ſet me off, why then I 
have no judgment. Thou horſon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to beworn in my cap, than to wait at my heels. 1 
was never maim'd with an Agot till now: But I will ſet 
you neither in Gold nor:Silver, but in vile Apparel, and 


| ſend you back again to your Maſter, for a Jewel. The 


Juvenal (the Prince your Maſter) whoſe Chin 1s not 
yet fledg*d, I will ſooner have a Beard grow in the Palm 
of my hand, then he ſhall get one on his Cheek: Yet he 
will not ſtick to ſay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heaven 
may finiſh it when he will, it is not a hair amiſs yet: he 
may keep it ſtill as a Face-Royal, for a Barber ſhall never 
earn ſix-pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as 
if he had writ Man ever ſince his Father was a Batche- 
lor. He may keep his owy Grace, but he is almoſt out of 
hat faid M. Dombledor, about 
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the Satten for my ſhort Cloak, and Slops ? 
Pag. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better aſſu- 
rance than Bardolph : he would not take his Bond and 
yours, be lik2d not the Security. | 
Fal. Let him be damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue be hotter, a horſon Achirophel, a Raſcally-yea- 
for ſooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in hand, and thei, 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their Girdles: andif a man is through with them 1n ho- 
neſt Taking vp, then they muſt ſtand upon Security: 1 
had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer toſtopit with Szcurity. 1 look'd he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten, (as I am a truc 
Knight) and he ſends me Security, Well, he may ſleep in 
Security, for he hath the hora of Abundance : And the 
lightneſs of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet cannot 
he ſee, though he have his own Lanthorn to light him. 
Where's Bardolf ? 

Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip 
a Horſe. 

Fal. I bought him in Pawls, and hell buy me a Horſe 
in Smithfield. If Icould getme a Wife in the Stews, I 
were Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiv'd. 


Enter Chief Fuſtice, and Servant, 


| the Prince for ſtriking him, abuut Bardolph. 

Fal. V Vait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

Ch. Fuſs. What's he that goes there ? 

Ser. Falſtaff, and*r pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Fuſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He, my Lord, but he hath ſince done good ſer- 
vice at Shrewsbary : and (as I hear) is now going with 
ſome Charge to the Lord John of Lancaſter. 

Fuſt. V Vhat to York ? Call himback again. 

Ser, Sir John Falſtaff. 
| Fel. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Pag. You mult ſpeak lowder, my Maſter is deaf. 

Fauſt. lam fure heis, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go pluck him by the Elbow. I muſt ſpeak with him. 

Ser. Sir John, 

Fal. What?a young Knave and beg?ls there not Wars? 
Is there not Employment ? Doth not the King lack Sub- 
jects ? do not the Rebels want Souldiers ? Though it be a 
ſhame to be on any ſide but one, it is worſe ſhame to beg, 
than to be on the worſt ſide, were it worſe than the Name 
of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miſtake me, Sir. 

Fal. V'Vhy, Sir, did Iſay you were an honeſt man ? 
Setting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierſhip aſide. I 
| had lyed in my throat, if I had faid fo. 

Ser. 1 pray you (Sir) then ſet your Knighthood and 


| your Souldier-ſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, 


you lye in your throat, If you ſay Iam any other than an 
honeſt man. 

Fal. 1 give thee leave to tell me ſo! Tlay aſide that 
which grows to me ! If thou gettVſt any leave of me,hang 
me, if thou tak*ſt leave, thou wer*t better be hang'd : you 
Hunt-counter : hence, avant. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you. 

Fuſt, Sir John Falſtaff, a' word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord : Give your Lordſhip good time of 
the day. I am glad toſee your Lordſhip abroad : I heard 
ſay, your Lordſhip was fick. I hope your Lordſhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip (though not clean paſt 
your youth) hath yet ſome ſmack of age 'in you -* Some 
relliſh-of the ſaltneſs of time : and I moſt hambly beſeech 
your Lordſhip, to have a reverend care of your health. 
Faſt. Sir Fobn, 1 ſent for your before your Expedition 


'to Shrewsbury. 


Fal.' If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 1 hear his Majeſty is 
returnd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 


Pag. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed | 


Juſt, 1 talk not of his Majeſty : You would not come 
when I ſcent for you ? 

Fal. AndI hear moreover, his Highneſs is faln into 
this *fame whorſon Apoplexy. (you, 
Juſt, Well, Heaven mend him. I pray let me ſpeak with 
F.l. I his Apoplexy is (asI take it) a kind of Lethar- 
gy, a ficeping of the Blood, a horſon T ingling. 

Faſt. What tell you me of it ? be ir asit is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study 
and perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Cauſe of 
its Effefts in Galen, It is a kind of deafneſs. 

Faſt. 1 think you are faln into that Diſtaſe: For you 
hear not what I ſay to you. 

Fal. Very well (my Lord) very well: Rather (ant 
pleaſe you) it is the Diſeaſe of not Liſtning, the Malady 
of not Marking, that I am troubled withall. 

Juſt. To puniſh you by the Heels, would amend the at- 
tention of your Ears, and I care not if 1 be your Phyſitian. 
Fal. 1 am as poor as Fob, my Lord ; but not ſo patient : 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of Impriſonment 
co me, 1n reſpect of Poverty : But how ſhould be your 
Patient to follow your Preſcriptions, the V Viſe may make 
ſome dram of a ſcruple, or indeed, a ſcruple it ſelf. 
Juſt. 1 ſent for you (when there were matters againſt 
you for your life) to ſpeak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advis'd by my Learned Counſel, 
in the Laws of this Land-ſervice, 1did not come. 

Juſt, Well;the truth is(Sir Fohn )you live in great Infamy. 
Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in leſs. 
Juſt. Your Means is very flender,and your waſte great. 
Fal. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my Means 
were greater, and my Waſte ſlenderer. 

Juſt, You have milled the youthful Prince. 

Fal. The young Prince hath miſled me. 1 am the 
Fellow with the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

Juſt, Well, 1 amloth to gall a new-heaPd wound : your 
Days Service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over 
your Nights Exploit on Gads-hzll, You may thank the 
unquiet time, for your quiet o're-poſting that ACtion. 
Fal. My Lord ? (Wolf. 
Juſt. But ſince all is well;keep it ſo : wake nota fleeping 
Fal. To wakea Wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Juſt. What?you are as aCandle;the better part burnt out, 
Fal. A Wallel-Candel, my Lord all Tallow: if Idid 
fay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Juſt. There is not a white Hair on your face, but ſhould 
have his Effect of Gravity. 

Fal. His Effet of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Fuſt. You follow the young Prince up and down, like 
his evil Angel. 

Fal. Not ſo (my Lord) your ill Angel is light : but 1 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh- 
ing : and yet, inſome reſpects I grant, I cannot go: I 
cannot tell. Virtue is of 10 little regard in theſe Coſtor- 
mongers days,that true Valour is turn'd Bear-herd. Pre- 
gnancy. is made a Tapſter, and hath his quick Wit waſted 
in giving Recknings: allthe other Gifts appertinent to 
man (as the malice of this Age ſhapes them) are not worth 
a Gooſe-berry, You thatare old, conſider not the Capa- 
cities of us that are young : you meaſure the heat of our 
Livers, with the bitterneſs of your Galls : and we that are 


'| in the vaward of our youth, I muſt confeſs, are wags too. 


Jt. Do you ſet down your Name in the Scrowl of 
youth, that are written down 01d, with all the CharaCters 
of Age ? Have you not a moyſt Eye? a dry Hand ? a yellow 
Cheek?a white Beard?a decreaſingLeg?an increaſingBelly? 
Is not your voice broken ? your wind ſhort ? your Wit ſin- 
gle? and every part about you blaſted with Antiquity ? and 
will you call your ſelf young ? Fy, fie, fie, Sir John. 

Fal. My Lord, 1 was born with a white head, and ſom- 
thing around belly. For my Voice, I have loſt it with 
hollowing and ſinging of Anthems. To approve my 
youth further, I willnot. The truth is, I am onely old in 


Judgment and Underſtanding, and he that will wich 
with 
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| with me for a thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- | Bur if withour him we be thought too f:+ble; 
| ney, and have at him. For the Box o'tvear that the Prince | My judgment is, we ſhould nor itep too far 
gave you, he gave ir like a rude Prince, and you took it | Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the band, 
like a ſenſible Lord. I have checkt him for ir, 2nd the | For in a Thzam fo bloody fac'd as this, 
;0ung Lyon repents - Marry not 1a Sack-cloth, but in | Conjecture, Expectation, and Surmile 
ew Silk, and old Sack. : ; Of Aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
Faſt. Well, Heaven ſend the Princea better Companion. | ch. 711; true, Lord Bardlf, tor indecd 
Fal. Heaven ſend the Companion a better Prince - 1 | It was youry, Herſpin”s caſe at Shrewsbury, 
| cannot rid my hands of him. L. Bar. lt was ( my Lord) wholin'd bimſe!f with hope, 
| Fuſt, Well, the King hath ſever*d you and Prince Har- | Eating their, on promiſe of Supply, 
ry, I hear you are going with Lord John of Lancaster, a-! F latterin: kimtelt with Project of a Power, 
gainſt the Archbiſhop, and the Earl of Northumberland. | Much ſmaller than the fmalleſt of his Thoughts, 
Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweer wit for it : but| And fo with great Imagination 
look you Pray, ( all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at | ( Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death, 
home ) that our Armies joyn not in a hot day : for I take | And ( winking) leap'd into deltruction. 
but two ſhirts out with me, and I mean not to ſweat ex- | Hf, But ( by your leave) it never yet did hurt, 
craordinarily : if it be a hot day, if 1 brandiſh any thing | To lay cown likely-hoods, and forms of hope. 
but my Bottle, would I might never ſpit white again : [ -. 2. Bs. Yes, 1t this preſent quality of W ar, 
There is not a dangerous Action can peep out his head, | Indeed the inſtant Action : a Cauſe on foot, 
but I am thruſt upon it, Well, 1 cannot Jaſt ever. Lives ſo in hope : As inan early Spring | 
Fuſt. Well, be honeſt, be honelt, and heaven bleſs your | We ſee tWappearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Expedition. | Hope gives uot ſo much warrant, as Deſpair 
Fall. Will your Lordſhip lkn& me a thouſand pound, | That Froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
to furniſh me forth ? We frit ſurvey the Plot, then draw the Model, 
Juſt. Not a penny, not a penny : you are too impatient | And when we fee the f;zure of the Houſe, 
to bear Croſſes. Fare you well. Commend me to my | Then muſt we rate the Colt of the Erection, | 
Couſin Weſtmerland, , C Exit. | Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
Fal. 1 do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A man | What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 
can no more ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſs, than he can | In fewer Offices; Or at leaſt, defift 
part young limbs and letchery : but the Gowrt galls the | To build ar al! ? Much more, in this great work, 
one, and the Pox pinches the other z and ſo both the De- | (Which is (almolt ) to pluck a Kingdom down; 
grees prevent my Curſes. Boy ? And fer another op ) ſhould we ſurvey 


Pag. Sr. The Plot of Situation, and the Model, | 
Fal. What Money is in my Purſe ? Conſent upen a ſurc Foundation : | 
Pag. Seven Groats, and two pence. Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eſtate, 


Fal. 1 can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of | How able ſuch a Work to undergo, | 
the Purſe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, | To weigh againſt his Oppoſite ? or elſe, 

but the Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my } We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of | Uſing the Names of men, initead of men : 
Weſtmerland, and this to old Miſtris Urſ/«ia, whom I | Like one that draws the Model of a Houſe | 
have weekly ſworn to marry, ſince I perceiv*d the firſt | Beyond his power to bnild it; who (half through ) | 
white Hair on my Chin. About it : you know where to f Gives o're, and leaves his part-created Coft 
find me. Apox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox : | A naked ſubject to the Weeping Clouds, 

for the one or tWother plays the rogue with my great | And waſte, for churlith Winters tyranny, 
Toe : It is no matter, it 1 do halt, I have the Warsfor | H«/t. Grant that our hopes (yer likely of fair birth} 
my Colour, and my Penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſon- | Should be ſtill-born : and that ws now poſſeſt 

able : A good Wit will make uſe of any thing : I will turn } The utmoſt man of expectation : 

Diſeaſes to commodity. [ Exeunt, | | think we are a Body iftrong enough 

(Even as we are) to equal with the King, 

L. Bar. What is the King but five and twenty thouſand? 
|} Haſt. To usno more: nay not ſo much, Lord Barduf, 
Scena Vuarta. For his diviſions (a5 the Times dobraw] ) MY 
Are in three Heads - one Power againſt the French, 
Entcr Archbiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray, and Lord Bardolf. | And one againſt Glendower : Perforce a third 


— 


— — 


L Muſt take up us: So1s the unfirm King 
Ar. Thus have you heard our Cauſes, and know our | In three divided : and his Cofters ſound 
And my moſt noble Friends, I pray you all ( Means: | With hollow Poverty, and Emprinefs. 
Speak plainly your Opinons of our Hopes, Ar. That he ſhonld draw his ſeveral Strengths together, 
And firſt ( Lord Marſhal ) what ſay you to it ? | And come againlt vs in fall Puilfance, 
Mow. 1 well allow the occaſion of our Arms, Need not be dreaded. 
But gladly would be better fatished, Haſt. If he ſhould do ſo, | 
How ( in our Means ) we ſhould advance our ſelyes He leaves his back unarm'd, the French, and Wc! | 
| To look with forehead bold and big enough Baying him at the heel : never fear thar. q 
| Upon the-Power and Puillance of the King ? L. Bar. Who isit like ſhould kad is Forces hither? | 
Haft. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File Haſt. The Dtke of Lancaſter and Weſt nw lard : | 
 Tofiveand twenty thouſand men of choice: Againſt the Welſh, himſelf, and ZZarry A2ormows, 
And our Supplies live largely in the hope But who is ſubſtituted *gainſt the French, 
Of great Nort land, whoſe boſom burns | have no certain notice. 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. Arch, Let us on : | | 
L. Bar. The queſtion then ( Lord Haſtings ) ſtandeth | And publiſh the occaſion of our Arms: 


Whether our preſent” five and twenty thouſand (thus, | The Common-wealth is ſick of their own choice, 


May hold up head without Northumberland ? Their over-greedy love hath ſurfeited, 
| Haſt. With him we may. : An habitation giddy, and unſure 
L. Bar. ] marry, there's the pount : | Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. | 
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O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beat Heaven with blelling Bullzgbrock, 
Before he was, what thou would'lt have him be ? 
And being now trim'd up in thine own d-tires, 
Thou ( beaſtly Feeder ) art fo full of bim, 
That thou provoklt thy ſelf to caft him up. 
So, ſo, ( thou common Dog, ) didit thou diſzorge 
Thy glutton-boſom of the Roval Ric.2rd, 
And now thou would'it cat thy dead vomit up, 
And howPlt to find it. What trult is in thele Times ? 
| They, that when Richard liv'd, would have bim dic, 
Are now become enamour*®d on his gravc. 
{ Thou that threwlt duſt upon his good!y hcad, 
When through proud Lond he came lighing on, 
After th?admired heels of B=U;ngbrook., 
Criſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 
And take thou this, ( O thonghts of men accurs'd ) 
P aſt, and to come, ſeems beſt 5, thmgs preſent, worſt. 
- Mow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and fet on ? 
Haſt. We are Times ſubjects, and Time bids, be gon. 


— 


Atlus Secundus. Siena Prima. 
Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. 


Eſte. Mr. Fang, have you entred the A-tion ? 

Fang. It is enter*d. 

Hoſt. Where's your Yeoman ? Is it a luſty Yeoman ? 
Will he ſtand: to it? | 

| Fang. Sirrah, where's $7arc ? 

Hot. 1, 1, good Mr. Szare, 

Snare, Here, herc. 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arrcſt Sir John Falſtaff. 

Hoſt. 1, good Vir. Snare, I have cnter*d him, andall. 

Sn. It may chance colt {ome of us our lives : he will ſtab. 

Hoſt. Alas-the-day : take heed of him : he ſtab*d me 
in mine own Houſe, and that molt bealtly : he cares not 
what miſchief he dath, it his Weapon be our. He will 
foyn like any Devil, he will ſpare neither Man, Woman, 
nor Child. 

Fang. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for his thruſt, 

Hoſt. No, nor 1 ncither : Ile be at your Elbow. 

Fang. If 1 but fiſt him once : if he come but within 
my Vice. 

Hoſt. 1 am undone with his going : I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Fazg, hold him 
ſure ; good Mr. Saare, let him not ſcape, ke comes continu- 
ally to Pze-corner '( faving your Manhoods) to buy a 
Saddle, and hz is invited to.dinner to the Luboars-bead 
in Lombard-ſtrect to Mr. Saks the Silkman. 1 pray 
ye ſince my Action is entcr'd, and my Calc fo openly 
known to the world, let him be brovghr in to his anſwer. 
A hundred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman 
to bear : and I have. born, and born, and born z, and have 
bin fub'd of, and fub*d off, from this day to that Gay, 
that it is a ſhame to be thought on. There 1s no honeſty 
in ſuch dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould be made an Aſs 
and a Beaſt, to bear cvery Knaves, wrong. 


Enter Falitait ard Bardolph. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmſey-Noſe Bar- 
dolph with him,do your Offices. do your Offices : Mr. Fg, 
and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your Offices. 

' Fal. Hownow ? whole Mare?s dead? what?s the matter ? 
Fang. Sir John, 1 arreſt you at, the ſuit of Milt. Qwick/y. 
Fal. Away Varlets, draw Bardolph 4 Cut me off the Vil- 

lains head : throw the Quean' in the. Channel. 

Hoſt. Throw me in the Channel, Vle throw thee there. 
Wilt thou ? wilt thou ? thou haſtardly Rogue. Murder, 
murder : O thou Hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou kill Gods 
Officers and the Kings ? O thou hony-ſeed Rogue, thou 
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art a hony-ſ{ced, a Man-qr<licr, and a Wom an quelter. | 
Fal. Keep them off , 5:1 «ph. 
Fang, A & 3 a Teicue, 
t[ojt. Good people bring a reſcue. Thou wilt not ? thou 
wilt not 7 Do, do thou Rogue : No thou He mpſecd. 

_ Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuſti- 
lirian : Ple tuck your Cataſtrophe. {[ Enter Ch, Fuſtice, 
Juſt. What's the matter ?: Keep the Peace here, hoa. 

Hojt. Good my Lord, be good to me. I beicech you 
ſtand to mc. 
Ch. J#. How now, Sir John ? what are you brawling here? 


Doth this become your place, your time, and bulineſs ? | 


You thould have bzen well on your way to York. 
Stand trom him Fellow, wherefore hang'lt upoa him ? 

Hoſt, Oh my moſt worſhipful Lord, and't pleaſe 
your Grace, I am a poor Widow of Eaſtcheap, and he 
ts arrelted at my Suit. 

Ch, Juſt. For what ſum ? 

Hoſt. It is more than for ſome ( my Lord) it is for all : 
all 1 have, he hath eaten me out of houſe and home ? he 
hath pat all my ſabſtance into that fat belly of his : but 
[ will have ſome of w{gllvain, or I will ride thee 0? 


Nights, like the =: 

Fal. | think I am 2s like to ride the Mare, if I have 
any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch, Juſt. How comes this, Sir John ? Fie, what aman 
of good temper would endure this tempeſt of Exclama- 
tion ? Are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor Widow to ſo 
rough a conrſe to come by her own ? 

Fal. What isthe groſs Sum that I owe thee ? 

Hoſt. Marry) if thou wer*t an honeſt man) thy ſelf, and 
the money tov. Thou didſt ſwear to me upon a parcel- 
gilt Goblet, ſitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round 
table, by a ſea-cole fire, on Wedneſday in Whit ſon-week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to a fing- 
ing-man of Windſor ;, thou didit ſwcar to me then ( as I 
was waſhing thy wound ) to marry me, and make me my 
Lady thy Wife. Canft thou deny it ? Did not Good-wife 
Keech, the Butcher's wife, come in then, and call me Goſ- 
lip @mickly ? coming in to borrow a meſs of Vinegar : 
telling us, ſhe had a good diſh of Prawns : whereby thou 
didit dehre to cat ſome : whereby I told thee they were 
ill for a green wound ? And didlt not thon ( when ſhe 
was gone down ſtairs) delire-me to be no more familiar 
with ſuch poor people, ſaying, that e're bong they ſhould 
call me Madam ? And didſt thou not kits me, aud bid 
me fetch thee thirty ſhillings ? I put thee now to thy 
Book-oath, deny it if thou canſt ? 

Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad ſoul : and ſhe ſays 
up and down the town, that her eldeſt Son is like you. 
She hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, poverty hath 
diſtratted her : but for theſe fooliſh Officers, I beſeec 
you, I may have redreſs againſt them. 

Fuſe. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted with your 
manner of wrenching the true Cauſe, the falſe way. It is 
not a confident brow; nor the throng of words, that 
come with ſuch ( more than impudent ) ſawcineſs from 
you, can thruſt me from a level conſideration, I know you 
ha? practis*d upon theeaſie-yielding ſpirit of this Woman. 

Hoſt. Yes in troth, my Lord. | 

Juſt, Prethee, peace : pay her the Debt you owe her,and 
unpay the Villany you have done her : the one you may do 
with ſterling-Money,and the other with currantRepentance. 

Fal. My Lord, 1 will not undergo this ſneap without 
reply. You call Honorable Boldneſs Impudent Sawcineſs. 
If a man will curt'ſie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous : No, 
my Lord (your humble duty remembred) I will not be your 
Sutor. I ſay to you, I deſire deliv*rance from theſe Officers | 
being upon haſty Employment in the Kings Aﬀeairs. | 

Fuſt. You ſpeak, as having power to do wrong : But 
anſwer in the Effet your Reputation, and ſatisfie the poor 
woman. | 

Fal. Come hither, Hoſteſs. [ Enter Mr, Gower, 

Ch. Juſt. Now, Maſter Gower, what News ? 


Gow, 
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Gow. The King (my Lord) and Henry Prince of 
Wales are near at hand : The relt the Paper tells. 

Fal. As 1 am a Gentleman. 

Hoſt. Nay, you faid ſo before. 

Fal. AsI am a Gentleman, Come, n@ more words of it. 
Hoſt. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I muſt be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapiſtry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 


: 


—m—_— 


Fal. Glaſles, glaſles, is the onely drinking : and for 
thy walls a pretty ſlight Drollery, or the Story of the | 
Prodigal, 'or the German hunting in Water-work, is | 
worth a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe | 
Fly-bitten Tapiltries. Let it be ten pound ( if thou cant. ) 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a bct- 


[Wench in England. Go, waſh thy face, and draw thy | 1:4 Princes would do ſo, their Fathers lying fo lick, 


Action : Come, thou mult not be in this humour with | 

me, come, I know thou was't ſet on to this. 

Hoſt. Prethee (Sir John) let it be but twenty Nobles, 

I am loth to pawn my Plate, in good carneſt 1a. 

Fal.Let it alone, Ile make other ſhift : you”l be a fool ſtill. 
Hof. Well, you ſhall have it, although 1 pawn my 

Gown. I hope you'll come to Supper : Yowll pay me al- 

together ? 

Fal. Will 1 live ? Go with her, with her: hook on, 

hook on. 

Hoſt. Will you have Doll Tear-ſheet meet you at 

ſupper ? 

Fal. No more words. Let's have her. 

Ch. Fuſt. I have heard bitter news. 

Fal. What's the News, my good Lord ? 

Ch. Juſt. V'Vhere lay the King laſt night ? 

Meſ. At Baſing-ſtoke, my Lord. 

Fal. 1 hope (my Lord) alls well. V Vhatis the News, 


Ch. Fuſt. Come all his Forces Lack ? 

Atzſ. No: fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred 
Horſe, are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, againſt 
Northumberland and the Arch-Biſhop. 

Fal. Comes the King back fromWales, my noble Lord ? 
Ch, Juſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come, go along with me, good'M. Gower, 

Falſt. My Lord. 

Ch. Juſt. V'Vhat's the matter ? 

Fal. Maſter Gower , I ſhall entreat you with me to 
dinner. 

Gow. I muſt wait upon my good Lord here. 

I thank you, good Sir Fohr. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John you loyter hcre too long, being you 
are to take Souldiers up in Countreys as you go. 

Fal, Will you ſup with me, Maſter Gower ? 

Ch. Tuft. What fooliſh Maſter taught you theſe man- 
ners, Sir John ? 

Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord ) tap for tap, and ſo part fair. * 

Ch. J={t. Now the Lord lighten thee, thouart a great 
Fool. 


Scena Tertin. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poyns, Bardolf, and Page. 


Prin, Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poyn. 1s it come to that ? I had thought wearineſs durſt 
not have attach'd one of ſo High Blocd. 

Prin. It doth me, though it diſcolours the complexi- 
on of my greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it not ſhew 
vilely in me, to deſire ſmall Beer ? 

Poyn, V Vhy, a Prince ſhould not be ſo loolly ſtudied, 


| wardly, that yay Father is fick : and keeping ſuch vile 


by to remember id weak a Compoſition. 
Prin. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 


ture, Small Bcer. But indeed theſe humble confiderati- 
ons make me out of love with my Greatneſs. VVhat a 
diſgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? or to know 
thy face to morrow ? or to take notice how many pair of 
Silk Stockings thou haſt ? ( viz. theſe, and thoſe that were 
the peach-colour'd ones : ) or to bear the Inventory of thy 
Shirts ; as one for ſuperfluity, and one other for uſe : but 
that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows better than I, for 
it is a low ebhe of Linnen with thee; when thou keepeſt 
not Racket there, as thou haſt not done a great while, 
becauſe the reſt of thy Low Countreys have made a ſhift 
to eat up thy Holland. 

Pom How ill it fellows, after you have labour'd fo 
har«/. ou ſhould talk ſo idlely ? Tell me how many good 


as Yours 1s ? 

Prin, Shall I tell thee one thing, Poyns ? 

Poyn. Yes: and It it bean excc!lent good thing. 

Prin. It ſhall ſerve among V Vits of no higher breed- 
ing thai thine. 

Poyn. Goto : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, that 
you'll tell. 

Prin. \ V hy,I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſhould be 
ſad now my Father is ſick : albeit I could tell to thee ( as 
to one it plcaſes me,for fault of a better,to call my Friend) 
| could be fad, and ſad indeed too. 

Peyn, Very hardly upon ſuch a Subject. 

Prin. Thou think'ſt me as far in the Devils Book, as 
thou, and Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let 
the end try the man. Bur l tell thee, my heart bleeds in- 


company as thou art, hath in Reaſon taken from me, all 

oſtentation of ſorrow. 
Poyn. The Reaſon ? 

* Pr. V \ hat would'ſt thou think of me, if I ſhould weep ? 
Pcyn, 1 would think thee a moſt Princely Hypocrite. 
P;1, it. would be every mans thought : and thou art 

a bl.il-d F-yow, to think as every man thinks : never a 

mans thought in the world keeps the rode-way better 

thin thine : every man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
rd, And what excites your moſt V Vorſhipful thought 


31, VV y, becauſe you have been ſo lewd, and fo 
mach iagraffed ro Falſtaff, 

"1, And to thee, 

Poyn. Nay, I am wel! ſpoken of, 1 can hear it with 
mine ewn-ears* the worſt that they can ſay of me 1s, that } 
l am a i<coud Brother, and that 1 am a proper Fellow of 
my hands ; and theie two things I confels I cannot help. 
Look, look, here comes Bardolf. 

Prin. And the Boy that I gave Falſtaff : he had him 
from me Chiiitian, and ſee 1f the fat Villain have not 
transform'd him; Ape. [ Enter Bardolf. 

Bar. Save your Grace. 

Prin. And yours, moſt Noble Bardoff. 

Poyn, Come you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool, 
muſt you be bluſhing ? wherefore bluſh you now ? what 
a Maidenly man-at Arms are you become ? Is it ſuch a 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidendead ? 

Page. He calPd me even now ( my Lord) through ared 
Lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his Face from the 
Window, at laſt I ſpy*d his Eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoar, and peep- 
ed through. 

Prin, Hath not the Boy profited ? 

Bar, Away, you horſon upright Rabbet, away, 

Pag. Away you raſcally Althea*s dream, away. 

Prin. Inſtruct us, Boy, what dream, Boy ? 

Pag. Marry ( My Lord ) Altheadream'd, ſhe was deli- 
ver*d of a Firebrand, and therefore ] call him her dream. 

Prince, A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it is, Boy. 

Poin, O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from 


__ ſor (introth) I do now remember the poor Crea- 


A 
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| Cankers : Well, there is ſix pence to preſerve thee. 


Bard. 


_ 
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Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the Gallows ſhall be wrong'd. 
Prin. And how doth thy Maſter, Baraolph ? 
Bard. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
coming to Town. There'sa Letter for you. 
Prin, Deliver'd with good reſpect : And how Coth the 
Martlemas, your Maſter ? 
Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 
Poin, Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyſitian : 
but that moves not him: Though that be ſick, it dyes not. 
Prin. I do allow this V Ven to bet as familiar with me 
as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how 
he writes. 
Porn, Letter, fohn Falſtaff Knight : (Every man muſt 
know that, as oft as he hath occalion to name himſelt -) 
Even like thoſe thatare kin to the King, for they never 
prick their hnger, but they ſay there is ſomeof the Kings 
blood ſpilt. How comes that ? (ſays he that takes upon 
him nor to conceive }che Anſwer isas ready as a borrow- 
ed Cap: I am the Kings poor Couſin, Sir. 
Prin, Nay, they will be kin to us, but they will fetch 
it from Fapher. But to the Letter : —Sir John Falſtaff 
Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Father, Harry 
| Prince of VVales, greeting. | 
Poin. V'Vhy this 1s a Certiicate. 
Prin: Peace. 
I will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. 
Pojn. Sure he means brevity in breath: ſhort-winded. 
I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. 
Be not too familiar with Poins, for he miſuſes thy Favours 
[o much ;, that he ſwears thou art to marry his Siſter 
Nell. Repent at idle times as thou maiſt, and ſo farewell. 
Thine, by yea and no: Which is as mich as to ſay, 
j grokgc// him, Jack Falſtaff with my - Familzars : 
John with my Brothers and Siſter ; and Sir John 
_ with all Europe. 
MyTord, I will ſteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
car. It, ; 
Prin. That's to make him eat twenty of his V Vords. 
But do you uſe me thus, Ned ? Mult I marry your Silter ? 
Poin, May the V Vench have no worſe Fortune. But 1 
never faid fo. 
Prin, V'Vell, thus we play the Fool with the time, and 
the Spirits of the V Viſe fit in the Clouds, and mock us : 
Is your Maſter here in London? . 
Bard. Yes, my Lord. 
Prin, V Vhere ſups he? Doth the old Boor feed in 
the old Frank ? 
Bard. Atthe old place, my Lord, in Eaſt-cheap. 
Prin. VV hat Company ? 
Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 
Prim, Sup any V Vomen with him ? ' 
Page. None, my Lord, but old Miſtriſs Quickly, and 
Mrs. Dol Tear. ſheet. | 
Prin, What Pagan may that be ? 
Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
of my Maſters. 
Prin, Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heyfers are to the 
Town-Bull ? | 
[Shall we ſteal upon them (Ved) at Supper ? 
Poin. -] am your ſhadow, my Lord, Vle follow you. 
Prin, Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to your 
Maſter that I am yet in Town. 
There's for your Silence. 
Bar. | have no Tongue, Sir. 
Pas. And for mine, Sir, 1 will govern it, 
Prin. Fare ye well: Go. 
This Dol Tear-ſhect ſhould be ſome Rode. 
| Prin. | war: ant you, as common as the way between 
S. Albans an' London. 
Prin. Hov might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow himſelf to 
night in his true Colours, and not our ſelves be ſcen ? 
Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 


2 


| 


þ 
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Prin, From a God toa Bull? A heavy dceclenſion 


was Fove's Caſe. From a Prince to a Preniice, a low tranſ- 
formation, thar ſhall be mine : For in every thing, the pur- 
poſe mult weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. [Exemnr. 
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Scena Terti. 


E:ter Northumberland, bis Lady, and Harry 
Percie*s Lady. 


North, 1 prethee loving Wife, and gentle Davghter, 


Give an even way unto my rough Afﬀairs. 
Put not you on the Viſage of the Times, 
And be like them to Perce, troubleſome. 
Wife, I have given over, I will ſpeakno more; 
Do what you will: Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 
Nor. Alas (ſweet Wife) my Honour is at Pawn, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 


La. Oh yer, for Heayens ſake, go not to theſe Wars. 


The Time was (Father } when you broke your word, 
When you were more endear*d to it, than now, 
When your own Perce, when my heart-dear- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward look, to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powers : But he did long in vain, 

Who then perſwaded you to ſtay at home ? 

There were two Honours loſt ; yours and your Sons. 
For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it : 

For His, it ſtuck upon him, as the Sun 


In the grey Vault of Heaven : And by his Light 


[ 


( 


F 


wait upon himat his Tavle, like Drawers. 


| That faſhion'd others. 
| O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 
(Second to none) un-ſeconded by you, 

| To look upon thehideous Ged of V Var, 


Did all the Chevalry of England move 

Todo brave Afts. Hewas (indeed) the Glaſs 

V Vherein the Noble- Youth did dreſs themſelves. 

He had no Legs, that praCtis'd not-his Gate : 

And ſpeaking thick (which Nature made his blemiſh) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant, 

For thoſe that could ſpeak low, and tardily, 
V Vould turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 
Toſeemlike him. So that inSpecch, and Gate, 
In Diet, in Afﬀections of” delight, 

In Military Rules, Humcrs of Blood, 

He was the Mark, and Glaſs, Copy, and Book, 
And him, O wondrous ! him, 


o 


n diſadvantage, to abide the Field, 


V Vhere nothing but the ſound of Hotſpur?s Name 
Did ſeem ſenſible: 'So you left him. 

Never, : O never do his Gholt the wrong, 

To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 

V Vith others, ' than with him. Let them alone : 
The Marſhal and the Arch-biſhop are ſtroag, 

Had my ſweet Harry had but half their Number, 
Today might I (hanging on Hot ſpurs Neck) 
Have talk*'d of Afonmonh*s Grave. 


North. Beſhrew your heart, 
Fair Davghter) you do draw my Spirits from n1?, 


V Vith new lamenting ancient Over-ſights. 
ButI muſt go, and meet with danger there. 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 
And find me worſe provided. 


Wife, O flye to Scotland, | 


Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 
Have of their Puiſlance made a little taſte. 
Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the King, | 
Then joyn you with them, like a Rib of Steel, 

To make Strength ſtronger. Burt, for all our loves, 


irſt let them try themſelves. So did your Son, 


He was fo ſuffer'd ; ſo came 1 a V Vidow : 

And never ſhall have length of Life enough, 
Torain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 

That it may grow, and ſprowt, as high as Heaven, 


For | 


I 
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For Recordation to my -Noble Husband, 
 » Nor.: Come, come go ig with me+-'tis with my, Mind | 
As with.the Tyde, ſwe}Pd up into tus height, 
That makes a ſtill-itand, tunning veither way, 
Fain would I goto meet the Arch-Biſhop, 

But many a thoaſant Reaſons hold;me back, 
! will reſolve for Scotland there am I, 

Fill Time and Vantage-crave ny -coinpany. : -[Exenrt. 


z- , | 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter ttvo Drawer s. 


John:?Thou know'lt Sir John cannot endure an Apple Jobr. 

2. Draw, Thou fay'lt trye:' the Prince once {er.a Diſh 
of Apple-Johns before him, and told him there were five 
more Sir Johns : and, putting off his hat, ſaid, I will now 
take my leave of theſe 11x drie,round,old-wither*d Knights. 
iranger'd him to the heart : burh='hath forgot thar:, 

Ii. Draw, Why-then cover, and ſet them down: /and 
ſre if thou canſt find our Smeak?s Noyſe; Miltriſs Tear- 


ſheet would fajn have ſome Mulick. 


2. \Praw. Sirrah,- here will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Poins, anon : and'they -will put on two of qur Jerkins, j 
and Aprons, and Sir Johz muſt not kao of ir. Bardeſp» 
hath brought word, | | 

1. Draw. Then here wil be old Uris ; it will be an cx- 
cellent Stratagem. - 

2. Draw. Vle' ſee if I can find out Sneak. 


v 


LExit, 


Enter. Hoſteſs and Dol., 


_ 


Hoſt, Sweet-heart, methinks now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperality - your Pulſidge beats as extra- 
ordinarily, as heart would deſire ; and: your Colour (1 
warrant you? is asred as any Roſe : But you have drunk 
too much Canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching 
Wine; and ic perfumes the Blood, ©re we can ſay what's 
his. How do you now ? | 

Dol. Better than I was: Hem, 

Hoſt. Why that was well faid : A good heart's worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir Joh. | 

Enter Falltaft. 

Fal. When Arthur fir i Comt--( empty the Jordan ) 
and was a worthy King : How now Miſtrifs Dol. 

Hoſt. Sick of a Calm: yea, good-looth. 

Falt, So is her Sect , if they be once in a Calm, they 
are lick. 

Dol. You muddy Raſcal; is that all the comfort you 
ive me ? 

Fal. You make fat Raſcals, Miltriſs Dol, | 

ol. I make them? Gluttony and Diſeaſcs make them, 
| make them not. 

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to 
make the Diſeaſes (Dol), we catch of you{ D ol), we catch 
of you: Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant thart. 

Dol. 1 marry, our Chains, and oar Jewels. 

Falſt. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to 
ferve bravely, is to come halting off : you know to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravely z- to venture upon the charg'd Chambers 
bravely. 

Hoſt. Why is this the old faſhion : you two never 
mcet, but you fall to ſome diſcord : you are. both (in- 
good troth ) as Rheumatick as two drie Toſtes, you 
cannot one bear with anothers Contirmities. What the 
good-yeer ? One muſt bear, and that muſt be. you - 
you are the weaker Veſſel, as they ſay, the emptier 
Veſſel. 

Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear fuch a huge ful) 
Hogs-head ? There's a whole Merchants Venture of 


The ſecond Part of King Hen ry tbe F ourth. 


\- Bordeaux ſtuff in him : you have not (e 


. | thee again, or no, there is no 
| Enter Dr 


Or | [es Aer I pray you. 
1 Drawer, What halt thou brought there ?  Apple- | 


ſtuft in the Hold., Come, Þle be friends with thee, 7 
Thon art. going to the Wars, a wars TE 
© ROY 


with you, | 


buther : it is the fqul-mouth'dit Rogue in Englaps, 
Hoſt. If he ſwagger, let him not come here : I muſt 


door, there comes no ſwaggerers here : 1 have not liy*d 
all this while, to have ſwaggering now : ſhut the dur, 


_ Fat. Do'ſt: thou hear, Hoſteſs ? - 

' Hoſt, *Pray you pacihe your ſelf ( Sir John) there' comes 
no ſwaggerers here. ; * Ti, 

Falſt. Do'lt thou hear ? it is mine Ancient. wh, 

Hoſt. Tilly-fally (Sir Jon) never tell-me, your ancicnt 
Swaggcrer comes not in, my doors. I was before Maſter 
Tifick,the Deputy, the other day: aud as he faid to me, 
It was no longer ago than Wedneſday lat : Neighbour 
Quickly (fayes he; ) Maſter Don-b our ' Miniſter, was by 
then-: Neighbour Quickly (ſayes he) receive .tho that 
are Civil ; for (faith he) you are in at ul Name : Bgu 
he ſaid ſo, I can tell whercupen: for (fayes ke) you 'wre 
an honeſt Woman, and well ttkought 2, therefore yoke 
heed what Guelts you receive ; Receive (fas he) 1G 
{waggering Companions. There come none hore. You 
would bleſs you to hear what he faid. No, Plz no Swag 
gerers.. | | 

Falſt. .He's no Swaggerer ( H'jie;5: }) a tawe Cheater, 
he : 'you may ſtroake him as geutly, as a Puppy-Giey- 
hound : he will not ſwagger with a Barbary Hen : If ker | 


up (Drawer. ) 
Hoſt. Cheater, cail you him ? I wilt tar ro Hozelt 
man my houſe, ncr no Cheater : but 1 do not log ſwag! 


4 
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Draw. Sir, Angient 7ift is below, and would ſpeak, 


Feathers turn back in any ſhew of retiſtauce. Call tum 


, whether I ſhall cver ice, | 


Ddl. Hang him, ſnaggering Raſcal, et him not coins | 


live amongſt my Neighbours, Vie no ſwaggerers * 1 am |þ 
in good name, and fame, with the: very-bit : ſhut the | 


——" 


gering; I am the worſe. when one jaJs iwagzetcr © Fee) 
Maſters, how I ſhake : lock you, I natraut ycu. 
Del. So you do, Holteis. pr 
Hoſt . Do I ? yea, in very truth do l, it it were a2 Af- 
pen'Leaf : I cannot abide Swagg.rers. | 


Enter Piitcl, and Bardolph, ard kis By. ” 


Pift. ?Save you, Sir John, 

Fal. Welcome Anci:nt P:2!, Here (PiÞ-1) I charge! 
you with a Cup of Sack : do you Giicharg2 up9a mu? ; 
Holl els. . 

Piſt. | will diſcharge vpon her ( Sir Joan) with tive 
Bullets, 

Faſt. She is Piftol-proof ({ Sir ) you ſhall hardly 
her. | 

Hoſt. Come, Ple drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets : 
I vill drink no more than will do me good, for no mans 
pleaſure, I. 


« 
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. Dor, Charge me; { ſcorn you ( ſcurvy Companion, ) 
What ? you poor, bale, raſcally, cheating, lack-Linzen- 
Mate : away you mouldy Rogue, away, L £1 Iacat tur 
your Maſter. | | 

Fiſt. 1 know you, Miſtriſs Dorothze. 

Dol. Away you cut-purſe Raſcal, you filthy Bung 
away : By this Wine, Ple thrult my Knite in your moul- 
dy Chaps, if you play the fawcy, Cuttle with, me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Raſcal, you Basket-hilr ſtale Juglcr, 50u, 
Since when, L pray you, Sir ? what, with two Points on 
your ſhoulder ? much. 

Piſt. 1 will murther your Ruff, for this. 

Hoſt. No, good Captain Pijtsl : not kere, firect 


| Captain. 


| 


Piſt. Then to you ( Miltriſs Dxockie) I will charge | 


Dal. | 


A— 


————— 
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Dol. | Captain ? thou abominable damn'd Cheater, 
art thou not aſham'd to be calld Captain ? If Ca 

were of my mind, they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
ing their Names upon you, before you havecarn'd them. 
'You a Captain? you ſlay, for what ? for YG © 90 
'Whores Ruffin a Bawdy-houſe ? He a Captain ? ng 
him Rogue, he liyes upon mouldy ſtew*d-Prunes, an 


che word Captain odious : Therefore Captains had need 
!look to it. | LINE: 4? 

| Bard. Pray thee go down; good Ancient. 

' Fal. Heark thee hither iſs Dol. 

' Pift. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporal Bardofph, I 
could tear her: Ile be reveng'd on her. 

Page. *Pray thee go down. 


Pift. Ple ſee her damn'd firſt : to Pluto?s damn'd Lake, 
to the Infernal Deep, where Erebxs and Tortures vile 
alſo. Aold Hook and Line, fay I: Down : down Dog, 
down Fates: have we not #Hiren here ? 

Hoſt. Good Captain Peeſel be quiet, it is very late : 
[ beſeck you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pift. Theſe he good humors indeed. Shall Pack-Horſes, 
and hollow-pamper*d Jades of Aſia, which cannot go 
bur thirty Miles a day, compare with Ceſar, and with 
Cannibal, and Trojan Greeks ! nay, rather damn them 
with King, Cerberzs, and let the Welkin roar : ſhall 
we fall foul for Toyes ? 

Hoſt. By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 
words. 

Bard, Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow to a 
Brawl anon. 

| Piſt, Die men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins : 
Have we not #Hiren here 

| Hoſt. On my word (Captain) theres none ſuch here. 
What the good-yeree, do you think I would deny her ? 
[ pray be quiet. 

| Pjift. Then feed, and be fat (my fair Calipolis) Come, 
give me ſome Sack, Ss fortune me tormente, ſperaro me 
| contente. Fear we broad.ſides ? No, let the Fiend give fire: 


TGive me ſome Sack « and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 


{ Come we to full Points here ; and are & catera*s no- 
thing ? 

Fal. Piſtol, 1 would be quiet. 

Pift. Sweet Knight, kiſs thy Neaffe : what ? we have 
ſeen the ſeven Stars. 

Dol. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endure ſuch 
a Fuſtian Raſcal. 

P:;ft. Thruſt him down ſtairs ? know we not Gallo- 
way Nags ? 

Fal. Quoit him down (Bardolph) like a ſhove-groat 
ſhilling : nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing, he ſhall 
be nothing here. 

Bard, Come get you down ſtairs, 

Piſt. What 
then Death. rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful days : 
why then let grievous, gaſtly, gaping Wounds, untwine 
the Siſters three : Come Arropos, I fay. 

Hoſt. Here's good ſtuff toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. 1 prethee, Fack, 1 prethee do not draw. 

Falft. Get you down ſtairs, 

Hoft. Here's a goodly tumult : Ple forſwear keeping 
houſe, before Ile be in theſe tirrits, and frights. So : Mur- 
ther I warrant now. 'Alas, put up your naked Weapons, 
put up your naked Weapons. 

Dol. ] prethee, Fack, be qe, the Raſcal is gone : 
ah you whorſon little yaliant Villain, you. 

Hoſt. Are you not hurt Pth* Groyn ? me thought he 
made a ſhrewd Thruſt at your Belly. 

Falft. Have you turnd him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Raſcals drunk: you have hurt him 
(Sir) in the ſhoulder. 

Falft. A Raſcal to brave me. 


—— __KK_. 


| Dol. Ah, you ſweet little Rogue, you : alas, poor Ape, 
| 


dry'd Cakes. A Captain ? Theſe Villains will make | 


all we have Inciſion ? ſhall we embrew ? | 


| 


'Blanket. 


| 


how thou ſweat*ſt ? come, let me wipe thy Face : Come 
on, you whorſon Chops': Ah Rogue, I love thee : wa 
art as valorous as Heftor of Troy, worth five of Ap«- 
memnon ; and ten times better than the nine Worthies : 

'ah Villain. | 


Ple canvaſs thee between a pair of ſheets. 


A Raſcal, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-ſilver. 


whorſon little tydie Bartholmew Boor-pig, when wilt 
thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights, and | 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven ? 


Falſt. A raſcally- Slave, F will -toſs the Rogye in a 
Dol. Do, if thou dar'ſt for thy heart : if thou do'ſt, 


Enter Muſick. 
Tag The Muſick is come, Sir. 
Falſt. Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol. 


Del. And thou followd'ſt him like a Church : thon | 


Enter the Prince and Poins di ſonrgd. 


Fal. Peace, (good Dol) do not ſpeak like a Deaths- 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of ? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow : he would have} 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well. 

Dol. They fay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Falſt. He a good Wir ? hang him Baboon, his Wit is 
as thick as Tewksbury Muſtard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him, than is in a Mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then ? 

Fal. Becauſe their Legs are both of a bigneſs : and 
he yes at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, 
and drinks of Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumps upon Joyn'd- 
ſtools, and ſwears with a good grace, nd. wears his 
Boot very ſmooth, like unto the Sign of the Leg, and: 
breeds no bate with telling of diſcreet ſtories : and ſuch 
other Gambol faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak 
Mind, and an able Body, for the which the Prince ad- 
mits him : for the Prince himſelf is ſuch another : the 
weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between their 
Haberde-pois. 

Prince, Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his 
Ears cut off ? 

Poin, Let us beat him before his Whore. 

Prin. Look, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw*d like a Parrot. 

Pojn, Is it not ſtrange, that Deſire ſhould ſo many 
years out-live performance ? 

Fal. Kiſs me, Dol. 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in ConjunCtion ? 
What ſays the Almanack to that ? 

Poin. And look, whether the fiery Trigon, his Man, be 
not liſping to his Maſters old Tables, his Note-Book, 
his Counſel-keeper ? 

Fal. Thou do'ſt give me flattring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay truly, I Kiſs thee with moſt conſtant heart. 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dol. 1 love thee better, thanl love ere a ſcurvy young 
Boy of them all. | 

Fal. What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I ſhall 
receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Cappe 
to morrow. A merry Song, come : it grows late, we 
will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when I am gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping, if thou fay*ſt fo : 
prove that ever I dreſs my ſelf handſom, till thy re- 
turn : Well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis, | 

Prin. Poin, Anon, anon, Sir. 

Fal. Ha ? a Baſtard Son of the Kings ? And art not 
thou Pojns, his Brother ? 

Prin, Why thou Globe of ſinful Continents, what a 
Life doſt thou lead ? 
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Fal. A better than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prin. Very true, Sir : and I come to draw you out by 
the Ears. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace : Wel- 
come to London. Now »Heaven bleſs that ſweet Face of 
thine : What are you come from Wales ? 

Fal, Thou whorſon mad Compound of Majeſty : by 
this light Fleſh, and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

Prin. How ? you fat Fool, I ſcorn you. 

Poin, My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
and turn all to merriment, if youtake not the hear. 

Prin. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 
you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, vertuous, 
civil Gentlewoman ? 


my troth. 

Fal. Didſt thou hear me ? 

Prince, Yes : and you knew me, as you did when you 
ran away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, and 
ſpoke it on purpoſe, to try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no : notſo; 1did notthink, thou walt 
within hearing. : 

Prin, 1 ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wilful abuſe, 
and then I know how to handle you. | 

Fal. No abuſe ( Hal ) on mine Honor, no abuſe. 
Prin, Not to diſpraiſe me ? and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and | know not what ? 

Fal. No abuſe, ( Hal. ) 

Pojin. No abuſe ? 


I diſprais'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in love with him : In which doing, 4 have 
done the part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and 
thy Father is to give me thanks for it. No abuſe ( Hal: ) 
none ( Ned) none ; no Boys, none. 
Prin. See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
ardiſe, doth not, make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman, to cloſe with vs ? Is ſhe of. the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoſteſs here, of the Wicked ?. Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeſt Bardolph (whoſe zeal burns. in his 
noſe ) of the Wicked ? | 
Porn, Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. 
Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecove- 
rable, and his face is. Lucifer*s Privy-Kitchin, where he 
doth nothing but roaſt Mault-Worms : for the Boy, there 
is a good Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids hun too. 
Prin. For the Women ? ; | 
Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and 
burns poor ſouls : for the other, I owe her Money ; and, 
whether ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 
Hoſt. No. I warrant you. 
Fal. No. I think'thon art not : I think thou art 
quit for that. Marry, . there is another Indictment up- 
on thee, for ſuffering fleſh to be | eaten in thy houle,; 
contrary. to the Law, for the which 1 think thou wilt 
howle. 
Hoſt, All Vittuallers do ſo : What is a Joynt of Mut- 
ton or two in a whole Lent ? 

Prin, You, Gentlewoman, 

Dol. What fays your Grace ? 

Falft. His Grace ſays that, which his fleſh rebels 
againſt, 


door there, Francis ? 
Emter Peto. 


1 Prin, Peto, how now ? what news ? 


om The King, your Father, is at Weſtminſter, 

And there twenty weak and- wearied Poſts, 

Come from the North : and as 1 came along, 

| met, and over-took a dozen Captains, 

| Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the 

And asking every one for Sir John Falſtaff. 
Prin, By Heaven ( Poins ) I feel me much to blame, 


Taverns, 


MR 


a 


Hoft. *Bleſſing on your good heart, and fo ſhe is by 


Fal. Noabuſe (Ned) in the World : honeſt Ned, none. | 


| That with the hurley, Death it felf awakes ? 


Hoſt, Who knocks ſo loud at the door ? Look to the | 


So idly to prophane the precious time,  - 
When. Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South 

Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads. 

Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 

Falſtaff , good night. [ Exit, 

Falſt. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of - the 
night, and we muſt hence, and leave it unpickt. More 
Knocking at the door * How now ? what's the mar- 
rer 7 

Bard. You muſt away to the Court, Sir, preſently, 

A dozen Captains ſtay at the door for you. 

Falſt. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrah : farewel Hoſteſs, 
farewel Dol. You ſee ( my good Wenches)) how men of 
Merit are ſought after : the undeſerver may ſleep, when 
the man of Action is call'd on. Farewecl, good Wenches: | 
if I be not ſent away poſt, I will ſce you again, &rel go. 

Dot. 1 cannot ſpeak : if my -heart be-not ready to 
burſt. Well ( ſweet Jack) have a care of thy ſelf. 

Falſt. Farewel, farewel. [ Exit. 

Hoſt. Well, fare thee well : I have'known thee theſe 
twenty nine years, come Peſcod-time: but an honeſter, 
and true-hearted man. Well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Miſtriſs Tear- ſheer. 

Hoſt. What's the matter ? 

Bard. Bid Miſtriſs Tear-ſheet come to my Maſter. 

Hoſt. O run, Del, run - run, good Dol. 

[ Exemnnt. 


Aittus Tertius. Scena Prima. + 


Enter the King , with a Page, 


Kjn. Go, call the Earls of Sarrey, and Warwick: 
But e*re they come, bid them o're-read theſe Letters. 
And well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. [| Exit. 
How many thouſand of my pooreſt Subjects 
Are at this hour aſleep ? O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Natures foft Nurſe, how have | trightzd thce, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetliulneſs ? 
Why rather ( Sleep ) lyelt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uncaſie Pallads ſtretching thee, 
And huſht with buzzing Night, flyes to thy ſlumber, 
Than in the pertun?d Chambers of the Great ?: 
Under the Canopies of coltly State, | 
And lulPd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melody ? 
O thou dull God, why lyeſt thou with the vile, 
In loathſom Beds, and leav?®lt the Kingly Couch 
A watch-caſe, or a common Larum-Bell ? 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 
Seal up the Ship-boys Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in the viſitation of the Winds, 
Who take the Ruſfan Billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads and hanging them 
With deaPning Clamors in the flip'ry Clouds, 


Canſt thou ( O partial Sleep) Give thy Repoſe 
To the wer Sca-boy in an hour fo rude : 

And in the calmeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Night, 
With all appliances, and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneaſie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty. 

King. It is —od-martons; Lords ? "7 

War. *Tis one a Clock, and paſt, 

King. Why then good-morrow to you all (myQLords : ) 
Have you read o're the Letters that I ſent you ? \ 
H h War.| 
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IWar. ho have ( my Liege. ) ws 
King. Tien you perceive the Body of our Kingdom 
How Sul Its : dee rank Diſeaſes grow, mY Sena Secu Il aa. 
: And with what danger, near the heart of it? ; 
j | War. It is but as a Body, yet diltemper*d, 
| Which to the former ſtrength may be reſtor*d, 
With good advice, and little Medicine ; 
My Lord, Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. Shal, Come-on, come-or, come-on : 81 Ve me your 
r 


K mg. Oh Heaven,that one might read the Book of Fate, | Hand, Sir, give me your Hard, Sir : an early ſtirrer, by 
And ſce the Revolution of the Times the Rood. And how doth my good Coulin Silence ? 


Make Mountains level, and the Continent 5:1, Good-morrow, good Coulin Shallow, 
( Weary of ſolid firmneſs) melt it ſelf Shal. And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellow ? 
Into the Sea : and other Times, to ſee and your faireſt Daughter, and mine; my God-Danghter 


The beachy Girdle of the Ocean Ellen ? 


Too wide for Neptuncs hipps 3 how Chances mocks Sil, Alas, a black Ouzel, ( Couſin Shallow, ) 
Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my Coufin William 


And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration ; 
With divers Liquors. ?Tis not ten years gone, | is become a good Scholar ? he is at Oxford ftill, is he not ? 
Since Richard, and IVorthumberlang, great Friends, S:l. Indeed, Sir, to my coſt. 

Did feaſt togethcr ; and in two years after, Shal. He muſt then ro the Inns of Court ſhortly . I was 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight years ſince, once of Clement”sInn ; where (I think ) they will talk of 
| This Percie was the man, neareſt my Soul z mad Shallow yet. £ 
'Who like a Brother, toyPd in my Atfirs, Sil, You were calld luſty Shallow then, (Couſin. ) 

And laid his Love and Life under my foot : Shal. I was calPd any thing : and 1 would have done 
Yea, for my ſake, even to the eyes of R:chard any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, little John Doit of Staffordſhire, and black George Bare, 

: and Francis Pick-bone, and Will. |Squele a Cot-ſal-man, | 


( You Couſin Newil, as I may remember ) ] 
When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Tears, you had not. four ſuch Swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of 


( Then check'd, andrated by Northumberland ) Court again : And I may ſay to you, we knew where 
| Did ſpeak theſe words ( now prov'd a Prophecie :) the ZBona-Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all at | 
_ { 2Forrhumberland, thou Ladder, by the which commandement. Then was Fack Falſtaff (now Sir Jobn )- 

{ My Couſin - Ballsngbrock, aſcends my Throne : a Boy, and a Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 


( Though then, Heaven knows, I had no ſuch intent, Norfolk, Or 
But thatneceſlity ſo bow?d the State, S:1, This Sir John, (Coulin) that comes hither anon 
That I and Greatneſs were compelPd to kiſs : ) about Souldiers ? | 
The time ſhall come ( thus did he follow it ) Shal. The ſame Sir For, the very ſame : I ſaw him | 
The time will come, that foul Sin-gathering head break Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate, when he was 
Shall break into Corruption - ſo went on, a Crack, not thus high :-and the very ſame day did I fight | 
| Fore-telling this ſame Times Condition, with one Sampſon Srock-fiſh, a Fruiterer, behind Greys- 

And the diviſion of our Amity. Inn, Oh the mad days that I haveſpent * and to ſce how | 

W.r. There is a Hiſtory in all mens Lives, many of mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 
Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas'd. Sil. We ſhall all follow, ( Couſin. ) . 
Shal. Certain : *tis certain : very ſure, very ſure- 


The which obſerv*d, a man may prophecie, [ 
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things Death is certain to all, all ſhall dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fair ? 


As yet rot come to Life, which in their Seeds 
Sil. Truly, Couſin, I was not there. 


And weak beginnings lye entreaſured : / 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time | Shal. Death is certain, Is old Double of your Town 
living yet ? | 


And by the neceſſary form of this, 


l ——  __ _ _— 
—— * j- 


Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, and Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf. 
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'| They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
[Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 
'| War. It cannot be (my Lord: ) 


| King Kichard might create a perfect gueſs, Sil. Dead, Sir. 
Thar great Northumberland, then falle to him, Shal. Dead ? See, ſee : he drew a good Bow : and | 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſeneſs, dead ? he ſhot a fine ſhoot. Fohn of Gaunt loved him | 
| Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? he 
Unleſs on you. | | would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve-ſcore, and car- 
King. Are theſe things then Necellities ? ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and 
1 Then let us meet them like Neceſlities a half, that it would haye done a mans heart good to ſee. 
And that ſame ward, even now cryes out on us: How a ſcore of Ewes now ? 
Sil. Thereafter'as they be - a ſcore of good Ewes may l 


be worth ten pounds. 
Shal. And is old Double dead ? 


'{Rumor doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, | 
-| The number of the P_ _ it your Grace Enter Bardolph and his Boy. | 
|To go to bed, upon my Life ( my Lor | | 
| The Pow'rs that _ already oy ſent forth, Sil. Here come two of Sir Foby F alſtafſ"s men ( as 1 
| Shall bring this Prize io very ealily. think. ) 
To comfort you the more, L have receiv'd Shal. Good-morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. Bard, | beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shaſlow ? . 
| Your Majeſty hath been this fort-night ill, Shal. 1 am Robert Shallow (Sir ) a poor Eſquire of this 
| And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce muſt add County, one of the Kings Juſtices of the Peace : 
Unto your Sicknefs. What is your good pleaſure with me? 
King. 1 will take your counſel : Bard, My Captain, (Sir ) commends him to you : my 
1 And weretheſe inward Wars once out of hand, Captain, Sir Fohn Falſtaff : a tall Gentleman, and a moſt 
{We would ( dear Lords) unto the Holy-Land. gallant Leader. ; : 
Shal. He greets me well : (Sir ) I knew him a good 
i [ Exeunt. | Back-Sword-man. How doth the = Knight ? may I 
| ask, bow my Lady his Wife doth 


Bard 
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Bard. Sir, pardon + a Souldicr is better accommoda- 


ted, than with a Wife. Eo a: 
Shal. It is well ſaid, Sir and it is well ſaid indeed, too : 


| Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeed is it : good 


phraſes are ſurely and every where very commendable 
Accommodated, it comes of Accommodo : very good, a 


| good phraſe. 


Bard. Pardon, Sir, 1 have heard the word. Phraſe, 
call you it ? by this day, I know not the Phraſe - but 
L will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of excecding good 
Command. Accommodated - that is, when a man 1: 
( as they ſay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 
whercby he thought to be accommodated, which 1s al 


excellent thing. 
Enter Falſtaff. . 

Shal. It is very juſt : Look, here comes good Sir Fohn. 
Give me your hand, give me your Worlhip's good hand : 
Truſt me, you look well : and bear your years very w.1l. 
Welcome, good Sir Fohn. 

Falſt. 1 am glad to ſez you well, good Maſter Rover? 
Shallow : Maſter Sure-card, as | think ? | 

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Coulin Szlence : 1n Com- 
miſſion with me. | 

Falſt. Good Maſter S:lehce, it well befits, you ſhould 
be of the Peace. 

Sil. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

Falſt. Fie, this is hot weather, (Gentlemen ) have you 
provided me here half a dozen of ſufficiens Meu ? 

Shal. Marry have we, Sir : Will you lit ? 

Fal(t. Let me fee them, I beſeech y'ou- 

Shal. Where's the Roll ? Where?s the Roll ? Where”s 
the Roll ? Let me ſee, let me ſee, et me fee : fo, fo, fo, 
ſo : yea marry, Sir, Ralph Mouldy - 'et them appcar as | 
call : let them do fo, let them do 1o : Let me fee, Where 
is Mouldy ? | 
Mol. Here, If it pleaſe you. : 

Shal. What think you (Sir Job») a good limb”'d Fel- 
low : young, ſtrong, and of good friends. 
Falſt. Is thy name AMoulay : 

Moul, Yea, if it pieaſc you. 

Flft. *Tis the more time thou Wert ugd. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are 
mouldy, lack uſe : 
Fohn, very well ſaid. 

Falſt. Prick him. 

Mod. 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone : my old Dame will bz undone now, 
for one to do her tin>bandry, and her Drudgery ; you 
need not to have prickt me, there are other men litter 
to £0 out than I. 

Falſt. Go to : peace Mouldy, yoh ſhall go. Monlay, 
it is time you were ſpent. 

Moul, Spent * 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; ſtahd aſide : Know you 
where you are ? For the other, Sir Joh» : Let me ſce : 
Simon Shadow. | 

Falſt. 1 marry, let me have him to fit under: he's like 
to be a cold Souldier. 

Shal. Where's Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, Sir. 

Falſt. Shadow, whoſe Son art thov ? 

Shad. My Mother's Son, Sir. 

Falſt. Thy Mother's Son : like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers Shadow : ſo the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
of the Male : it is often ſo indeed, but not of the Fathers 
ſubſtance. 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? — © 

Falſt. Shadow will ſerve for Summer : prick him: For 
we have a number of ſhadows to fillup the Muſter-Book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. 

Falſt. Where's he ? 


Wart, Here, Sir. 
Falſt. Is thy name Wart ? 


| Wart, Yea, Sir. | 
Falſt, Thou art a very ragged Wart. 
| Shal, Shall I prick him Gown, 

Sir John ? 

F.lſt. It were ſuperfluous : for his apparel is built up- 
on his back, and the whole frame ſtands upon pans : prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir : you can do it : I 
commend you well. 

Francis Feble. 

Fecble, Here, Sir, 

Shal, What Trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Feeble, A Woman's Taylor, Sir ? 

Shal, Sh:11 1 prick him, Sir ? 

Falſt. You may : 
Burt ir it had bzen a May's Taylor, he would have prick 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an Enemies Bar-? 
tel, as thou haſt done in a Woman's Petticoat ? | 

Feeb. | witl do my good will, Sir ? you can have no more. 

Falſt. Welt faid, good Woman's Taylor : Well faid, 
Conrag!ous Fceble thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 
tall Dove, cr molt magnanimous Mouſe. Prick the wo- 
man's Taylor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shallow, 

Feetie, 1 viould Warr might have gone, Sir. 


very ſingular zood. V Vell faid, Sir | 


| work, before came to Clement?s Inn. 


Faijt. I would thou wert a Man” Taylor, that thou 
mighPlt mend him, and make him fit to go. 1 cannot put 
Un to a private Souldier, that 1s the Leader of ſo many 
thouſands. Let that ſuffice, molt forcible Fecble, 

Feeble, It ſhall ſuffice. 

Faljt. 1 am bound to thee, reverend Feeble, Who is 
the next ? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Gr:en. | 

Faljt. Yea marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. 

Bal. Here, Sir. 

Faljt. Truſt inc, a likely Fellow. Come prick me Bul- 
calf , till he roar again. 

Bul, Oh, good my Lord Captain. | 

Faljt. What ? do'it thou roar before tart prickr. 

Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a difcaſed man. 

Falſt. What diſcaſe haſt thou ? 

Bul. A whorlon cold, Str ; a cough, Sir, which I caught" 
with Ringing in'the Kings Afﬀairs, upon his Coronation 
day, SIr. 

Faljt. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown : 
we will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch order 
that thy Friends {hall ring for thce. 1s here all ? | 

Shai, There is two more called than your number, | 
you mult have but four here, Sir, and fo, | pray you, go 
in with me to Dinner. 

Falſt. Come, I will go drink with you, but 1 cannot | 
tarry Dinner. Iam glad to fee you in gcoJ troth, Ma- 
[ter Shallow, 

Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we by all 
night in the Wind miil in Saint Geer, Fields ? 

Falſt. No more of that, good Maſter Shallow : No 
more of thar. 

Shal. Ha? it was a merry night. And is Fave Night- | 
work alive ? 

Faljt. She lives, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal, She never could away with me. 

Falſt. Never, never : She would atways ſzy, ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shallow, 

Shal, 1 could anger her to the heart : ſhe was then a 
Bona-Roba. Doth ſhe hold her own w<ll ? 

Faſt, Old, old, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Nay ſhe malt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but be old ; 
certain ſhe%s old : and had Reb: Nrghe-work, by old Night- 


Sil, Thar's hfry five yeares ago. 
$-el. Hah; Coutfin S-lence, that thou hadſt ſen that, that 
this Knight and 1 have ſcen : hah, Sir Feb, ſaid I well ? 
Falſt, We have heard the Chimes at mid-night, Ma- 

[ter Shallow. 
Shat. That we have, that we have; in faith, Sir Fob»; 
Rh 2 we 
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we have : our watch-word was, Hem-Boys. Come, 
let's to dinner , come, let's to dinner : Oh the dayes 
that we have ſeen. Come, come. 

Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph, ſtand my 
Friend, and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French 
Crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang'd, 
Sir, as go, and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, 
but rather, becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine own 
part, have a deſire to ſtay with my Friends: elſe,Sir,l did 
not care, for mine own part, ſo much. 

Bard. Go too: ſtand aſide. 

Ml. And good Maſter Corporal Captain, for my 
old Dames ſake, ſtand my Friend : ſhe hath no body to 
do any thing about her, when 1 am gone: and ſhe is od 
and cannot help her ſelf : you ſhalt have forty, Sir. 

Bard. Go too: ſtand aſide. 

Feeble. 1 care not, a man can dye but once : we owe 2 
death. I will never bear a baſe mind : if it be my deſti- 
ny, ſo: if it be not, ſo: no man is too good to ſerve his 


year, is quit for the nexr, 

Bard, Well faid, thou art a good, Fellow. 

Feeble. Nay, I will bear no baſe mind. 

Falft. Come Sir, which men ſhall 1 have ? 

Shal. Four of which you pleaſe. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have three pound, to 
free Monldy and Bulcalf. 

Falſt., Go too : well. 
| Shal. Come, Sir Joh, which four will you have ? 

Falit, Do you chuſe for me. 

Shal, Marry then, AMouldy, Bulcalf, 
Shallow, 

Falſt. Mouldy, and Bulcalf : for you Mouldy, ſtay at 
home, till you are paſt ſervice : and for your part Bul- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir Fohn, Sir John, do not your ſelf wrong, they 
are your likelieſt men, and I would have you ſery*d 
with the beſt. | 

Falſt. Will you tell me (Maſter Shallow) how to chuſe 
a man? Care I for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, 
| Bulk, and big aſſemblance of a man? give me the Spirit 

(Maſter Shallow.)Wheres Wart ? you ſee what a ragged 
appearance It is : he ſhall charge you, and diſcharge you, 
with the motion of a Pewterers Hammer : Come off, and 
on, ſwifter than he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. 
And this ſame half-fac'd fellow, Shadow, give me this 
man, he preſents no mark to the Enemy, the fo-man 
may with as great ayme level at the edge of a Pen-knitfe : 
and for a R<treat, how ſwiftly will this Feeble, the wo- 
| mans Taylor, run off. O give me the ſpare men, and 
| ſpare me the great ones. Put me a Calyver into War?'s 
| hand, Bardolph, ; 

Bard. Bold Wart, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus. 

Falſt. Come, manage me your Calyver : ſo, very well, 
£0 to, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwayes 
a little, lean,old,chopt,bald Shor. Well faid Wart, thou 
art a good Scab : hold there is a Teſter for thee. | 
| Shal. He is not his Craft-maſter, he doth not do it 
right. 1 remember at 44le-end-Green, when I lay at 
Clemem”®s Inn, 1 was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's 
Show, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Piece thus : and he would about, and a- 
bout, and come you in, and come you in : Rah, tah, tahy 
would he ſay, Bownce would he fay, and away again 
would he go, and again would he come : 1 ſhall never ſee 
ſuch a Fellow. 

Falſt. Theſe Fellows will do well, Maſter Shallow. 
Farewel Maſter Þ/ence, I will not uſe many words with 
you : fare you well, Gertlemen both : I thank you - I 
muſt a dozen miles to night. Bardelph give the Souldi- 
ers Coats. 

Shal. Sir John, Heaven bleſs you, and proſper your 
Afﬀairs, and ſend us Peace. As you return viſit my 


Feeble, and 


| 


tyre I will with you' to the Court. 
Falſt. 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow, 


Shal. Go to: I have ſpoke at a word, Fare you well. 
[ Exit, 
Falſt. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On Bardolph, 


lead the men away. As I return, I will fetch off 
theſe Juſtices : I do ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow. 
How ſubject we old men are to this vice of Lying ? 
This ſame ſtary*d Juſtice hath done nothing but prate to 
me of the wildeneſs of his Youch, and {the Feats he hath 
done about Tuwrnbal-ſtreet, and every third word a Lye, 
duer pay*d to the hearer,than the Turks tribute. 1 do re- 
member him at Clements Inn, like a man made 2fter 
ſupper, of a Cheeſe-paring. When he was naked, he was, 
for all the world, like a forked Radiſh, with a Head fan- 
taſtically cary*d upon it with a Knife. He was forlorn, 
that his Dimenſions (to any thick ſight) were invinci- 
ble. He was the very Gemus of Famine : he came ever 
in the rear-ward of the faſhion : And now is the Vices 
Dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiarly of Job? 
of Gaunt, as if he had been ſworn Brother to him : and 
Ple be ſworn he never ſaw him but once in the Tilt-yard, 
and then he burſt his head, for crouding among the Mar- 
ſhals men. I ſaw'it, and told John of Gaunt, he beat his 
own Name, for you might have truſg9d him, and all hi: 
apparel into an Eel-skin : The Caſe of a Trebl- 
Ho-boy was a Manſion for him ; a Court; and row 
hath he Land, and Beeyes. Well, I will be acquau.cec 
with him, if I return ; and it ſhall go hard, but I will 
make him a Philotophers two Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, I ſee no reaſon, ia th. 
Law of Nature, but I may ſnap at him. Letiime ne. 
and there an end. \ CExenut. 


Aus Puartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop, Mowbray, Halings, 
Weſtmerland, Colevile. . 


Biſh. What is the Forreſt calld ? 
Ha#t. "Tis Gualtree Forreſt, andt pleaſe your Grace. 
Biſh. Stand here,(my Lords) and ſend diſcoveries forch, 
To know the number of our Enemies. 
Hoſt. We have ſent forth already. 
Biſh. *Tis well done. 
My Friends and Brethren (in theſe great Afﬀairs) 
I muſt acquaint you, thar I have receiv'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, renure, and ſubſtance thus. 
How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold fortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy : whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes 
To Scotland : and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppoſite. 
Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground, 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Haſt. Now? what Newes ? ; 
Meſſ. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely off a mule, 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy : | 
And by the ground they hide, 1 judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 
Mow. The juſt proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the Feld. 

Enter Weſtmerland. 

Biſh. What well appointed Leader fronts us here ? 
Mow. 1 think it is my Lord of Weſtmer 
Weſt. Health, and fair greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter. 


is 


Houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: Peradyen- 


EST - PETS 


Biſh, Say on (my Lord of Weſtmerland) in peace: 
W hat 


| 


tw 
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= SLOT HGSIT IDES" 
{| What dorh concern your coming ? And you ſhall ſay (indeed) it 15 the time, 
Weſt. Then (my Lord) And not the King that doth you injuries. 
Unto your Grace 01 1n chief addreſs Yer for your part, It not appears to me, 
The ſubtance of m1 / Speech, It thac Rebellion ither from the King, or in the preſent Time 
i Came like it ſelf, in hate an _ abject Rours | hit vou ſhould have An inch of any ground 
Led on by blood: Yautha euarded with R age, l'o dutld a Griet on : were yon not reſtor'd 
And countcraned by Boys, and Beggery : Fo all the Duke of Vorfll2s Sergnories, 
| fay if dam:2?d' Commoricn ſo appear, Your Noble and right well remzmbred Fathers ? 
In his trac, native, and molt proper ſhape, Mow, Wh it thing, in Honour, had my Father loſt, 
You {Reverend Fathe r., and theie Nyble Lords) L :12t ned io be reviv 'd, and breath'd in me? 
24 not hon hc Tre, tO iirels the ugly Form he Kins that lov'd him, a3 the State ſtood then, 
| [Of baſe, : and bloody Inlurre.tion - 'a5 for, *d, p:rtorce compciPd to baniſh him : 
With your far Pon Dur. You, Lord Arch Bihop, \nd then, that Heary Bullinbrook and he 
W hoſe Sce is by a Civil Peace maintain'd, Bein z mounted, and both rowſed in LHEIT Seats, 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath tou hd, | hetr ne12hing Courſtrs daring of the Spur, 
Whoſe Learning, aad good Letters, Peace hath turor'd, | 1 ir armed Staves in chirze, their Beavers down, 
Whoſe w hite {ny oftments [gure nnocence, I :eir Ee, of Fire _ ſparkliug chrough t12hts of Steel, 
The Dovz, and very blelied Spirit of Peace ; And the loud Trumpet blowing them Logcther : 
Wherefore do you ſo ill tranſlate your elf, | wk thei 1, when there was notht: 19, CC uld have ftay'd 
Qat of the {p:ech of Pe: Ace, that bzars ſuch Grace, My Fa-h.cr itrom the Brealt of 5: -,broc ; 
into the harth and boyſtrous Tongue of War *?, when the King did throw his Warder down, 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, (His own Lite hung upon the Staff he threw) 
Your Pzns to Eaunces, and your Tongue divine Then threw he down himſelf, and all their Lives, 
4 To a lowd Trumpet, and a Poiut of War ? | I har by Indictment, and by din it of Sword, 
| Biſh. Wherefore do I this £ ſo the queſtion ſtands. Have ſince mi! carried uader Bullinsbrook . 
| Brielly to this end ; We arc all diſeas'd, | W*#.You fpeak{ Lord Mowbray)now you know not what. 
| Ard with our ſarfeitin g, and wanton hours, he 'n 1 ol H. refurd, was Teputcd Lnen 
Have brought our ſelves into a DUrNing, Feaver, in E:gl.:4 the moſt caliant Genticman. 
, And ve mult bleed for it : of which diieale \Vno knows, on whom Fortune would then have ſmiÞPd ? 
. | Our late King Richard (being infected) dy'd. But if you r Fagher had been Victor there, 
+ But (my molt Noble Lord of Weſtmerlard) He nOre had born it our of Coventry. 
k. | take not on me here as a Piylitian, FOr ul tic Country, 11 a general voice, 
; | Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, Cry'd hate upon him: and all their Prayers, and Love, 
| Treop in the Throngs of Military men : ere {-t on #creford, whom they doted on, 
Bat rather ſhew a while like fearful War, And blef9d,and gracd, and did more than the King. 
To dyet rank Minds, ſick of happineſs ; But this 1s m<er digrefſion from my purpoſe. 
And parge thobltru: tians vwhich begin to ſtop Here come | from our Princely General, 
Our very Veivs of Lite : hear me more plalnly. To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
| have 1n eq 11a 1} Ballance juitly We 21g1d, That he will £1vC you Audience : and wherein 
What VW rc 12S our Arms may do, wh at Wrongs we ſuffer, | Lt ſha'l appear, that your Demands are juſt, 
And find our Griefs heavier than our Offences. You ihall enjoy them, every thing ſer of 
\Ve fee which way the ſtream of Time doth run, I hzt might io mncih as think you Enemies. . 
And are enfor©d trom our moit quiet there, A{ow, Eut he hath ford us to compel this Offer, 
i By the e roogh Torrent of Occalion, And it procceds trom Policte, not Love. 
| A; 'd have the ſummary of all our Gt -iefs lieft. 0: forbray, you over-ween to take it fo: 
(When tune ſhatl {erve ) to ſh:w in Articles ; This "Offer comes trom Mercy, not from Fear. 
\Which long Ore this, we offer*d to the King, For lo, within a Ken our Army lies. 
And might by no $1 it, g1in our Aadiznce : Upon mine Honour, all roo confident 
W hun WE are WIon. 2d and would unfold our Griets, To give admittance to a thoughr of Fear. 
We are d.ny'd acccl; unto his Perſon, Our Battel :s more full of Names than yours, 
—— 1 by thoſe men, that molt have done us wrong, Our M:n more perfect i in the uſe of Arms, 
e dangers of ihe days but newly gone, Our Armour all as ſtrong, our Cauſe the belt ; 
wh, loſe incmory is written on the Earth Then Reaſon will, our Hearts ſhould be as 200d. 
With yet appearing Blood ; and the Examples Say you not then our Off.r is comp-iPd. 
Ot every Minates inſtance (preſent now) Aw, Well, by my will we ſhall admit no Parley. 
Hath put vs in theſe ill- -deleeming Arms: Weſt. That argues but the ſhame of your Offence : 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 1A rotten Cafe abides no handing. 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, Hat. Hath the Prince John a full Commiſſion, 
Concurring, both in Name and Quality, In very ample virtue of his Father, 
Wec/e. When ever yet was your appeal deny'd ? Fo hear, and abſolutely to determine 
i \\ herein have you been galled by the King ? Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand v 
What Pecr hath bcen ſubornd, to grate on you, Weſt. That is intended in the Generals Name : 
That you ſhould ſal this iawlets bloody Book { muſe you make fo ſlight a Queſtion. 
Of forg'd Rcubellion, with a Scal divine ? Bi(h. T hentake (my Lord of Weſtmrerland) this Schedule, 
Biſh. My Brother General, the Common-wealth For this contains our general Grievances: 
| make my Quvarrcl in par X yk" Each ſeveral Article hercin redreſs'd, 
IWeft. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs ; All members of our Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
Or if there w cre, It not belongs to you. That are inlinewed to this Actien, 
Aiow, Why not to him in part, and to us all, Paw. yams by a true ſubltantial form, 
Thar fecl the bruiſes of the days before, And preſent execution of our wills, 
And iulter the Condition of theſe Times To us, and to our Purpoſes contin'd, 
To lay an heavie and ynequal Hand upon our Honours ? | We come within our awful Banks again, 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbra And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 
Conltrue the Times to their Neccllities, IWeſt. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you Lords 
Hh 3 In| 
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[n 4ght of both our Battels, we may meet 

Ar either end in peace : which Heaven ſo frame, 

' Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which mult needs decide it. 

| Biſh. My Lord, we will do ſo. 

Mow. There is a thing within my Boſom tells me, 
That no Condition of our peace can ſtand. 

Haſt. Fear you not that, 1f we can make our Peace 
Upon ſuch large terms, and ſo 2bſolute, 

As our Conditions ſhall conliſt upon, 
Our Pcace ſhall ſtand as firm as Rocky Mountains. 

Afow. I, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That every light, and falſe-derived Cauſe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 

Shall to the King, talte of this Attion : 

That were onar Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
1 We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a wind, 
That even our Corn ſhall ſeem as light as Chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Bijh. No, no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty and ſuch picking Grievances - 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greatcr in the Heirs of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 
And keep no Telktale ro his Memory, 
[That may repeat, and Hiſtory his loſs, 
To new remembrance. For fil) well he. knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this Land, 
As his miſdoubrts preſent occaſion : 
His Foes are ſo enrooted with his Friends, 
Thar plucking to unhx an Enemy, 
He doth unfaiten fo, and ſhake a Friend. 
So that this L2nd, like an offenſive Wite, 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ſtrokes, 
_ | As he is ſtriking, holds his Infant up, 

| And hangs reſolv'd Correftion in the Arm, 
That was uprear'd to execution. ; 

Haft. Belides, the King hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth tack 
The very Inſtruments of Chaſtiſement : 

So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lyon 
May offer, but nc: hold, 
Biſh. *Tis very tru: : 
And therefore be aſſur*d (my good Lord Marſhal) 
If we do now make our Atonement well, 
Our Peace will (like a broken Limb united) 
Grow ſtronger, for the breaking. 
Mow. Be it fo: 
Here is return'd my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Enter Weltmerland. 

We.The Prince is here at hand : Pleaſeth your Lordſhip 

To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *rween our Armies ? 
Mow, Your Grace of Tork., in Heavens name then 
forward. 

Bifh. Before,and greet his Grace, (my Lord) we come. 

Enter Prince John. 

John. You are well encountred here (my Couſin /1ow- 
Good day to you gentle Lord Arch-Biſhop, (bray) 
And foto you Lord Haſtings, and to all. 

My Lord of Tork, it better {ſh:w*d with you, 
When that your Flock (afſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 

Your Expoſition on the holy Text, 

Than now to ſee you here an Iron man, 

Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to death. 
That man thar ſits within a Monarchs Heart, 

And ripens in the Sun-ſhine of his Favour, 

W-»:1d he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, _ 
'n ſhadow of ſuch greatneſs ?. With you, Lord Biſhop, 
It is even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 

How deep you were within the Books of Heaven * 
To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ; 


To us, the imagine voice of Heaven it ſelf ; 
The very Opener, an 4 Intelligencer 
Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heaven, 
And our” dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Princes Name, 
In deeds diſhonourable? You have taken vp, 
Under the counterfeit Zeal of Heaven, 
The Subjefts of Heaven's Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and Him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 

Biſh. Good my Lord of Lancafer, 
| am not here againſt your Fathers Peace : 
But (as I told my Lord of Weſtmerland) 
The time (miſ-order?d) doth in common ſenſe 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 
To hold our faferty up. I ſent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grief, | 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhoy'd from the:Court : 
W hereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, 
W hoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charn'd aſleep, 
Wirth grant of our moſt juſt and right deſire ; 
And true Obedience of this Madneſs curd, 


| Stoop tamely to the foot of Majeſty. 


Mw. If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laſt man. 

Haſt. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to ſecond our Attempt ; 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And fo, ſucceſs of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And Heir from Heir ſhall hold this Quarrel up, 
Whiles Ergland ſhall have Generation. 

Fobn. You are too ſhallow ( Haſtings) 
Much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottom of the after-times. 

Weſt. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them direQly, 
How far-forth you do like their Articles ? 

John. I like them all, and do allow them well : 
And ſwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father's purpoſes have bzen miſtook, 

And ſome, abour him, have too laviſhly 

Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 

My Lord, theſe Griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt : 
Upon my Life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their ſeveral Counties, 
As we will ours: and here between the Armies, 


Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love, and Amity. 
Biſh. 1 rake your Princely word, for theſe redreſles, 
Fohn, I give It you, and will maintain my word 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. 
Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace ; let them have pay, and part : 
I know it will well pleaſe them. 
Hie thee, Captain. LExit.. 
Biſh. Toyou my noble Lord of Weſt merland. 
Weſt. I pledge your Grace : 
And if you knew what pains I have beſtow?d, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drink freely :. but my love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſclf more openly hereafter, 
Biſh, 1 do not doubt you. 
Weſt. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin 2fowbray, 
Mow. You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am on the ſudden, ſomething 111. 
Biſh. Againſt ill Chances men are ever merry, 
But Heavineſs fore-runs the good Event. 
Weſt. Therefore be merry (Coz) ſince ſudden ſorrow 
Serves to ſay thus: ſome good thing comes to morrow. 
Biſh. Believe me, I am paſling light in Spirit. 
Adow, So much the worſe, if your own Rule be true. 


—__—— 
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. Fohn, The word of Peace is render*d : hark how they 
owr. 

Mow, This had been chearful after Victory, 

Biſh. A peace is of the nature of a Conquelt : 
For then both Parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party voſer. 

John, Go(my Lord) 
And let our Army be diſcharged too : 
|] And good my Lord fo (pleale you) let our Trains 
March by us, that we may perule the men, 
We ſhould have cop'd withall. 

Biſh. Go, good Lord Haſtings : 
And ere they be dii{miſgd, let them march by. [Exit 

Fohn, I truſt (Lcrds) we ſhall lie to night together. 

Enter Weſtmerland. 

Now Coulin, wherefore ſtands our Army ſtill ? 

Weſt. The Leaders, having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. 

John, T hey know their Dutie:. [ Enter Haſtings. 

Haſt. Our Army 1s diſpers'd : 
Like youthful Steers, nnyoakd, they took their courſe 
Eaſt, Welt, North, South : or lixe a School broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home, and ſporting place. 

Weſt. Good tidings, (my Lord Haſtings) tor the which 
I doarrelt thee ( Traytor ) of high Trealon: 
And you Lord Arch-Biſhop, and you Lord Afarbray, 
Of Capital Treaſon, 1 attach you both. 

Mow, 1s this proceeding juſt and honourable ? 

Weſt. 1s your Aſſembly fo ? 

Biſh, Will you thus break your Faith ? 

John. 1 pawn'd thee none : 
[ promisd you redreſs of theſe ſame Grievances 
Whzreof you did complain ; which by mine Honour, 
{ will perform, with a moſt Chriſtian care. 
But for you ( Rebels) look to taſte the due 
Meer for Rebellion, and ſuch Acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly d1d you theſe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 
Strike vp our Drums purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we, have ſafely fought to day. 
Some guard theſe Traitors tothe block of Death, 
Treaſons true b2d,and yielder up of breath. [ Exeuzt, 


[ Exit. 


F 


Enter Falſtaff, and Colevilc. 


Falſt, What's your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are 
you ? and what place, | pray ? 

Ccl. 1 am a Knight, Sir : 

And my Name is Colev:ile of the Dale. 

Falſt. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight i: ' 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile ſhall ſtil] 
be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dun. 
geon your Place, a place deep enough : ſo ſhall you be ſtil} 
Colevile of the Dale. 

Col. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff ? 

Falſtaff. As good a man as he, <ir, who e*reI am : do 
ye yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſcat for you ? if I do ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy Lovcrs, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obſer- 
vance to my mercy, 

Col. 1 think you are Sir Job»: Fal5taff, and in that 
thought yield me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole School of Tongues in this belly 
of mifie, and not a Tongue of them all ſpeaks any other 
word but my Name: and I had bur a belly of any indiffe- 
rency, 1 were ſimply the moſt ative fellow in Ewrope : my 
womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here comes our 
General, 


Enter Prince John a»« Weſtmerland, 


John, The heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſtmerland. 
Now Falſtaff, where have you becn all this while ? 


_—_—. 


When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Theſe rardy tricks of yours will ( on my life ) | 
One time or other, break ſome Gallows back. | 

Fal. | would be forry (my Lord) but it ſhovid 5- ! 
thus : I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was i: | 
reward of Valour. Du you think me a Swallow, ai: Ar- 
row, or a Bullet? Have 1, ia my poor and old Mctiun, 
the expedition of TI hougit ? 1 have fpeeded hither with 
the very extremelſt inch cf poilibility. 1 have four. dr.d 
nineſcore and odd Poſts : and herc ( travel-(:intcd 2s | 
am ) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, ::!.c:; Sir 
John Colevile of the Dale, a molt furious Knight, 2:.4 
valorous Encmy : But what of that ? he ſaw me, and 
yielded : that I may iuſtly ſay with the hook-2og'd fel- 
low of Rome, I came, ſaw, and over-came. 

Fohn, It was more of his Courtclie, than your Deſcrving. 

Fal. I know not : here he 1s, and here I yicl4 lum: 
and I beſeech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt i 
of this days deeds ; or, 1 ſwear, 1 will have it ia a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top ot it, | 
( Colevide ) killing my foot : To the which courſe, if 1 
be enforc'd, it you do not all ſhew like gilt ewo-pences to 
me 3 and 1, in theclear Sky of F2me, o'rc-ſtice you as 
much as the full Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, 
( which ſhew like Pins Heads to her) believe not the word 
of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and ler Ce- 
ſert mount. 

Fobn, Thine*s too heavy to mount. 

Falſt. Let it ſhine then. 

Fohn, Thine's too thick to ſhine. 

Falſt. Let it do ſomething ( my good Lord ) that way 
do me good, and call it what you will. 

Fohr,, Is thy Name Colevile ? 

Col. It 15 (my Lord.) 

Fehn. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile, 

Falit, And a famous true Subject took him. 

Col, 1 am ( my Lord) burtas my Bertters are, 

Thar led me hither : had they been ruPd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Falſt. | know not how they fold themſclves, but theu 
like a kind Fellow, gav*Iſt thy ſelf away ; azd1 thank thees{ 
for thee. 

Enter VVelſtmerland. | 

Fobn. Faye you left purſuic ? 

Weſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd, 

Joon. Send Colerile, with his Confederates, 

ToTork, ro preſent Execution. 
Blunt, lcad him hence, ard fee you guard him ure. 
F Exit Culevile. 
And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
[| hear the King, my Father is forc lick, 
Our News ſhall go before us, to his Majeſty, 
V Vhich ( Couſin ) you ſhall bear, to comtort him : 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. 

Falſe. My Lord, 1 beſeech you, give me leave to go 
through Gloceſterſhxre ;, and when you come to Court, Raud 
my good Lord, ?pray, in your good report. 

John. Fare you w:1l, Falſtaff : I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you, than you deſerve. [ Exit. 

Falſt. 1 would you had but the wit : twere better than 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young ſober- 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh ; but that's no marvel, he drinks no V Viuc: 
There's never any of theſe demure Boys come to ary 
proof : for thin drink doth ſo over-cool their bloody, | 
and making many Fiſh-Meals, that they fail into a kind ; 
of Male Green-lickneſs - and then, when they marry, 
they get V Venches. They are generally Fools, and Cow- 
ards ; which ſome of us ſhould be too, but for intammation. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it : 
it aſcends me into the Brain, Cries me there all the foo!- 
iſh, and dull, and crucy Vapours, which <nviron it : 
makes it apprehenſive, quick, torgetive, full of nimble, 
fiery, and deleCtable ſhapes ; which deliver'd @re to the 


Voyce, 
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Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excel- | 
leat Wit. The ſecond property of your excellent Sher- 
ris, is, the warming of the Blood : which before ( cold, 
and ſetled ) left the Liver white, and pale : which is the | 
Badge of Pulillanimity, and Cowardite : but thz Sherri; 
warms it, and makcs it courſe from the inwards, to the | 
parts extreme : it 1!/uminateth the Face, which ( as a Bea- 
con) gives warning to all the relt of this little Kingdom |; 
( man ) to Arm: and then the Vital Commoners, and in- | 
| land p<tty Spirits, multer me all to ther Cap:ain, the | 
Heart ;- who great, and putt up with his retinue, doth a- ; 
ny deed of Courage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. | 
So that skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack, 
( for that ſets it a work : ) and Learning, a mcer Hoard | 
of Gold; kept by a Devil, till Sack commences 1r, and ters / 
itin act, and uſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince {1arry 
is. valiant : for the cold blood-he did naturally twherit of 
his Father, he hath, like Ican, ftcril, and bare Laud. ma- | 
nared, husbanded, and till'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, »nd good itore of fertil Sherris, that 
he is become very hot, and valiant. If I had a thouſand 
fons, the firft Principle 1 would tcach them, ſhould be to 


| forſwear thin Potations, and to addict themſelves to 
Sack. Lt Enter Bardolph. 
How now, Bard-iph. 


Bard. Thy Army is diſcharged all, ard gone. 

Falſt. Let them go : Þle through Gl»ceſterſhire, and 
there will I vilit Maſter Robert Sh2l/ow, Eiquire : 1 have 
him already tempering between my finger aad my thumb, 
and ſhortly will 1 ſcal with him. Come away. 


{ Excunt. 


\. Scena Secunda. 
Emer Kins, Warwick, Clarence, ' Glocelter. 


| Kine. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give ſucceſsful end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 

+ We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 

And draw no Swords, but wiat are fancti'd, 

Our Navy is addreiled, our Power collected, 

Our Subſtitutes, in abſenc2, w.ll mveſted, 

; And every thing hes level to our wiſh ; 

Oucly we wait alittle perſoval {trength : 

And pawſe us, LU! theſe Rebels, now a foot, 

Come underneath the yoak of Government. 

Wir. Both which we doubt ner, but your Maj.ſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 

Kino, Humphrey ( my Son of Gloncefier ) where 1s the 

Prince, your Brother ? 
{ Gl». I think he?s gone to hunt ( my Lord) at Windſor. 
Kin, And how accompaulted * 
| Glo, I do not know ( my Lord.) 

King. Is not his Brother, 1 homas of Clarence,with him ? 

Glo, No ( my good Lord) he 1s 11 preſence here. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brether ? 
He loves thee, and thou do'lt neglect him (Thomas ) 
Thou haſt a better place in his AtteCtion 
Than all thy Brothers - Cheriſh it ( my Boy ) 

And Noble Offices thou may*lt eftect 
Of Mcdiation ( aftcr 1 am dead) 
Between his Greatneſs, and thy other Brethren. 


Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
Nor loſe the good advantage of his Grace, 

By ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will. 

For he is gracious if he be obſerv'd: 

He hath a Teat for Pity, and a Hand 

Open ( as Day ) for melting Charity - : 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incengd, he's Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as ſudden 


mn 


As Flaws congcalcd in the Spring of dar. 

His temper therefore mult be well obſerv'd : 
Chide him tor faults, and do it revercntly, 
When you percetve his blood inclin*d ro mirth : 
But being nioogy, give him line, and ſcope, 
THI that bis pailions (lize a Whale Bn ground ) 


| Confound tlemiclies with working. Learn this, Thomas, 


And thou ltalr prove a ſhelter to thy Friends, 


| A Hoop ci Guld to bind thy Brothers in : 


That the united Vell:} of their Blood 
(Mi:.gled with Venome of Sy geſtion, 
A< force, pertcice, the Age wi! pcur it in) 
Shall reve: 1.ak, though it dz work as ſtrong 
As Aconmtum, or raſh Gun-powder. 
Clar. 1 ſhall obſerve him with%all care, and love. 
4.1ng.\W hy art thow-not at Windſor with him,(Thomas ? ) 
Clar, He 1s not there today : be dincs in London, 
King. Aud how accompanied ? Canſt thou tell that ? 
Clar, With Pons, and other his continual Followers. 
K149. Moit ſubj<cCt is the fatteſt Soyl to Weeds: 
And He ( the Neble Image of my Youth) 
Is over-ſpread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretchcs 1t felt beyond the hour of Death. 
The blocd viceps trom my heart, when I do ſhape 
(In torms imaginary ) th*unguid.d Days, 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall look upon, 
When I am ſleeping with my Anceſtors. 
For when his head-itrong Riot hath no Curb, 
W hen Rage and hot-blood are his Counſcllers, 
When Means and laviſh Manners meet together, 
Oh; with what Wings ſhall his Aﬀettions flye 
Towards fronting Peril, and oppos*d decay ? 
Wer. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite : 
The Prince but ſtudies his Companions, 
Like a ſtrange Tongue : wherein, to gain-the Language, 
? I is needful, that the moſt immod<cſt word 
Be look*d upon, and learn'd : which once attain'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
Bur to be known,and hated. So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will, in the perfeCtneſs of time, 
Calit off his Followers : and their memory 
Shall as a Pattern, or a Meaſurc live, 
By which his Grace mult mete the lives of others, 
Turning palt Evils to advantages. 
King. Tis jeldcm, when the Bee doth leave her Comb 
In the dead Carrion. 
Enter V Veſtmerland. 
VVho's here ? Weſftmerland ? 
Weſt. Health to my Soveraign, and new happineſs 
Added to that, that 1 am to de ver. 
Prince John, your Son, doth kiſs your Graces hand: 
Mowbray, the Bilhop, Scroop, Haſtings, and. all, 
Arc brought to the Correction of your Law, 
There 1s not now a Rebels Sword uni{heatH*d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where - 
The manner how this Action hath been born, 
Here (at more leiſure ) may your Highneſs read, 
V Vith every courſe, in his particular. 
King. O Weſtmerland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
V Vhich ever, in the baunch of V Vinter, ſings 
The lifting up of day. 
Eiter Harcourt. 
Look, here's more News. 
Hy; From Enemies, Heaven keep your Majeſty : 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that I am come to tell you of. 
Che Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf, 
V Vith a great Power of Ezgl:ſh, and of, Scors, 
Are by the Sheriff of York-(hire overthrown : 
The manner, and true order cf the fight, 
This Packet ( pleaie you ) contains at large. 
King, And wherefore ſhould theſe good News 
Make me fick ? 


V Vill Fortune never come with both hands full, _ 
ut 


FE ESY Mt 


; 


(uu PO 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


81 


Bit write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt-Letters ? 
She either gives a Stomack, and no food, 
Such are the Poor, in health) or elſe a Feaſt, 
d takes away the Stomach, ( Such are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not. ) 
[1 ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy News, 
Andnow my Sight fails, and my brains is giddy. 
O me, come near me, now I am much 111. 
Glo. Comfort your Majelty. 
Cla. Oh, my Royal Father. 
Weſtmer.My Soveraign Lord,chear up your ſelf, look up. 
War. Be patient ( Princes ) you do know, theſe Fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him air: 
Hell ſtraight be well. 
Clar. No no, he cannot long hold out : theſe pangs, 
Ttinceſſant care, and labour of his mind, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould confine in it, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
Glo, The people fear me : for they do.obſerve 
Unfather'd Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature : 
The Seaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome Months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
Clar. The River hath thrice flow*d, no ebb between : 
And the old folk ( Times doting Chronicles ) 
Say it did fo, a little time before 
That our Grand-fire Edward ſick*d, and dy*d. 
War. Speak lower, (Princes) for the King recovers, 
Glo. This Apoplexy will ( certain ) be his end. 
King. 1 pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
Into tome other Chamber : ſoftly ®pray. 
Let there be no noyſe made, ( my gentle Friends ) 
Unleſs ſome dull and favourable hand 
Will whiſper Muſick to my weary Spirit. 
W. Call for the Muſick in the other Room. 
King. Set me the Crown vpen my Pillow here. 
Clary. His eyc is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Leis noylſe, leſs noyſe. 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Prin: Hen, Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence ? 
Cla. lam here ( Brother ) full of heavineſs. 
Prin. Hen. How now? Rain within doors, and none 
abroad ? How doth the King ? 
Glo. Exceeding ill. 
Prin. Hen. Heard he the good News yet ? 
Tell it him. 
Glo, He alter*d much, upon the hearing it. 
Prin. Hen, If he be lick with Joy, 
Hel recover without Phylick. 
War. Not ſo much noyſe, ( my Lords.) 
weet Prince, ſpeak low. 
1e King, your Father, is diſpog'd to ſlcep. 
"lar. Let us with-draw into the other Room. 
Var. W1iPt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us ? 
-n. Hen, No: I will tit, and watch here, by the King; 
y doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, 
1g ſo troubleſom a Bed-fellow * 
zliſh*d Perturbation ! Golden Care ! 
t keeep'lt the Ports of ſlumber open wide 
1any a watchful Night : ſleep with it now, 
not ſo ſourd, and halt ſodeeply ſweet, 
1e whoſe Brow ( with homely Biggen bound ) 
*eS out the Watch of Night. O Majelty ! 
n thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'lt fit 
a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, 
ſcald?(t with ſafety : by his Gates of breath, 
lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not : 
 ſuſpire, that light and weightlefs down 
:e muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
2eP is ſound indeed : this 1s a ſleep, 
om this Golden Rigol hath divorc'd 
/ Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me, 
i, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, 
lature, Love, and filial tenderneſs 


6, 


Shall ( O dzar Father ) pay thee plenreoully, 

My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, 

Which ( as immediate from thy place, and blood ) 

Derives it ſelf to me. Lo, here it {its, 

Which heaven ſhall guard : 

And put the World's whole ſtrength intoone Gyant Arm? 

[r ſhall not force this Lineal Honor from me. 

This, from thee, will I to mine leave, 

As tis left to me. [ Exit. 
F| 

Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, Clarence. 


King, Warwick, Glouceſter, Clarence. 
Clar, Doth the King call ? 
War. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your 
Grace ? 
King. Why did you leave me here alone, (my Lords 
Cla, We left the Prince (my Brother) here(my Liege, 
Who undertook to fit and watch by you. 
King. The Prince of Wales ? where is he ? let me ſee him.» 
War. This door is open, he is gone this way. 
Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ftaid. 
King. Where is the Crown ? who took it from my 
Pillew/ 
War. When we with-drew ('my Liege } we left 4t here 
King. The Prince hath tane 1t hence: 
Go ſeek him our. 
ls he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My fleep, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoyns 
With my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See Sons, what things you are : 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object ? 
For this, the fooliſh over-caretul Fathers 
Have broke their fleeps with thoughts, 
Their brains with care, their bones with induſtry. 
For this, they have ingrolled and py Pd up 
The canker?d heaps of itrange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have been thoughtful, to inveſt 
Their Sons with Arts, and Martial Exerciſes : 
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The vertuous Sweets, our T highs packt with Wax, 
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Have ; 
And like the Bees,are murthered for our pains, 
This bitter taſte yi.lds his Engroſments 
To the ending Father. 
Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he, that will not ſtay fo long, 
Till his friends ſickneſs hath determin®d me : 
War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Room, 
Waſhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, 
With ſuch a deep demeanour; in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quattt but blood, 
Would ( by beholding him ) have waſt'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
King. But wherefore did he take away the Crown ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, ( Harry ) 
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exit. 
Prin. Hen, | never thought to hearc you ſpeak again. 
King. Thy wiſh was Father ( Harry) tothat thought; 
| ſtay too long by thee, 1 weary thee. 
Do'ſt thou ſo hunger for my empty Chair, 
That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! 
Thou ſeek?*ſt the Greatneſs, that will over-whelm thee : 
Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignity 
ls held from falling, with ſo weak a wind, | 
That it will quickly drop : my Day is dim. 
Thou haſt ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 
Were inc) without offence : and at my death 
Thou ha ſeaPd up my Expectation. 
Thy life did manifeſt, thou loydſt we not, 


And\ 
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And thou wilt have me dye aflur'd of it. 

Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy*thoughts, 

Which thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony heart, 

' | To ſtab at half an hour of my trail life. 

What ? canſt thou not forbear me half an hour ? 

; |, Then get thee gone, and dig thy grave thy elf, 

' And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 

That thou art Crowned, not that 1 am dead, 

{ Let all the Tears, that ſhould bedew my Herlſe 

Be drops of Balm, to ſanctifie thy head : 

Onely compound me with forgotten duſt ; 

' 1 Give that, which gave thee lite, unto the Worms : 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ; 

For now a time is come, to mock at Form. 

Henry the Fifth is Crown'd : Up Vanity, 

Down Royal State : All you ſage Counſellors, hence : 

And to the Engliſh Court, aſſemble now 

From ev*ry Region, Apes of Idleneſs. 

| Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 

Have you a Ruffan that will ſwear ? drink ? and dance? 

Reyel the night? rob? murder ? and commit 

[The oldeſt fins, the neweſt kind of ways ? 

| Be happy, he will trouble you no more - 

England ſhall double guiPd, his trebble guilt. 

.þ.Englgrnd ſhall give him Office, Honor, Might : 

For the Fifth Harry, from curb*d Licenſe plucks 

The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wilde Dog 

Shall fleſh his tooth in every Innocent. 

9 my poor Kingdom (lick with civil blows) 

When that my Care could noc with-hold thy Ryots, 

What wilt thou do, When Ryot is thy Care ? 

'1©, thou wilt be a Wilderneſs again, 

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.) 

Prin, O pardon me (my Liege) 

But for my Tears, 

The moſt Impediments unto my Speech, 

I had fore-ſtalPd, and deep rebuke, 

E're you (with grief) had ſpoke, and I had heard 

The courſe of it ſo far. There is your Crown, 

And he that wears the Crown iminortally, 

Long guard it yours : If I affect ir more, 

Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 

Let me no more from this Obedience riſe, 

Which my moſt true, and inward dutious ſpirit 

Teacheth this proſtrate, and exteriour bending, 

Heaven witneſs with me, when I here came in, 

And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 

How cold it ſtruck my heart. If I do feign, 

O let me, in my preſent wildenels, dye, 

And never live, to ſhew tliacredulous World, 

The Noble change that I have purpoſed. 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almolt {my Liege) to think you were) 

I ſpake unto the Crown (as having ſenſe) 

And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 

Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou beſt of Gold art worlt of Gold. 

Other, leſs fine in Carradct, is more precious, 

[Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : 

But thou, moſt Fine, molt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 

Halt eat the Bearer up. 

Thus (my Royal Liege) 

Accuſing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Enemy, 

That had before my face murdred my Father ) 

The Quarrel of a true Inheritor : 

But if it did infe&t my blood with joy, 

Or ſwell my Thonghts to any ſtrain of Pride, 

If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 

Did, with the leaſt Aﬀe&tion of a Welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let Heaven, for ever, keep it from my head, 

And make me as the pooreſt Vaſlal. is, 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


King. O my Son ! 
Heauen pur it in thy mind to take it hence, 


Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of ir. 
Come hither Harry, ſit thou by my bed, 
And hear (1 think) the very lateſt Counſel 


| met this Crown : and | my felf know well 
How troubl:ſom it fate upon my head. 


Better Opinion, better Confirmation - 
-0r all the foyl of the Atchievment goes 
With me, into the Earth. It ſeem?®d in me, 


And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 


Wounding ſuppoſed Peace. 

All theſe bold Fears, 

Thou ſeeſt (with peril ) I have anſwered : 
For all my Reign hath been bur as a Scene 
Acting that Argument And now my death 


Falls upon thee, in a more Fairer ſort. 
So thou the Garland wear®lt ſucceſſively, 


By whoſe fel] working, I was firſt advanc'd, 


To be again diſplaced. W hich to a void, 
I cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land , 


Too near unto my State. 
Therefore (my Harry ) 
Be it -thy courſe to buſie giddy Minds 


May waſte the memory of the former days. 
More would 1, but my Lungs are waſted ſo, 


Prin, My gracious Liege : 
You won it ; wore it, kept it, gave it me, 


King. Look, look, 

Here comes my Fohn of Lancaſter : 

Fohn, Health, Peace, and Happineſs 

To my Royal Father : 

King, Thou bring'lt me happineſs, 
( Son Fohn, ) 


My worldly buſineſs makes a Period. 

Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 

Prin, My Lord of Warwick. 

King. Doth any Name particular belong 
Unto the Lodging, where I firſt did ſwoon ? 


King. Laud be to Heaven: 

Even there my life muſt ead. 

It hath been propheſ''d to me many years, 
I ſhould nor dye but in Feruſaler: : 

W hich (vainly) I ſuppos'd the Holy-Land. 
But bear me to that Chamber, there Ple lye : 


That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it. 


LOI 


In that Jeruſalem, ſhall Harry dye. 


That thou mighY ſt joyn the more, thy Fathers loye, 


That ever I ſhall breathe: Heaven knows, my Son, 
3y what by-pathes, and indire& crook*d-ways 


To thee, it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 


But as an Honour ſnatch*d with boy*ſtrous hand, 


Which daily grew to a Quarrel, and to Blood-ſhed, 


Changes the Mode : For what in me was purchas'd, 


Yet, though thou ſtand"ſt more ſure, than IT could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, ſince griefs are green: 

And all thy Friends, which thou muſt make thy Friends, 
Have but their ſtings, and teeth, newly taken out, 


And by whoſe Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
Leſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them look 


With Forreign Quarrels : that Action, hence born out, 


That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny*d me. 
How I came oy the Crown, O Heaven forgive : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 


Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be ; 
Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 
'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter a»4 Warwick. 


But health ( alack)) with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, wither*d Trunk. Upon thy fight - 


War. *Tis call'd Jeruſalem, my Noble Lord. 


LExenn. | 
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Henry the Fourth. 83 | 


| Altus Duntus. Scena Prima. 


| Emer Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff , Bardolph,Page, and Davy. 


| Shal. By Cock and Pye, you ſhall not away to night. 
What, Davy, I ſay. 

Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. 

Shal. 1 will not excuſe you : you ſhall not be excuſed. 
Excuſes ſhall not be admitted : there is no excuſe ſhall 
ſerye : you ſhall not be excugd. 

Why Davy: 

Davy, Here, Sir, 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee, Davy, let me ſee : 
William Cook, bid him come hither. Sir John, you ſhall 
not be excusg'd. 

Davy. Marry, Sir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot be 
ſerv'd : and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-lagd with 
Wheat ? 

Shal. With red Wheat, Davy. But for William Cook : 
are there no young Pidgeons ? 

Davy. Yea, Sir. 

Here is now the Smith's note for Shoviog, 
And Plough-Irons. ; 

Shal. Let it be caſt, aud paid : Sir Joh, you ſhall 
not bs excugd. 

- Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muſt needs be 
had : And, Sir, do. you mean to ſtop any of Wilams 
Wages, about the Sack he loſt the other day at Zinckley 
Fair ? 

Shal. He ſhall anſwer it : | 
Some Pidgeons, Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg'd Hens : a 
joint of Mutron, and any pretty little tine Kickſhaws, 
{ tell Wiliam Cook. | 

Davy. Doth the man of War, ſtay all night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Dany : : 

[ will uſe himwell. A Friend ith? Court, is better than a 
Penny in Purſe. Uſe his men well; Davy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaves, and will back-bite. _ 

Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir : for they 
have marvellous foul Linnen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy : about thy buſineſs, Davy. 
Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, ' | 
To countenance William Viſor of Woncot, againſt Cle- 

ment Perkes of the Hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints, Davy, againſt that 
Viſor, that Viſor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your Worſhip, that he is a Knave, Sir : 
Bur yet Heaven for bid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould haye ſome 
Countenance, at his Friends requeſt. An honelt man, Sir, 
is able to ſpeak for himſelf, when a Knave is not. I have 


_—_ 


{| ſery'd your Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight years : and 


if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter bear out a Knave 
againſt an Honeſt man, I have buta very little credit with 
your Worſhip. The Knave is mine honeſt Friend, Sir, 
therefore, [ beſeech your Worſhip,let hun be Countenanc'd. 

Shal. Go too, 
I ſay, he ſhall have no wrong : Look about, Davy. 
Where' are you, Sir Fob»? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your hand, Maſter Bardolph.” 

Bard. ] am glad to ſee your Worſhip: | 

Shal. 1 thank thee, with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Bardolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow : 


Come, Sir Fohn. | 
Falf. le follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow, 


Baradlph, look to our Horſes. If I were ſaw'd into 
Quantities, 1 ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded 
Hermites ſtaves, as Maſter Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing to ſee the ſemblable Coherence of his mens Spirits, 
and his + They, by obſerving of him, do bear them- 
ſelves like fooliſh Juſtices : He, by converſing with them, 


are ſo married in ConjunCtion, with the Participation of 
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{is turn'd into a Juſtice-like Servingman. Their Spirits, ; 


Society, that they flock together in conſent, like ſo 
many Wild-Geeſe. If 1 had a ſuit to Maſter Shel, 
| would humonr his men, with the imputation of being 
near their Maſter. If to his tnen, 1 would curry with 
Maſter Shallow, that no man could better Command his 
Servants. It is certain, that either wiſe bearing, or 
ignorant Carriage is caught, as mea take diſcaſes, one of 
another : therefore, let men take heed of their Compa- 
ny. 1 will deviſe matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
keep Prince Hajry in continual Laughter, the wearing 
out of ſix faſhions, which is four Terms, or two Atti- | 
ons, and he ſhall laugh with ntervallzrs. O it is much 
that a Lye(with a ſlight Oath)and a Jeſt(with a ſad Brow' 
will do with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in his 
ſhoulders. O you ſhall fee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloak, ill laid up. 
Shall. Sir John. 
Fal. I come, Maſter Shallow, 1come, Maſter Shallow. 
[Excunt 
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Scena Secunda. 
Enter Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Fuſtice. 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whither away ? 
Ch. Juſt. How doth the King ? | 
War. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now all ended. | 
Ch, Tuft. 1 hope, not dead; . 
War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpoſes, he lives no more; | 
Ch, Juſt. I wonld his Majeſty had. call'd me with him, 
The Service, that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed 1 think the young King loves you ror. 
Ch. Juſt. I know be doth not, and do arm my ſelf 
To welcome the condition of the Time; 
Which cannot look more hideouſly upon me, 
Thaa I haye drawn it in amy fantaſie. 


Enter John of Lancaſter, Glouceſter, ard Clarence. 


War. Here comes the heavy iſſue of dead Harry: | 
O, that the living Harry had the. temper 
Of him, the worlt of theſe three Conn: 
How my Nobles then ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt ſtrike fail ro Spirits cf vile fort ? 
Ch, Fuſt. Alas, I fear; all will be over-cturn'd. 
John. Good morrow, Couſin Warzick, good morrow. 
Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Couſin. | 
John. We meet, like men, that had forgot to ſpeak. 
War. We do remember : But our Argument 
Is all too heavy, ta admit much talk. ! 
Joh, Well :,Peace be with him, that hath. made us hea- | 
Ch, Fuſt. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier. [(vy. 
Glow. O, Good my Lord, you have loſt a Friend indeed : 
And I dare ſwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure. your own. . 
Fob. Though no man be aſſur'd what Grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expeCtation. . 
1 am the forricr, would *twere otherwiſe. 
Cla. Well, you muſt how ſpeak Sir John Falfteff fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of Quality. * 
Ch, Fuſt. Sweet. Princes : what I did, 1 did in honor, 
Led by th'Imperial Condutt of my Soul, 
And never ſhall you ſee, that I will beg | 
A ragged and foreſtalPd Remiſlion. 
If Troth, and upright Innocency fail me, 
I'le to the King (ay Maſter) that is dead, 
And telt him, who hath ſent me after him. 
War. Here comes the Prince. 
| Emer Prince Harry. 7 
Ch. Fuſt. Good morrow : and Heavea fave yout Majeſty. 
Pron, 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


tn. 


Prim. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majeſty, 
| Sits not fo ecaſie on me, as you think. 
{ Brothers, you mix your Sadneſs with ſome Fear : 
This is the Englsſh, not the Twrk;ſh Court : 
Not Amurah an Amurah ſucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry : Yet be ſad (good Brothers) 
| For (to ſpeak truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, ſo Royally in you apears, 
That 1 will deeply put the faſhion on, 
| And wear'it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 
But entertain no more of it (good Brothers) 
{ Than joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
{ For me, by Heaven (I bid you be afſur*d) 
Ple be:your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let me but bear your Love, Vile bear your Cares 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will I, 
But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Tears 
| By number, unto hours of Happineſs. 
Fobn.&c. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 


— 
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Þ+ Prin, You all look ſtrangely on me: and you moſt, 


You are (I think) aſſur*d, 1 love you not. 

Ch. Juſt. 1 am afſur'd (ifl be meaſur'd rightly) 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 

Prin. No? How might a Prince'of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 
| | What? Rate ? Rebuke ? and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Ttrimmediate Heir of England? Was this calte ? 


; | May this be wail'd in Lerhe, and forgotten ? | 


Ch. Juſt. 1 then did uſe the Perſon of your Father ; 
The Image of his Power lay then-in-me, 


{ And in ttfadminiſtration of his Law, 


' { Whiles I was buſie for the Common-wealth, 

| Your Highneſs pl-aſed to forget my place, 

The Majeſty, and Power of Law, and Juſtice, 

'{ The Image of the King, whotn 1 preſented, 

4 And ſtruck me in my very Seat of Judgment : 
Whereon (as an Offeader to your Father) 


:1 1 gave bold way to my Anthority, 


And did commit:you. If the deed were ill; - 
Be you ccntented, wearing now -the Garland, 

To have a Son, ſet your decrecs at naught ? 

To pluck down Juſtice from your awtul Bench ? 
To trip the courſe of Lay, and blunt the Sword 
Thar guards the peace, and ſafery of your Pcrſon ? 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt Royal Image, 
And mock your workings, in a Second body ? 


+ | Queſtion your Royal Thoughts, make the caſe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propoſe a Son : 


Hear your own dignity ſo much prophan'd, 
See your molt dreadful Laws, ſo looſely lighted ; 


: ] Behold your ſelf, fo by a Son diſdained : 


| And then imagine me, taking your part, 
And in your Power, ſoft ſilencing your Son : 
After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me ; 
And, as yon are a King, ſpeak in your State, 
What I have done, that misbecame my place, 


: | My perſon, or myLieges Soveraignty. 


| Prin, You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this well : 
Therefore ſtill bear the Ballance, and the Sword ; 

And 'I do wiſh your Honours may increaſe, 

Till you do live, to ſee a Son of Mine 

| Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

| S6 ſhall 1 live to ſpeak my Fathers words : 

Happy am I, that have a man fo bold, 

That dares do Juſtice, on my proper Son ; 

| And no leſs happy, having ſuch a Son, 

That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo, 

Into the hands of Juſtice. You did commit me : 

For wiuch I do commit into your Hand, 

Th*unſtained Sword that you have us'd to bear : 

f With this Retnembrance ; That you uſe the ſame 

With the like bold, juſt, and impartial Spirit 

As you have done *gainſt me. There-is my Hand, 


- | You ſhall be as aFather to my Youth 


| 
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My Voice ſhall ſound, as you do prompt mine Ear, 
AndI will ſtoop, and humble my-intents, 

To your well praCtis'd, wiſe Direftions. 

And Princes all, believe me, I beſeech you : 

My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 

(For in his Tomb, lye my AﬀeCtions) . 

And with his Spirit, ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mock the expectation of the World ; 

To fruſtrate Propheſies, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my teeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity, till now, 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the Sea. 

W herein it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us chooſe ſuch Limbs of Noble Counſel, 
That the great Body of ovr State may go 

In equal rank with the beſt govern'd Nation, 
That War, or Peace, or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you (Father) ſhall have formoſt hand, 
Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And (Heaven conſigning to my good intents) 
No Prince, nor Peer, ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harry's happy life,one day. [Exeunt, 


A— 


Siena Tertia. 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph; 
Page, Davy, and Piltol. 


Shal. Nay ; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard, where' in an 
Arbour we will cat a laſt yezrs Pippin of my own graf- 
fing, with a diſh of Carrawayes, and ſo forth :.' Come, 
couſin Silence, and then to bed. | 

Fal You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

' Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggers all, 
Sir John : Marry, good air. Spread Davy, ſpread Dany : 
Well ſaid Davy, | | 


Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes : he is your 


Servingman, and your Husbandman. 

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Varlet, 
Sir John : I have drunk too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Varlet. Now fit down, now ſit down : Come Couſin. 

S4. Ah Sirrah, (quoth-a)) we ſhall do nothing but eat, 
and make good cheer, and praiſe' Heaven for the merry 
year : 
Lads more here and there : ſo merrily, and eyer among 
ſo merrily. 

Fal. There's a merry heart, .good Maſter Silente. Ile 
drink your health for that anon. s 

Shal, Good Maſter Bardolph : Some wine, Davy. 

Dav, Swect Sir, fit : Ple be with you anon: molt ſwee 
Sir, fit, - Maſter Page, ſit: good Maſter Page, ſit: Proface., 
What you want in meat, we'll have in drink : .'but you 
bear, the hcare's all. | 

Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and my little Sonl- 
dier there, be merry. | 

S:l. Be merry, be merry, my wife: has all. 

For women are ſhrews, both ſhort. and: tall : 
*Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all: 
And welcome merry Shroveride. Be merry, be merry. 

Fal. 1 did not think Maſter S:lence had been a man of 
this Mettle. | 

S4. Whol ? I have been merry twice and once,c*re now. 

Dav, There is a diſh of Leather-coats for you. 

Shal, Davy. 

Dav, Your Worſhip : Ile be with. you ſtreight. A 
cup of Wine, Sir. 

Sl, A Cup of Wine, that's brisk and fine, and drink 
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives —_—_ 


——_—__— 
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when Fleſh is cheap, ard Females dear, and luſty | 
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the night. 


2 mile to the bottom. 


thing, and wi 


little tyne th ; 
Maſter "Bardolf, and to all Cavileroes about London. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Maſter Szlence. : 
Sl, If we ſhall be merry, now comes 1n the ſweet of 


Fal. Kealth, and long life to you, Maſter Silence. 
Sil. Fill the Cup, and let it come. Vle pledge you,were”t 


Shal. Honeſt Bardolf, welcome : If thou want'ſt any 
Il not call, beſkrew thy heart. Welcome my 
ief, and welcome indeed too : Ple drink to 


Dav. 1 hope to ſee London, once e rel dye. 


Bar. If I might ſee you there, Davy. _ 
Shal. You'll crack a quart together ? Ha, will you not, 


Maſter — 0: _ 
ir, in a 

Shut I thank thee * oh Knave will ſtick by thee, I 

can aſſure thee that. He will not out, he 1s true bred. 

Bard, And Vle ſtick by him, Sir. | 

Shal. Why there ſpoke a King : lack nothing,be merry. 

Look, whos at door there, ho : who knocks ? 

Fal. Why now you have don me right. | 

Sil. Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samings. 


not. ſo ? 

Fal. *Tis ſo. 

Sil. It ? Why then ſay an old man can do ſomewhat. 
Dav. If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtol 
come from tlie Court' with News. 


Fal. From the Court ? Let him come in. 
Enter Piſtol. 


Igt 


How now, P:ſtol ? ; 

Piſt. Sir John, ſave. you, SIr. | 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, P:ſtol ? 

Piſt. Not the ill wind which blows none to good, ſweet 
Knight : Thou art.now one of the greateſt men in the 


Realm. oe” p 
Silen. Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman Puff of 


Barſon. 


—_ 


VVith Dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day ! 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 

Piſt. VVhat ? I do bring good News. 

Falſt. Carry Maſter Silence to Bed : Maſter Shallyw 
my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, 1 am Fortunes 
Steward. *Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all nizht. Ol, 
iweet Piſtol : Away Bardolf : Come Piftul, ULLCY more 
to me : and withal deviſe ſomething to do thy {elf good. 
Boot, Boot, Maſter Shallow, 1 know the young King i: 
lick for me. Let us take any mans Horfes : The Laws of 
England are at my commandment. Happy are they, 
which have been my Fricnds : and wo unto my Lord | 
Chief Juſtice. 
 Pift. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Where is the Life that late 1 led, fay they ? 

V Vhy here it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant days. [ Exerrr. 


Scena uarta. 


Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Doll Tear-ſhcet, and Beagles, 


Hoſteſs. No, thou arrant knavye : I would I might die 
that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haft erawn my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. 

Off. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to me : 
and ſhe ſhall have Whipping cheer enough, I warrant her. 
There hath been { man or two (lately) kilPd aboir her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye : Come on, Ple tell 
thee what, thou damnd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the Child 
I now go with, do miſcarry, thou had'ſt better thou had'it 
ſtrook thy Mother, thou Paper-facd Villain. * 

Hoſt. O that Sir Fohn were come, he would make this 
a bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruit of her 
Womb might miſcarry,  _ 

Officer. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 


Piſt. Puff ? puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant Coward 
Wh ack thy Pit, and thy Friend : helter skel- 
ter have I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and Ivcky 
joyes, and golden Times, and happy News of price. 
Fal. 1 prethee now deliver them, like a man of thus 
V Vorld. ; 
Piſt. A footra for the V Vorld, and V Vorldlings baſe, | 
I ſpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys. 
Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy News * 
Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Jokn. . 
Piſt. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon ?. 
And ſhall good News be bafft*d ? 
Then Piſtol lay thy head in Furies lap. 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding, 
Piſt. V'Vhy then lament therefore. 
- Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 
If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to con- 
ceal them. 1 am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority. 
Pit. Under which King ? 
Bezonian, ſpeak, or dye. 
Shal. Under King Harry. : 
Piſt. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth ? 
Shal.. Harry the Fourth. 
Piſt. A footra for thine Office. — _ 
Sir John, thy tender Lamb-kin now 1s King, 
Harry the Fifth's the man, I ſpeak the truth. 
V'Vhen Piſtol lyes, —_— and fig-me, like 
The ing-Spgriard,. -. -- - ; 
Falſt.. Vhats is the dd King dead ? 
Piſt. As nail in door. 
The things I ſpeak are juſt, 
Fal. Away Bardolf,, Saddle my Horſe, : 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Office thou wilt 


again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and 7:- 


Dol. Te tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenſor Pp 
will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blew- 


be not ſwing'd, Ple forſwear half Kirtles. 


Hoff, O, that right ſhonld clivs ofrecome might. Well, 
of ſufkcrance comes eaſe. , 
Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 
Bring me to a Juſtice. 
Hoſt. Yes, come, you ſtary*d Blood-hound, 
Dol. Goodman Death, goodmari Bones. 
Hoft. Thou Anatomy, thou. 
Dol. Come, you thin Thing : 
Come, you Raſcal. | 


ſtol beat among you. | 


BottI'd Rogue : you filthy famiſſ”d CorreCtioner, if you | 


Off. Come, come, you ſhe-Knighc-arrant, come. k-71 


Off. Very well. [ Exemunt. | 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter two Grooms; 


1, Groom. More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 

2. Groom, The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 

1. Gr00.It will be two of the Clock ere they come from 
the Coronation. [ Exeunt Grooms, 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolf, and Page. 


Falſtaff. Stand here by me, M. Robert Shallow, I will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leer upon him, as 
he comes by : and do but mark the conntenance, that he 


9 the Land, *tis thine, P:ſfof, I will double charge thee 


will give me. 
Ii P:ftol. 


NO CC IR 


"OI" 


—— —  - 


: 
, 
: 
: 


, 
( 
F 


' 
: 


| 


= > 
y 
= = ays/vrnes rn > > oy —t_+ RCCL - - —_ ———_—_— 


096 + a AA > rs og nee 
SS name ds. res S 


oe 


OL eu—_— 
/ 


85 The ſecond Pait of King Henry the Fourth. 


ms 


Piſtct. Bleis thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Fulſt. Come here Piſtol, ſtand behind me. Q, if I had 
had time to have made new Liveries, 1 would have be- 
ſtowed the thouſand pound I borrowed of you. But ir is 
no matter, this poor ſhew doth better : this doth inter 
the zeal 1 had to ſce him. 

Sol, It doth fo. 

Fl. Ir ſhews my earneſtneſs in affection. 

P:/t. It doth fo. 

Flt. My devotion. 

Pi;*. Ir doth, it doth, it doth. 

Falſt. As it were to ride day and night, 

Ard uot to deliberate, not to rememb-:r, 
Not. to have patience to ſhift me. 

Shal. It is moſt certain. ; 

Fiſt. But to ſtand Rained with Travel and ſweating 
with detire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all Aﬀairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elſe to be 
done, but to ſee him. 

Piſt. *Tis ſemper idem ; for abſque hoc nibil eſt. *Tis all 
in every part. 

Sal, *T1s ſo indeed. 

Piſt. My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Del, and Helen of thy Noble 
thoughts is in baſe Durance, and contagious priſon : HaPd 
thither by moſt Mechanical and durty hands. Rowze up 
Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Ales Snake, for 
DoPs in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but troth. 

Falſt. 1 will deliver her. 

Pit. There roar'd the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henry the Fifth, 
: » Brothers, Lord Chief-Fuſtice. 


Falft. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal Hall. 
Piſt. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moſt Royal 
Imp of Fame. _ 
Falſt. *Save thee, my ſweet Boy. 
King, My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain man. 
Ch, Jaſt. Have you your wits ? 
Know you what *tis you ſpeak ? 
Falſt. My King, my Fove ; 1 ſpeak to thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not, old man : Fall to thy Prayers: 
How 1ll white Hairs become a Fool, and Teſter ? 
I have long drean'd of ſuch a kind of man, 
So ſurfeit-ſwelPd, ſo old, and fo prophane : 
But being awake, I do deſpiſe my dream. 
Make leſs thy Body, ( hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leave gormandizing. Know the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeſt, 
Preſume not, that I am the thing I was, 


For Heaven doth know ( ſo ſhall the world perceive) 


! Fohbny. The King hath call'd his Parliame, 


| That I have turn'd away my former Sclf, 
| So will I thoſe that kept me Company. 
W hen thou do?ſt hear I am, as I have bin, 
' Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou wagt, 
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots : 
| Till then, 1 baniſh thee, on pain of death, 
| As I have done the reſt of my Miſleaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, I will allow you, 
"That lack. of means enforce you not to evil : 
And as we hear you do redeem your ſelves, 
We will according to your ſtrength, and Qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge ( my Lord) 
To ſee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. 
4 | [Exit King, 
Falſt. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand pound. 
Shal. 1 marry, Sir John, which 1 beſeech you to let me 
have home with me. 
Falſt. That can hardly be, M. Shallow, do not you grieve 
at this - 1 ſhall be ſent for in priyate to him : Look you, 
he muſt ſeem thus to the world : fear not your Advance- 
ment : | will be the man yet, that ſhall make you Great. 
Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſs you ſhould 
give me your Doubler, and ſtuff me out with ſtraw. I be- 
ſeech you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my 
thouſand. | 
Falſt. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This, that you 
heard, was but a colour. 
Shal. A colovr I fear, that you will dye in, Sir John. 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Piſtol, come Bardolf,, 
I ſhall be ſent for ſoon at night. 
Ch. Juſt. Go carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. 
Falft. My Lord, My Lord. . 
Ch, Fuſt. 1 cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon : 
Take them away. 
Piſt. Si fortuna me tormento, (pera me contento, 
[Exit. Manet Lancaſter, and Chief Fuftice. 
Fohn. I like this fair proceeding of the Kings, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are baniſht, till their Converſations 
Appear more wiſe, and modeſt in the world. 
Ch. Fuſt. And ſo they are. 


My Lord. 

Ch. Fuſt. He hath. 

Fohn, I will lay odds, that ere this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire 

As far as France. I heard a bird ſo fing, 

Whoſe Muſick (to my thinking) pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence ? L 


EPILOGUE 


| 


_ 


—— I 


y 


EPILOGUE. 


Duty ; and rhy Speech, to beg your Pardons. If you look for a good Speech now, you undo me : for 
what I have to ſay, is of mine own making, and what ( indeed ) 1 ſhould fay, will ( I doubt) prove 
mine own marring. But to the Purpoſe, and fo to the Venture. Be it known to you, (as it is very 
well) I was lately hcre in the end of a diſpleaſing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to promiſe 
you a better, l did mean ( indeed ) to pay you with this, which if ( like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home, 
| break"Fant you, my gentle Creditors loſe : Here j promilt you 1 would be, and here I commit my Body to 
your Mercies : Bate me ſome, and.I will pay you ſore, and ( as moit Dcbrors do ) promiſe you infinitely. 
If my Tongue cannot entreat you t6 acquit me, will you command me to uſe my Legs ? And yet that were but 
light payment, to dance out of your "debt : But a good Confciznce will make any poſſible ſarisfaQtion, and fo 


will I. All the Gentlewomen here have forgotteh me ; if the Gentlewomen will nor, then the Gentlemen &o not 
þ 


2gree with the Gentlewomen, which was never ſeen before in ſuch an aſſembly. 


One wor DO 8 oa 
the ſtory ( with Sir Fob» in it ) and make you merry with fair Katherine of France : where ( for any thing 1 know ) 


Falſtaff ſhall die of a Sweat, unleſs already he be ki'Pd with your hard Opinions : for Oldcaftle died a Martyr, 
and this is not the man. My Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too, | will bid you good night; and fo kneel 


down before you : (But indeed) to pray for the Queen. 
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Irſt, my Fear ; then, my Curteſie ; laſt, my Spcech. My Fear, is your Diſpleaſure ; my Curteſi:, my 


d more, I beſeech you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat meat, our humble Authour will continue 


—— 
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KING HENRY V. 


() For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 
The brighteſt Heaven of Invention, 

A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to att, 

And Monarchs to behold the ſmelling Scene. 
Then ſludd the Warlike Harry, like himſelf, 
Aſſume the Port of Mars, and at his heels 

( Leaſht in, like hounds) ſhould Famine, Sword, and Fire 
Cronch for Employment. But pardon, Gentles all, 
The flat unraiſed Spirit, that hath- dar'd, 

On this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 

So great an Objeft, Can this Cock: Pit hold 

The vaſty Field of France ? Or may we cramm 
Wirhin this Wooden O the very Casket 

That aid affright the Air at Agincourt ? 

0 pardon : ſince a crooked Figure may 

Arreſt in little place a Milton, 

And let us, Cyphers to this great Accontht, 


Fnter Prologue. 


——_—— 


On your imaginary Forces work, 

Suppoſe within the Girdle of theſe Walls 

Are now confi” d two nyzhty Monarchs, 

Whoſe high, up-rear'd, and abittino Fronts, 

T he perillous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 

Piece out our 1nperfettions with your thoughts : 
Into a thouſand parts divide one Man, 

And make imaginary Puiſſance. 

Think, when we talk of Horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their proud Hoofs Pt recerving Earth : 
For tis your thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, 
Carry them here and there : jumping Ore Times ;, 
Turning th? acconpliſhment of many years 

Into an Hourglaſs : for the which ſupply, 

Admit me Chorus to this Hiſtory ;, 

Who Prologue-like, your humble parience pray, 
Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Play, 


-[ Exit, 


Aitus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Biſhops of Canterbury, and Ely. 


Biſh. Cant. 
Y Lord, Ple tell you, that ſelf Bill is urg'd, 
Which in th* eleventh ycar of the laſt Kings Reign 
Was like, and had indeed againlt us paſt, 
But that the ſcambling and unquiet time 
Did puſh it out of farther Queſtion. 


We loſe the better part of our Poſlcllion : 

For all the Temporal Lands, which men devout 
By Teſtament have given te the Church, 

Would they ſirip from us ; being valwd thus, 

As much as would maintain, to the King's Honour, 
Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, 
Six thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires :; 
And to relicf of Lazars, and weak age 

Oſ indigent ſaint Souls, paſt corporal toyl, 

A hundred Alms-houſes, right well ſupplPd : 
And to the Coffers of the King, beſide, 

A thouſand pound by th? year. Thus runs the Bill. 
F:ſb. Ely. This would drink deep. 

F:jp. Cart. *Twould drink the Cup and all, 


| Biſh, Fly. But what prevention ? _ 
Bſh. Cant, The King is full of grace, and fair regard. 
Biſh. Ely. And a true lover of the Holy Church. 
E;ſh. Cit. The courſes of his youth promigd it not; 

The breath no ſooner left his Fathcrs Body, 

Bu. that kis wildneſs mortif”d in him, 

Scem®d to die too : yea at that very moment, 

Conſideration, like an Angel, came, 

And whipt th? offending Adam out of him, 


Biſn. Ely. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now ? , Leaving, his Body as a Paracile, 
Bijh. Cant. It mult be thought on : if it paſs againlt vs, 


' T* inv. lope and contain Celeſtial Spirits. 

| Never was ſach a ſudden Scholar made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood 

With ſuch a heady current, ſcowring Faults : 
| Nor never Hydra-hcaded Wilfulnets 

| So ſoon did lole his Seat, and ail at once, 

| As in this King. 


| Bifh. Ely. We are blcſſed in the Change. 


Fiſh. Cant. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 
| And all-admiring, with an inward wiſh 
You would deſire the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him debate of Common-wealth Afﬀairs'; 
You would fay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy : 
Liſt his diſcourſe of War, and you ſhall hear | 
A fearful Battel rendred you in Muſick. | 


—OII— 


A TI OO III 
— 


Torn him to any Cauſe of Policy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlcoſe, 
Familiar as his Garter : that when he ſpeaks, 
The Air, a Chartcr*d Libertine, is ſtil, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cars, 


| To ſteal his ſwect and honi:d Sentences : 


So that the Art and Pratick part cf Lite 

Muſt be the Miſtreſs to bis 1 heorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courles vain, 

His companies unletter*d, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Hours filPd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any ſcqueltration 

From open Haunts and Popularity, 

B. Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 

And wholſom Berries thrive ad ripen beſt, 
Ncighbour?d by ſruit of baſer quality : 
And fo the Prince obſcur*d his Contemplation 
Und-r the vail of wildneſs, which ( no doubt ) 
Grew like the Summer Graſs, faſtelt by Night, 
Unſeen, yet creſcive in Js faculty. 

B. Car. It muſt be ſo for Miracles are ceaz'd:; 
And therefore we muſt needs admit the Meaus, 
How things are periectcd. 

B. Ely. But, my good Lord: 

How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
Urg*d by the Commons ? doth his Majeſty 
incline to it, or no? 

B. Can. He ſcems indifferent : 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 


Than cheriſhing tl*exhibiters againſt us : 
For I have made an offer to his Majelty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 
And in regard of Cauſes now in hand, 
W hich 1 have open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater Sum, 
Than ever-at one time the Clergy yet 
Did to his Predeceſlors part withal. 
B. Ely. How did this Offer ſeem receiv*d, wy Lord ? 
B, Cant, With good acceptance of his Majelty : 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 
As I perceiv*d his Grace would faiu have done; 
The teverals and unhidden paliages 
Of his true Titles to ſome certain Dukedomes, 
And generally, to the Crown and feat of France, 
Deriv*d from Edward, his great Grandfather. —& _ 
B. Ely. What was tlfimpediment, that broke this ol ! 
B. C:nt, The French Ambaſlador vpon that inſtant 
Crav*d audience : and th2 hour I think is come, 
To give him hearing : Is it four a Clock ? 
B. Fly. It is. 
B. Cant, Then go we in to know his Embaſlic; * 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman fpcaks a word. of it. 
B. Ely. Vle wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 
| Excunt, 


Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford , Clarciice , War- 
wick, Weltmerland', and Exeter. 


King, Where is my gracious Lord of Carterbury ? 
Exeter, Not here in preſence. 
King, Send for him, good Uncle. .. os 
Weftm. Shall we call in the Ambaſladour,my Liege ? 
King, Not yet, my Coulin : we would be rcluly?d, 
Beforg we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That tack our thoughts, concerning us and Fraxce, 
Enter two Biſhops. | 
B. Cant; God and his Angels guard your ſacred 
And make you long become it. ( 1hrone, 
King. Sure we thank you, 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, .. 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 
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Of the trac Line and fock of Charles the great 


Why the Law Szltke, that they have in Franc 

Or ſhould , or ſhould not bar us in our Claim : 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 

I hat you ſhoul1 faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading 
Or niccly charge your underſtanding Soul 4 
Witt opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe rizht 

SULCS NOT 111 native colours with the truth 2 
Four Gol Goth know, how many now in health 

5:14 Grop their blood, in approbation 

i waat your Revercnice ſhall incite us to. 

| heretore take heed how you impawn our Perſon, 
How you awake our [!ceping Sword of War : 

We charge you in the name of God take hecd : 

For never two ſuch Kingdoms did contend 

Without nuch fall of Blood, whoſe guiltle( drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 

'Galilt him, whoſe Wrong gives edge urito the Swords 7 
That makes ſuch waſte in brief Mortality. 
Under tius Conjuretion, ſpeak my Lord : 
For we will kear, note, and b:licye in heart, 
That what you ſpeak is in your Conkience waikt 
AS pure as lin wih Baptiim, 

B.Ca 4.1 hzn har me,zracious Soveraizn.znd you Perrs, 
That owe your ſelves, your lives, and Icrvices, | 
L o this Imperial Throze There ts no bar 
1o make azainft your Highnets claim to Fraxce 
But tits which the) Prouuce tro! Pharamond 
In terraui Saicam Afulicres ne ſeecedarg, 

No Woman fhall ſucceed in Szike Land : 
Winch Satke Lind, the French unjullly gloze 

To be ut Realm of Fraxce, and Fharaniond 

Fhe Founder of this Law and fewale Bar. 

Yer their own Authours faithfully allirm, 

1hat the Land Salthe is in Gorm any, 

3etwecn the Flocds of Sala and of Elre : 

Where Ch:7{es the Great having ſubdwd the Saxcns, 
There left beliind and fertled certain French : 
Who holding in diſdainthe Germez Women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſht then this Law , to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Salzke Land : 

Which Salike ( as I faid ) *rwixt Elve and S:lz 
[s at this day in Gi r1m4any ca!Pd Aferfcn. 

Then doth it weil appear : the Salks Law 

V Vas not deviſed for the Realm of Frarce: 
Nor did the French policts the Szlike Land, 
Until four hundred one aad twenty. years 

After dcfunction of King Pharam i 

ldely fuppo:'d the Founder of this Law, 

V Vhodied within the year of or Redemption, 
Four handred twenty fix : and Charl:s th: Great 
zubdu'd the Saxons, and did feat the French 
Beyond the River Salz, in the year 

Eight hundred five. Betides, their V Vriters Cy, 
A\ing Pepin, which depoſed Ch:lderihy, - 
Du, as Heir zencral, being deſcerded 

Of Blitiild, which was Daughter to King Clorbar, 
Make Claiw and Title to the Crown of France : 
Hugh Capet alſo, whouiurp't the Crown 

Of Charles the Dake of Lorasn, ſole Heir ma! 


ey 


? 
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To find his Title with ſome ſhews of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt 2nd naught, 
Convey*d himſelf as th*Heir to thi Lady Zingare 
Danghter to Charleman, who was the Son 

lo Lewes th Emperour, and £zres the Son 
Of Charles the Great : allo King Lewes the Tenth, 

V Vho was fole.Heir to the Uſurper Caper, 

Cold not kcep quict in his Conſcience, 

V Vearing the Crown ot France, *ill farisfied, 
That fair Queen //abel, . his Grandmother, 

V Vas Lineal of the Lady Ermenzere, 

Daughter to Charles the toreſaid Nuke of Lare/z 

By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
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Was re-united to the Crown of France. 
So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun, 
King Pepir's Title, and Hugh Caper*s Claim, 
King Lewes his ſatisfaftion, all appear 

To hold in Right and Title of the Femalc : 
So do the Kings of France upon this day. 


. | Howbeit, they would hold up this Salzque Law, 


Tobar your Highneſs claiming from the Female, 
And rather chule to hide them in a Net, 
Thanamply to imbar their crooked Titles, 


| Uſurpt from you and your Progenitors. 
King.May I with Right and Conſcience make this Claim? 
Biſh. Cant, The ſin upon my head, dread Soveraign : 


For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ, 

When the man dies, let the Inheritance 

Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag : 
Look back into your mighty Anceſtors : 

Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandlires Tomb, 
Fromwhom you claim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play*da Tragedy, 


| Making defeat on the full Power of France : 
| Whiles his moſt Mighty Father on a Hill 


Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lyons Whelp 
Forrage in blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Engliſh, that could enteriain, 

With half their Forces, the full pride of Fraxce, 
And let another half ſtand laughing by, 

And out of work, and cold for action. 


The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins: and my thrice-puillant Licge 


Is in the very 4Jay-Morn of his Youth, 


Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpriſes. 


Had Noblcs richer , and more loyal Subjects, 


And lie paviliiond in the Field of Frazce. 
Biſh. Cart. O let their Bodies follow,my dear Liege, 
Wirth Blocd, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Right : 


1ln aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 


Will raiſe your Highneſs ſuch a mighty Sum, 


As never did the Clergy at one time 


Bring in to any of your Anceſtors, 
K ins. We mult not onely arm Pinvade the French, 


1But lay down our Proportions, to defend 


Againlt the Scor, who will make road upon us, 
Wirth all advantages. 


Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 


Bur fear the main intendment of the Scor, 

Who hath been ſtill a giddy Neighbour to us : 
For you ſhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his Forces into France, 

But that the Scor, on his unfurniſht Kingdom, 
Came pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 

With ample and brim fulneſs of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aſllays, 
Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Towns: 
That England being empty of defence, + 

Hath ſhook and trembled at till neighbourhood. 


When all her Chialry hath been in France, 


And ſhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 


—_— 


Biſh. Ely. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puillant Arm renew their Feats ; 
| You are their Heir, you ſit upon their Throne; 


Exec. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Do all expeCt, that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 
' Asdid the former Lions of your Blood. 

Weſt. They know your Grace hath cauſe, and means, and 
| So. hath your Highneſs, never King of Enyland 


( might ; 


Whoſe Hearts have Icft their Bodies here in England, 


Biſh. Can. They of thoſe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wal} ſufficient to defend 


King. We do not mean the courſing ſnatchers onely, 


B. Can. She hath bin then more fear*d than harn'd,my 


| For hear her but exampPd by her ſelf, ( Liege, | 


"0 


She hath her ſelt not onely well defended, 


But taken and impounded as a Stray, 


The King of Scots : whom ſhe did ſend to Fraxce 
To fill King Edwar@”s fame with Priſoner Kings, 


> 


And make their Chronicle as rich with praiſe, 


As is the Ow/c and bottom of the Sea 


With ſunken Wrack, and ſum-leſs Treaſuries. 
Bijh. Ely. But there's a ſaying very old and true, 


If that you will France win, then with Scotland 
For once the Eagle ( England) being in prey, 
To her ungarded Nelt, the Weazel ( Scor ) 


Comes ſneaking, and iv iucks licr Princel 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Car, 


y Eggs, 


To tame and havock more than ſhe tan eat. 


Exet, lt follows chen, the Cat mult ſtay 
Yet that is but a crull*d neceſlity ; 


at home, 


Since we have Locks to ſafeguard Neceſlari 

And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves. 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Ttyadviſed head defends it ſelf at home + + 


For Government, though high, and low, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one conſent, 
Congreelng in a full and natural doſe, 


'$ Like Muſick. 


Cant. Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The ſtate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeayour in continual Motion : 
To which is fixed, asan Aim or Butr, 
Obedience : for ſo work the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 


and lower, 


The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdom, 


They have a King, and Officers of ſorts, - 


Where ſome like Magiſtrates correct at home : 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad :; 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ſtings, 

Make boot upon the Summers Velyet buds : 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring home 


To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor : 
Who buſied in his Majeſties ſurveys, 


The ſinging Maſon building roofs of Gold, 
Thecivil Citizens kneading vp the Hony 


The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding 


in 


Their heavy Burthens at his narrow gate : 


The ſad-ey'*d Juſtice with his ſurly hum, 
Delivering o're to- Executors pale 

The lazy yawning Drone : I this infer, 
That many things having full reference 


To one conſent, may work contrarioully, 


As many Arrows looſed ſeveral ways 


Come to one mark : as many ways meet in one town 


As many freſh ſtreams meer in one falt Sea 


As many Lines cloſe in the Dials center : 
So may a thouſand actions once a foot, 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well born 


Without deteat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 


Divide your happy England into four, 


Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withall ſhall make all Gala ſhake, 
[f we with thrice ſuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 


Let us be worried, and our Nation loſe 
The name of hardineſs and policie. 


| King. Callin the Meſſengers ſent from the Dolpbimy, 
Now are we all reſoly*d, and by Gods help 


And yours, the noble ſinews of our Power ; 


France being ours, well bend it to our A 


Or break ir all to pieces. Or there we'll ſit, 


( Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 


Ore France, and all her (almoſt ) Kingly Dukedoms ) 


Or lay theſe Bones in an unworthy Urn, 
Tombleſs, with no remembrance over them : 


Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mourh 


Speak freely of our Adcts, or elſe our Grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongueleſs mouth, 


frſt begin, 


Not 


— 
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| ButI will riſe there with fo full a glory, 


| That ſhall fiye with them: For many a thouſand Widows 
1 Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands ; 


| And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, 


| My rightful hand in a well-hallow*d cauſe. 


| Says that you favour too much of your youth, 
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Not worſhipt with a waxen Epitaph. : 
Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our fair Couſin Dolphin : for we hear, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
__ May't pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge : 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you far off 
The Dolphin*s meaning, and qur Embaſie. 
King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Unto whoſe grace our paſlion is as ſubject 
As is our Wretches fettred in our Priſons : 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainneſs, 
Tell us the Dolphiz*s mind. 
Amb. Thus then in few : 
Your Highneſs lately ſending into France, 
Did claim ſome certain Dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward the third. 
In anſwer of which Claim, the Prince our Maſter 


And bids you be advis'd : There's nought in Frarce 
That can be with a nimble Galliard won , 

You cannot revel into Dukedoms there, 

He therefore ſends you, meeter for yorr ſpirit, 

This Tun of Treaſure ; and in lieu of this, 

Deſires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 

Hear no more of you. This the Dolphin ſpeaks. 
King. What Treaſure, Uncle ? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. 
King. We are glad the Dolphin is ſo pleaſant with us, 
His Preſent, and your pains we thank - you for : 
When we have matchd our Rackets to theſe Balls, 
We will in France. (by Gods grace) play a ſer, 

Shall ſtrike his Father's Crown into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 

With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 

How he comes o're us with our wilder days, 

Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 

We never valu'd this poor ſeat of England, 

And therefore living hence, did give our ſelf 

To barbarous licenſe : and *tis common, 

That men are merrieſt, when they are from home : 

But tell the Dolphin, I will keep my State, 

Be like a King, and-ſhew my fſayl of Greatneſs, 

When 1 do rowze me in my Throne of France, 

For that I have laid by my Majeſty, 

And plodded like.a man for working days : 


That I will dazle all the Eyes of France, 

Yea ſtrike the Dolph;n blind to look on us. 

And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hath turn'd his Balls to Gun-ſtones, and his Soul 
Shall ſtand ſore charg?d, for the waſteful Vengeance 


Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caſtles down : 


That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dolphins ſcorn. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 

To whom I do-appeal, and in whoſe name 

Tell you the Dolphin, I am coming or, 

To venge me as I may, and to. put forth | 


So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dolphin, 
His Jeſt will ſavor but of ſhallow ,wit, 
When thouſands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with ſafe condutt. Fare ye well. 

kts wr . [Exeunt Ambaſſadors, 
Exe. This wasa merry Meſlage. - ps 
King. We hope to make the Sender. bluſh at it : 


| time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be 


T hat may give furtlyrance to our Expedition 

For we have now no thought in us but France, 

Save thoſe to God, that run before our buſineſs, 

Therefore let our Proportions for theſe Wars 

Be ſoon collected, and all things thought upon, 

That may with reaſonable ſwiftneſs add 

More Feathers to our Wings : For God before, 

Well chide this Doiphin at his Fathers door. 

Therefore let every man now task his thought, 

That this fair Ation may on foot be brought. [Exemun. 
Flouriſh, Enter Chorus. 

Now 3ll the Youth of England are on fire, 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour?s thought 

Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 

They fell the Palture now, to buy the Horſe, 

Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 

With winged heels as Engliſh Adercuries. 

For now {its expectation 1n the Air, 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 

With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 

Promigd to Harry, and his Followers. 

The French advigd by good intelligence 

Of this moſt dreadful pre on, 

Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 

Seek to divert the Englihh purpoſes. 

O England : Model to thy inward Greatneſs, 

Like little Body with a mighty Heart : 

What mightſt thou do, that Honour would thee d 

Were all thy Children kind and natural : 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 

A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men: 

One Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the ſecond 

Henry Lord Scroop of Maſham, and the third 

Sir Thomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O Guilt indeed) 

| Confirm?d Conſpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muſt dye, 

[f Hell and Treaſon hold their promiſes, . 

E're he take ſhip for France ; and in Sour 

Linger your patience on, and we'll digeſt 

Thabuſe of diſtance force a play : 

The ſum is pay*d, the Traitors are 

The King is ſet for London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſported (Gentles) to — 

Thereis the play-houſe now, there muſt you ſir, 

And thence to France ſhali we convey you fafe, 

And bring you back :. Charming the narrow Seas 

To give you gentle Paſs: for it we may, 

We'll not offend one ſtomack with our Play. 

But till the King come forth, and-not till then, 

Unto Southampton we do ſhift our Scene. 


Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 


Bar. Well met, Corporal Nijm. 

Nim, Good morrow, Lieutenant Zardolpb. 

Bar. What, are Ancient Piſtol and you Friends yet ? 
Nim, For my part, I care not: 1 fay little : but when 


[Extt. 


as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
mine Iron : it is but a ſimple one, but what though ? It will 
tolt cheeſe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
ſword will : and there's an cnd. 

Bar. 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you Friends, 
and well be all three ſworn Brothers to France ; Ler's 
be ſo, good Corporal Nm. 

Nun. Faith, 1 will live ſo long as I may, that*s the cer- 
tain of it: and when I cannot live any longer, I will do 
as I may: That is my+ reſt: that ist 
Bar. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to. 
Nel Quickly, and certaigly ſhe did you wrong, for you 


no happy hour, | 
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po ore, my Lord's omir 
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| were trotheplight to her. | 


rendezvous of it. # 
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. | foÞs cock is ups-und flaſhing fire will follow. 
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| Thereforc cxhale. 


*{ the firſt ſtroak, Plerun him up tothe hilts,asI am a Souldier. 


-{ are molt tall. 


| texms, that is the humor of ir. 


-| No, to the Spirzle go, and from the Powdring tub of in- 
| famy, fetch forth the Lazer Kit of Creſſia*s kind, Du 
1 Tear-ſct, ſhe by name, and her eſpoule. 


 .*Bard.' By this Sword, he that makes the firit thruſt, 
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- Na l-caandt tell, Things muſt be as they may © men 

may flzep., and they may have their throats about them 

4t that time, and ſome fay, knives have edges: It mult be 

25 it may, though patience be a tyred name, yer ſhe will 

plod, thzre muſt be Concluſions, well, I cannot tell. 
Enter Piſtol, and Quickly. 


Bar: Corporal 2\;,and thon wilt be Friends,be Friends, 
and thon wilt not, why then be Enemies with me too : 
prethce put up. 

Fiji. A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent pay, and 
Liquor likewiſe will 1 give to thee, and Friendihip ſhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. Ple live by Nin, and 


Bar, Here comes Ancient P:ffol and his Wife : good 
Corporal, bz paticnt here. How now, mine Holte P:ſtol ? 

Pijt. Baſe Tyke, calPit thou me Hoſte, now by this 
hand, I ſwear I ſcorn the term: nor ſhall my Nel keep 
| Ladgcrs. , 

Hoft. Noby my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozar or tourteen Gentlewomen that live 
honeltly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a_Bawdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewn now, we ſhall ſce wilful Adultery 
and Murther commntted, 

Bar, Good Lieutenant, Good Corporal, ofter nothing 


here. | Nim. Piſh. 
Piſt, Piih for thee, Iſland dog : thou prickear*d Cur of 
Iſlind. 


Hof#. Good Corporal Vim, ſhew thy Valour, and put 
up thy Sword. 

Nim, Will you ſhog off ? I would have you Sus. 

Piſt. Solus, egregious Dog z © Viper vile; The ſolzs 
in thy molt marvellous face, the /o{zs in thy tecth, and 
in thy throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy; arid which is worſe within thy naſty mouth. 1 
do retort the /olvs in thy Bowels, for I can take, and P:- 


Nim, 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me : f 
have an humour to knock you indifftcreatly well : 1f you 
grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my 
Rapier, as I may in fair terms. If you would walk 
olf, I would prick your guts a little in good terms, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. 

P:#. © Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Grave doth gape, aud doting death is near, 


" Bar, Hear me, hear me what I ſay: He that ſtrikes 


P:ff, An Oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-foot to me give : Thy ſpirits 


Nim. 1 wilt-cut thy throat one time or other in fair 


P:ftol. Couple a gorge that is the word. I defie thee a- 
gain. Ohound of Crecr, thinilt thou my ſpouſe to get * 


I have, and 1 
will hold the 2zondam Quickly for: the only ſhe: and 
Pauca, Theres enough to go to. 

| Enec7 the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoſte P:frol, you mult come to my Ma- 
ſter, aad your Hoſteſs: He is'very fick and would to bd. 
Good Bardolph, put thy facc between the ſheets, and dc 
the Office of a Warming-man': Faith, hos very 1. - 
Bard. Away, you Rogue. $5 
Hoſt. By my «roth, hell yield the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes : the King has kild his heart. Good 
Husband come prejently. | [Exit. 
\ Bar. Come, {hall I make you two Friends, We mult 
to Ermice together ; why the Devil ſhould we keep Knives 


to cat one another's throats 2? 


Piſt. Let Flouds &relwell, and Fiends for food how! on, 
- Nim. You'll” pay me the cightr ſhillings, I won of you 
at | Betting. 

P:. Baſe is the Slave, that pays. 
-- Nm. Thatnow 1 will have: - thats the humour of it. 

Piſt. As manhood ſhall compound - puſh home.[ Draw. 


Ple kill him : by this Sword, I will. 


Nim ſhall live by me, 1s not this juſt ? For 1 ſhall Satlcr 
be unto the Camp, and profits will accrue. Give me 
thy hand, 

Num. | ſhall have my Noble ? 

PF: $þ. In caſh, molt juitly paid. 

Nm. Well then, that's the humour oft, 

Emer Hoſteſs. 

Hoſt. As ever you came of Women, come in quickly 
to SIr Join : A poor heart, he is ſo ſhak*d of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is molt lameutable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

zz, The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that's the cven of it. 

Pij, Nin, thou has ſpoke the right, his heart is fraQ- 
ed and corroborate. 

Aim, The King is a good King, but it muſt be as it 
may : he palles fome humours and carreers. 

Ks Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambkins) we 
will live. 


Entcr Exeter, Bedford, ard Weſtmerland. 


Bed. Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt theſe Traitors. 
Exe, They ſhall be apprehended by 2nd by. 
Weſt. How ſmooth and eyen they do bear themſelves, 
As if all allegiance in their Boloms fate 
Crowned with Faith and conſtant Royalty. 

Bed, The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe, Nay, but the man that was his Bedfellow, 
Whom he hath lulPd and cloy*d with gracious fayours, 
That he ſhould, for a Foreign Purſe, fo ſell | 
His Soycralgns lite to death and treachery. | 

[ Sound Trumpets. 


Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 


King. Now ſits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 

My Lord of Cambridze, and my kind Lord of Maſha, 
Aud you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts - 
Think you not, that the Powers we bcar with us 
Will cut their paſſage thtough the” Force of France? 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have iu head ailembled them. 

Scro. No doubt, iy Liege: it each 'man do his belt. 

King. 1 doubt not thar, ſince we are well perſwaded, 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, 

Thar grows not in a fair confent with ours : 
Nor Icave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
Succels and Conquelt to attend on ws.- 

Cam, Never was a Monarch better fear*d and lov'd, 
Than is your Majelity ; -there*s nor I think a Subject 
Thar fics in heart-grief and uneaſineſs 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your Government. 

Gray. True : thoſe that were- your Fathers Encmies, 
Have tteept their Gauls in Honey, 'and do obſerve-you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zcal. 

King. We therefore have great cauſe of thankfulncſs 
And ſhall forget the Office of our hand 
Sooner than quittance of. defert and merit, 

According to the weight and worthineſs. 

Scro. So ſervice ſutwith ſteeled finews toyl, 

And labour ſhall reiJiFait ſelf -with hope | 
To do your Grace |inceant ſervices: | my 
King. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Exeter, 

Inlarge the man committed yelterday, 

Thar raiPd againſt our Perſon :. We. confider, 

It was exceſs of Wine that fſct him-ons-- * 


2 


Pi.” Sword is an Oath,and Oaths muſt have their courſe. 


2 | And 
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And on his more advice, We pardon him. 

Sc#0; That's mercy, but too much ſecurity : 
Let him be puniſh'd, Soveraign, leſt Example 
Breed (by his ſufferance) more of {uch a kind. 

King. © let vs yet be merciful. 

Camb. $9 may your Highnels, and yet puniſh too, = 

Gray. Sir, yon thew great Mercy, if you give him Lite, 
After the iafte of much Correction; 

Kinr. Atas, your too much love and.care of me, 
Are hcavic Oriſcns/?gainft this poor wretch : 
If little, faults, proceedir's on diftemper, 
Shall not: be wit:k'd at, how ſhall we'ftrerch bur Eye 
When Capital Crimes, -chew*d, ſwaliow'd, and diſgeſted 
Appear before us ? We'll yet enlarge that man 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, 1a their dear care 
And tender prefervation of our Perſon, 
Would have him puniſh*d. And now to our French Cauſes, 
Who are the late Commillioners ? 

Cam. | one, my Lord, 
Your Highneſs bad me ask for it to day. 

Scro. Sq did you-me, my Liege. 

Gray. And I, my Royal Sovcraign. 

Kino, Then Richard Earl of Cambridoe,there is yours : 
There yours Lord Scroop of Maſham, and Sir Knigit, 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Read them, and know 1 know your worthineſs, 
My Lord of IWeſtmerland, and Uncle Exeter, 
We willaboard to-night. Why, how now Gentlemen ! 
What ſce you in thole Papers, that yon loſe 
5o much Complexion ? Look ye how they change : 
Their cheeks are Paper, Why, what read you there, 
That hath ſo cowarded'and chai?d your Blood 
Our of appearance. 

Camb. | do tonfeſs my fault, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highneſs mercy. 

Gray. Scro, To which we all appeal. 

Kino, The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
By your own- Counſel is ſuppreſt and kilPd - 
You mult not dare (for ſhame) to talk of mercy, 
For your own-Reaſons turn into your Bofoims, 
As Dogs upon their Maſters, worrying you - 
See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, 
Theſe Enol;ſh monſters: My Lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
To furniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Horiour : and this man, 
Hath tor a few light Crowns, lightly con{pird 
And ſworn unto the practices of Frazce 
To kill us here in Hampton, To the which, 
This Knight no leſs for bounty. bound to us 
Than Cambridze is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O, 
What ſhall I jay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
ingrateful, ſavage, and inhumane Creature ? 
Thou that didit bear the key of all my Counſels, 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of my Soul, 
That (almoſt) might have coynd me into Gold, 
Would'it thou have practis'd on me, for thy ule ? 
May it be pollible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extraCt one ſpark of Evil 
That might annoy my finger ? ?Tis fo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs, 
As black and white, my Eye will ſcarcely fee it. 
Treaſon and Murther, ever kept together, 
As two yoak Devils ſworn to cithers purpoſe, 
Working ſo groſly in a Natural Caule; 
That admiration did not hoop at them. + 
But thou ('gainſt all Proportion) didlt bring in 
Wonder to wait on Trcaſon, and no muorther : 
And whatſoever cunning Fiend it w* 


| That wrought upon thee ſo prepoſtc " «7, 


Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence : 
And other Devils that ſuggeſt by Treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up Damnation, 


'| With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 


From gliſring Semblances of Picty : 
But he that remper'd thee, bad thee ſtand up, 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhonldſt do Treafr 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of Traitor. ; 
if that ſame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate walk the whole world 
He may return to valty Tartar back, 
And tell the Legions, I car. never win 
A Soul ſocaſic 3s that En2liſh-mans. 
Oh, how haft thou with jcalouſie infeted 
The ſweetneks of affiance ? Shew men duriful ? 
Why {> didſt thou. Seem they grave and learned ? 
Why fo didſt thou. Come they of Noble Family 7 
Why fo didſt thou. Seem they religions ? 
Why fo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in dyct, 
Free from grofs paſſion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conttant in fpirn, not ſwerving with the blood, 
Germiryd and dcck'd in modett complement, 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged judgment truſting neither ? 
S2ch and fo tincly boulted didſt thou ſeem : 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
1o make thce full frauzht man, and beſt endacd 
W ith ſome ſu'pition, and 1 will weep for thee. 
For this revolt of thiac, me thinks is like 
Anc tier fail of man, Their faults are open, 
Arrelt them to the anſwer of the Law 
And God acquit them of their practices. 

Exe. I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Farl pf -Cambridsr, 

] arrelt thee of High Treaſon, »y the name of Thom: 
Lord Scroop of 7arſham. 

| arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 

Scro. Our purpoſes God julitly hath diſcover'd, 
And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
Which I beſfeech your Highnetfs to forgive, 
Although my Body pay the price of it. 

Canb. Fer ame' the Gold of Frazce did not ſeduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motive, 
The ſooner to cffect, what I intended : 
Burt God be thanked for prevention, 
Which 1 in ſnfferance heartily will rcjoyce, 
Betecching God to pardon me. 

Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
Ar the difcov-ry of moſt dangerous Treaſon, 
Than I do at this hoar joy ofre my f-It, 
Preverted from a damned Enterprize : 
My fault, but not my body, parcon Soveraion. 

Kine,” God quit, you in his Mercy : Hear your ſentence 
You have conſpir'd agamlit cur Royal Perſon. 
Toynd with an Enemy proclaim'd ;, and from his Coker 
Receiv'd the Golden Earneſt of Our dcath : 
Wherein you would have fold your King to ſlaughter, 
His Princes an his Peers to ſervitude, 
His Subje@ts to oppreflion, and contempt, 
And his whele Kingdom into defolation : 
Touching our Perſon, ſeck we no revenge, 
Bat we onr Kingdoms fafety malt fo tender, 
Whoſe ruine you thirce ſought, that to her Laws 
We do deliver you. Gct you th-retore hence, 


L 


(Pocr miſerable wretches, to your dcath : | 


The ralte whereof, God of his mercy give 
You panence to endure, and troc repentance 
Of ail your dear offences. Bear them hence. { 7xen 
Now Lords for Frarce : the Entcrprite wherect 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and Jacky War, 
Since God fo gracioutly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaſon, Jurking in our way 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rub is ſmoothed in our way : 
Taen forth, dear Conntry-men : Let us deliper 
Our Puiſſance into the haad of God, 
Putiing 
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Putting it i{treight in expedition. 

Chearly to Sea, the ſigns of War advance, 
No King of Enzland, if not King of France, [Excurt, 
Enter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt. Prethee honey, ſweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines, 

Piſtol. No: for my manly heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be blythe : Nim, rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy,briltle 
thy Courage up : for Falſtaff he is dead, and we muſt 
yern therefore. 

Bard. Would I were with him, whereſoe're he is, 
either in Heaven, or in Hell. 

Hoſtef. Nay ſure, he's not in Hell : he's in Arthur's 
Boſom, if ever man went to ArthuPs Boſom : a made 
finer end, and went away and it had been any Chriſtom 
Child : a parted juſt between Twelve and One, eyn at 
the turning oth? Tyde : for after 1 ſaw him fumble with 


| the Sheets, and play with Flowers, and ſmile upon his fin- 


gersend, I knew there was but one way : for his Noſe was 
25 ſharp as aPen, and a Table of green Fields. How now 
Sir Fohn (quoth 1? ) what man ? be a good cheer : ſo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or four times : now 1, 
to comfort him, bid him a ſhould not think of God ;, I 
hop*d there was no need to trouble himſelf with any ſuch 
thoughts yet : ſoa bad me lay more Clothes on his feet : 
i put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they 
v;ere as cold as a ſtone : then I felt to his knees, and fo 
upward and upward, all was as cold as any ſtone. 

Nim, They ſay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hoſtef. 1, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoſteſs. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did , and faid they were Devils in- 
carnate. 

Woman, A could never abide Carnation, *twas a Co- 
lour he never likd. 

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hoſtefs. Adid in ſome ſort (indeed) handle Women : 
but then he was rheamatick, and talk'd of the W hore of 
Babylon, 

Boy. Do-you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſtick upon Bar- 
dolplps Noſe, and faid it was a black Soul burning 1n Hell. 

Bard, Well, the fuel is gone that maintain*d that fire: 
that's all the Riches I got 1n his ſervice. 

Nim. Shall we ſhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton, 

Pi. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy Lips : 
Look to my Chattels, and my Moveables : Let Senſes 
rule : The world is, Pitch and pay : truſt none : for Oaths 
are Straws, mens Faiths are Wafet-Cakes, and hold-faſt 
is the onely Dog : My Duck, therefore, Cavero be thy 
Counſellor. Go, clear thy Chryſtals. Yoke-fellows 
in Arms, let: us to France, like Horſe-leeches my Boys, 
to ſuck, to ſuck, the very blood to ſuck. 

Boy. And that's but unwholſome food they ſay. 

Piſt. Tonch her ſoft mouth, and march, 

Bard. Farewel, Hoſtels. 

Nim, | cannot kiſs, that is the hnmour of it : but adieu. 

Pit. Let Houſwifry appear : keep cloſe, I thee com- 
mand. 

Hoſteſs, Farewel : adicu. [ Exeurt, 
Enter the French King , the Dolphin, the Dukes 

of Berry and Britain. 


Kins. Thus comes the Ergliſh with full Power vpon us, 
And more than carefully it us concerns, 


| To anſwer Royally in our defences. 


Therefore the Dukes of m_ and of Britain, 
Of Brabart and of Orleance ſhall make' forth, 
\nd you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwitt diſpatch 


| Toline and new repair our towns of War 
With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makgs as fierce, 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulf. 
It fits us then to be as provident, 
As fear may teach us, our of late Examples 
Left by the fatal and neglefted Engli| 
Upon our Fields. 

Dolphin. My molt redoubted Father, 
It is moſt meet we arm us ?gainſt the Foe: 
For Peace it ſelf ſhould not ſo dull a Kingdom, 
( Though War, nor no known Quarrel were in queſtion ) 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and collefted, 
As were a War in expettation. 
Therefore I ſay, ?tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the ſick and feeble parts of France: 
And let usdo it with no ſhew of fear, 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were buſied with a Whitſoz Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phantaſtically born, 
By a vain giddy ſhallow humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 

Conſt, O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Grace the late Embaſſadors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaſlie, 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception, and with all, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution : 
And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-ſpent 


| Were but the out-ſide of the Roman Braces, 


Covering Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 
Dolph. Well, *tis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 
But though we think it ſo, it is no matter : 
In Cauſes of defence, *tis beſt to weigh 
'The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 
So the Proportions of defence are filPd : 
Which of a weak and nigardly projection, 
Doth like a Miſer ſpoil his Coat, with ſcanting 
A little Cloth. 
King, Think we King Harry ſtrong : 
And Princes, look, you ſtrongly arm to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath been fleſt?d upon vs : 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths : 
Witneſs our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſſy Battel fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our Princes captiv*d, by the hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales : 
Whiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ſtanding 
Up in the Air, crown'd with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroical Seed, and ſmiPd to ſee him 


Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns, that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock : and let us fear 
The Native mightineſs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mecſſ. Ambaſſadors trom Harry, King of England, 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty. 

King. We'll give them preſent Audience. 
Go, and bring them. 
You ſee this Chaſe is hotly followed, Friends. 


Moſt ſpend their mouths, when what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs & beforethem. Good my Soveraign 

Take up the Erg/b ſhort, and let them know 

Of what a Monarchy you are the Head : 

Sclf-love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a ſin, 

As felt-neglecting. 


Emer 


| 


Dolph. Turn head, and ſtop purſuit : for coward Dogs 
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Enter Exeter. Toanſwer matters of thi 
| King. From our Brother of England ? A  I__ L 
Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majeſty : Re 
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
| That you deveſt your ſelf, and lay apart Atlus Jec undis. 
The borrowed Glories, that. by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs Enter Chorus. 
| To himand to his Heires, namely the Crown; 
And all wide-ſtretched Honors, that pertain Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwiſt Scene flyes, 
By Cuſtom, and the Ordinance of Times, [ln motion of no leſs celerity, than that of Thought. 
Unto the Crown of France : that you may know Suppoſe, that you have ſeen 
"Tis no ſiniſter, nor no awk-ward Claim, The wel-appointed King at Dover Peer, 
Pick*t from the Worms-holes of long-vaniſh't days, Embark his Royalty : and his brave Fleet, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakr, With ſilken Streamers, the young Phebus taining ; 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Line, Play with your Fancies : and in them behold, 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boys climbing ; 
Willing you over-look this Pedigree : Heart the ſhrill Whiſtle. which doth order give 
And when you find him evenly deriv*d To ſounds confugd : behold the threaden Sails, 
From his moſt fam'd, of famous Anceſtors, Born with tinviſible and creeping V Viad, 
Edward the third ; he bids you then reſign Draw the huge Bottom's through the furrcyed Sea, 
Your Crown and Kingdom indirectly held Breſting the lofty Surge. O, do butthink 
From him, the Native and true Challenger. You ſtand upon the Rivage, and behold | 
King, Or elſe, what follows ? A Citie on thinconſtant Billows dancing: 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint : for if you hide the Crown | For ſo appears this Fleet Majeſtical, 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it, Holding due courſe to Harflew, Follow, fallow, 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he coming, | Grapple your minds to ſternage of this Nayy 
'In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Jove : And leave your England as dead Mid-night, ſtil, 
| That ifrequiring fail, he will compell. Guarded with Grandiires, Babies, and old VVomen, 
| And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, Either paſt, or not arriy'd to pith and puiſſance ; 
Deliver up the Crown, and totake mercy For who is he, whoſe Chin is but earicht 
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War V Vith one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Opens his vaſty Jaws : and on your head Theſe culPd and choice-drawn Cayaliers to France ? | 
Turning the Widow's Tears, the Orphans Crys, VVork, work your Thoughts, and thereia ſee a Siege : 
The dead-mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, V Vith fatal mouths gaping on girded Harflew, 
| That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. Suppoſe th*Embaſſador from the Frexch comes back, | 
| This is his Claim, his threatning, and my Meſlage : Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him | 
Unleſs the Dolphin be in preſence here ; Katharine his Daughter,and with her ro Dowry 
| To whom expreſly I bring greeting too. ' Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
| | _ King, For us, we will conſider of this further ; The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 
| To morrow ſhall you bear our full intent V Vith Lynſtock now the deviliſh Cannon touches. 
| Back to our Brother of England. [ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 
Dolph. For the Dolphin, * | And down goes all before him. Still be kind 
I ſtand here for him : what to him from England? = And ech out our performance with your migd. [ Exit, | 
Exe. Scorn and defiance, fleight regard, contempt, | 
And any thing that may not miſ-become Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, ad Glouceſter, 
The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at. Alarum. Scaling-Ladgders at Harflew. 
| Thus ſays my King : and-if your Father*s Highneſs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, King. Once more unto the Breach, | 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty ; Dear Friends, once more; 
Hel call you to fo hot an Anſwer of it, Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh dead ; 
That Caves and Womby Vaultages of France [n Peace, there*s nothing ſo becomes a man, | 
Shall chide your Treſpaſs, and return your Mock As modeſt ſtitneſs and humitlixy : 
In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance. But when the blaſt of War blows in our ears, 
Dolph. Say : if my Father tender fair return, Then imitate the aCtion of the Tyger : 
It is againſt my will : for I deſire Stiffen the finews, commune up the blood, 
Nothing but Odds with England, Diſguiſe fair Nature with hard-favour'd Rage : 
To that end, as matching to'his Youth and Vanity, Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpet : 
| did preſent him with the Paris-Balls. Let it pry through the portage of the Head, : 
Ex. Hel make your Paris Lowver ſhake for it, Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o*'rewhelm it, 
Were it the Miſtreſs Court of mighty Europe : As fearfully, as doth a galled Rock 
And be afſur*d, you'l find a ditfirence, | O*re-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 
As we his Subjects have in wonder found, SwilPd with the wilde and waſtful Ocean. 
Between the promiſe of his greener days, Now ſet the Teeth, and ſtretch rhe Noſtril wide, 
And theſe he maſters now : now he weighs Time ' Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every « rig 
Even to the utmoſt Grain ; that you ſhall read To his full height. On, you Noblelt Englzþ 
Inyour own Loſſes, if he ſtay in France. Whoſe blood:is fet from Fathers of War-poof ; 
King, To morrow ſhall you know our mind at full. Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 
| [ Flowriſh.| Have in theſe from Morn till Even fonght, 
Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, left' that our King | And ſheath*d their Swords for lack of argument, 
id Come here. himſelf to queſtion our delay ; Diſhonour not your Mothers : now atteſt, 
| For he his footed in this Land already. ', | That thoſe whomyou calPd Fathers, did beget you. 
King. You ſhall be ſoorr difpatcht, with fair Conditions. 'Be Copy now to men of groſſer blood, 
A Night is but ſmall breath, and. little pauſe And teach them how to V Var. And you, good —_ A 
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Whoſe Limbs were made in England ; ſhew us here 
The mettle of your Paſture - let us ſwear, 
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not : 
For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, 
That hath not Noble luſtre in your Eyes. 
I ſee you ſtand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game's a-foot - 
Follow your Spirit ; and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
L Alarum, and Chambers 20 off. 


Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on,to the Breach, to the Breach. 
Nim. *Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are too 
hot :and for mine own part, 1 have not a Caſe of Lives : 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the yery plain-Song of it. 
Pit. The plain-Song is moſt juſt : for humors do a- 


dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win 
immortal Fame. . 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houſe in Zondon, I would 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and ſafety. 

Piſt. And1I : if wiſhes would prevail with me, my pur- 
| poſe ſhould not fail with me ; but thither would I hye. 
Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth ſing on 


bough. 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Up to the breach, you Dogs z avant you Collions. 

Piſt. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, uſe lenity, 
{weet Chuck. 

Nim. Theſe be good humors : your Honour wins bad 
humors. [Extt., 

Boy. As young asI am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
' Swaſhers. 1 am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver*d, and red-fac'd ; by the 
means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not : for Piſtol, 
he hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword; by the 
means whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole 
Weapons : for Nim, he hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beſt men, and therefore he ſcorns to ſay 
his prayers, leſt a ſhould be thought a Coward - but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds ; for 


againſt a Poſt, when he was drunk. They will ſteal any 
thing, and call it Purchaſe. Bardolph ſtole a Lute-caſe, 
| bore it twelve Leagues, and fold it for three half-Pence. 
' Nim and Bardolph are ſworn Brothers in filching z and 
in Calice they ltole a fire-ſhovel. 1 knew, by that piece 
of Service, the men would carry Coals. They would 
have me as familiar with men's Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from another's Pocket, to put 
into mine 3 for it 6 pau pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
muſt leave them, and ſeek ſome better Service : their 
Villanie goes againſt my weak ſtomack, and therefore I 


muſt caſt it up. [Exit. 
Enter Gower. 


Gower. Captain Fluellen, you mult come preſently to the 
Mines ; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with you. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not ſo 
good-to come to the Mines : for look you, the Mines 
2re not according to the Diſciplines of War ; the Con- 


fary, you may diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you, is digt 
himſelf four-yards under the Countermines ; by Cheſhs, 
I think a will plow up all, if there is not better dire- 
ions. 

= The Duke of Gloucefter, to wham the Order 
of the Siege is given, is altogether directed by an Iriſh 


—____—_«C 


bound : Knocks go and come : God?s Vaſlals drop and | 


2 never broke any man's head but his own, and that was | 


cavities of it is not ſufficient : for look you, th' athver- | 


man, a very valiant Gentleman, PI faith. 

Welch. It is Captain akmorrice, is it not ? 

Gower, I think it be. 

Welch. By Cheſhu he is an Afs, as in the World, I 
will verifie as much in his Beard : he ha's no more directi- 
ons in the true diſciplines of the Wars, look you, of the 
Koman diſciplines, than is a Puppy-dog, 


Emer Makmorrice, and Captain Jamy, 


Gower, Here a comes, and the Scors Captain, Captain 
Famy, with him. 

Welch, Captain Jamy is a marvellous valorous Gen- 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know- 
ledge in th'aunchiant Wars, upon my particular know- 
ledge of his direCftions; by Cheſhu he will maintain his 
Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, in 
the Diſciplines of the priſtine Wars of the Romans. 

Scot, I fay gudday, Captain Fluelley, 

Welch. Godden to your Worthip, good Captain Fames. 

Gower, How now, Captain Makmorrice, have you quit 
the Mines ? have the Pioners given o're ? 

Iriſh. By Chriſh, Law, tiſh JI done : the Work iſh give 
over, the Trompet ſound the Retreat. By my Hand [ 
ſwear, and my father's Soul, The Work iſh ill done: 
it iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Town, 
ſo Chriſh ſave me, law, in an hour. O tiſh ill done, tiſh 
11} done © by my Hand tiſh ill done. 

Welch. Captaine AMakmorrice, I beſeech you now, 


| you, as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of 
the War, the Roman Wars, in the way of Argument, 
look you, and friendly communication : partly to 
ſatisfie my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfaCtion, look 
you, of my Mind, as touching the direftion of the Mi- 
litary diſcipline, that is the Point. 

Scor. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 


and I fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occaſion : 


that ſal I marry. 

Iriſh. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me : 
The day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the 
Kigg, and the Duke : it is not time todiſcourſe, the Town 
is beſeech'd : and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and 
we talk, and by Chriſh do nothing, *tis ſhame for us all : 
ſo God ſa*me ?tis ſhame to ſtand ſtill, it is ſhame by my 
hand: and there is Throats to be-cut, and Works to be 


; done, and there iſh nothing done, fo Chriſt fa'me law. 


Scot. By the Mes, ere theiſe eyes of mine take them- 
ſelves to ſlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge th? 
grund for it; ay, or go to death + and lle pay*r a va- 
lorouſly as I may, that ſal I ſurely do, the' breff and 
the long; marry, I wad full fain heard ſome queſtion 
*tween you tway. 

Welch. Captain Afakymorrice, I think, look you, under 
your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 

Iriſh, Of my Nation * What iſh my Nation? Iſh a 
Villain, and a Baſterd, and a Knave, and a Raſcal .W hat 
iſh my Nation ? Who talks of my Nation ? 

Welch. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſe 
than is meant, Captain Aakyorrice, peradventure | 
ſhall think you do not uſe me with that affabiliry, as in 
diſcretion you ought to uſe me, look you, being as good 
a man as your ſelf both in the diſciplines of War, and 


Iriſh. I do not know you 1o good a man as my ſelf, ſo 
Chriſh fave me, 1 will cut off your head. 


Scot. A, that's a foul fault.: 
Gower, The 'Town ſounds a _ X 
Welch. Captain AMakmorrice, when there . is, more 


better opportunity to be. required, look you, I will be ſo 
'bold as ok you, I know the diſciplines of War, and 
there is an end. | [ Exit. 


Enter 


——_ 


þ, "_ 


| will you vouchafe me, look you, a few diſputations with | 


in the derivation of my birth, and in other particularities. | 


Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other. | 
C4 Parley. | 
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Enter the King, and all his Train before the Gates. 


Kins. How yet reſolves the Governour of the Town ? 
This 1s the lateſt Parle we will admit : 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
| Or like to men proud of deltruCtion, 
Defie us to our worſt : for asI am a Souldier, 
A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt ; 
If I begin the batt*ry once again, 
I will not leave the half-atchieved Harflew, 
"Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buried. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 
And the fleſh*d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand, ſhall range 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Graſs 
Your freſh fair Virgins, and your ſtowring Infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious War, 
Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fi:nds, 
Do with his ſmircht complexion of fell feats, 
Enlinckt to waſte and deſolation ? 
What is't to me, when you your ſelves are cauſe, 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing Violation ? | 
What Rein can hold liccntious Wickedneſs, 
When down the Hill he holds his fierce Carrcer ? 
We may as bootleſs ſpend our vain Command 
Upon th'enraged Souldiers in their Spoil, 
As ſend Precepts to the Leviathan to come a-ſhoar, 
Therefore, you men of arflew, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
W hiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
O're-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Villany. 
If not : why in a moment look to ſce 
The blind and bloody Souldier , with foul hand 
Defire the Locks of your ſhrill-ſtricking Daughters! 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 
And their moſt reverend Heads daſht to the V Valls : 
Your naked Infants ſpitted upon Pikes, 
W hiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Do break the Clouds ; asdid the Wives of Fewry, 
At Herod's bloody-hunting ſlaughter-men. 
W hat fay you? Will you yield, and this avoid ? 
Or guilty in defence be thus deſtroy*d ? 

Emer Governonr. 
Gover. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
To raiſe ſo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
We yicld our Town and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy : 
Enter our Gatcs, diſpoſe of us and ours, 
For we no longer.are defenſible. 

King. Open your Gates : Come Uncle Exeter, 

Goyou and enter Harflew, there remain, 
And fortihe it ſtrongly*gainit the French : 
Uſe mercy to them all for us, dear Uncle. 
The Winter coming on, and Sickneſs growing 
Upon our Souldiers, we will retire to Cal:s, 
To night in Harflew will we be your Guelt, 
To morrow for the March are we addrelt. 

[ Flouriſh, and enter the Town, 


Enter Katharine and an old Gentlewoman, 


Kath, Alice, tu as eſte en Angleterre , & tu parlais bien 
le Language, 

Alice. En peu, Madame. 

Kath. Fe te prie de wenſeigner, il faut que Japprene a 
parler. Comment appelle vous la main en Anglois ® 

Alice. La main, il eft appelle, de Hand. 

Kath. De Hand. 

Alice, Et le doyt. 


Ka. Le doyt , ma foy je ouble le doyr, mais Je me ſouner” 
dray le avyt, Fl penſe 911 ont appelle des frnores, ou de fineres. 

Alzce, La main, de Hand, tl: aoyt, le Fingres, Te penſe 
que je ſuis le bon eſcholier, 

Kath, Fay gaigne deux mts d' Anglois viftement , com- 
ment appelle wors les onoles ? : 

Alice, Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles. 

Kath, De Nayles eſcontez : dutes moy, (+ je parle bien » de 
Hand, de Fingres, de Nayles. _ 

Alice, C*eſt ben ait Madame, il eſt fort bon Anolos, 

Kath, Dites moy en Anglois le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Kath, Et le cong:. 

Alice, D*Elbow. | 

Kath, D*Elbow : Te wen faiiz la repetition de tons let 
mots que nave apprins des a preſent. 

Arrce, 1 eſt trop difficile Madame, comme” je penſe. 

Kath, Excuſe moy Alice, ejcoumte, Hand, de F more, 
de Neyles, d Arne, de Bilbow, 

Alice, D*clbow , Madame. | 

Rath. O Saener Dien, je men oublie PElbow. comment 
appelie vous le col ! ; 

Alice. De Neck, Madame. 

Kath, De Neck, C le manten ? 

Alice, De Chin, | 

Kath, De Sim : lele col, ot Neck : le manton, de Sin. 

Alice, Oy. Sauf woſtre honnour en Terue vous prononcits 
lis muts attfſe droitt, gue le Natiffs 4 Angleterre, 
| Kath, Je ne doute pojnt «apprendre par la grace de Diem, 
& (1 pet ae temps, 

[ Hl. Navez. vous p4s deſia oublie ct que je vous ay en- 
exore, 

Kath. Nomme, je recitcray 4 vous promptement 
ae Fingre, de Wayles, Adtica o”E "__ 

Alice, De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath, De Nayles, de Arnie, de Jlbow. 

Alice, Sar woſtre honneur Elbow. 

Kath. Ainſs dis-je @Elbow,, de Neck, de Sin : com- 
ment appelle vous les preds & de roba. 

Alice. Le Fcot Madame, & te Comme. 

Kath, Le Fout, & le Count : O Seignenr Dieu, ſont 
aes murs manvais, corruptible & impudique, & non pour les 
Dames @ Honneur auſer : Fe ne vondrozs prononcer ces n.ots 
acvant les Sexgnuurs ae France, pour tuue le monde, il fart 
le Foot, & le Count, neant noms, Je reciteray un antre- 
fo's ma lecon enſenble, a Hand,de Fungre, de Naylep, 4 Arme 
ÞElbow, de Neck, de Sin, de Foor, de Count. s 

Alice. Excellent, Madane. 

Ka. Ceſt aſſez pour une fois, allons nous en dsſner. [ Exeurt 


Enter the King Ml France, the Dolphin, the Conſtable 
of France, and whers, 


King. *Tis certain he hath paſt the River Some. 
Cor jt, And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France : let us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 
Dolph. O Dicu vivant | ſhall a few Sprays of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens , put 1a wild and ſavage Stock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafters ? 
Brit. Normans, but baſtard Normans, Norman baſtards. 
Mort de ma vie, if they march along 
Unfought withall, but 1 will ſell my Dukedom, 
To buy a ſlobbry and a dirty Farm 
In that nook-ſhotten Iſle of Albvor. 
Conſt. Dieu de Batailles | where have por this mettel ? 
[s not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Fruit with frowns ? Can Water, 
A Drench for ſur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly broth, 
Decodct thelr cold blood ro ſuch valiant heat ? 
And ſhall our quick blood, _ with Wine, 
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{ Ruſhori his Hoſt, as doth the melted Snow 
| Upon the Vallies, whoſe low Vallal Scat 
{ The Apes doth ſpit; and void his rhewm upon. 


{ cient Licutenant. there at the Bridge, I think in my very 
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Seem froſtie ? O, tor the Honour oft our Land, 


Let us not hang like roping lficles 
Upon our Houſes Thatch, whiles a more froſtic People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may Call them, in their Native Lords. 
Delph, By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at ns, and plainly fay, 
Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the Luſt of En2l3ſh Youth, 
To new-ſtore France with Battard Warriors. 
Brit, Thy bid us to the Engliſh Dancing-Schools, 
And teach Lavalta*s high, and ſwift Carramo's, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heels. 
And that we are molt lofty Run-aways. 
King. Where is Montjoy, the Herald ? ſpeed him hence; | 
Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance. 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edged, 
More ſharper than your Swords, hie to the Field : 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 
Yau Duke of Orleance, Burbor, and of Berry, 
Alanſon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgonaie, 
Jaques Chatilion, Rambures, Vaudemont , 
Beaumont, Grand Pree, Rouſſie, and Faulconbridge, 
Loys, Leſtrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings : 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great ſhames : 
Bar Hgrry England, that ſweeps through our Lard 
With Penons-painted in the blood of Har flew : 


= 


Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Koar 
Bring him our Priſoner.. 

Conſt. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are ſo few, 
His Souldiers ſick, and famiſht in the March: 
For am ſure, when-he ſhall ſee our Army, 
He'll drop his Heart into the ſink of Fear, 
And- for Atchievment, offer us his Ranſom. 

Kivg.. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Monrjoy, 
And let him ſay. to Ezglard, that we ſend, | 
To know what willing Ranſom he will give. 
Prince Dolphin, you fhall ſtay with us in Roar, 

Dalph. Not 1, 1 do beſeech your Majeſty. 

Kao. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us. 
Now forth Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 

And quickly bring us word of England's fall. Exeunt. 


Enter Captains, Welch, ad Engliſh, Gower, and Fluellen. 


Gow, How now Captain Flucllen, come you from the 
Bridge ? ; 

Fla. | aſſare you, there1s very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the: Bridge. 

Gow. Is the Nukeof Exeter ſafe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aza- 
memnong and a/man that I love and honour with my ſoul, 
and my heart, and.my. duty, and my live, and my living, 
and my uttermpſt pawer. He is not, God be praiſed and 
bleſſed, any hurt in the World, but keeps. the Bridge 
moſt valiantly, wich excellent diſcipline. There is an aun- 


conſcience he is as valiant.a man as Mark, Anthony, and he 
is a man of poeſt3mation in the World, but I did fee him 
do as gallant ſervice... : 
Gow, What do you call him ? 
© Fla; He iscalld*auncient Piftel. 
- Gow, 1 know. him not. © . 
1 -. Emer Piſtol. 
Fly: Here is the: man. | 
Piſt. Captain, 4 'thee beſeechito do me favours 
Duke of Exeter doth-love thee. well. 


: the 


Flu, 1,1 praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love at 


| | 
] 
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ins hands. 

Prjt. Bardolph, a Souldicr firm aud ſound of heart, and 
of buxom valour, hath by crucl Fate, and giddy Fortunes 
furious hckle Wheel, that Goddeſs blind, - that ſtands 
upon the rolling reſtleſs Stone. 

Flu. By your patience auncient Piſtol : Fortune is 
painted blind, with a Mutfier afore his Eyes, to fignific 
to you, that Fortune is blind z and ſhe is painted alſo 
with a Wheel, to tgmhe to veu, which is the Moral ci 
it, that ſhe 1s turning and inconſtant, and mutability, aud 
"ailation : and her toot, look you, is fixed upona Sphc- 
rical Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and rowles - in 
good truth, the Poet makes a molt cxcellent deſcription 
of it : Fortune 1s an excellent Moral. 

Pijt. Fortune is Bardoiph*s Foe, and frowns on him : 
for he hath ſtoln a Pax, and hanged muſt a be : damned 
death : Jet Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and 
ler not Hemp his Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exeter hath 
given the doom of Yeath for Pax of little price. There- 


tore go ſpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice ; and let 


not Zardeiph*s vital thread be cut with edge of Penny- 
Cord, and vile reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and 
| will thee requite. 

Flu. Auncicat Piftcl, I do partly underſtand your 
meaning. 

Pijt. Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu, Certainly Auncient, it is not a thing to rejoice at : 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, 1 would deſire the 
Duke touſe his good Plcafure, and put him to Execution z 
tor diſcipline ought to be uſed. 

Piſt. Die, and be damn'd, and Figo for thy Friendſhip. 

Flu, It is well. | 

Piſt. The Fig of Spain. 

Flu, Very good. 

Gow. Why, this 1s an arrant counterfeit Raſcal, I re- 
member him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purſe. 

Flu, Ple aflure you, a uttred as prave words at thc 
Pridge, as you ſhall ſee in Summers day : but it is very 
well : what he ha's ſpoke to me, that 1s well, I warrant 
you, when time is ſerve. 

Gow, Why "tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himſelf at his return 
into London, under the form of a Souldier, and ſuch 
fellows are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learn you by rote where Services were done ; 
at ſuch and ſuch a Sconce, at ſuch a Breach, at ſuch a Con- 
voy : who came off bravely, who was ſhot, who dif- 
grac'd, what terms the Enemy ſtood on ; and this they 
con perfitly in the phraſe of War , which they trick 
up with new-tuned Oaths : and what a Beard of the Ge- 
nerals Cut, and a horrid Sute of the Camp, will doamong 
foming Bottles, aud Ale-watlc wits, is wonderful to be 
thought on : but you mult learn to know ſich ſlanders of 
the Age, or elſe you may be be marvellouſly miitook. 

Flu, | tell you what, Captain Gower : I do perceive he 
is not the man that he would gladly. make ſhew to the 
World he is : if I find a hole in his Coat, I will tell him mx; 
mind : hear you, the King his coming, aud I mult ſpeak 
with him from the Pridge. 


| Ex... 


Drum and Colours, Enter the King and his 
poor Soulaters, 


Flu, God pleſs. your Majeſty. 

Kins, How now Flucllen, cam'ſt thou from the Bridge ? 

Flu. I, ſo pleaſe your Majelty : The Duke of Excter 
has very gallantly maintain*d rhe Pridge ; the French is 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and molt prave 
paſſages : marry, tPathverſary was have poſſeſſion of the 
Pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I can teil your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. 

Kins. What men have you loſt, Flueilen ? 
tam 


——_ li —_ 
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Fle. The perdition of th'athverſay hath been very 
reat, reaſonable great : marry for my part, I think the 

ke bath loſt never a man, but one that is like to be ex- 
ecuted for Robbing a Church, one 3ardolph, if your Maje- 
ſty know the man : his face is all duvukles, and whelks, anc 
knobs, and flames a fire, and his lips blows at his noſe; 
and it is like a coal of fire, ſometimes plew, and ſometunes 
red, but his noſe is executed, and his fire's our. 
King. We would have all ſuch offenders ſo cut off ; 


| And on to morrow bid them march away. 


and we give expreſs charge, that in our Marches through 


{| the Country, there be nothing compelPd irom the V alla- | 


ges; nothing taken, but paid for : none of the Frezch | 
upbraided or abuſed in diſdainful Language : for when | 
Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdom , the gentler 
Gameſter is the ſooneſt winner. 

Tucker, Enter Mountjoy. | 
AMowntjoy. You know me by my habit. | 
King. Well then,I know thee : what ſhall I know of thee * | 
Mount, My Maſters mind. 
King, Unfold it. : 
Mountjoy. Thus ſays my King : Say thou to Harry of 


Advantage is a better Souldier than Raſhneſs. 1ci: him, 
we could have rebuk'd him at Harfeew, but that we 
thought not good to bruiſe an injury, till 1t were tull ripe. 
Now we ſpeak upon our Q. and our voice 1s imperial : 
England ſhall repent his folly , fee his weaknets, and 
admire our ſufferance. Bid him therefore conſider of his 
Ranſom, which muſt proportion the Jolles we have 
born, the Subjects we have loſt, the diſgrace we have | 
digeſted ; which in weight to re-aniwer, his pettineſs 
would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is too 
poor z for th'effuſion of our blood , the Muſter of his 
Kingdom too faint a number ; and for our diſgrace, his 
own Perſqa kneeling at our feet, but a weak and warthle& 
fatisfaftion. To this add defiance : and tell him for con- 
cluſion, he hath betrayed. his Followers, whoſe condem- 
nation is pronounced : So far my King and Maſter ; fo 
much my Office. 
Kino. What is thy Name ? I know thy Quality. 
Afoun, Mount joy. 
King. Thou do'ſt thy Office fairly, Turn thee back, 
And tell thy Xing, I do not feck him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Calce, 
Without impeachment - for to ſay the ſooth, 
Though ?tis no wiidom to conieis fo much 
Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 
My People are with fickneis much enteebled, 
My Numbers leſſetd : and thoſe few I have, 
Almoſt no better than ſo many Frexcb , 
Who when they were in health, I tell chee, Herald, 
I thought, vpon one pair of Ezglih Legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 
That I do brag thus; this your air of Frarce 
Hath blown that Vice in me. 1 muſt repent : 
Go therefore tell thy Maſter, here I am; 
My Rarfſom is this frail and worthleſs Trunk ; 
My Army, but a weak and ſickly Guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though Frarce himſelf, and ſuch another Neighbour 
Stand in our way: There's for thy labour, ownyoy. 
Go bid thy Maſter well adviſe himſelf, 
If we may paſs, we will : if webe hindred, 
We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and ſo Aontjoy fare you well. 
The ſum of all our Anſwer is bur this : 
We would not ſeek a Battel, as we are, 
Nor as we are, wc ſay, we will not {hua it : 
So tell your Maſter. 
Mount. 1 ſhall deliver ſo: Thanks to your Highneſs. 
Glow. I hope they willnot come upon us now. 
King. Weare in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge, it now drav/s toward night, 


| hairs: le Cheval volant, the Pegaſus, ches les narimes ds fen. 


— 


[ Exeunt , 


Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleans, Dolphin, wih others, 


Conſt. Tur,l have the beſt Armour of the World: would 
it wcre Cay. 

Ort. You have an excellent Armour : but let my Horſe 
have his due. 

Conſt, It is the beſt Horſe of Emrope. | 

Orl, Will it never be Morning ? | 

Dolph, My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High 
Conſtable, you talk of Horſe and Armour ? 

Or:. You are as well provided of both, as apy Prince in 
the World. 

Doiph, What a long Night is this ? I will not change 


— 


| 


my Horſe v.ith any that treads but on four palt:r4: 
ch'ha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his entrails wc: / 


Whea I beſtride him, 1 ſoar, I am a Hawk : he trots' 
the air : the Earth ſings, when he touches i: + rhe baſe! 
horn of his hoof is more Muſical than be Pips of | 
Hermes, 

Orl. Hes of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft| 
for Perſeus : he is Pure Air ard Fire; and the dull Ele-| 
ments of Earth and Water never appear ir him, bat afts 
ly in patient ſtilneſs while his Rider mounts lim : he; 
is indeed a Horſe, and all other Jades you may call 
Beaſts. | 

Conſt. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and ex- 
ccllent Horſe. 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the 


Homage. 

Orl. No more, Coulin. | 

Delph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from” 
the riling of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary 
deſerved praiſe on my Palfray : it is a Theme as fluent 
as the Sea : Turn the Sands into eloquent tongues, and 
my Horle is argument for them all : *cis a ſubject for a 
Sovcraign to reaſon on, and for a Soveraigns Soveraign 
to ride on : And for the World, familiar to us, and un- 
known, to Jay a part their particular FunCtions , and 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his praiſe and 
began thus, Wonder of Nature. | 

Orleance. | have heard a Sonnet begia ſo to ones 
Miſtreſs. 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that, which I compogd to 
my Courſer, for my Horſe is my Miſtreſs. 

Orl, Your Miltreſs bears well. 

Dolph. Me well, which 1s the preſcript praiſe and per- 
fection of a good and particular Miſtreſs oſs 

Coſt. Nay, for me thought yeſterday -your Miſtreſs 
ſhrewdly ſhook your back. 

Dolph, So perhaps did yours. 

Cont. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hoſe off, and in 
you ſtrait Stroſlers. 

Conſt. You have good judgement in Horſemanſhip. 


ride not warily, fall into foul Boggs : I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miſtreſs. 

Con#t, 1 had as lieve have my Miſtreſs a Jade. 

Dolph. 1 tell thee, Conſtable, my Miſtreſs wears his 
own hair. 


Sow to my Miltrefs. 


Dol. Le chien eſt retournt a ſon propre vomiſſement , ef 


la levye lavee au bourbier : thou mak-lt uſe of any thing. 
Conſt. Yet dol not uſe my Horſe for my Miſtreſs, or 
any ſuch Proverb, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. | 


Beyond the River we*ll encaip our ſelyes, 


| Remb, My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I faw in 


bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces | 


Dolph. Be warn*d by me then : they that ride fo, and | 


Conſt, 1 could make as truea boalt as that, if I had a þ 


| 


| Þ 5. 


So 


| 
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our Tent to night, are thoſe Stars or Suns upon it ? 
Conſt. Stars , my Lord. 
Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 
Conſt. Andyetmy Sky ſhall not want. 
Dolph. That may be, for you bear a many ſuperſluouſly, 
and- *twere more Honor ſome were away. 
Conſt. Ev'n as your Horſe bears your praiſes, who 


| Fwould' trot as well, were ſome of your brags diſ- 


mounted. | 
Dolph. Would I were able to load him with his defert. 


| Will it never be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, and 
| my way ſhall be paved with E72liſh Faces. 


Conſt. I will not ſay ſo, for fear 1 ſhould be fact out 


4 of my way : -but I would it were morning, for 1 would fain 


be about the Ears of the Eng/ſh. 

Ramb, Who will go Hazard with me for twenty 
Priſoners ? ; 
| Conſt. You muſt firit go your ſelf to hazard, e&re you 
have them. 

Dolph. *Tis Mid-night, Ple go arm my ſelf. 

Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. 

Ramb. He longs to eat the Exgliſh. 

Conſt, 1 think he will cat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he's a gallant 


Prince. 
-- Conſt. Swear by her Foot, that ſhe may tread out the 


'Oath. 

Orleance. He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 
France, 

Conf. Doing is activity, and he will ſtill be doing. 

'Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Conſt. Nor will do none to morrow : he will keep that 
good Name till. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. | 

Conſt. I was told that, by one that knows him better 
than you. 

Orl. What's he ? 

Conſt. Marry,he told me ſo himſelf, and he ſaid he car*d 
not who knew it. 

-  Orleance. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him. 

Conſt. By my faith, Sir, but it is : never any body ſaw 
it, but his Lacquey - *ris a hooded V alour, and when it 
appears , It will bate. 

Ort. Ill will never ſaid well. | 

Conſt, I will cap that Proverb with, There 1s flattery 
in friendſhip. | | 

Orl. And | will take upthat with, Give the Devil his due. 

Conſt, Well plac'd : there ſtands your Friend for the 
Devil : have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, A 
Pox of the Dcvil. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much a 
Fools Bolt is ſoon ſhort. 

Conſt. You have {hot over. 

rl. *Tis rot the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

XMeſſen. My Lord high Conſtable, the E:g/1ſh lye within 
fifteen hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conſt. Who hath mealur*d the ground ? 

Meſ. The Lord Granapree. : 

Conſt. A valiant and moſt expert Gentleman. Would it 
were day. Alas poor Harry of England : he longs not 
for the Dawning, as we do. = 

Orl. What a wretched and peecviſh Fellow 1s this King 
of Englard, to mope with his fat- brain?d Followers fo far 
out of his knowledge. 

Conſt. 1f the En2{;ſh had any apprehenſion, they would 
run away. : : 

Orl. That they lack : for if their Heads had any in- 
telleftual Armour, they could never wear any ſuch heavy 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Iſland of England breeds very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maſtifls are of unmatchable cou- 


[ Exit. 


rage. 
Date, Fooliſh Curs, that run winking into the 


| 


mouth of a Ruſſian Bear, and have their heads cruſt 

like rotten Apples : you may as well fay, that's a valiant 

_ that dare to eat his breakfaſt on the Lip of a 
on. 

Conſt. Juſt, juſt : and themen do ſympathize with the 
Maſtifts, in robuſtions and rough coming on, leaving 
their Wits with their Wives : and then give them great 
Meals of Beef, and Iron and Steel ; they will eat like 
Wolves, and fight like Devils. 

Orl. 1, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beef. 

Conſt. Then ſhall. we find to morrow, they have only 
ſtomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time toarm : 
come, ſhall we abour it ? 

Orl. It is now two a Clock : but let me ſce, by ten 
We ſhall have each a hundred Engliſhmen. [_ Execunt. 


Atlus Tertins, 
Chorus, 


Now entertain ConjeQture of a time, 

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark 

Fills the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe. 

From Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Night 
The Hum of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 

Thar the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 


| The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 


Fire anſwers fire, and though their paly flames 
Each Battel ſees the others umber*d 2 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaſtful Neighs 
Picrcing the Nights dull Ear : and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towle ; 
And the third Hour of drowſie Morning nam'd, 
Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 

The confident and over-luſty French, 

Do the low-rated Engliſh play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 

Who like a foul and ugly Witch doth limp 

So tediouſly away. The poor condemned Engl:ſh, 
Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 


'Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 


The Mornings danger, and their geſture ſad, 
Inveſting lank-lean Cheeks, and War-worn Coats, 
Preſented th:m unto the gazing Moon 
So many horrid Ghoſts. O now who will behold 
The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band 
Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent ; 
Let him cry, Praiſe and Glory on his Head - 
For forth he gocs, and viſits all his Hoſt, 
Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smile, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymen, 
Upon this Royal Face there 1s no note, 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched Night : 
But freſhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 
With chearful ſemblance, and ſweet Majeſty : 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Looks, 
A Largeſs univerial, like the Sun, 
His liberal Eye doth give to every one, 
Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 
Behold, as may unworthineſs define, 
A little touch of Harry in the Night, 
And ſo our Scene muſt to the Battel flic : 
Where, O for pity, we ſhall much diſgrace, 
With four or five moſt vile and ragged foils 
( Right ill diſpogd, in brawl ridiculous ) 
The Name of Agincourt, Yet fit and ſee, 
Minding 
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Minding true things, by what their Mocries be. [| Exit. 
Enter the King , Bedford, and Glouceſter. 


King. Gloſter, *tis true that we are in great danger, 
Fhe greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 


| Good morrow; Brother Bedford : God Almighty, 


There is ſome ſoul of goodneſs in things evil, 
Would men obſeryingly diſtil it our. 

For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry. 
Beſides, they are our outward Conſciences, 

And Preachers to us all ; admonilhing, 

That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. 

T hus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himlſclt. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpinghan : 
A good ſoft Pillow for that good white Head, 


| Were better thana churliſh turf of France. 


Frying. Not ſo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may ſay, now lye | like a King. . 
King. *Tis good for men to love their preſent pain, 
Upon Example, ſo the Spirit is caſed : 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With caſted ſlough, and freſh celerity, 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camp : 
Do my Good morrow to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavilion. 
Gloſter. We ſhall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 
King, No, my good Knight: 
Go with my Brothers to my Lotds of England ; 
I and my Boſom muſt debate a-while, 
And then I would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heaven bleſs thee, Noble Harry, 
[ Exeunt, 


King. God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſt cheartully. 


Enter Piſtol. 

Piſt. Che wous la? 

King. A Friend. 

Piſt. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou 
baſe, common, and popular ? 

King. lam Gentleman of a Company. 

Piſt. TrayPſt thou the puiſlant Pike ? 

King. Even ſo : what are you ? 

P:{t. As good a Gentleman, as the Emperoar. 

King. Then you are better than the King. 

Pi#t. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Filt 
moſt valiant : I kiſs his dirty ſhoo, and from heariltring 1 
love the lovely Bully. What is thy Name ? 

King. Harry le Roy. . 

P. Le Roy ? a Corniſh Name : art thou of Corniſh Crew 

King, No, I am aWelchman. 

Piſt, Know'ſt thou Fluelten ? 

King, Yes. ; 

Piſt. Tell him, le knock his Leek about his Pate upon 
S. Davies day. 

King. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that 
day. leſt he knock that about yours. 

P15. Art thou his Friend ? 

King. And his Kinſman too. 

Piſt. The Figo for thee then. 

King. I thank you : God be with you. 

Piſt. My name is Piſtol calPd. 


Kz2g. It ſorts well with your fierceneſs, 
[ Manet King. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Gower, Captain Fluelen, 

_ Flu, *So, inthe Nameof Jeſu Chriſt, ſpeak fewcr : it 
is the greateſt admiration in the univerſal World, when 
the true and auncient Prerogatites and Laws of the Wars 
1s not kept : if you would take the pains but to examine 
the Wars of Pompey the Great, you ihall find, I warrant 
you, that there is no tiddle taddle, nor pibble babble 
in Pompeys Camp : 1 warrant you, you thail find the 
Ceremonies of the Wars, and the Cares of it, and the 
Forms of it, 2nd the Sobriety of it, and the Modetty of 
it, to be otherwiſe. ; 

Cover. Why the Enemy is loud, your hear him ali 
N 1ghrt. : ; 

Flr. If the Enemy is an AF and a Fool, and a pra- 
ting Coxcomb ; is it meet, think you, that we ſhould þ 
alſo, look you, be an Aſs, and a Fool, and a prating Cox- 
comb, in your own conſcience now ? 

Gow, | will ſpcak lower. 

Fla. I pray you, and beſecch you, that you will. 

Kiag. Though it appear a little out of faſhion, 
There is much Care and Valcur in this Welchman. 


6 SIM, 


Ls 


Court, Brother John Bates , is not that the Morning 
which breaks yonder ? y 

Bates, | think it be : but we have no great cauſe to 
deſire the approach of day. 

Wilians. We fee yonder the beginning of the.day, but 
| think we ſhall never ſce the end of it. Who £0cs 
there ? 

King. A Friend. 

Will, Under what Captain ſerve you ? 

King. Under Sir John Erpinghazn. 

Will, A good old Commander, and 2 moſt kicd Gen- 
tleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our eſtate ? 

Ken. Even as men wrack't upon a Sand, that look to 
be wallvt ot the next Tide. 

Bates. Be hath not told his thonght to the King ? 

King. No: nor It is nct mcet he ſhould : for though 
[ ſpeak 1t to You, [think the King is bat a wan, as I] am: 
the Violet fmclls to him, as it Coth to me ; the Element 
ſhews to him, as it Coth to me ; all his fenſes have bar 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies laid by, in his Na- 
kednefs he appcars but a man ; ard though his ations 
are higher mounted than ours, yet when they Roop, they 
ſtoop with the like wing : therefore, when he ſecs rea 
of fears, as we do; his fears, cutof doubr, be of the ſam: 
reliſh as onrs are : yet im reaſon, no man ſhontd pcliek | 
him with any appearance of fcar ; lelt ke, by ſhewins it. 
ſhould dishearten his Army. : T 

Bates, Hz may ſhew what outward covraze he will: 
but, 1 belicve as cold a Nigtt as *tis, he could with him- 
elt in Thames up to the Neck ;, and ſo I wen!ld he were. | 
and I by him, 2t ali adventures, to we were qnit here. ; 

King. By my troth, 1 will ipeak my ceuſcicace of the 
King : I think he would not with himielt any where, but 
where he 1s. 

Bates, Then would he vwcre here alone ; fo ſhorld he be 
ſure to be ranſomed, 2nd a many pcor mens lives fayed. 

King. | dare ſay, you love him not fo ill, to wiſh kim 
here alone : howſoever you ſpeak this to feel other | 
mens minds, methinks 1 could not dye any where fo 
contented, as in the Kings company : his Caule beiag juſt, 
and his Quarrel honorable. 

Will, Thats more than we know. 

Bates, I, or more than we ſhoukd feck after ; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the King's Subj<Qs : 
if his Canſe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipe: 
the Crime of it out of us. 

Y 


_ 
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14 i/l:ams. But if the Cauſe be not good, the King him- | 
ſelf hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thoſe 
Legs, and Arms, and Heads chop”r off in a Battel, ſhall 
joyn together ar the latter day, and cry all, We dyed 
at ſuch a place, ſome ſwearing, ſome crying for a Sur- 
geon ; ſome upon their Wives left poor behind them 3; 
ſome upon the Debts they ow, ſome upon their Chil- 
dren rawly left : I am afear'd, there are few die well, 
that die: in Battel : for how can they charitably diſpoſe 
of any thing, when Bloud is their argument ? Now, if 
theſe men do not dic well, it will bea black matter for 
the King, thar led them to it; whom to difobzy, were 
againitall proportion of ſubjection. 

King. So, if a Son, that is by his Father ſent about 
Merchandize, do ſinfully miſcarry upon the Sea ; the im- 
putation of his wickedozſs, by your Rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father, that ſent him : or it a Servant, un- 
der his Maſters command, tranſporting a ſum of Mo- 
ney, be aſſailed by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquitiesz you may call the buſineſs of the Maſter the 
Author of ' the Servants damnation : but this is not ſo; 
The King is not bound to anſwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Son, nor the Maſter 
of his Servant ; for they purpoſe not their Death, when 


his Cauſe nev.r ſo ſpotleſs, if it come to the arbitre- 
cient of Swords, can try it out with all unſpotted Soul- 
diers : ſome ( peradventure) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther z ſome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury ; ſome, 
making the Wars their bulwark, that have before go- 
red the gentle Boſom of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
run Native puniſhment ; though they can out-itrip men, 
they have no wings to flie from God. War is his Bea- 
dle, War is his Vengeance : ſo that here men are pu- 
niſ*r, for before breach of the Kings Laws, in now 
the Kings Quarrel : where they feared the death, they 
have born tiſe away ; and where they would be fate, 
they periſh. Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their damnation, than he was before 
enilty of thoſe Impieties, for the which they are now 


Subjets Soul is his own. Therefore ſhould every 
Souldier in the Wars, as every lick man in his Bed, 
waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience : and dying ſo, 
Death is to him advantage ; or not dying, the time 


{ was bleſſediy loſt, wherein tuch preparation was gained z 


arid in him that cicapes, It were not fin to think, that 
makivg God ſo free an ofter, he let him outlive that 
day, to ſee his Greatneſs, and to teach others how they 
ſhould prepare. 

Will. *Tis certain, every man that dyes ill, the ill js 
upon his own head, the King is not to anſwer for it. 

Bates. | do not detire he ſhould anſwer for me, and 
et I determine ro fight luitily for him. 

King. 1 my ſcli heard the King ſay, he would not be 
ranſon'd. 

IW:ll. 1, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully : but 
when our throats are cut, he may bz ranſom'd, and we 
nere the wiſer. 

King. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word 
afrer. ; 

Will. You pay him then : that's a perilous ſhot our 
of an Elder-Gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can 
do againlt a Monarch : you may as well go about to 
turn the Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a 
Peacocks Feather : Yowll never truſt his word after ! 
come, ?tis a fooliſh ſaying. 

King. Your reproof is ſomething too round, I ſhould 
be angry with you, If the time convenlent. 

Will. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

King. I embrace It. 

Will. How ſhall I know thee again ? 


they purpoſe their Services. Belides, there is no King, be 


viſited. Every Subjects Duty is the Kings, but every 


King. Give me any Gage of thine, and 1 will wear it 
in my Bonnet : Then if ever thou darſt acknowledge it 
I will make it my Quarrel. : 

WH. Here's my Glove : Give me another of thine. 

King, There. 

Will. This will I alſo wear in my Cap: if ever thou 
come to me, and ſay, after to morrow, This is my Gloye 
by this Hand I will give thee a box on the ear, ? 

King, If ever I live to ſee it, I will challenge it. 

Il. Thou dar'lt as well be hang'd. 

King, Well. I will do it, though I take thee in the 
King's company. | 

Will. Keep thy word: fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends, you Engliſh Fools, be Friends, we 
have French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
reckon. 

E xcunt Souldters, 


King, Indeed the French may lay twenty French 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them 
on their ſhoulders : bur it is no Engi:ſh Treaſon to cut 
French Crowns, and to morrow the King himſelf will 
be a Clipper. | 
Upon the King, let us, our Lives, our Souls, 

Our debts, our careful Wives, 

Our Children, and our Sins, lay on the King : 
He muſt bear all. 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſ;, 
Subject to the breath of every Fool, whoſe ſenſe: 
No more can feel, but his own wringing, 

What infinite heart-eaſe mult Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy ? 

And what have Kings, that Privates have not too 
Save Ceremony, ſave general Ceremony ? : 
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ? 

What kind of God art thou ? that ſuffer*ſt more 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy Worſhippers, 

W hart are thy Rents ? what are thy Comings in ? 
0 Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth. 

W hat ? is thy Sovl of Adoration ? 

Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Form 
Creating aw and fear in other men ? : 
Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 

Than they in fearing. 

W hat drinKIt thou off, in ſtead of Homage ſweet, 
But poiſon'd flattery ? O, be ſick, great Greatneſs, 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Feaver will go out 

Wirh titles blown from Adulation 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Carſt thou, when thou commandſt the beggars knee, 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud Dream, 
Thou play*ſt ſo ſubtilly with a King's Repoſe, 

| am a King that find thee: and I know, 

"Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The enter-tiſſued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farſed Title running *fore the King, 

The Throne he ſits on : nor the Tide of Pomp, 
That beats upon the high ſhoar of this World : 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe, laid in bed Majeſtical, 

Can ſleep ſo ſoundly, as the wretched Slave : 
Who witha body hIPd, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diltreſsful bread, 
Never ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell : 

Bur like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Ser, 

Sweats in the eye of Phebus ; and all night 

Sleeps in Elyſunm : next day after dawn, 

Doth riſe and help Hyperion to his Horſe, 

And follows ſo the ever-running year 

With profitable labour to his Grave : 

And but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 

Winding up Days with toyl, and Nights with fleep, 
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King, 

The Slave, a Member of the Countries peace, 

Enjoys it : but in groſs brain little wots, 

What watch the King keeps, to maintain the peace ; 
Whoſe hours the Peaſant beſt advantages. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your abſence, 
Seek through your Camp to find you. 

King. Good old Knight, collect them all together,, 
At my Tent: Ple be before thee. 

Erp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. [Exit, 
King, O God of Battels, ſteel my Souldiers hearts, 
Poſſeſs them not with fear: Take from them now 

The ſenſe of reck*ning of the oppoſed numbers : 

Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, think not upon the fault, 

My Father made, in compalling the Crown. 

I Richard's Body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtowed more contrite tears, 

Than from it iſſued forced drops of Blood. 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither*d hands hold up 

Toward Heaven, to pardon blood : 

And I have built two Chauntries, 

Where the ſad and ſolemn Prieſts ſing till 

For Richard's Soul. More will I do: 

Though all that I can do, is nothing worth : 

Since that my Penitence comes after all, 

[mploring Pardon. 
Enter Glouceſter, 

Glouc. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Glouceſter”s voice ? 

I know thy errand, 1 will go with thee : 

The day, my Friend, and all things ſtay for me.[|Exeart, 


Emer the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, 
and Beaumont- 


Orleance. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my 
Lords. 

Dolph. Monte Cheval : My Horſe, Valet Lacquay: Ha . 

Orl. Oh brave Spirit ! 

Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 

Orl. Rien puts le air & fen, 

Dolph. Cien, Couſin Orleance, 
Now my Lord Conſtable ? : 

Conſt, Heark how our Steeds for preſent ſervice 
neigh. 

Dolph. Mount them, and make inciſion in their Hidcs, 
That their hot blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage : ha. 

Ram, What, will you have them weep our Horſes blood 7 
Fow ſhall we then behold their natural tears ? 


[Enter Conſtable. 


fi Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſenger. The Engliſh are embattePd, you French 
Peers. 
Conſt. To Horſe, you gallant Princes, ſtreight to Horſe. 
Do but behold yond poor and ſtarved Band, 
And your fair ſhew ſhall ſuck away their Souls, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and husks of men. 
There 1s not work enough for all our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly Veins,, 
Togive each naked Curtle-ax a ſtain, 
Thar our French Gallants ſhall to day draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them. 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-turn them. 
'Tis poſitive ?gainſt all exception, Lords, 
'That our ſuperfluous Lacquies, and our Peaſants, 
Who in unneceſlary aftion ſwarm 


ran our Squares of Battel, were enow 


To purge this Field of ſuch a hilding For 

Though we _=_ this Mountains Bahs by, 

Took ſtand for idle ſpeculation : 

But that our Honours muſt not. What's to ſay ? 

Avery little little let us do, 

And all is done : then let the Trumpets ſound 

The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount : 

For our approach ſhall ſo much &are the Field, 

That England ſhall couch down in fear, and yeild. 
: Emer Graundpree. 

Graund, Why do you ſtay fo long, my Lords of France ? 
Yond ifland Carrions, deſperate of their Bones, / 
Ill-favour*dly become the Morning Field : 

Their ragged Curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully. 
Big Aars ſeems banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty Bever peeps, 
The Horſemen fit like fixed Candleſticks, 
With Torch-ſtaves in their hand : and their poor Jades 
Loo down their. heads, drooping the hide and hips : 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitrt 
Lyes foul with chaw'd graſs, ſtill and motionleſs, 
And their Executors, the knaviſh Crows, 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their hour. 
Deſcription cannot ſuit it ſelf in words, 
To demonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Bartel, 
In life ſo liveleſs, as it ſhews it (elf. 
Conſt, They have ſaid their Prayers, 
And they ſtay for death. 

Del. Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, 
Aud give their faiting Horſes Provender, 

And after fight with them ? 

Corjt. 1 ſtay but for my Guard : on 
To the Field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. [Exeunt. 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with 

all his Hoſt : Salisbury, and Weſtmerlaud. 


Glouceſt. Where is the King ? 

Beadf. T he King himſelf is rode to view their Battel. 
: oo Ot ſighting men they haue full threeſcore thou: | 
and. 

Eze, Theres five to one, beſides they all are freſh. 

Salisb. Gods Arm ſtrike with us, *tis a fearful odds. 
God buy? you Princes all ; Ple ro my Charge: 
If we no more mect, till we meet in Heaven ; 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord Gloxcefter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bed. Farewel, good Salrsbury, and good luck go with 
And yer I do thce wrong, to mind thee of it, thee: 


| For thou art fan'd of the firm truth of Valour, 


Exe, Farewel, kind Lord : fight valiantly to day. 
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs, 
Princely in both. 
Enter the King. | 


Weſt. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That do no work to day. 
King. What's he that wiſhes ſo ? 
My Couſin Weſtmerland. No, my fair Couſin : 
[f we are markt to die, we are enow | 
To do our Countrey loſs : and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhare of Honour, 
Gods will, I pray thee wiſh not one man more. | 
By Jove, I am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor carel, who doth feed upon my coſt : 
It yerns me not, if men my Garments wear 3 
Such outward things dwell not in my deſires. 
But if it be a ſin to covet Honour, 
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For the beſt hope I have. O, do not wiſh one more : 
Rather proclaim it ( Weſtmerland) through my Holt ; 
That he which hath no ſtomack to this Fight, 
Let him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purſe : 
We would not dic in that man's company, 
That fears his fellowſhip, to dic with us. 
This day is call'd the Feaſt of Criſpiar : 
He that out-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rouze him at the Name of Criſpiar : 
| He that ſhall ſee this day, and live old age, 
Will yearly on the Vigil feaſt his Neighbours, 
And ſay to morrow is Saint Criſpzan : 
Then will he ſtrip his ſleeve, and ſhew his Scars : 
-| Old men forget ; yet all ſhall not be forgot : 
But he'll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then ſhall our Names, 
Familiar in his month as houſhold words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and T albot, Salisbury and Glouceſter, 
Be in their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his Son : 
And Criſpine Criſpian fhall ne*re go by, 
From this day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred ; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers - 
For he to day thart ſheds his blood with me, 
Shall be my Brother : be he nere ſo vile, 
This day ſhall gentile his condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 
Shall think themſelves accurs'd they were not here ; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any ſpeaks, 
That fought with us upon Saint Criſpiar*s day. 
E mer Salisbury. 
Sl. My Soveraign Lord, beſtow your ſelf with ſpecd : 
The French are bravely in their Battels ſet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
King. All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. 
Weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. 
Kms. Thou do'ſt not wiſh more help from England, 
Courze ? 
Weſt. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help could fight this Royal Battel. 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſht five thouſand men : 
Which likes me better, than to wiſh us one. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 


Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 


Mon. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranſom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moſt aſſured Overthrow : 
For certainly, thou art ſo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs muſt be englutted. Beſides, in mercy 
The Conſtable deſires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance z that their Souls 
May make a peacctul and a ſweet Retire 
From off theſe Fields: where (Wretches) their poor Bodies 
Muſt lye and felter. 
King, Who hath ſent thee now ? 
. Mon, The Conſtable of France. 
Kins, 1 pray thee bear my former Anſwer back: 
Bid them aichieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
Good God ! why ſhould they mock poor Fellows thus ? 
The man that once did ſell the Lyon's skin 
While the beaſt liv'd, was kilPd with hunting him. 
And many of our Bodies ſhall no doubt 
ind Na ive Graves : upon the which, 1 truſt 
3nall witneſs live in Braſs of this days work. 
And thoſe that leave their valiant Bones in Frazce, 


—— 


Dying like men, though buried in your Dunghills, 
| They ſhall be fad: for there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their earthly parts to choak your Clime, 
The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in Frazce. 
Mark then abounding valour in our Engliſh : 
That being dead, like to the Bullets graling, 
Break out into a ſecond courſe of milchicf, 
Killing in relapſe of Morrtality. 
Let me ſpeak proudly : Tell the Conſtable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gayneſs and our Gilt are all be-{mircht 
With rainy Marching in the painful Field. 
Theres not a picce of Feather in our Hoſt : 
Good argument (1 hope) we will not flie : 
And time hath worn us into flovenry. 
But by the Maſs, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poor Souldiers tell me, yet ere night, 
They'le be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats ore the French Souldiers heads, 
And turn them out of ſervice. If they do this, 
As it God pleaſe, they ſhall; my Ranſom then 
Will ſoon be levyed. 
Herald, fave thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ranſom, gentle Herald, 
They ſhall have none, I ſwear, but theſe my Joynts : 
Which if they have as I will leave ?*um them, 
Shall yield them little, tell the Conſtable. 
Mon. 1 ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou never ſhalt hear Herald any more. [Extt, 
King. I fear thou wilt once more come again for -a 
Ranſom. 
Enter York. 
York, My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the Vaward. 
King, Take it, brave Tork. 
Now Souldiers march away 
And how thowplealeſt, God, diſpoſe the day. [Exeunt. 


Alarum, Excurſions, 
Enter Piltol, French Souldier, Boy. 


Piſt. Yield Cur. 

French. Je penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil.home de bone 
qualite. | 

Piſt. Quality calmy cufture me.. Art thou a Gentle- 
man? what is thy Name ? diſcuſs. 

French. O Seigneur Dieu, 

Piſt. O Signicur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dew, and mark : O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeſt on point of Fox, except O Signicur 
thou do give to me egregious Ranſorn. 

French, O prennez, mſcricorde ayez pitie de moy, 

Piſt. Moy hall not ſerve, I will have forty Moyes : 
for 1 will fetch thy rym out. at thy Throat, in drops 
of Crimſon blood. 


. Pift. Braſs, Cur ? thou damned and luxurious Moun- 

tain Goat, offer*ſt me Braſs ? 

French, O pardonne my. 

Piſt. Say*ſt thou me 10? is that a Ton of Moyes ? 

Come hither Boy, ask me this Slave in French what 1s 

his Name. 

Boy. Eſcoute comment eſtes vous appelle ? 

French, Monſieur le Fer. 

Boy. He ſays his name is Mr. Fer. 

Pit. Mr. Fer : Ple fer him, and firk him, and ferret 

him : diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. 

F 0 . I do not know the French for fer, and ferrer, and 
YR . 

Pift, Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
French, Que dit-il Monſieur ? 

Boy. Il me commande de vous dire que vous Vous te- 


nie preſt, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee tour aſture de 
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French, Eſt-il «mpoſſibile aÞeſchapper la force de ton bras | 
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couper voſtre gorge, Exe, The D. of Tok commends him to your Majeſty. 
Piſt. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſ; Kmg. Lives he, good Uncle : thrice within this hour 
thou give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled ſhalt | I faw him down : thrice up again, and hghting 
thou be by this my Sword. From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. ” 
French, O Ie vous ſupplie pour Þ amour de Dieu : me | Exe. In which array (brave Souldier) doth he lye, 
pardonner,, Je ſuis Gentulhome de bonne maiſon, gar de ma | Larding, the plain: and by his bloody fide, 
vie, & Je vous donner ay denx cents eſcus, (Yoak-tellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 
Piſt. What are his words ? | The Noble Earl of Sfolk alſo lycs. 
Boy.” He prays you to ſave his life, he is a Gentleman | Suffolk firlt dyed, and Tork all hagled over 
of a good houſe, and for his Ranſom he will give you two | Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſt R 
hundred Crowns. And takes him by the Beard, kiſſes the g 
Piſt. Tell him my fucy ſhall abate, and I the Crowns | That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 
| will take. | 0 He crys aloud : Tarry my Coulin Swffolk,, © | 
French. Petit Monſieur que dit-ill ? My Soul ſhall thine keep company to Heaven : 
Boy. Encore quwil eſt contre ſon TJarement , de pardon- | Tarry (ſweet Soul ) for mine, then flye a-breaſt : 
| ner. aucun priſonnier ; neant moms pour les eſcus que vous | As in this glorious and well-foughten Field | 
luy promittez, ul eſt content de vous donner la liverte de | We kept together in our Chivalry. | 
franchiſe. | Upon theſe words I came, and cheer'd him up, 
Fre.Sur mes genoux ie voux donne miltes remerciement, | He {mild me in the Fa ce, caught me his Hand 

| & te me eſtume heureux qui ie ne tombe entre les mains | And with a feeble gripe, ſays, Dear my Lord, : 

aun Chevalier, te penſe le plus brave, valiant, & tres ae- | Commend my ſervice to my Soveraign z | 
ſtine Signeur Þ Angleterre. So did he turn, and over. Suffulk's neck BY 
Piſf. Expound unto me, Boy. ; He threw his wounded Arm, and kiſt his lips, | 
Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, | And ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd | 
and: eſteems himſelf happy, that he hath faPn into the | A Teſtament of Nob!e-ending-Love : 
hands of one (as-he thinks) the molt brave, valorous, and | The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
thrice-worthy Signeur of England. Thole waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, | 
Fiſt. As 1 ſack blood,” I will ſome mercy ſhew. Fol- | Bur I had not ſo much of man in me, 
low me. gy And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, | 
Boy. Suave vous le grand Capitain | And gave me, up to Tears. 
1 did never know ſo woful a voice iſſue from ſo empty a Kms. I blame you not, 
heart: bur the Song is true, the empty vell.] makes the | For hearing this 1 muſt perforce compound | 
greateſt ſound. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more | With mixctul Eyes, or they will iſſue roo. [Alarwn, 
valour than this roaring Devil Pt? old Play, that every | But heark, what new alarum is this ſame? i 
one may pair his nails with a wooden dagger, and they | The French have re-enforcd their ſcatter'd men : 
are beth haag*d, and ſo would this be, it he durit teal Then every Souldier kill his Priſoners, | 
any thing adventurouſly. I muſt ſtay with the Lackics, | Give the word through. | 1 


with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a | 
good prey ot us, it he knew ot it, for there 1s none to | — Os 
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Enter£onſtable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, | 
, and Ramburs, Exter Fluellen, and Gower. i 
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Con, O Diable. Flu, Kill the poyes and the luggage, ?Tis expreſly 
Orl.O Signeur le jour & perdia, toute & perate. againſt the Law of Arms, tis as arrant a piece of Knave-| 
Dol. More Dieu ma vie, all is confounded, all, ry, mark you now, as can be offert in your Conſcience 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame now, is it not? _ 

Sits mocking in our Plumes, [4 ſhort Alarum, | Gow, *Tis certain, there's not a Boy left alive, and the 
O meſchante fortune, do not run away. Cowardly Raſcals that ran away from the Battel, ha? don 
Con. Why. all our Ranks are broke: this Slaughter : belides, they have burned and carried a- 
| Dol. O perdurable ſhame, ler's itab our ſelves : way all that was in the King's Tent, wherefore the King 
Be theſe the W retches that we play*d at Dice for ? molt worthily hath caus'd every Souldier to cut his Pri- 
Orl. Is this the King we ſent to, for his Ranſom? | ſoner*s throat. O ?tis a gallant Kin 


Buy. Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame, | Fl#. I, he was porn at Adumonck, Captain Gower ; 
Let us flye in once more back again, what call you the Town's name, where Alexander the | 


And he that will not follow Burbon now, Pig, was born ? 

I Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand Gow. Alexander the Great, | 
Like a baſe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, Flue, Why 1 pray yon, is not pig, great ? The pig, or 
Whilſt by a baſe Slave, no gentler than my Dog) the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magna- 
His faireſt Daughter is contaminated. nimous are all one reckonings, ſave the phraſe is a little 


Con. Diſorder, that hath ſpoyI'd us, Friend us now, | variations. 
Gow, 1 think Alexander the Great was born in 


—_— 


Let us on heaps go oftcr up our lives. 

| Orl, We are enow yet living 1n the Field, Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as I 
To ſm>tizer vp the Eng/4ſh in our T brongs take It. Is 
1 If any order might be thought upon. Flu, 1 think it is in Adaceaon, where Alexander is 

Bur. Th: Devil take:'Order now, Ile to the throng ; | porn: I tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of 


the Orld, I warrant you fall find in the compariſons be- 
wween Macedon and Monmouth, that the ſituations, look 
you, is both alike. There is a River in Aacedon,and there 
15 alſo moreover a River at Afonmonth, it is calld Wye at 
Monmouth ; but it is out of my prains, what is the name 
King. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, | of the other River, but ?tis all one, *tis alike as my Fingers 
But alls not done, yet keep the Frenco the Ficld. is to my Fingers, and there is Salmons in both. If you 
mar 


-——- ——_—— 


Let Life be ſhort, elſe ſhame will be too long. [Exe, 


Alarum, Enter the Kino and his Train, 
with Priſoners, 


— — 
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mark Alexander's life well, Harry of Monmouth?s life is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is Figures in all 
things. Alexander, God knows, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo being a little intoxicates in his prains, did in 
his Ales and his angers, (look you) kill his beſt Friend 
Clytus, 
| _ Our King is not like him in that, he never kilPd 
'any' of his Friends. 
| Flu, It is not well done ( mark you now.) to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere @&1s made and finiſhed. | ſpeak 
but in the Figures, and Compariſons of it : as Alexanaer 
KkilPd his Friend Clyras, being in his Ales and his Cups ; ſo 
alſo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his 
good judg turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
'great belly doublet + he was fullof jeſt, and gypes, and 
knaveries, and 'mocks, I have forgot his name. 

Gow. Sir Fohn Falſt aff. 

Flu, That is he : Ple tell you, there is good men porn 
at Monmonth. 

Gow. Here comes his Majelty. 


| 


Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burbon with 
Priſoners, Flouriſh. 


King, 1 was not angry ſincel came to France, 
{ Until this inſtant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 
{ Ride thou unto the Horſemen on yond hill : 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or voyd the Field : they do offend our ſight. 
If they?ll do neither, we will come tothem, 
| And make them sker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
nforced from the old Afyrian ſlings : 
eſides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 
And not a man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte our mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 
En, Enter Montjoy. 
|; Exe. Herecomes the Herald of the Frezch, my Liege. 
' Glow, His Eyes are humbler than they usd to be. 
' King. How now, what meavs their Herald ? Know'ſt 
thou not, 
That I have fin'd theſe Bones of mine for Ranſom ? 
ſt thou again for Ranſom ? 
Hey. No, great Kipg : 
come to thee for charicable Licenſe, 
That we may wander ore this bloody Field, 
'To book our dead, and then to bury them, 
To ſort our Nobles from our common men. 
_ | For many of our Princes ( woe the while ) 
Lie drown'd and foak'd in mercenary blood : 
Sedo our vulgar drench their peaſant limbs 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wilde rage 
| Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Maſters, 
Killing them twice: O give us leave great King, 
To view the Field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
Of their dead Bodies. 
Xing. 1 tell thee truly, Herald, 
I know not #f the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your Horſemen peer, 
And gallop o're the Field. 
Her. The day is yours. 
| - King. Praifed be God, and not our ſtrength for it : 
W hat is this Caſtle calld,that ſtands hard by. 
Her, Thty call it Agincourt. 
"King. Then call we this the Field of Avincourt, 
FORGHE on the day of Cr:/pin Criſpianns, 
Fls. Your Grandfather of famous memory ( an't pleaſe 


—— 


our Majeſty ) and your great Uncle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 
moſt prave pattle here in France. | 
King. They did, Flxellen. 
Flu. Your Majeſty fays very true : If your Majeſties 


TRIS TOES . 


| 


| Gods ground, and his earth, in my conſcience, law, 


— 


is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good ſervice in a 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in their 
Monmouth Caps, which = Majeſty know to this hour 
is an honorable Badge of the ſervice : And 1 do believe 
your Majeſty takes no ſcorn to wear the Leek upon S. 
Tavie's day. | 

King, 1 wear it for a memorable Honour :; 
For I am Welch you know, good Countryman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot waſh your Maje- 
ſties Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that : | 
God pleſs, and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his 
Grace, and his Majeſty too. 

King. Thanks, good my Countryman. 

Flu. By Jeſhu, I am your Majeſties Countryman, I care 
not who know It : I will confeſs it to all the Orld, I need 


not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty , praiſed be God, ſo | 


long as your Majeſty 1s an honeſt man. 
King. God keep me 1o. 
Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead | 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither, 

Exe. Souldier, you mult come to the King, 

Kg. Souldier, why wear?lt thou that Glove in thy Cap ? 

Will. And*c pleaſe your Majeſty , *tis the Gage of one 
that | ſhould fight withall, if he be alive. 

King. An Engliſhman? | 

Will. And*t pleaſe-your Majeſty, a Raſcal that ſwag- | 
| ger*d with me laſt night : who if alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, 1 have ſworn to take him a box 
o't'ear : or if I can ſee my Glove in his Cap, which he 
ſwore as he was a Souldier he would wear, ( if alive ) I 
will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 

King. What think you, Captain Fluelien, is it fit this 
Souldier keep his Oath ? 

Flu, He is a Craven and a Villain elſe, and't geaſe your 
Majeſty in my Conſcience. 

King. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
ſort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary (look 
your Grace ) that he keep his Vow and his Oath : If he 
be perjur*d ( ſee you now )'* his reputation is as arrant a 
Villain and a Jack ſawce, as ever his black ſhoo trod upbn 


King. Then keep thy vow, Sirrah, when thou meet?ſt 
the Fellow. 

Will, So, I will my Liege, as I live. 

King. Who ſerv*lt thou under ? 

Will Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Flu. Gower is a good Captain, and 1s good knowledge 
and literatured in the Wars. 
K ing. Call him hither to me, Souldier. 


Will. I will, my Liege. [_ Exit, 


together, 1 pluck't this Glove from his Helm - if any man 
challenge this, he is a Friend to Alanſor, and an Enemy to 
our Perſon, if thou encounter any fuch, apprehend him, 
and thou do*ſt me love. 

Fli, Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be 
deſir?d in the hearts of his Subjefts - I would fain ſee the 
man, that has but two legs, that ſhall find himſelf agriey*d 
at this Glove ; that is all - but I would fain ſee it once, 
and pleaſe God of his grace that I might ſee. 

King. Know'ſt thou Gower ? 

Fls. He is my dear friend, and pleaſe you. 

King. Pray thee go ſeck him, and bring him to my Tent ? 

Fl, I will fetch him. [ Exit. 

King. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother Gloſter, 

F ollow Flaellen cloſely at the heels, 
The Glove which I have given him for a Fayour 
May haply purchaſe him a box o*th'ear, 


ſtick it in thy Cap : when Alanſoz and my ſelf were down | 


King. Here Fluellen, wear thou this favour for me, and | 


It is the Souldiers : I by bargain ſhould 
Wear | 


_ —_— 


_—_— 


Wear it my ſelf. Follow, good Couſin Warwick: 

If that the Souldier ſtrike him, as I judge 

By this blnnt bearing, he will keep his word ; 

Some ſudden miſchiet may ariſe of it : 

For 1 do know Fluellen valiant, 

And touch'c with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, | 
And quickly will return an injury. 

Follow, and ſee there be not harm b:tween them. 
Go you vw ith me, Uncle of Exeter. E xeunt, 
Enter Gower and Williams. 


Will. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 
Flu, Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captain, 1 belcech 
you now, come apace to the King : there is more £00C 
toward you peradventure, then is 1n your knowledge to 
dream of. 
W:#. Sir, know you this Glove ? 
Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove. 
Hil, 1 know this, and thus I challenge it. 

[ Strikes him, 
Fl. *Shud, an arrant Traitor as any*s in the Univer- 
ſal World, or in Frazce, -or in Enz2land. 
Gow. How now, Sir ? you Villain. 
Wl. Do you think, Vle be forſworn ? 
Fla. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give Treaſon his 
payment into plows, I warrant you. 
Wil, I am no I raitor, 
Flz. Thai's a Lic in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majeſties Name apprehend him, he's a friend of the Duke 
Alanſons. 
Enter Warwick «and Glouceſter. 


War. How now, how now, what's the matter ? 

Flu, My Lord of - Warwick, here is, praiſed be God 

for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, look 

you, as you ſhall delire in a Summers day. Here 1s his 

Majeſty. . 

Enter King, and Exeter, 

King. How now, what's the matter ? 

F/xz. My. Leige, here is a Villain and a Traitour, 

that, look your Grace , ha's ſtruck rhe Glove which your 

Majeſty 1s take out of the Helmet of 4a /or. 

Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 

of it : and he that I gave it toin change, promis'd to wear ; 

in his Cap : I promigd to ſtrike him, 1t he did : 1. met 

this man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as 

good as my word. 

Flu. Your Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Majeities 

Man-hood, what an arraat, raſcally, beggarly, lowlſic 

Knave it is : I hope your Majeſty is pear me teſtimony 

and witneſs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove 

of Alanſon, that your Majeſties give me, in your Con- 

ſcience now. TS: 

King, Give methy Glove, Souldier ; 

Look, here is the fellow of it : 

"Twas 1 indced thou promiſedit to ſtrike. 

And thou halt given me moſt bitter terms, 

Flu. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Neck anſwer for 

it, if there is any Marſhal Law in the world. 

King. How canſt thou. make me fſatisfaCtion ? 

Will, All offences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 

ver came any from mine, that mightoffend your Majelty. 

_ It was our ſelf thon did{t abuſe. 

Will, Your Majeſty came not like yout ſelf : you ap- 

pear'd to me but as a-common man : witneſs the Night, 

your Garments, your Lowlinefs : and. what your High- 

neſs ſuffer*d under that ſhape, 1 beſeech you take it for 

your own fault, and not mine z for had you been as | 

took you for, I made no offence ; therefore 1 beſeech 

your Highneſs pardon me. 
King. Here Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove with Crowns, 
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07” | 
And wear it for an Honor in thy Cap, - | 
Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns : 
And, Captain, you mult nceds be friends with him. | 
Flu, By this Day and this Light, the fcllow has mettle | 
enough in his belly : hold, there is twelve-pence tor ; 6a, | 
and | pray you ſcrve God, and keep you out of praw 1s | 
and prabdles, 2nd quarrels and dilſentons, aud I warrar.t | 
you It is the better for you. | 
Wil. | will none of your Money. 
Flu. It is with a good will : I can tell you it will ſerve | 
you to mend your thoos , come, wheretore ſhould you 
»2 fo paſhtul; your ſhoos is wor ſo good ; ?tis a good 
ulling 1 warrant yuu, or | will change ir. 


Enter Herald, 


Kings. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 

Her. Here 1s the number of the flaughOred French, 

King, What Priſoners of good fort are taken, Uncle ? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 

Folm Duke of Burbon ,, and Lord Bouchiquald : 

Ot other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fifteen hundred, beſides common men. 

Kinz. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand Fre=ch 
| 
| 


Thar in the Field lie flain : of Princes in this number, 
And Noblecs bearing Banners, there lye dead 
Ore hundred twenty fix : added to theſe, 
Ot Knights, Eſquires, and gallant Gentlzmen, 
E'ght thouſand and four hundred : of the which, 
Five hundred were bur yeſterday dubbd Knights, 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 
There are but ſixteen hundred Mercenaries : 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squ'res, 
And Gentlemen of blood and Quality, 
The Names of thoſe their Nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delaprath , High Conſtable of France, 
Jacques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, 
The Maſter of the Croſs-bows, Lord Ramburs, 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Gnichard Dolphin, 
John Duke of Alanſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother tothe Duke of Burormay, 
And Edward Duke of Bary : of luity Earls, 
Grandpree and Roaſſie, *Fanlconbridze and Foyes, 
Beaumont and, Aarle, Vaudemont and Leſtrate. 
Here was a Royal fellowſhip of death. 
Where is the number of our Engliſh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of York, the Farl of S»folk, 
Sir Richard Kertly, Davy Gam Eſquire ; 
None elſe cf naine : and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. 
Kinr7, O Ged, thy Arm was here: 
And not to us, but to thy Arm alone, 
Aſcribe we all : when, without ſtratagem, 
But M plain ſhock, and even play of Battel, 
Nas ever known ſo great and little loſs ? 
On one part and on tWother, take it God, 
For it 1s noncs, but thine. 
Exct. Tis wonderful. 
King. Come, go we in Proceſſion to the Village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoſt, 1 
To boalt of this,.or take that praiſe from God, 
Which 1s his onely. 
Flu. 1s it not lawful and 
hov many is kid ? : 
King. Yes, Captain ; but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. 

Flue. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 

' King. Do we all holy-Rights; 
Let there be ſang Nox nobis, and Te Dewm, 
The dead with charity enclosd in Clay : 
And then to Calice, and: to Erglarnd then, 
Where ne*re from France arrivd more happy men. 

E xeant. 


pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 


And giveit to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 


Altti:s 


ie 


—_—_— 


Aﬀus Qumtus. 


Enter Chorus. 


Vouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them : and of ſuch as have, 

[| humbly pray them to admit th'excuſe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courle of things 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 

Be here preſented. Now we bear the King 

Toward Callce : grant him there; And there being ſeen, 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 

Athwart the Sea 3 Behold the Engliſh beach 

Pales in the flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 
Whoſe ſhouts and claps out-voyce the deep-moutHd Scaz 


| Which like a mighty Whittler *fore the King 
{ Scems to prepare his way : So let him land, 
j And ſolemnly ſee him ſet on to Zonaon. 


So ſwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Zlack-Heath : 
Where, that his Lords deſire him, to have born 


His bruiſed Helmet, and his bended Sword 


Before him, through the City : he forbids it, 

Being free from vainneſs, and ſelf-glorious pride: 

Giving full Trophee, Signal, and Oltenr, 

Quite from himſelf, to God. But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 

How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like to the Senators of th'antique Kome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heels, 

Go forth and. fetch their Conqu'ring Ceſar ia: 

As by a lower, bur by loving likelihood, 

Were now the Gereral of our gracious Empreſs, 

As in good time he may, from /reland coming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword z 

How many would the peaceful City quit. 

To welcome him ? mnch more, and much more cauſe, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

lavites the King of England's flay at home: . 

The Emperour's coming in behalf of Frarce, 

To order Peace between them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chancd, » 

Till Harrys back return again to Fraxce : 

There mult we bring him : and my ſelf have play*d 

The Interim, by remembring you *tis palt. 

Then brook abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, ſtraight back again to Frarce. 
| [ Exut, 

Emer Fluellen and Gower. 


Gow. Nay, that's right : but why wear you your Leek 


{to day ? Saint Davies day is palt. 


Flu, There is occaſions and cauſes why, and where- 
fore in all things: I will tell youaſle my Friend, Captain 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, pragging 
Knave P:fol, which, you and your ſelf, and all the world 
know to be no petter thana Fellow, look you now, of no 
merits : he is come to me, and prings me pread and falr 
yeſterday, look you, and bid me eat my Leek : it was in 
a place were I could not breed no contention with him ; 
but 1 will be ſo bold as to wear it in my Cap till I ſee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 


my dehires. 
Enter Piſtol. 


Gow, Why here he comes, ſwelling like a Turky-cock. 


cocks. God pleſſe aunchient P:ſtol ; you ſcurvy lowlie 
Knave, God blceſle you. 


] 


Pijt. Ha, art thou bedlam ? do'ſt thou thirſt, baſe Tro- 
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| me yeſterday Mountain-Squire, but I will make you today 


Flu. *Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his Turky- | 


ne — 
—— _ 


jan, to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web ? Hence ; I am 
qualmiſh at the ſmell of Leck. 

Flu, 1 pzſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Knave, at 
my deſires, and my requeſts, .and my petitions, to ear, 
look you, this Leek, becauſe, look you, You do not love 
it, nor your affeftions, and your appetites, and your 
diſgeltions does not agree with it, } would deſire you to 
cat It. 

Pift. Not for Cadwalladar and all his Goats. 

Fli. There is one Goat for you, [ Strikes him, 
Will you be ſo good, ſcauld Knave, as eat it ? 

Piſt. Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt die. 

Flu, You ſay very true, ſcauld Knave, when Gods will 
Is : 1 will dere you to live in the mean time, and cat 
your Vittuals : come, there is ſawce for it. You cali*d 


a Squire of low degree. I pray you fall to, if you can mock, 
a Leek, you can eat a Leek. 

Gow. Enough Captain, you have aſtoniſht him. 

Flu, 1 ſay, I will make him eat ſome part of my Leck 
or I will pcat his pate four days : bite ] pray you, it is 
good for your green wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 

Piſt, Muſt I bite ? 

Flu, Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of que- 
ſtion too, and ambiguicies. 

Piſt, By this Leek, I will moſt horribly revenge : 1 
cat and, eat, I ſwear, 

Flu. Eat 1 pray you, will you have ſome more ſawce 
to your Leek: there is not enough Leck to ſwear by. 

Fiſt. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doſt ſee 1 ear. 

Ful, Much good do you, ſcauld knave, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw#none away, the $skin is good for your 
broken Coxcomb ; when you take occaſions to ſee Leeks 
hereafter, I pray you mock at'em, that is all, | 

Piſt. Good. 

Flu, 1, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a groat to 
heal your pate. 

Pijt, Me a groat ? 

Flu, Yes verily, and in truth you ſhall take lt, or I haye 
another Leck in my pocket, which you ſhall eat. 

Piſt. 1 take thy groat in earneſt of revenge. | 

Fls. If 1 owe you anything, I will pay yoww»in Cud- 
gels, you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but Cudgels : Gud buy you, and keep you, and heal 
your pate, [ Exit, 

P:ſt. All hell ſhall ſtir for this. 

Gow, Go, go, you area counterfeit cowardly Knave, 
will you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an 
honourable reſpect, and worn as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceaſed valour, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I have ſcen you gleeking and gallin 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe 
he could not ſpeak Engliſh in the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgel : you find it 0- 
therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welſh correCtion teach 
you a good Engliſh condition, fare ye well. [ Exit, 

Piſt, Doth fortune play the huſwife with me now ? 
News havel that my Dol is dead Pth? Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendezvous is quite cut off : 
Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs Honour is | 
Cudgelld. Well, Bawd Ple turn, and ſomething lean to 
Cut- purſe of quick hand : To England willl ſteal, and 
there Ple ſteal : 

And patches will I get unto theſe cudgeld Scars, 
And ſwear I got them in the Gatlza wars, Exit.4 
Emer at one door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, War- 
wick , and other Lords ;, at another, Queen Iſabel, 
the King , the Duke of Burgoign, and 
other French, 


King, Peace to this meeting, wherefore are we met ? 
Unto our Brother Frarce, and to our Siſter, 


Health and fair time of day : Joy and good wiſhes 
| To 


g 
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To our moſt fair and Princely Coulin Katharine ; 
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great Aſſembly 1s contriy*d, 
We do falute you, Duke of Burgo:gne, 


1 And Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 


Fra. Right joyous are we tO behold your face, 


| Moſt worthy Brother England, fair met. 


So are you Princes ( Engliſh every one. ) 

Ouee. So happy be the Ilue, Brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious mecting, 
As we arc now glad to behold your Eyes, 

Your Eycs which hitherto have born in them 
A-2igft the French, that met them in their bent, 
Cue fatal Balls of murthering Baſilisks : 

Thc vcnom of ſuch Looks we fairly hope 


| Caye lolt their qualiry, and that this day 


Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 
Eng. Tocry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
Quee, You Engliſh Princes all, I do ſalute you. 
Burg. My duty to you both, on equal love. 
Great Kings of France and England : No | have labour”d 
With all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeavours, 
Tobring your molt imperial Maicſties 
Unto this Bar, and Royal Enterview : 
Your Mightineſs on both parts belt can witneſs. 
Since then my Office hath ſo far prevaiPd, 
That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 
You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 
If I dewand before this Royal view, 
What Rub, or what Impediment there 1s, 
W hy that the naked, poor, and manglee Peace, 
Dear nurſe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not in this beſt Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage ? 
Alas, ſhe hath from France too long been chagd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 


{ Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 


Unpruned dies : her Hedges even, pleach'd, 
Like Priſoners wildly over-grown with hair, 
Put forth diſorder*d Twigs : her fallow Leas, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumiory, 
Doth root upon ; while that the Carey rults, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 
The even Mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Conſtp, Burnet, and green Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorreCted, rank, 
Conceives by idleneſs, and nothing teems, 
But hateful Docks, rough Thiſtles, Keckſies, Burs, 
Loſing both beauty and utility , 
And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges, 
Defective in their Natures, grow to wildnels. 
Even ſo our Houſes, and our ſelves, and Children, 
Have loit, or do not learn, for want of time, 
The Sciences, that ſhould become our Country ; 
But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 
Thar nothing do, but meditate on Blood, 
To ſwearing, and ſtern Looks, diffugd Attire, 
Andevery thing that ſeems unnatural. 
W hich to reduce into our former favour, 
You are aſſembled : and my ſpeech entreats, 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel theſe Inconyeniences, 
And bleſs us with her former qualities. 

Eng. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace, 
W hoſe want gives growth to th? imperfections 
W hich you have cited z you muſt buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our juſt Demands, 
Whoſe Tenures and particular Effects 
You have enſcheduPd briefly in your Hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them : to the which, as yet 
There is no Anſwer made. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before ſo urg?d, 
Lies in his Anſwer. 


Fran. | have but with a curſelary Ei 
Ore glanCt the Articles: Pleaſeth your Grace 
To appoint ſome of your Council preſently 
Toit with us once more, with better heed 
to re-ſurvcy them : we will ſuddenly 
Paſs our accept and peremptory Anſwer. 
Eng. Brother we ſhall. Go, Uncle Exeter 
And Brother Clarence, and Brothcr Glonce er 
Warwick and Hhimtington, £0 with the King Y 
And take with you free power, to ratifie : 
Augment, or alter, as your Wiſdoms beſt 
Shall fee advantageable for our Dignity 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, Z 
And We'll confign thereto. Will you, fair Siſter 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? : 
Luce, Our gracious Brother, 1 will go with them : 
Hap] y a Woman's Voyce may do ſome good ; 
W hen Articles too nicely urgd, be ſtood on. 
Eng. Yet leave our Coulin Katharine here with us, 
She 1s our capital Demand comprigd 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles, 
Quee, She hath good leave. [ Exennt Onnes. 


Amer K mg, and Katharins. 


King, Fair Katharine, moſt fair, 

Will you vouchſafe to teach a Souldier terms, 
Sach as will enter at a Ladies ear, 
_ pwns his groark- uit to her gentle hcart ? 

\Aaln, our ajcit ſh j 
ng jclty ſhall mock at me, I cannot ſpeak 

King. O tir Katharine, if you will love me ſoundly 
with your French-heart, 1 will be glad to hear you confeſs 
it brokenly with your Erzghſh Toygue. Do you like me 
Kate? , 

Kath, Pardonne moy, 1 cannot tell, wat is like me. 

-" ing. An Angel 1s like you Kare, and you are like an 

gel, : 

Kath, Que dit-il, que de ſuis ſemblable a les Anges ? 

Lady. Ony verament ( ſauf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit-il, 

King, Iaidſo, dear Katharine, and 1 mult not bluſhto 
aſhrm it, 

Kath, O bon Dien, les lingues des hommes ſent plern de 
rr omper es, 

_ Amg. Whar ſays ſhe, fair one ? that Tongues of menare 
tull ot decelts ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de- 
celts : dat 1s de Princeſs, 

_ King. The Princeſs is the better Englifh-woman; i*faith 
Kare, my woocing Is fit for thy underſtanding, I am glad 
thou canſt ip.ak no better Engliſh, for if thou could'ſt 
thou wouPdit find me ſuch a plain King, that thou 
wouldlt think, 1 had fold my farm to buy my Crown, 1 
know no ways to mince It in Jove, bur directly to ſay, 
| love you, then if you urge me farther, then to ſay 
Do you in faith ? I wear out my ſuit : Give me your 
anſwer rtaith do, and clap hands, and a bargain ; how | 
lay you, Lady ? 

Kath. Sauf voſtre honour, m2 underſtand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verſes, of to 
Dance for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me : for the 
on2, | have either words nor meaſure ; and for the other. | 
| have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſerable meaſure 
in ſtrength. 1t 1 could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or by 
vaulting into my Saddle, with my Armor on my back ; | 
under the correction of bragging be it ſpoken, | ſhould | 
quickly leap into a Wite : Or if 1 might buffet for my 
Love, or bound my Horſe for her favours, 1 could lay on | 
like a Butcher, and ſit like a Jack an Apes, never off. But | 
before God, Kate, 1 cannot look greculy, nor gaſpout | 
my Eloquence, nor I have no cunning in Proteſtation | 
onely down-right Oaths, which I never ugd till urg'd 
nor never break for urging, 1f thou canſt love a Fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whoſe face is not worth Sun-bur- 
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ning ? that never looks in his Glaſs, for love of any 
thing he ſees there ? let thine Eye be the Cook, 1 ſpeak 
[to thee plain Souldier: if thou canſt love me for this, 
:ake me? if not ? to ſay to thee that I ſhall dyes true ; but 
-Ifor thy love, by the L.No: yet I love thee too. And 
while thou liv*ſt, dear Kare, take a Fellovy of plain and 
; [uncoyned Conſtancy, for he perforce muſt do thee right, 
becauſe he hath not the gift to woo in other places : For 
| theſe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can ryme himſelfe 
into Ladies favours, they do always reaſon themſelves 
J out again. What ? a ſpeaker is but a prater, a Ryme is 
} but a Ballad; a good Leg will fall, a ſtraight back will 
ſtoop, a black Beard will turn white, a curPd Pate will 
grow bald, a fair Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hotlow : but a good heart, Kate, is the Sun and the 
| Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon; for it 
ſhines bright, and never changes, but keeps his courſe 
truly. 1f thou would have ſuch a one, take me ? and 
ſtake me; take a Souldier ;z take a Souldier take a King, 
j And what ſay*lt thou then to my Love? ſpeakx my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 


France ? 
King. No, it is not poſlible that you ſhould love the 
{onemy of France, Kate ; but ia loving me, you ſhould 
love the Friend of France : for 1 love Frarxce ſo well, that 
L will not part witha Village of it: I will have it all mine: 
and, Kate, when France 1s mine, and I am yours; then 
yours is France, and youare mine. 
Kath, I cannot tell wat is dat. 
King. No, Kate? I will tell thee in Frezch, which I 
am ſure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new married 
Wife about her- Husbands Neck, hardly to be ſhook off : 
Fe quand ſur k poſſeſſion de Fraunce, & quand vous aves 
le poſſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, what then ? Saint Dennis 
be my ſpeed) Donc woſtre eſt Frannce, et vous eſtes mitn- 
ne. It is as eaſie for me, Kare, to conquer the kingdom, 
as to ſpeak ſo much more French : I ſhall never move thee 
Jin French, unleſs it be to laugh at me. 
Kath, Sauf woſtre honeur, le Francois ques vous par- 
leis, il & melius queP Anglois le quel je parle, 


my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truly falſly, muſt 
needs be granted to be much at o5nc. But Kare, do'ſt 
thou underſtand thus much Engliſh? Canſt thou love me ? 
Kath, I cannot tell. 

K:mp, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate ? Vie 
ask them, Come, I know thou loveſt me :- and at night, 
when you come into your Cloſet, yowll queſtion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Kare, you will to 
her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your 


gentle Princeſs, becauſe | love thee cruelly. If ever thou 
beeſt mine, Kare, as I have faving Faith within me tells 


muſt therefore needs prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, 
George , compound a Boy , half French half Engliſh, 
that ſhall go to "Conſtantinople, and take the Turk by 
the Beard. Shall we not ? what fſay'lt thou, my fair 
{ Flower-de-Luce. 

Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

King. No: *tis hereafter to know, but now to promile : 
do but now promiſe, Kate, you will endeayour for your 
French part of ſuch a Boy z and for my Enghſh moiyty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batchelor. How anſwer 
you, La plus belle Katharine du monde mon treſcher & 
devin hep. 

Kath, Your Majeſtee ane fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage Damoiſel dat is in en France. 


Kath. Is it poſſible dat I fould love de enemy of 


King, No faith igt not, Kare : but thy ſpeaking of 


heart z but, good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, 


me, thou ſhalt”; I get thee with skambling, and thou 


tween Saint Dennis and Saint 


Ki-g. Now fie upon my falſe French : by mine Honour, 
in true Ergliſh,l love thee, Kate; by which Honour I dare 
not fwcar thou loveſt me, yet my blood begins to. flat- 
ſcer me, that thou do'ſt z yer notwithſtanding the poor 


and untempering eftect of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my 
Father's Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a ſtub- 
born outſide, with an aſpect of Iron, that when 1 come 
to woo Ladies, I fright them : but in faith, Kare, the el- 
der I wax, the better 1 ſhall appear. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, thar ill layer up of Beauty, can do no more 
ſpoyl upon my Face. Thou haſt me, if thou haſt me, at 
the worſt; and thou ſhalt wear me, if thou wear me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moſt fair Ka- 
tharine, will you have me ? Put off thoſe Maiden Bluſhes, 
avouch the "Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks of 
an Empreſs, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
England, 1 am thine: which word thou ſhalt no ſooner 
bleſs mine Ear withall, - but I will tell thee aloud, Er- 
gland is thine, 1reland is thine, France is thine, and Hen- 
ry Flantagenet is thine; who, though I ſpeak it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the belt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fellows. Come your an- 
ſwer in broken Muſick ; for thy Voice is Muſick, and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queen of all, Katharine, 
break thy mind rome in broken Erz/;ſh, wilt thou have 
me? 

Kath, Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe de roy mon pere. 

King. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it ſhall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath, Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

King. Upon that I kiſs your Hand, and I call you my 
Queen. 

Kath, Laiſſe mon Segneur, laiſſe, laiſſe, may foy : Fe 
ne veks point que vous abbaiſſe voſtre grandeur, en bai- 
fant le main & une noſtre Seigneur 1ndignie ſervuenr, 
excuſe moy. Je vous ſupply mon treſ-puiſſant Seignenr. 

King, Then I will kifs your Lips, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames & Damoiſels por eſtre baiſe de- 
vant leur nopceſe il net pas le Coſtume de France, 

King. Madam, my Interpreter, what ſays ſhe ? 

Laay. Dat is not to be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ;, I cannot tell what is buiſſe en Engliſh. 

King. To Kils. 

Lady. Your Majeſty entendre bettre que moy. 

King. Is it not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
xiſs before they are married, would ſhe fay ? 

Lady. Onuy wverayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuſtoms curſie to great Kings, 


Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin*d within the |. 


weak Liſt of a Countries faſhion : we are the makers 
of Manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows our 
Places, ſtops the mouth of all find-faults, as I will do 
yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- 
try, in denying me a kiſs : therefore patiently, and 
yielding. You have Witch-craft in your Lips, Kate : 
there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of them z than in 
the Tongues of the French Council : and they ſhould 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, than a general Pe- 
tition of Monarchs. Here comes your Father. 


Enter the French Power, and the Engliſh 
Lords. 


Burg. God fave your Majeſty, my Royal Couſin, teach 
you our Princeſs Engliſh ? 

King, I would have her learn, my fair Couſin, how 
perfetly I leve her, and that is good Encliſ, 

Burg. Is ſhe apt ? 

King, Our Tongue is rovgh, Coze, and my condi- 
tion is not ſmooth : ſo that having neither the Voice nor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, 1 cannot ſo conjure up 
the ſpirit of love in her, that he will appear in his true 
likeneſs. | 

Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my mirth, if I anſwer 
you fcr that. If you would conjure in her, you muſt 
make 
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| But your requeſt ſhall make me let"it paſs. 


"Y 


make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in his true | 
likeneſs, he muſt appeare "naked , and blind. Can you Env/. 1 pray you then, in love and dear allyance, 


blame her then, being a Maid, yet. ros'd over with the | Let. that one Article'rank with the reſt, 

Virgin Crimſon of Modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance | And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

of a naked blind Boy in her naked ſecing ſelf ? It were] Fran, Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raiſe up 
( my Lord) a hard Condition tor a Maid to conſign to. | Iſſue to me, that the contending Kingdoms 

King. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind | Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoars look pale, 
and enforces. With envy of each/others happidels, , 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they ſec | May ceaſe their hatred ;/and thisdtar Conjuattiba 
not what they do. | Plant Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 

King. Then, good my Lord, teach your Coulin to | In their ſweet Boſoms : that never War advance 
conſent to winking. His bleeding Sword *twixt England and fair France.___ 

Burg. 1 will wink on her to conſent, my Lord, if you Lords. Amen. 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Maids well] King. Now welcome, Kate : and bear me wkneſ; all, 
Summer?d, and warm kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- | That herel kiſs her, as my Soveraign Queen®* © ©? 
mew-tyde, blind, though they have their Eyes, and then Front if nn ene nee eee 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 

oking, oN. ; 

King: This Moral ties me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo 1 ſhall catch the Flie, your Couſin, in 
'the latter end, and ſhe mult blind roo, 

Buro. As Love is, my Lord, before it loves. 

Ki 1. It is ſo : and you may, ſome of you, thank 
ove for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a fair 
French City for one fair French Maid for that ſtands in my 
ay. 
. French Kinz. Yes my Lord, you ſee them perſpe- 
ftively : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
all girdled with Maiden Walls, that War hath entred. | 
King. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 
Fran, So pleaſe you. ; > 
England. | am content, ſo the Maiden Cities, you 
talk-of, may wait on her : ſo the Maid that ſtood in the 
Way for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me the way to my W1ll. 
France. We have conſented to all terms of reaſon. 
Eng. 1gt ſo, My Lords of England? 
Wejt. The King hath granted every Article : 
His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele all, 
According to their firm propoſed natures = 

Exer. Onely he hath not yet ſubſcribed this : 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France 
having occaſion to write for matter of Grant, ſhall 
name your Highneſs in-this form, and with this addi- 
tion, in French : Noſtre treſcher filz Henry Roy, > An- 
gleterre Heretere de France and thus 1n Latine : Pre- 
clariſſumus Filins noſter Henricus Rex Anglie & Heres 


Francie. 
Fran, Nor this I have not Brother ſo deny'd, | 


Qen, God, the beſt maker of all Marriages, 
| Combine your hcarts 1a one, your Realms in one, 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love, 
So be there *twixt your Kingdoms ſuch a Spoulal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell jealouſie, - = 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in between the Paſſion of theſe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League : 
That Enghſh may as French, French Engliſh men, 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen. 
All. Amen. ps 
King,” Prepare for our Marriage : on which day, + © 
My Lord of Buromndy well take your Oath o 
And all the Peers, Go ſurety of our Leagues. 
Then ſhall I ſwear to Kare, and you to me, 
And may our Oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. 
Sonet, [ Excunt. 
Entey Chorus, 
Thus far with rough, and all-unable Pen, 
' Our bending Author hath perſu'd the Story, 
In little room confining Mighty men, 
Mangling by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory. 
Small time: but in that ſmall, molt greatly lived 
This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, the worlds belt Garden he atchieved : | 
And of it left his Son- Imperial Lord, 
Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd King 
Of France and Engl.md, did this King ſucceed : 
W hoſe State ſo many had the managing, 
That they loſt France, and make his England bleed : | 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhown ; and for their fake, | 
[n your fair minds let this acceptance take. | 
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The Firſt Part of 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Dead March. 


Emtey the Funeral FX no Henry the Fifth, attended on by the 
| Dute rd, Regent of France ;, the Duke of 
G , Protettor : the Duke of Exeter, 
Warwick, the Biſhop of Wincheſter, 
and the Duke of Somerlet. 
Bedford. ' 
Ung be the Heavens with black, yield day to niglit ; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
| Brandiſh your Cryſtal Treſles in the Sky, 
And with them feourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have conſented unto Herry*s death : 
Kin the Fifth, too famous to live long, 
d nee loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
Gloſt, England ne*re had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving to command. 
His brandiſht Sword did blind men with his Beams, 
His Arms ſpread wider than a Dragons Wings : 
His cqpiomm | Eyes, repleat with wrathful fire, 
More dazled and drove back his Enemies, 
Than mid-day ſun fierce bent againſt their Faces. 
| What ſhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all ſpecch : 
| He nefre lift up his hand but conquered. = 
Exe. We mourn in black, why mourn we not in blood ? 
Henry is dead,/and never ſhall revive : 
Upon a Wooden Coffin we attend - 
And Deaths diſhonorable Victory, 
We with our ſtately preſence glorifie, 
Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car. 
What 2? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Miſhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtile-witted F rench, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verſe have contriv'd his end ? 
"Winch, He was a King, bleſt of the King of Kings. 
Unto the. French, the dreadful judgement-Day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his ſight. 
The battels of the Lord of Hoſts he fought : 
"The Churches Prayers made him ſo prof! PETOUS. 
Gloſt. The Church ? Where 15Tt? © 
Had not Church-men pray*d, 
His thread of Life had not ſo ſoon decay'd. 
None do you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw. 
Winch, Gloſter, what &re we like, thou art Protettor, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and Realm. 
Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in aw, 
More than God or Religious Church-men may. 
Gloſt. Name not Religion for thou lov'ſ the Fleſh, 
And ne're throughout the year to Chvrch thou go#lt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. "P 
Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe Jars, and reſt your minds in 
Let's to the Altar : Heralds wait on us ; (peace: 
Inſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 
Since Arms avail not, now that Henry's dead. 


— 


Poſterity await for wretched years, 

When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes, Babes ſhall ſuck 

Our Iſle be made a Nouriſh of ſalt Tears, - 

And none but Women left to waylc the dead. 

Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoſt I invocate: 

Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broyles, 

Combat with adverie Planets in the Heavens; 

A far more glorious Star thy Soul will make, 
Than Juls Ceſar, or bright 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mcſſ. My Honorable Lords, health to you all : 

Sad tidings bring 1 to you out of France, 

Of loſs, of ſlaughter, and diſcomfiture : 

Guyen, Champaione, Rheimes, Orleance, 

Paris, Co, Fuoittzers, are all quite loſt, 

Bed: What fay*ſt thou man, before dead Henry's Coarſe ? 

Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great Towns 

Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death. 
Gloſt. Is Paris loſt, and is Roan yielded up ? 

If Hcnry were recall'd to life again, 

Theſe News would cauſe him once more yield the ghoſt. 
Exe. How were they loſt ? what treachery was ug'd ? 
Meſſ. No treachery, but want of Men and Money. 

Amongit the Souldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintain ſeveral Factions : 

And whiPſt a Field ſhould be diſpatch'd and fought, 

You are diſputing of your Generals. 

One would have lingring Wars with little coſt ; 

Another would flye fwift but wanteth Wings : 

A third man thinks, without expence at all, 

By guileful fair words, Peace may be obtain'd. 

Awake, awake, Enghſh Nobility, 

Let not floth dim your Honours, new begot ; 

Crop't are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms 

Of England”s Coat, one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 

Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France : 

Give me my ſteeled Coat, Ile fight for France. 

Away with theſe diſgraceful wayling Robes ; \ 

Wounds will I lend the French, in ſteed of Eyes, 

To weep their intermiſlive Miſeries. 

Emer to them another Meſſenger : 
Meſſ. Lords, view theſe Letters, full of bad miſchance. 


France is revolted from the Engliſh quite, 

Except ſome petty Towns of no import. 

The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rhemes : 

The Baſtard of Or/eance with him is joyn'd : 

Reynold Duke of Arjou doth his Part, 

The Duke of Alanſor flieth on his ſide. [Exit, 
Fe, The Dolphin Crown'd King ? all flye tohim ? 


©, whither ſhall we flye from this reproach ? 


Gloſt, We will not flye, but to our Enemies throats, 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, Ple fight it out. 
Bed. Gloſter, why doubt?ſt thou of my forwardnefs. 
An Army have I muſter*d in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run. 
Emer 
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Enter avother Meſeryer. 


Meſſ. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments 
Wherewith you now begew King Henry's Hearſe, 

| muſt inform you of a | hght 

Betwixt the ſtout Lord, » and the French, 
Win, W hat ? wherein. Talbot overcame, ist ſo ? 


The circumftance Vle tell you more at large. 
The tenth of A»guft laſt, this dreadful Lord, 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Having full fcarce ſis thouſand in his Troo L 
By three and twenty thouſagd of the Frenc 
Was round encompalked, and ſer upoy : 

No lcifure had to earank his men. 

He wanted Pikes to ſet before his Archers : 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp Stakes pluckt outef Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, 

To keep the Horſemen aff, from breaking io. 
More than three hours the continued ; 
Where valiant Tatbor, above human thought, 
Enaited wonders with his Sword and Lance. _ 
Hundreds he ſeat to Hell, and none durſt ftand bun : 
Acre, there, and very where enrag'd, he ſlew. 
The French exclain?d, the Devil was 40 Arms, 
All the whole Army Itood aga2d on him. 

His Souldiers ſpying his yadaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbor, cry'd out amain. 

And ruſht into the bowels. of the Batt]. 

Here, had the Conqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 

If Sir Fohn Falſtaff had not play'd the Gomard, 
c*t behind 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 
Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one frroak. 
Hence grew the general wrack and matjacre z 
Encloſed were they with their Enemies. 

A baſe Walbon to win the Dalphiz's grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a $ into the Pack, 
Whom all Fraxce, with their aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the Face. 
Bed. 1s Talbot ſlain then ? 1 will ſlay my elf, 
For living idely bere jn pomp and eaſe, _ 
WhiTſt ſuch a worthy Leader, wantirg aid, 
Unto his daſtard foe-men is betray'd. _ 

2. Mecſfſ. © no, he lives, but is took Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt. laughter?d, or took likewile. 
Bed. His Ranſom there is none but 1 ſhall, pay. 
I'le hale the Dolphin headlong from his T hrone, 
{is Crown ſhall be the Ranſom of my Friend : 
Four of their Lords Ple change for ane af ours. 
Farewell, my M aſters, to my Task will I, 
Bonefires in France forthwith I am to make, ' 

To keep our great Saint Georges Feaſt withall. 
Ten thouſand Souldiers with me will take, 
Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Emrope quake. 


The Englsſh Army is grown weak and faint : 
The Earl of Salsbury craveth ſupply, 

And hardly keeps his.men from mutiny, 
Since they ſo few, watch ſnch a multitude. 


Or bring him in obedience to your yoak. 
Bed. ) do remember it, and here take leave, 


To view the Artillery and Munition, _ 
And then 1 will proclaim young Henry King, 


Exe. To Eltem will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordain'd his ſpecial -Governour, 


And tor his ſafety there Ple beſt deviſe. 


3. Me. So you had need, for Orleance us belieg'd, 


3- MY. © no: wherein Lord Talbor was. orethrown : 


To go about m wage Exit Bedfor 
Gloſt. Ple ty ower with all the tale I can, 


— 


' Late did he ſhine upon the 


[ Winch, Each hath his place and Fundtien to atrend - 
I am left out 3 for me nothing remains : 
But long 1 will not be Jack out of Office, 

| The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, 

And it at chiefeſt fern of publick Weal. [Exit. 

Enter Charles, Alanſon, end Reigneir, marching 
with Drum and Souldzers. 


Cherl. Mars bis true moving, even as in the Heavens 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known. : 
hifk fide : 

Now we are Victors, upon us he ſmiles. 

What Towns of any moment, but we haye ? 

At pleaſure here we lye, near Orleance ; 

Otherwhiles, the familtvt Exgliſh, like pale Ghoſts, | 
Faintly beſiege us one hour in a Month. 

Al. They want their Porredge, and their fat Byll- 
Either they mult be dicted like Mules. ( Beeves 

Reig, Lews raiſe the Siege : why live we. idlely here ? 
And have their Provender t7d to their Mouths, | 
Or phage they will look, like drowned Mice, 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salichury 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 
Nor bien, _ op, hath he to make War. 

Char. Sound, ſo we will on 
Now for the Honour of the forlorn rig _ 
Him I forgive my death, tha? killeth me ; 
When he ſees me go back an foot, or fize. [Excunt. 


Here Alarum, they are beaten back. by the 
Engliſh, with great lofs. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier. 


Charl. W ho ever ſaw the like ? what men have 1 ? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daſtards : I would ne're have fled, 
But. that they left me *midſt my Enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a deſperate Homicide, - 

He fighteth as one weary of his life : 

Too other Lords, like Lyons wanting food, 

Do ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 
| . Froyſard, a Co of ours, records, 

England all Olruers and Rowlend:s breed, 

During the time Edward the third did reiga : 

More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samſen*s and Galiaffs 

It ſendeth forth to $kirmiſh : one to ten ? 

Lean raw7jbond Raſcals, who would ere ſuppoſe, 

They had fuch courage and audacity ? 

Charl, Let's leave this To 

For they are hair-brain'd Slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 

Of old I know them ; rather with their Tecth 

The V Valls they 'Il tear down, than forſake the Siege. 
Feig. | think by ſome add Gimmals or device | 
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Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry ſworn : | 
- | Either to quell the Dolphin utterly, 


[Exit Gloſter. 


[Ex:t. 


Their Arms are ſet, like Clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on ; 

Elſe nere could they hold out ſo as they do : 

By my conſent, well even let them alone. 
Alan. Be it ſo. 


Enter the Baſtard of Orleance. 


Baſt. Where's the Prince Dolphin ? I have News for him. 

Dolph. Baſtard of Orlearce, thrice welcome torus. 

Baſt. Me thinks your looks are fad, your chear appa[d. 

Hath the late overthrow wraught this Offence ? 

Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand : 

A boly Maid hither with me Lbring, | 

Which. by a Viſion ſeat ro her from Heaven, | 
ined is to -raiſe this tedious Siegt 

And drive the Engliſh forth the of France : 


NE EE 


| The ſpiris of deep Progynke ſhe hath, 
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Exceeding the nine S:byls of old Rome: 
What's, palt, and what's ro come, ſhe tandeſcry. 
Speak, ſhall I call her in? believe my words, 
For they are certain, and unfalible. b . 
Dolph. Go, call her in : bur firſt, to try her sklll, 
Reignier ſtand thou as Dolphin in my place; 
Queſtion her prondly, fet thy-Looks be ſtern, 
By this means ſhall w2 ſound what skill ſhe hath. 
Emer Joan Puzel. _. | 
Reig. Fair Maid,is't thouw,wilt do theſe wondrous feats ? 
Puz, Reignier, ivt thu, that thinkeſt to beguile me ? 
Where is the Dolphin? Come, come from bchind, 
[ know thee well, though never ſeen before. ' 
Be not amaz'd; there's nothing hid from me: 
In private will | talk with thee apart: 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firft daſh. 
Paz Dolphin, 1 am by birth a Shepherds Daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of Art: 
Heaven atid'our” Lady gracious hath it pleasd 
To ſhine-on my contemptible eſtate. 
Lo, whiPſt I waited on my tender Lambs, | 
And to Suns parching heat Uiſplay*d my checks, 
Gods Mother deigned to-appear to me, 
And ina Viſion full of Majeſty, 
WilPd me to leave my baſe Vocation, 
And free my Country from” Calamity : 
Her aid ſhe promisd, and aſſur'd ſucceſs. 
In compleat Glory ſhe reveald her ſelf : 
Aud- whereas Twas black afrd ſwart before : 
With thoſe clear Rays, which ſhe infus?d on me; 
That Beanty'am 1 bleſt with, which you fee. 
Ask we what queſtion thou cant poſlible, 
AndI will anſwer unpreineditated : 
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar*ſt, 
And thou ſhalr find that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolve' on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, ' 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. | : 
Dolph. Thou haſt aſtonifit me with thy high terms: 
Onely this proof Ple of thy 'Valour make, 
In ſingle Combat thon ſhalt buckle with me 
And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy words are true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce all confidence. YA 
Put. 1 am prepar®d : here is my keen-edg'd Sword, 
Deck*t with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, 
{ The which at. Towrain inS; Katharines Church-yard, 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, I choſe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a God's name, I fear no Woman. 
Patel, And whileI live, Ple ne*re flie no man. 
[ Here they fight, and Joan de Puzel overcomes. 
Dolph. Stay, ſtay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteſt with the Sword of Debora. 
Puztl. Chriſts Mother helps me, elſe I were too weak. 
Dolph. Who ere helps thee, *tis thou that muſt help 
Impatiently I burn with thy defire, ( me: 
My heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 
Excellent Puzel, if thy name be fo, 
|] Let me thy ſervant, and not Soveraign be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus. 
Puzel. I muſt not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeſlion's ſacred from above - . 
When I have chaſed ali thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a Recompence. 
Dolph. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate 
Thrall. 
_ Reig. My Lord, me thinks is very long intalk. 
Alan. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this Woman to her ſmock, 
Elſe nere could he ſo long protratt his ſpeech. 
Reign, Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no mean ? 
Ala. He may mean more than we poor men do know ? 
Theſe Women are ſhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 
Keig. My Lord, where are you ? what deviſe you on, 
Shall we give ore Orleance, or no ? 
| Puzel. Why no, I ſay : diſtruſtful Recreants, 
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Fight till the laſt gaſp : for Vle be your guar. 
Dolph. What he fays, Ple confitm wel fot it out 
Puzel. AſhgwdI am tobe the Exghſh SCOurge. ; 

This night the Siege aſſuredlyPle raiſe : 

Expect Saint Adartin*s Summer,. Halcyon days, * 

| Since I have entred thus into theſe. Wars. 

Glory is like a Circte in the Water : 

| Which never ceaſeth to enlarge'it ſelf, 

Tillby broad ſpreading, it diſperſe to nought. 

With Henry's death, the Engliſh Circle ends, 

Diſperſed are the glories it included : 

Now am [ like that proud inſulting Ship, 

Which Ceſar and his Grams bare at once. 

Dolph.\Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove ? 

Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 

Helen, the Mother of great Conſtantine, 

Nor yet S. Philips Daughters were like thee. 

Bright Star of Yeaus, faln down on the Earth 

How may reverently worſhip thee enough ? : 

Alan, Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the Sigge. 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canſt to- ſave'our Honors, | 

Drive thems from Orleence, and be immortaliz7d.  * 
Dolph. Preſently we'll try : come, let's away about it, 

No Prophet will I truſt, if ſhe prove falſe. ' @ Exemnr. 


Enter Glouceſter , with his ſerving-men, 


| Gloff. Iam to ſurvey the Tower this day ; 
Since Hemry's death, I fear there is a Conveyance: 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
{ Open the Gates, ?tis Gloſter that calls. 
1. Warder. Who's there, that knocks ſo imperiouſly ? 
Gloſt. 1. man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. | 
2, Warder. Who ere he be, you may not belet in. 
1. 4a. Villains, anſwer you ſo the Lord ProteCtor ? 
1. Warder. The Lord protedt him, ſo we anſwer him, 
bt _ _—_— than we are wilPd. 
oſt. o willed you ? or whoſe will ſtand ine ? 
Theres none Protector of the Realm, but f;” Os 
Break up the Gates, Ple be your warrantize ; 
Shall 1 be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms ? 


Gloſter's men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
| the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. 


Wood, What noyſe is this ? what Traytors have we here ? 
Gloſt. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe voice I hear ? 
Open the Gates, here's Gloſter that would enter. 
Wood. Have patience, Noble Duke,I may not open, 
The Cardinal of Wincheſter forbids : 
From him I have expreſs commandment, 
That thon nor none of thine ſhall be let in. 
Gloſt. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him, *fore me ? 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom Herry our late Soveraign nere could brook ? 
Thou art no Friend to God, or to the King : 


| Open the Gates, or Þle ſhut thee our ſhortly. 


Servingmen, Open the Gates to the Lord Protector, 
Or we'll burſt them open, if that you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Protettor at the Tower Gates, Wincheſter and 
bus men in Tawny Coats. 


Winche#t, How now ambition Umpire what means this ? 
Gloſt. PiePd Prieſt, do'ſt thou command me to be 
ſhut out ? 
Wench. 1 do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realm, 
Gloft. Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrivedſt to murther our dead Lord, 
Thon'that giv*ſt Whores Indulgences to fin, 
Ple canvas thee in thy Broad Cardinals Hat, 
If thou proceed in this ; thy inſolence. 
Winch, Nay, ſtand thou back, 1 will not budge a foot : 
=, 
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'This.be Damaſeus, be thou curſed Cain, | 


To ſlay thy Brother Abel, if thow wilt. 
Gloſt. 1 will not flay-thee; but Ple drive thee back : 


' Thy Scarlet Robes, + as a Childs bearing Cloth, © * 


le uſe, to carry thee out of this place. 

Winch, Do what thou dar*ſt, I beard thee tothy face. 
Gloſt, What ? am I dar*d, and bearded to my face ? 
Draw men , for all this priviledyed place, 

Blew Coats to Tawny: Coats. Prielt, beware thy Bcard, 
I mean to tugge it, "and to cuff you ſoundly. 


| Under my feet le ſtamp thy Cardinals Har : 


In ſpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 

Here by the Checks-Ple drag thee up and down. 

Winch, Gloſter, thou wilt anſwer this before the Pope. 
Gloſt. Wincheſter Gooſe, 1 cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them-hence, why do you ler them ſtay ? 
Thee Vle chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's array, 

Out Tawny-Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 


Flere G lofter”s men beat out the Cardinals men, and enter 
i the hjevly-burly the Mayor of London, 
| and his Officers. 


Mzyor. Fie Lords, that you being ſupream Magultrates, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould break the Peace. 

Glo, Peace Mayor, for thou know?It little of my wrongs : 
Here's Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 

Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 

Winch, Here's Gloſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 

One that ſtill motions War and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines; 

That ſceks to overthrow Religion, | 

Becauſe he is ProteCtor of the Realm ; 

And- would - have Armour here out of the Tower, 

To Crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 

Gloſt. I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows. 


Here they shirmiſh again. 


Mayor,” Novught-reſts for me, in this tumultuous ſtrife, 

But to make open Proclamation. 

Come Officer, as loud as ere rhou canſt, cry : 

All. manner of men -afſembled here in Arms this day, 

againſt Gods Peace ' and the- Kings, we charge and command 

yau, un bis Hiohntſs Name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling 
places, and not to- wear, handle, or uſe any Sword, Weapon, 
or Dagger hence-forward, upon pain of death, 

Glojte. Cardinal, Ple be no breaker of the Law : 

But we ſhall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Winch. Gloiter, well meet to thy dear coſt be fare : 

Thy heart-blood I will have for this days: work. 

Mayor. 1'le call for Clubs, if you will not away : 

This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 
Gloſter.Mayor,farewell : thou do'ſtbut what thou may'ſt. 
Winch, Abominable Gloſter, guard thy head, | 

For I intend to have it ere be long. [ Exennt, 
Mayor. See the Coaſt clear*d, and then we will depart. |. 

Good God, theſe Nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomacks bear, 

| my ſelf fight not once in forty year. [ Exeunt. 


Enter the Maſter-Gunner of Orleance, and his Boy. 


AM... Gun. Sirra, thon knowſh how Orlearxce is beſiedg'd, 
And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs won. 
Boy. Father, I know, and oft bave ſhot at them, 
How &re unfortunate I miſs'd my aim. 
M. Gn, But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou ruPd by me : 
Chief Maſter Gunner am I of this Town, 
Something I muſt do to procure me grace : 
The Princes eſpyals have informed me : 
How the Engl:ſh, in the Suburbs cloſe entrencht, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, 
ln yonder Tower, toover-peer the City, 
And thence diſcover, how with moſt advantage 
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They may vex us with ſhot or with Aſſault, | 
To intercept this inconvenience, | 
A piece of Ordnance *gainſt it I have plac'd, 
And vr. A-0ig theſe three days have I watch'd, 
If I coufd ſee them; Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I'can ſtay no longer. 
If thou ſpyſt any, run and bring me word, 
And thou ſhalt find me at the Governors. [ Exit. 
Boy. Father, I warrant. you take you no care, 
Ple never trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 


Enter Salisbury, and Talbot on the Turrets, with others. ' 


Salis. I aibet, my life, "my joy, again return'd ?. 

How wert thou handlcd, being Pritoner ? 

Or by what means got*ſt thou to be releagd ? 

Diſcourſe I prethce on this Turrets top. 

Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Priſoner, 

Calid the brave Lord Ponton de Srtratle, 

For him was exchangd, and ranſom'd. 

Zur with a baſer man of Arms by far, 

Once in contempt they wonld have barter*d me : 

Which I diidaining, fcornd, and craved death, 

Rather than I would be ſo piPd cſteenrd ; 

In fine redeem'd 1 was as I defir'd. 

But O, the treachcrous Falſfaff wounds my heart, 

Whom with my barc Fiſts 1 would exccute, 

If I now had him brought into my power. 
Salts. Yet tclPit thou not,. how thou wert entcrtain'd. 
Tal. With ſcoff; and ſcorns, and contumelious taunts, 

In open Market-place produc'd they me, : £ 

To be a publick ſpectacle ro all : ' 

Here, ſaid they, 15the Terror of the French, 

The Scare-Crow that affrights our Childrca fo. 

Then broke 1 {rcm the Ofcers'that led me, © ©. = 

And with my nails digg*d ſtones out of the Ground, 

To hurle at the beholders of my ſhame. 

My griſly countenance made others flye, 

None durſt come near, 'for fear of ſudden death. 

In Iron Walls they dcem?*d+ me not ſecure : 

So great fear. of my Name '*monglt thcrmwere ſpread, 

Thar they ſuppog?d I could rend Bars of Steel, 

And ſpurn in pieces poſts 'of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot 1 had ; © 

That walkr about me every Minute while : 

And if I did bur ſtir out of my Bed, 

Ready they were to ſhoot me to the heart. 


Enter the Boy with a Linſtock, 


Saiis. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd, 
But we will-be reveng'd ſufficiently. 
Now it is Supper time in 9rleaxce : 
Here, through this Grate, 1 can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they forrtific : 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir Witham Glandſdalc, 


'| Let me have your expreſs Opinions, 


.Where is beſt place to make our BatUry next ? 
Garg. 1 think at the North Gate, for there ſtznd Lords. 
Glandſ. And | here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. 
Talb. For ought | ſee, this City muſt be famiſht, 

Or with light Skirmiſhes enfecbled. 


Here they ſhot , and Salisbury falls down. 


Salis, O Lord have mercy on us, wretched ſinners. 
Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, woful man. 
Talb. What chance nw _ —_ hath crolt us ? 
Speak Salisbury ; at lealt, it thon canſt, ſpeak : 
How far'ſt hes, Mirror of all Martial > 
One of thy Eyes, aridthy Cheeks ſide ſtruck off ? 
Accurſed Tower, accurſed fatal Hand, 
That hath contriv'd this woful Tragedy. 


us 


ao nts iv” 


In 


* CR 6 


_— 


LE. 4 


"The Life of King'Henry the Sixth. © __ 


n_— 
_ = 


— had had , 
—H———— CSC 


_ _— 


—— 


Or woo or udgpwo ar ems —owoc dy Fu. wo - Genes 
$# ” 


mY 


{| Bur1 will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet. | 


| In chirteen Batcels, Salbury 


| My brealt le burſt with ſtraining of my Courage, 


| Ore-take me if thou canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. 
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0'recame : | 
Hewry the F ifth he firſt train'd to the Wars. 


| WhiPſt any Trump did ſound, -or Drum Truck up, 
Elin, 


His Sword did yove leave ſtriking in the = "WY 
Yet liv*it thov, Sabibury? though thy ſpeech d I 
One eye thou haſt 0 ek to _ ny eee race. : 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Satisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 

Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury ir. 

Sir Thomas --xf rn haſt thou any life ? 


Speak unto Talor, nay, look up to him. 
Sal:sbary chear thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt nor die whiles— 


He beckens with his hand, and ſmiles on me: 
As who ſhould fay, When I am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French, 
Plantagmet | will, and, Nero like, wil 
Play on the Lute, bzholding the. Towns burn : 
Wretched ſhall France be onely in my Name. 
| — Here an Alarum, and it Thunders and Lizhtens, 
What ſtir is this ? what tumult's ia the Heavens ? 
W hence cometh this Alarum, and the noyle ? 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
eſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather*d 
The Dolphin, with one Foan de Puzel joymwd, (head. 
A holy Propheteſs, new riſen up, | 
Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Slege. 


Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up and groans. 


Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan, 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd, 
{ French-men, Ile be a Salisbury to you. 
Puzel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-bſh, 
Your hearts I'le ſtamp out with my Horſes heels, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled brains. 
Convey me Salirbury into his Tent, 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard Frezch-men dare. 
Alarum, Ext. 


Here an Alarum again : and Talbot purſueth the Dolphin, 
and driveth binr: Then enter Joan de Puzel, driving 
Engliſh-men befor her. Then enter Talbot. 


Tal.Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? 
Our Engl:ſþ Troops retire, I cannot ſtay them. 
; A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 
Emer Purzel. 
Here, here ſhe comes. Ile have a bout with thee : 
Devil, or Devils Dam, Ple conjure thee - 
Blocd will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 


| And ſtraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv?lt. 


Puz,, Come, come, *tis onely I that muſt diſgrace thee., 
Here they fiybt. 


Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevail ? 
And from my ſhoulders crack my Arms aſunder, 
They fight again. 
Puz,, Talbot farewel, thy hour 1s not yet come, 
1 malt go Victual Orleaxce forthwith ? 


A ſhort Alarum : Then Enter the Town 
with Souldiers, 


—_— OI 


Go, go, chear up thy hungry-ſtarved men, 
Help $alisbury to make his Teſtament, | 
This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. Exit. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel. 
I know not where I am, nor what I do : 
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hanmbal, | 


Drives back our Troops, and conquers as {he liſts : 


So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench, 
Are from their Aives.and Houſes driven away, 
They. cal'd-us, for our fiercencls, Enghfh Dogs, 


Now like the Whelps, we crying rug away. 
A ſhore A 


KM, 
Heark Countreymen, efther renew the fight, 
Or tear the Lyons out of England's Coat : 
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lyons ſtead : 
Sheep run not half fo treacherous from the Wolf, 


| Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 


As you flic from your oft-ſubdyed Slaves. 
Alarum, Here another Skirmiſh, 


it will not be, retire into your Trenches - 
You all conſented unto Salisburie*s death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his revenge. 
Puzel 1s entred into Orleance, 
[n ſpight of us, or ought that we could do. 
O would I were to die with Salpbury, 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide \'my head. 
CExit Talbot. 
Alarum, Retreat, Flouriſh. 


Enter on the Wall Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, 
Alanſon, «nd Souldiers. | 


Puzet, Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orlcance from the Engliſh Wolves : 
That Fog de Ar hath ye ys her word. 

oph. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtrea's Daughter 

How ſhall I honour thee for this Lg —_ 
Thy promiſes are Ike Adonis Garden, 
That one day bloonrd, and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propheteſs, 


| Recover'd is the Town of Orleance, 
| More bleſſed hap did nere befal our State. 


Rergneir. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 
Throughout the Town ? 
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
And. feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 
To celcbrate the joy that God -hath given us. 
Alanſ. All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play*d the men. 
Dolph. *Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day.is. won : 
For which, I will divide my Crown with her, 
And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in proceſſion-ſing her endleſs praiſe. 
A ſtatelier. Pyramis to her I'le rear, 
Than Rhodope*s or Memphis ever was. 
In memory of. her when ſhe is dead, 
Her. Aſhes, 'in-an. rn more precious 
Than the rich-kewel'd Coffer of Darass, 
Tranſported ſhall be at high -Feltivals 
Before the Kings and Queens of Fraxce. 


| No longer on Saint-Deanis will we cry, 
| But Foange Paxil ſhall be France's Saint. 
|| Come 4n, and let us vagus Royally, 


After ithis Golden day of Victory, 


Flouriſh. [ Exennm, 


Aftus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels, 


Ser. Sirs, take your places and be vigilaat : 

If any noiſe or Souldier you perceive 

Near to the walls, by ſome apparent fi 

Let us have. knowledge at rhe-Court of Guard. 
Cent,” Serjeaut/you-ſball. Thus are, poor Servitors 
(When others {lcep. ypon their quiet Beds.) 


[] Con ſtrain*d to watch in-darknefs, rain, and. cold. 


Enter 
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Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
Ladders : Their Drums beating 4 
Dead March. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgunay, 
By whoſe approach, the Regions of roy, 
Wallon, and Picardie, are Friends to us : 
This happy night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having all day carougd and banquetted, 
Embrace we then this opportunity, 
As fitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv?d by Arr, and valeful Sorcery. 
Bed. Coward of France, how mnch he wrongs his Fame, 
Deſpairing of his own Arms fortitude, 
To joyn with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
Bur, Traitors have never other company. 
But what's that Puzel, whom they term ſo pure ? 
Tal. A Maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A Maid ? And be fo martial ? 
Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not maſculine ere long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as ſhe hath begun, 
Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with Spirits. 
God is our Fortreſs, in. whoſe conquering Name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not altogether : Better far I gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance feveral ways : 
That it if chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 
Bed. Agreed ; Ple to yond corner. 
Bur. And | to this. 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. 
Now Salisbxry for thee and for the right 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appear 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 
| Cent, Arm , Arm, the Enemy doth make aſſault. 
Cry, S. George. A Talbot. 


—_—_— 


The French leap ore the Walls in their ſhirts, Enter ſeveral 
wayes, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, half reaay, 
and half unready. 


Alan. How now my Lords ? what all unready fo ? 
Baſt. Unready ? I and glad we ſcap'd fo well. 
Rerg. *Twastime (I trow ) to wake and leave our Beds, 
Hearing Alarms at our Chamber doors. 
Alan. Of all Exploits ſince firſt 1 tollow'd Arms, 
Ne're heard I of a warlike enterprize 
More venturous, or deſperate than this. 
Baſt. 1 think this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 
Rezg. If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alanſ. Here commeth Charles, I marvel how he ſped. 
Enter Charles and Joan. 

Baſt. Tut, holy Joan was his defenſive Guard. 
Charl. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 
Didſt thon at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much ? 
Joan, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend ? 
At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping or waking, muſt I ſtil] prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
Improvident Souldiers, had your watch bcen good, 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln, 

Charl. Duke of Alanſen, this was your default, 
That being Captain of the Watch to Nigh, 
Did lopk no better to that weighty Charge. 

Alarſ. Had all our Quarter been as ſafely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Government, 
We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 

Baſt. Mine was ſecure. 
| Reign. And ſo was mine, my Lord. 


Charl. And for my ſelf , moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter , and mine own Preciact, 
| was employ'd in paſling to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in ? 
Joan, Queltion { my Lord ) no further of the caſe, 
Mow, or which way ; *tis ſure they found ſome place 
Bur weakly guarded, where the breach was made : * 
And now there rcſts no other ſhifts but this, 
To gather our Souldiers, ſcatrer'd and diſperyt, 
And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them. F[ Exeurt. 


Alarum, Emer a Souldier, crying, a Talbot, « Talbot : 
the y fre, leaving their Cloaths behind. 


Soul. Ple be ſo bold to take what they have left : 
The Cry of 7albot ſerves me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoils, 
Uling no other Weapon but his Name. [ Exit. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. | 


Bedf. The dz begins to break, and Night is fled 
Whole pitchy Man:le over-vaiPd thc Earth. 6 
Here ſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit. [ Retreat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of oid Salubary, 

And here advance it in the Market-place, | 
The middle Centre of this curſed Town. 

Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul, 

For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 

There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dycd to night. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold 

W hat ruine happened in revenge of him, 

Within their chicteſt Temple Pie ere&t 

A Tomb, wharcin his Corps ſhall be interrd : 

Upon the which, that every one may read, | 
Shall be engrav*d-the ſack of Orlearce, 

The treacherous manner of his mourntul death, 

And what a terrour he had been to France. 

Burt, Lords, 1n all our bloody Maſſacre, 

| muſe we met not with the Dolphir”s Grace, 

His new-come Champion, virtuous Foar of Acre, 

Nor any of his falſe Confederates. 

Bedf. *Tis thought, Lord Tabor, whenthe fight began, 

Rouz'd on the ſudden from their drowſie Beds, 
They did amongſt the Troops of armed men, 
Leap o're the Walls for refuge in the Field. 

Burg. My elf, as far as I could well diſcern, 
For ſmoak, and dusky Vapoursof the night, 
Am ſure I ſcar*d the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Armin Arm they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 

That could not live aſunder day or night. 

After that things are ſet in order here, 

We'll follow chem with all the Power we have. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Z4cſ. All hail, my Lords : which of this Princely train 
Call ye the Warlike Tab, for his Atts 
So much applauded through the Realm of Frerce ? 

Talb. Here is the Taibur, who would ſpeak with him ? 

Meſſ. The virtuous Lady, Counteſs of Avergne, 

With modeſty admiring thy Renown, 

By me intreats ( great Lord ) thou would'ſt vouchſafe 
To viſit her poor Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 

That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 

W hoſe glory fills the World with loud report. 

Burg. Is iteven ſo ? Nay, then I ſeeour Wars 

Will turn unto a peaceful Comick ſport, 
When Ladies crave to be encountred with 
You may not ( my Lord ) deſpiſe her gentle ſui. 
Talb. Neretruſt me then : for when a World of men 
Could not prevail with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-ruPd : 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 
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And in ſubmiſlion will attend on her. 

Will not your Honours bear me company ? 

Beaf. No, truly tis more than manners will : 

And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden Gueſts 

Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 

Talb, Well then, alone (ſince there's no remedy) 

l mean to prove this Ladies courtelie. 

Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. 

: [Whiſpers. 

Capt. 1 do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ Exenrt. 

Enter Counteſs, 

Count, Porter, remember what l gave in charge, 

- And when you have done fo, bring the Keyes to me. 
Port, Madam, 1 will. [ Exit, 
Count, The plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 

| ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death, _ 

Great is the rumor of this dreadful Knight, 

And his Atchievements of no lefs account : 

Fain would mine Eyes be witneſs with my Ears, 

To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


Enter Meſſenzer and Talbot. 


Afſſ. Madam, according as your Ladyſhip defir?d, 
By meſſage crav'd, ſo 1s Lord 7 albert come. 
Connt. And he is welcome: what? is this the man ? 
Atſſ. Madam, it is. 
Count. Is this the Scourge of France ? 
Is this the Talbot, ſo much fear*d abroad ? 
That with his. Name the Mothers ftill their Babes ? 
| ſee report is fabulous and falſe. 
[ thought 1 ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules, 
A ſecond Hettor, for his grim aſpect, 
A large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbs. 
Alas, this is a Child, a filly Dwarf : 
[t cannot be, this weak and writhled ſhrimp 
Should ſtrike ſuch terrour to his Enemies, 
T alb. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you : 
But ſince your Ladyſhip is not at leiſure, 
le fort ſome other time to viſit you. 
Count. What means he now ? 
Go ask him, whither he goes ? 
Aeſſ. Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 
Talb. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
| go to certifie her, 7albors here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 


Count. If thou be he, then art thou Priſoner. 

Talb. Priſoner ? to whom ? 

Count, To me, blood-thirlſty Lord: 

And for that cauſe l train'd thee to my Houſe. 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the Subltance ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chain theſe Legs and Arms of thine, 
That haſt by tyranny theſe many years 

Waſted our Country, ſlain our Citizens, 

And ſent our Sons and Husbands captivate. 

Talb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Cunt, Laughelt thou Wretch ? 

Thy mirth ſhall turn to moan. 

Talb. 1 laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip ſo fond, 
To think, that you have ought but Talbor's Shadow, 
Whercin to practice your ſeveri:y. 

Count, Why ? art thou not the man ? 


Talb. 1] am indeed. 

Coxnt, Then have I Subſtance too. 

Talb. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelf : 
You are decciv*'d, my Subſtance is not here ; 
For what ycu ſee is but the ſinalleſt part, 
And leaſt proportion of Humanity : 


—— _— 


I tell you Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpatious lofty pitch, 
Your Roof were not ſufficient to containt. 

Count, This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : x 
How can theſe contrarietics agree ? 

1.45, That will I ſhew you preſently, 


Winds his Horn, Drums ſtrike up, a Peal 
of Ordinance : Enter Souldiers, 


How ſay you Madam ? are you now perſwaded, 
2 T. w_ is but — of himſelf ? 

ele are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Stren 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Necks, oh | 
Razeth your Cities, and ſubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. 

Count, Victorious Talber, pardon my abuſe, 
I find thou art no leſs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy ſhepc, 
Let my preſumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For 1 am ſorry, that with Reverence 
[ did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Talb. Be not diſmay*d, fair Lady, nor miſconſter 
The mind of Talbor, as you did miſtake 
The outward compoſition of his Body. 
W hat you have done, hath not offended me : | 
Nor other ſatisfation do I crave, | 
But only with our patierice, that we may 
Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 
For Souldiers ſtomacks always ſerve them well. 

Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured, 
To feaſt ſo great a Warriour in my houſe. [Exenrt. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſet, 
Pool, and others. 


York, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this ſilence ? 
Dare no man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth ? 
Sf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 
York, Then fay at once, if I maintain*d the Truth : 
Or elſe was wrangling, Somerſet in th'error ? 
Sf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to ir, 
And therefore frame the Law into my will. 
Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between vs. 
War. Between two Hawks,which flies the higher pitch, | 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, 'Þ 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, + 
Between two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, | 
Between two Girls, which hath the merricft Eye, | 
| have perhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgment : 
But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of the Law, 
Gocdfaith, Il am no wHer than a Daw. 
T:;k, Tut, tur. here is a mannerly forbearance : 
Truth appears ſo naked on my fide, 
Thar any par-blind Eye may find it out. 
Som. And on my ſide, it is ſo well apparelPd, 
So clear, fo ſhining, and ſo evident, 
Thar it will glimmer through a blind mans Eye. 
York, Since you are Tongue-ty*d, and fo loth to ſpeak, 
ln dumb ſignificants proclaim your thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, 
And ſtands upon the Honour of his Birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this Bryar pluck a white Roſe with me. 
Som, Let him that 1s no Coward, nor no F latterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the Truth, 
Pluck a red Roſe from off this Thorn with me. 
War. 1 love no Colours: and without all colour 


Of baſe inſinvating Flattery, 
I pluck 


| 
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I pluck this white Roſe with Plantagerer, : Will I for ever, and my Faction wear, 

Swff. I pluck this red Roſe with young Somerſer, Uutil it witlier with me to my Grave, 
And fay withal, 1 think he held the right. Or llouriſh to the height of my __—_ 

Vernon. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more Sf. Go forward, and be choak*d with thy ambition : 
*Till you conclude, that he upon whole lide And to farewcl, until I meet thce next. F Exit. 
The feweſt Roſes are crop*c trom the tree, Sum. Have with thce, Pol : Farewel, ambitious Kj- 
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. chard. [ Ext. 

Som. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objeCted : York; How I am brayd, and muſt perforce en- 
If 1 have feweſt, 1 ſubſcribe 1a ſilence. dure it? 

Jork, And I. | Warw, This blot, that they objeCt agaioſt your Houſe 

Vernon. Then for the truth, and plaianeſs of the Caſe, | Shall be wip't out in the next Parliament, : 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloſſom here, CalPd for the Truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter: 
Giving my Verdi?t on the white Roſe ſide. And if thou be not then created York, 

© Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, [ will not liveto be accounted Warwick, 
Leſt blzeding, you do paint the white Roſe red, Mean time, 1n ſignal of my love to thee, 
| And fall on my fide fo againſt your will. Againſt proud Somerſer, and William Pocl, 

Vernon, If 1, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, Will I upon thy party wear this Roſe, 
Opinion ſhall be ſurgeon to my hurt, Ard here 1 propheſie : this Brawl to day, 
And keep me on the fide ſti!] where I am. Grown to this Faction in the Temple Garden, 

Som. Well, well, come on, who elſe? Shall ſend between the Red-Roſc and the White, 

Lawyer, Unleſs my Study and my Books be falſe, A thouſand Souls to Leath and deadly Night. 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you _ York, Good Matter Ven, 1 am bouid to you, 
In ſign whereof, I pluck a white Roſe too. That you on my belialf would pluck a Flower. 

Yerk. Now Somerſet, where is your Argument ? Fer. la your bchalt ſtill will I wear the ſame, 

Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, Lanyer. Ard fo will I. 

Shall dy your white Roſe in a bloudy red. York, Thanks, gentle Sir. 

York, Mean time your cheeks do counterſeit our Roſes, | Come, let us four to dinrer : I dare ſay, 

For pale they look with fear, as witnclliug This Quarrcl will crink Bloud another day, [ Exenzt. 


The truth on our ſide. 

Som, No, Plantagenet. 

Tis not for fear, Þur anger, that my cheeks 
Bluſh. for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 


Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Jaylors, 


a, 


Aort. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 


And yet thy tongue will not confels thy Error. Let dying 4ortimer here reſt himſelf. 

York, Hath not thy Roſe a Cauker, Somer ſer ? Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 

Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorn, Plantagener ? So fare my Limbs with long Impriſonmeut : 

York. 1, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, And theſe gray Locks, the Purſuivants of Death, 

Whiles thy conſuming Canker eats his falſhocd. | Neſtor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Som, Well, Ple find Friends,to wear my lxeeding Roles, | Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer, 

That ſhall maintain what I have faid is true, Theſe Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting Oilis ſpent, 
Where falſe Plantazenct dare not be ſcen. Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 

York, Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my hand, Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
I ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, pecevith Boy. And pithleſs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 

Suff. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, PLuztagerer. That droops his fap-leſs Branches to the ground. 

York. Proud Pool, I will, and ſcorn both him aud thee. Yet are theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrength-lefs ſtay is num, 

Sf. Ple turn ny part thereof into thy throat, ( Unable to ſupport this Lump of Clay ) 

Som, Away, away, gocd William ds It Pool, 5witt-winged with deſire to get a Grave, 

We grace the Yeoman, by couveriing with him. As witting I no other comfort have. | 

Warw. Now by God's will thou wrong/it him,Soerſer ; | 3ut tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

His Grandfather was Lyorcl Duke of Clarence, h ceper. Richard Plartagenet, my Lord, will COme yz 
Third Son to the third Edward Duke of England : We ſent untothe Temple, his Chamber, 
Spring Creſtleſs Yeomen from ſo dezp a Rovt ? And anſwer was return'd, that he will come, 

York. He bears him on the place's Priviledge, Afort. Enough : my ſoul then ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Or durſt not for his craven heart fay thus. Poor G<ntleman, his wrong doth equal mine, 

Som, By him that made me , Ple maintain my words | Since Henry Aonmonth firlt began to Reign, 
On any plot of Ground in Chriſtendom. Before whoſe Glory I was gregt in Arms, | 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridye, This loathſom ſequeſtration have I had z | 
For Treaſon executed in our late King's days ? Aid even fince then, hath R:chard been obſcur'd, , 
And by his Treaſon, ſtand?lt not thou attainted, Dcprived of Honor and Iiheritance.. 

Corrupted and excmpt from ancicnt Gentry ? But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, | 
His treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy blood, [uſt Death, kind Umpire of mew's Miſeries, 
And *till thou be reſtor*d, thou art a Yeoman. With ſweet Enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence : 

York. My Father was attached, not attaiated y | would -his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

Condemn'd to dye for Treaſon, but not Traytor 3 Fhat fo he might recover what was lolt. 

And that Ple prove on better men than Sour, Enter Richard. 

Were growing time once ripened to my vl, Keeper, My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 
For your partaker Pocl, and you your {1t, Mort, Richard Plantageret, my Friend, is he come ? 
Ple note you in my Book of Mcmery, Rich, 1, Noble Unde, thus ignobly us'd, 

To ſcourge you for this apprehenſion : Your Nephew, late __ Richard, comes. 

Look to it well, and ſay you are well warn'd. _ Mort, Dirett mine Arms, 1 may embrace his Neck, 

Som, Ah, thou ſhalt find us rcady for ti:cc ſtill; And in his Boſfom ſpend my later gaſp. 

And know us by theſe Colours, for thy Focs, fh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, 
For theſe, my Friends in ſpight of thee [null wear. Thatl may kindly give one fainting Kiſs : 

York, And by my Soul, this pale and angiy Reie, And now declarc, ſweet Stem from Yorks great Stock, 

As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, | | Why did'ſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis'd ? 


Rich. Firſt | 


—_—_— 


I _—_—— 
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—eh, Firſt, lean thine aged Back againſt mine Arm, 
And in that cate J'le teil thee my Ditcaſe. 
This day in argument upon a Caſe, 


Some words there grew'twixt Somerſet and me : 


Amongſt which rerms, he us'd his laviſh tongue, 
And did vpbraid me with my Father's death ; 
W hich obloquie ſet bars before my tongue, 
Elfe with the like I had requited him. 
Tucrefore, good Ucle, for my Father's fake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for Alliance ſake, declare the Cauſe, 
My Father, Earl of Cambrage, loſt his Head. 
Mot. Fhat Cauſe ( fair Nephew) that impriſon'd me, 


| And hath Uctain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, 


Within a loathſom Dungeon, there to pine, 
| Was curſed Inſtrument of his deceaſe. 
Fich. Diſcover more at large, what Cauſe that was, 


'{ For 1 am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. 


Mort, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And D:ath approach nor, Ore my Tale be &g;:7. 


| Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 


Depos'd his Nephew A:chzrd, Edwards Son, 
The firit begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Deſcent. 
During whoſe Reign, the Pzercics of the North, 
Finding his Uſurpation molt unjuſt, 
Endeavour?d my advancement to the Throne. 
The Reaſon mov*d theſe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that ( young Richard thus remoy?d, 
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body ) 

I -was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From. Lyoxel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas he, 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 

But mark : as in this haughty great attempt, 
They labored to Plant the rightful Heir, 

| loſt my Liberty, and- they their Lives, 

Long after.this, when Henry the Fifth = 

| C Saccectding his Father Bulbngbrook, ) did reign; 
' Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv*d 
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Erom famous Edmmd Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Silter, that thy Mother was ; 
Azain, in pity of my hard cittrels, 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 

And have inſtalPd me in the Diadem : 

But 2s the reſt, ſo fell that Noble Earl, 

And was b.hcaded. Thus the Aortimers, 

In whom the Title reſted, were ſupprelt. 

Rich. Of which, my Lord, your Honour 1s the laſt, 

Art, True z and thou ſceit, that I no liſue have 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 

Thou art my Heir ; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy {tudious care. WE 

Rich, Thygrave admoniſhments prevail with me : 
But yet, mcthinks, my Father's execution 

Was nothing leſs, than bloody Tyranny. 

Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou politick, 

Strong fixed. is the Houſe of Larcaſter, 

And like a Mountain, not to be remov'd. 

But now thy Uucle is removing hence, 

As Princes do their Courts,,when they are cloy*d 
With long continuance in a ſerled place. 

Rich. O Uncle, would ſome part of my young years 
Might bot redeem the paſſage of your Age. 

Mort. Thou do'ſt then wrong me, as that flaughterer 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. ( doth, 
Mourn not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 

Only give order for my Funcral. 
And fo farewel, and fair beall thy hopes ; 
Ang proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [ Dyes. 

Kicb. And Peace, nv War, befall thy parting Soul. 
[In Priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 


| Touching thy Spiritual FunCtion, not thy Life. 
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And likea Hermite over-paſt thy days. 

Well, I will tck his Counſel in my Breaſt, 

And what I do imagine, let thar reſt. 

Keepers convey him hence, and I my ſelf 

Will ſee his Burial better than his Life. [ Exit, 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of Afortimer, 

Choak't with Ambition of the meaner ſort. 

And for thoſe Wrong, thoſe bitter Injuries, 

\W hich Somerſet hath otter*d to my Houſe, 

| doubt not, but with Honour to redreſs, 

And therefore haſtel to the Parliament, 

Either to be reſtored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th*advantage of my good. [ Exit. 


— — 


Aus Tertius, Sena Prima. 


Floriſt, Enter King, Exeter, Gloſter, Wincheſter, War- 
vis.» Somerſet, Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet. Gloſtcr 
gj:rs ro put up a Bill : Wincheſter ſnatches it, tears it. 


* Winch, Conſt thou with deep premeditated Lines ? 
With written Pamphlets, ſtudioully devig'd ? 
Hiumfrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 
Or ought intendlt to lay unto my charge, 
Do lt without invention, ſuddenly, 
ASI with ſudden, andextemporal ſpeech, 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt object. ( patience 
Glo, Preſumptuous Prieſt , this place commands my 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt dishonour'd me. 
Think not, alchough in Writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That thereforel have forg?d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. 
No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſ;, 
Thy leud, peſtiferous, and diſſentious pranks, 
As very infants pratcle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, 
Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 
A man of thy Profeſſion, and Degree. 
And for thy Treachery, what's more manifeſt ? 
In that thou laid®ſt a Trap to take my Life, 
As well at Lonaon Bridze, as at the Tower. 
Belide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, 
The Kang, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From elvious malice of thy ſwelling hearr. 
Winch, (Gloſter, | do defic thee. Lords, vouchſafe 
To give my hearing what I ſhall reply, 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Pzrver ſe, 
As he wiil have me : how am I ſo poor ? 
Or how hap's it, I ſeck not toadvance 
Or raiſe my ſelf ? but keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Dillentior, wio preferreth Peace 
More than I do ? except 1 be provok'd. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 
It 1s not. that, that hath incensd the Duke : 
It is becaul: no one ſhould ſway but he, 
No one, but he, ſhould be about the King 
And that engenders Thunder in his brealt, 
And makes him roar theſe Accuſations forth. 
But he ſhall know, I am as good ———— 
Gloſt. As good? 
Thou Baitard of my Grandfather. 
Winch, 1, Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray, 
But one 1mperious in another's Throne ? 
Gloſt. Am not I ProteC(tor , ſawcie Prieſt ? 
Winch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church ? 
Gloſt. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caltle keeps, 
And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 
Winch, Unreverend Gloceſter. 
Gloff, Thou art Reverend, 


Winch, 


| oe 
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Winch. Rome ſhall remedy this. 

Warw. Roam thither then. 

My Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

Som. I, ſee*th2 Biſhop be not over-born : 
Me thinks my Lord ſhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 

Warw, Me thinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humbler, 
It fitteth nor a Prelate ſo 'to plead. 

Som, Yes, when his holy State is touch'd ſo near. 
Vs-zrw. State holy. or unhallow*d, what of that ? 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King ? 

R:ch. Plantageret | ſce mult hold his tongue, 
Leſt it be ſaid, Spcak, Sirrah, when you ſhould, 
Muſt your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords ? 
Elſe would I have a fling at II/zncheſter. 

Kino, Uncles of Glofter and of Wincheſter, 

The ſpecial Watch-men of our Engliſh Weal, 
I would prevail, if Prayers might prevatl, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
That two ſuch Noble Pecrs, as ye, ſhould jar ? 
Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil diſſention is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the Bowel; of the Common-wealth, 
A miſe within. Down with the T awny Coats. 
King, What Tumulr is this ? 
W:rw, An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Bezun through malice of the Biſhop's men. 
A noſe azam, Stones, Stones, 
Enter Mayor. 

AMiyor, Oh my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of Logon, pity us : 

Tie Biſhop and the Duke of Glofter's men, 
Forbicden late to carry any Weapon, 

Have flPd their Pockets full of peble ſtones ; 
And banding themſelves in contrary parts, 

Do pelt ſo faſt at onc anothers Pate, 

That many have thcir giddy brains knock®t out : 
Our Windows are broke down in every S:rect, 
And we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Enter in «rmiſh with bloody Pates. 


King. We charge you on allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your ſlaughtering hands, and keep the Peace : 
Pray Uncle Gloſter mitigate this ſtrife. 

1. Serving. Nay, if we be forbidden ſtones,we'll fall to 
it with our teeth. 

2, Serving, Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute. 

Sk:rmiſh again. 

Gloſt. You of my houſhold lcave this pzevith- broil, 
And ſet this unaccuitom'd fight aſide. 

3. Servins. My Lord,we know your Grace to be a man 
Juſt, and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
lnteriour to none, but to his Majeſty : 

And ere that we will ſuffer ſu: h a Prince, 

So kind a Father of the Common weal, 

To be diſgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 

We and our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our Bodies flaughtred by thy Foes. 

I. Serv, I, and the very paring of our Nalls 

Shall pitch a Field when we are dead. 
Begin agam, 
Gloſt. Stay, ſtay, I ſay, 
And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
Ler me perſuade you to forbear a while. 

King. Oh how this diſcord doth afflict my Soul... 
Zan you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 
My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 

W ho ſhould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 
If holy Church-mea take delight in Broils ? 

Warw. Yield, my Lord Protector, yield Wincheſter: 
Except you mean with obſtinate repulſe 


| 


To fly your Soveraign, and deitroy the Realm. 
You fee what miſchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity : 
Then be at Peace, except ye thriſt for blood. 

Winch, He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 

Gloſe. Compallion on the King commands me ſtoop, 
Or I would ſee his heart out, ere the Priclt ; 
Should cver get that priviledge of mc. 

Warw. Behold, my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moody diſcontented fury, 

As by his ſmoothed Brows it doth appear : 
Why look you {till fo ſtern, and Tragical ? 

Gloſt. Here Wincheſter, 1 ofter thee my Hand. 

King. Fie, Uncle Beanford, | have heard you preach, 
That Malice was a great and grievous lin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach ? 
But prove a chief Offender in the ſame. 

Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kindly pird : 
For ſhame my Lord of #/ancveſter, rclent ; 

W hat, ſha!l a Child inſtruct you whart to do ? 

Wirch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, 1 will yield to thee 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 

Gloſt. I, butl fear me with a hollow Hearr. 

So here my Friends, and loying Countrymen, 

The token ſcrveth for a Flag of Truce, 

Betwixt our ſelves, and all our Followers : 

So help me God, as | diſſzmble nor. 

Winch. So help me God, as | intend it not. 

King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Gloſter, 
How joyful am I made by this Contract ? 

Away my Maſters, trouble us no more, 

Bur join in Friendſhip, as your Lords have done. 

1. Serv, Content, Ple to the Surgeon's. 

2, Serv, Afd ſo will I. 

3. Serv, And I will ſee what phyſick the Tavern af- 
fords. [Excunt, 

Varw. Accept this Scrowl, moſt gracious Soveraign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Planragenet, 

We do exhibit to your Majcſty. 

Gl, Well urg*d my Lord of Warwick: for,ſweet Prince, 

And if vour Grace mark every cicumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to do R:chard right, 
Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 

At Eltham place I told your Majeſty. 

King. And thoſe occalions, Uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure 1s, 

That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 


>| 


Warw. Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, | 


So ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompens'd. 
Winch. As will the reſt, fo willeth Wizcheſter. 
Kins, If Richard will be true, not that alone, 

But all the whole Inheritance I give 

That doth belong unto the Houſe of Tork, 

From whence you ſpring, by lineal deſcent. 
Rich. Thy humble Servant vows obedience, 

And bumble ſervice till the point of death. 


King. Stoop then, and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, 


| gird thee with the valiant Sword of York. 
Riſe Richard like a true Plantagenct, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of York: 
Rich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 
And as my duty ſprings, ſo periſh they, | 
That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſty. 
All. Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork. 
Som. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Tort. 
Gloſt. Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty, 


To croſs the Seas, and to be Crown'd in France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love, 

Amongſt his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 

As it dis-animates his Enemies. 


And in reguerdon of tint duty done, | 


King. When Gloſter ſays the word, King Herry goes, 
For friendly counſel cuts off many Foes. 
( Gloſt, Your ſhips already are in readineſs. [ Exexnt 
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Cap. Whither away, Sir John Falftaf, in ſuch haſte ? 
Falft. Whither away ? to ſave my felf by flight, 
We are like to have: the overthrow again. 
Cap. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbot ? 
Falſt. 1, all the Ta/bot's in the world, to fave my life. 
[ Exit, 
| Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. [ Exit. 
Retreat, Excurſions, Puzel, Alanſon, and Charles fle, 
Zedf. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleaſe, 
For I have ſeen our Enemies overthrow. 
What is the trult or ſtrength of fooliſh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to ſave themſelves. 
Bedford dyes, and 35 carried by two in his Charr, 


An Alarum, Enter Talbot, Burgonle, and the reſt, 


T alb. Loſt, and recovered in a day again, 

This is a double Honour, Burgore : 

Yet Heayens have glory for this Viory. 
Burg, Warlike and Martial Talbot, Buygonie 

Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there crects © 

Tiry Noble Deeds, as Valour*s Monuments. 

T2lb, Thanks, gentle Duke : but where is Puzel how ? 

| thiak her old Familiar is aſleep, 

Now where's the Baſtard”s braves, and Charles his glikes ? 

What, all amort ? Roan hangs her head for riet 

That ſuch a valiant company are fled. 

Now will ws take ſome order in the Town, 

Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 

Ard then depart to Parzs to the King, 

Cur there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

Burg, What will's Lord Talbot pleaſeth Burgonie* 

Talb. But yet before we go, let's not forget 

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceagd, 

But ſee his Exequies fulfilPd in Roar, 

A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 

A gentler heart did never ſway in Court, 

But Kings and mighrieſt Potentates muſt die, 

For that's the end of Humane Miſerie, 


[ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, Puzel. 


Puzel. Diſmay not (Princes) at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is fo recovered, 
Care 1s no cure, but rather corroſive; 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantick Talbor triumph for a while, 
And like a Peacock ſiveep along his tail, 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Trait, 
If Dolphin and the reſt will be but ruPd, 
Charles. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 
Oue ſudden Foyl ſhall never breed diltruſt. 
Baſtard. Search out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. | 
Alanſ. We'll Et thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. _ 
Purzel. Then thus it muſt be, this doth Joan deviſe: 
By fair perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgone 
To teave the Talbot, and to follow vs. 

Charles. 1 marry, ſweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's Warriours, 
Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it ſo with us, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 
Alarſ. For ever ſhould they be expulgd from France, 
wh not have Title of an Earldom here. 


| To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 


4 


'| That will not truſt thee but for profits ſake ? 


| 


_ pt 
Paz. Your Honours ſhall perceive how 1 will work, 
Drum ſounds a-fay off. 
Heark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
Here found an Engliſh 'maxch. 
There goes the Talbot with his Colours ſpread, 
And all the Troops of Engliſh after bim. 
French Umagych. 
Now in the Rereward comes jhe Duke and his; 
Fortune in favour makes him ag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk w ith him. 
Trumpets ſound a Parley. 

Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgomie ? 

Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgome ? . 

Puzel. The Princely Charles of France, thy Coun- 
tryman. 

Burg. What ſay*ſt thou, Charks ? for Iam marching 
hence. | 

Charles, Speak Puzel, and enchant him with thy | 
words. 

Puztl. Brave Burgonie, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid ſpeak to thee, 

Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 

Puz. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And ſee the Cities and the Towns defac*t, 
By waſting Ruine of the cruel Foe, 
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See, ſee the pining Malady of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnatural Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelf haſt given her woful Breaſt. 
Oh turn the edged Sword another ways 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thofe that help - 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country's Bofom, 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common gore, 
Return thee therefore with a floud of Tears, 
And waſh away thy Country's ſtained Spots. 

Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitch't me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 

Puxzl. Beſides, all French and France exclaims on thee, } 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progenie. | 
Whom joynſt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 


When Talbce hath ſet footing once in France, 

And faſhiond thee that Inſtrument of Ill, | 

Who then, bur Engliſh Henry, will be Lord, 

And thou be thralt out like a Fugitive ? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof : 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 

And was he not in England Priſoner ? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemy, + 

They ſet him free, without his Ranſom pay'd, 

In ſpight of Burgonie and alt his Friends, 

See then, thou fight'"ſt againſt thy Conntrymen, 

And joyn'ſt with them will be thy. ſlaughter-men. 

Come, come, return, retnrn thou wandring Lord, 

Charles and the reſt will take thee in their arms, 

Buys. 1 am vanquiſhed : 

Theſe hanghty words of hers 

Have batter*d me like roaring Cannon-ſhot, 

And made me almoſt yield upon my knees. 

Forgive me Countfy and ſweet Countrymen : 

And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace. 

My Forces, and my Power of men, are yours. 

So farewel Talbot, Ple no longer truſt traſt rhee. "0 
Puz. Done like a French man : turn, and turn again. | 
Charles. Welcome, brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes | 

us freſh. | 

Baſtard. And doth beget new Courage in our 

Brealts. OY 
Alanſ. Puze! hath bravely play*d her part m this, 

And doth deferve a Coronet. of Gold. 
Charles. Now let us = my Lords, 
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And joyn our Powers, 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the Foe. [Exit 


—u 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter the King, Gloceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, 
Somerſet, Warwick, Exeter : 7o them, with 
his Souldicrs, Talbot. 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
[ have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my duty to my Soveralgi. : 
In ſign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclain”d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortreſles, 
Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ſtrength, 


| Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eſteem; 


Lets fall his Sword before your Highnels feet : 

And with ſubmiſſive loyalty of heart 

Aſcribes the Glory of his Conquelt got, 

Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
King. 1s this the Lord Talbor, Uncle Gloceſter, 

That hath fo long been Reſident in France ? 
Gloſt. Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, my Liege. 
King. Welcom, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 

When 1 was young ( as yet 1 am not old ) 

I do remember how my Father ſaid, 

A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 

Long ſince we have reſolved of your truth, 


| Your faithful ſervice, and your toil in War : 


Yet never have you taſted our reward, 

Or been regyuerdon'd with ſo much as Thanks, 
Becauſe till now, we never ſaw your face , 
Therefore ſtand up, and for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 


| And in our Coronation take your place. [Exennt, 


Manent Vernon and Baſlet. 
Vern. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, 
Dar*ſt thou maintain the former words thou ſpak'ſt ? 
Baſſ. Yes, Sir,. as well a+ you dare patronage 


{ The envious barking of your ſawcie TI ongue, 


Againſt the Duke of Somerſer. : 
Vern, Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he 1s. 
Baſſ. Why what is he ? as good a man as Tork. 
Vern, Heark ye : not ſo: in witneſs take you that. 
[Strikes bim. 
Baſſ. Villain, thou knowelt 
The Law of Arms is ſuch, 
That who ſo draws a Sword, ?tis preſent death, 


| Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy dearell Blood. 


But Ple unto his Majeſty, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When thou ſhall ſee, Ple meet thee to thy coſt. 
Vern, Well, miſcreant, le be there as ſoon as you, 
And after meet you, ſooner than you would. [Exeurt. 


BD D— 


Afus Duartus. Scene Prima. 


Enter King, Glocefter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, Somer- 
ſet, Warwick, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 


- Glo. Lord Biſhop, ſet the Crown upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry of that name the ſixth, 
Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your Oath, 

That you elect no other King but him; _ 

Eſteem none Friends, but ſuch as are his Friends, 

And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 

Malicious practices againſt his State : 


This ſhall ye do, ſo helpyou righteous God, 
Enter Falltaft. 


To haſte unto your Coronation : 

A Letter was deliver*d to my hands, 

Writ to your Grace, fromth* Duke of Burgundy, 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 

I vow?d (baſe Knight) when I did meet thee next, 

To tear the Garter from thy Craven's leg, 

Which I have done, becauſe ( unworthily ) 

Thou walt inſtalled in that High Degree. 

Pardon, my Princely Herry, and the reſt, 

This Daltard, at the Battel of Pottzers, 

When (but in all)1 was fix thouſand it rong, 

And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 

Betore we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 

Like to a truſty Squire, did run away. | 

In which aſſault we loſt twelve hundred men. 

My ſelf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 

Were there ſurprizd, and taken Priſoners. 

Then judge, (great Lords) if I have done amiſs : 

Or w r that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 

This Ofnament of Knighthood, yea or no ? 
Glo. To fay the truth, this fa&t was infamous, 

And ill beſeeming any common man : 

Much more a-Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 


Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant, and Virtuous, fall of haughty Courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the Wars : 

| Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſs, 
But alwaies reſolute, in moſt extreams, 

He then, that is not furniſt'd in this ſort, 
Doth but uſurp the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 

And ſhould (if I were worthy to be Judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, 
That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. 


Be packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight : 


And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 
Sent from our Uncle Duke of Burgwndie. 


his ſtyle ? 

No more but plain and bluntly ? (To the King. ) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign ? 

Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 

Pretend ſome alteration in good will ? 

What's here ? 1 have upon eſpecial cauſe, 

Mod wich compaſſion of my countries wrack, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 

O F ſuch as your Oppreſſion feeds upon, 

Forſaken your permczons Fattion 


O monſtrous Treachery ! Can this be ſo ? 
That in alliance, amity, and oath 


King, What ? doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt ? 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, and is become my Foe. 
K:ng. Is that the worlt this Letter doth contain ? 
Glo. It is the worſt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 


How fay you, (my Lord) are you not content ? 


I ſhould have begg?d I might have been employ? 
"_ Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 
| reight : 

Let him-perceive how ill we brook his Treaſon, 


| And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 


Tal. Il go, my Lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may behold confuſion of your Foes. 
[Enter Vernon and Ballet. 


Fat. My gracious Soveraign, as I rode from Calige, 


Tal. When firlt this Order was ordain'd, my Lords, 


K. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear®ſt thy doom ; 


Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of death. [Exit. 


Glo. What means his Gracezthat he hath chang'd 


And joy?d with Charles, the rightful King of France. 
*. | ; 
There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſlembling guile ? 


King, Why then, Lord Talbot there ſhall calk with 
And give him chaſtiſement for this abuſe. (him, 


Tal. Content, my Liege ? Yes : but that I am Jaorentng | 
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Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign. 
Baſ. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combat too. 
York, This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this 1s mine (ſweet Henry ) fayour him. 
King. Be patient, Lords,and give them leave to ſpeak, 
Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 
And whcerefore crave you Combat ? or with whom ? 
Ver, With him,(my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 
Byſ. And 1 with him, for he hath done me wrong. 
K 12. What is that wrong whereon you both complain ? 
Firſt let me know, and then Ple anſwer you. 
Baſ._Croffing the Sea, from England unto France, 
This Fellow here with carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the Roſe I wear, 
Saying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did preſ-ot my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks : 
; \When ſtubboraly he did repugn the truth, 
\>out a certain queſtion in the Law, 
' Ar2w4 betwixt the Duke of York and him : 
' Wrlh other vile and ignominious terms. 
iz Contutation of which rude Reproach, 
1d in defence of my Lord's worthineſs, 
1 crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 
' Fer, And that is my Petition (Noble Lord :) 
| For thongh he ſcem with forged quaint conceit 
To fer a glols upon his bold intent, 
' Y: know (my Lord) I was provok*d by him, 
| And he ſir!t took exceptions at this Badge, 
| Pronouncing that the paleneſs of this Flower, 
Bewray*d the faintneſs of my Maſter*s heart. 
York, W'!l not this malice, Somerſer,be left ? 
Sum. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though nere fo cunningly you ſmother it. 
Ying. Good Lord ! What madneſs rules in brain-ſick 


II! <4. 

W ken for ſo flight and frivolous a cauſe, 

Sucn faCtious emulations ſhall ariſc ? 

Good Coulins both of York and Somerſet, 

Qutet your ſelves, and beat peace. 
York. Let this diſſention firit be tryed by fight, 

And then your Highneſs ſhal} command a Peace. 
Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 

Betwixt our ſelves lct us decide it then. 
York, There is my pledge, accept it Somerſet. 
Ver. Nay let it reſt, where it began at firſt. 
Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honovrable Lord. 
Glo, Confirm it ſo? confounded be your ſtrife, 


AL. 


And periſh ye with your audacious prate ; 
Pre{umptuous Vaſſals, are you not aſhanvd 
With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, 


And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bc th their perverſe Objections : 

Much 1<:- io take occaſion from thetr mouths, 

To raiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves : 

Ler me perſwade you take a better courſe. 

E xet. It grieves his Highneſs, 
| Good my Lords, be Friends. 

Kino" Come hither you that would be Combatants, 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Cauſe. 
And you, my Lords, Remember where you are, 
'n France among a fickle wavering Nation : 

[1 they perceive diſlention in our looks, 

And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; 

How will their grudging ſtomacks be provok*d 
To wilful Diſobedience, and Rebel ? 

Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, 

When Forreign Princes ſhall be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, 
Deſtroy*d themſely's, and loſt the Realm of France ? 
 O think upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 

My tender years, and let us not forgo 


That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Umpier in this doubtful ſtrife : 

| ſee no Reaſon, if 1 wear this Roſe, 

That 2ny one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious 

| more encline to Somerſet than York : 
Both are my Kinſmen, andI love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, 

Becauſe (forſooth) the King of Scors is Crown'd. 

But your diſcretions better can perſwade, 

Than I am able to inſtr u(t or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So Ict us ſtill continue peace and love. 

Couſin of York, we inſtitute your Grace 

To be our Regent in theſe parts of France : 

And good my Lord of Somerſer, unite 

Your Troops of Horſemen, with his Bands of Foot, 

And like true Subjects Sons of your Progenitors, 

Go chearfully together, ard digeſt 

Your angry choler on your Enemies. 

Ourſelf, my Lord ProteCtor, and the reſt, 

Aftcr ſome reſpite will return to Calice ; 

From thence to England, where I hope ere long 

To be preſented by your Victories, 

Wirth Charles, Alanſon, and that traiterous rout. 
Excune. Manet York, Warwick, Exeter, Vernon. 
War. My Lord of York, I promiſe you the King 

Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator. 

York.. And fo he did, but yet [ like it nor, 

In that he wears the Badge of Somerſer. 

War. Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame him not, 

[ dare preſume (ſweet Prince) he thought no harm. 
York. And if I wiſh he did. But lt it reſt, 

Other aftairs muſt now be managed. CExemr. 

Flouriſh, Manet Exeter. 
Exct., Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy voice : 

For the pallions of thy heart burſt our, 

] fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 

More rancorous ſpight, more furious Raging Broyls, 

Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppoY'd : | 

But howſoere, no ſimple man- that ſees 

This jarring diſcord of Nobility, 

This ſhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factious bandying of their Favourites, | 

By that it doth preſage ſome ll event. 

"Tis much, when Scepters are in Chilerens hands : 

Bur more, when Envy breeds unkind Diviſion : | 

T hen comes the Ruin, there begins Confution. [ Ext. 


Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drum 
before Burdcaux, 


Taib. Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their General unto the Wall. [ Sounas. 
Enter General alofe. 

Engliſh John Talbot (Captains) calls you forth, 

Scrvant in Arms to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would : Open your City Gates, 

Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours, 

And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 

And Ple withdraw mc, and my bloody Power. 

But if you frown upon this proffer*d Peace, 

And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 

Lean Famine, quart ering Steel, and climbing Fire, 

\Vho in a moment even with the Earth 

Shall lay your ſtately, and air-braving Towers, 

If you forſake the offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of death, 

Our Nations terrour, and their bloody ſcourge, 

The period of thy Tyranny approacketh, | 

On us thou canſt not enter but by Death : 

For1 proteſt we are well fortrfied, 

And ſtrong enough to iſſue out and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 

Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. | 
M m 3 On|\ 
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On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; 
Tenthouſand French have tane the Sacrament, 
{ And no way canſt thou turn thee for Redreſs, 
But death doth front thee with apparent ſpoll, 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face : 
To rive their dangerous Artillery 
Upon no Chriſtian ſoul, but Engliſh Talbet : 
Lo there thou ſtand'ſt a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincible unconquer*d ſpirit : 
This is the lateſt Glory of thy praiſe, 
That I thy Enemy dew thee withall ; 
For ere the Glaſs, that now begins to run, 
Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy hour, 
Taeſe Eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
[ Drum a-far off. 
Heark, heark, the Dolphins drum, a warning Bell. 
| Sings heavie Mulick to thy timorous ſoul, 
| And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. 
Talb. He Fables not, I heard the Enemy : 
Out ſome light Horſemen, and peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedleſs Diſcipline, | 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ? 
A little Heard of Enzland*s Timorous Deer, 
*Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Cars, 
{If we be Engliſh Dear, be then in blood, 
Not Rascal-like to fall down with a pinch, 
But rather moodie mad and deſperate Stags, 
| Turn on the bloody Hounds, with heads of Steel 
And make the Cowards ſtand aloof at bay : 
| Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 
And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 
God and S. George, Talbot and England's right, 
Proſper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 


[Extt. 


[Exeunt, 


Enter a Meſſenger that meets York. Enter York 
with Trumpet, and many Souldzers, 


York. Are not the ſpeedy Scouts return'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 
Meſſ. They are return*d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Burdeaux with his Power 
To fight with Talbot - as he march*d along, 
By your eſpyals were diſcovered 
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dolphin led, 
Which join'd with him and made their march for 
York. A plague upon that Villain Somerſet, (Burdeaux. 
That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 
Of Horſemen that were levied for the Siege. 
Renowned Talboe doth expect my aid, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceſkty : | 
If he miſcarry, farewel Wars in France. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
2. Meſſ. Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh ſtrength, 
Never ſo needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the Reſcue of the Noble Taber, 
'Who now is girdled with a waſte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deſtruction : 
To Burdeaux, warlick Duke, to Burdeaux, York. 
Elſe farewel Talbot, France, and England”s Hononr. 
York. O God, that Somerſer who in proud heart 
| Doth ſtop my Cornets, were in Talbor's place, 
So ſhould we ſave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors ſleep. 
Mefſſ. O ſend ſome ſuccour to the diſtreſt Lord. 
York. He dyes, we loſe : I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles : We loſe, they dayly get : 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerſet. 
| Meſſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbor*s Soul, 


{ 


| Within $x hours, they will 


And on his Son, young John, who two hours ſince, 
[ met in travel towards his warlike Father ; 
This ſeven years did not { albor ſee his Son, 

And now they meet , where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas! What joy ſhall Noble Talbot have, 
To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave : 
Away, vexation almoſt ſtops my breath, 

That ſundred Friends greet in the hour of death. 
Lucie farewel, no more my fortune can, 

But curſe the cauſe, I cannot aid the man. 

Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, are won away, 
Long all of Somerſer, and his delay. 

Meſſ. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, 
Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleCftion doth betray to loſs, 

The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living man of Memory, 

Henry the fifth. Whiles they each others croſs, 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and al}, hurry to loſs. 


[Exit. 


[ Ex, 


Enter Somerſet with his Army. 


Som. It 1s too late, I cannot ſend them now : 
This expedition was by York and Talber 
Too raſhly plotted. All our general force 
Might with a fally of the very Town 
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former Honor 
By this unheedful, deſperate, wild Adventure : 
York ſet him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That Talbot dead, great York, might bear the name, 
Capt. Here is Sir Wilkam Lucie, who with me, 
Set from our o*re-matcht Forces forth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir Wilkam, whither were thou ſent ? 
Lu.Whither my Lord ? from bought and fold L. Taber, 
Who ring*d about with bold adveriity, : 
Cryes out for Noble York and Somerſer, 
To bear aſlailing death from his weak Regions ; 
And whites 1e Honourable Captain there 
Drops blocay ſweat from his war-wearied Limbs, 
And in advantage lingring looks for Reſcue, 
You, his falſe hopes, the truſt of England's Honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs emulation : 
Let not your private diſcord keep away 
The levied Succours that ſhall lend him aid, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 
Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgunaie, 
Alanſon, Reignard, compaſs him abour, 
And Talbot periſheth by your default. 
Som, York ſet. him on, York ſhould have ſent him aid. 
Luc. And York as falt upon your Grace exclaims, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoſt, 
Collected for this Expedition. 
Som. York lyes: He nlight have ſent,and had the Horſe: 
| owe him little Duty, and leſs Love, 
And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending. 
Luc. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now entrap't the Noble-minded T albve : 
Never to England ſhall he bear his Lite, 
But dies betray*d to Fortune by your ſtrife. 
Som. Come, go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen ſtraight : 
at his aid. 
Luc, Too late comes Reſcue, if he is ta ne, or ſlain, 
For flie he could not, if he would have fled : 
And flie would Talbot never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talboe then adieu. 
Luc. His fame lives in the World, his ſhame in you. 
; [ Excunt. 
Enter Talbot and his Son. | 
Tal. O young John Talbor, I did ſend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, 
That Talbor's Name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs Age, and weak unable limbs, 


Should bring thy Facher to his drooping Chair. = | 
at 
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But O malignant and il|-boading Stars, 

\ Now art thou come unto a Feaſt of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger : 

| Therefore, dear Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt Horſe, 
| And Ple direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 

' By ſudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 

} Fobn. Is my name Talbor ?. and am I your Son ? 

| And ſhall I flye? O, if you love my Mother's, 

| Diſhonour not her honourable Name, 

To make a Baſtard and a ſlave of me, 

The World will fay, he is not Talbor”s blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot ſtood. 

Talb. Flye, to revenge my death, If I be ſlain. 


| Fohn, He that flyes fo, will ne*re return again. 


Talþz. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to dye. 
Fohn. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you flye ; 
Your loſs is great, ſo your regard ſhould be; 

My worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 

Upon my death, the French can little boaſt ; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lolt. 

Flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won, 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 

You fled for Vantage, every one will ſwear : 

But if I bow, they*l ſay it was for Fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 

If the firſt hour I ſhrink and run away- 

Here on my kneel beg Mortality, 

Rather than Life, preſerv*d with Infamy. 

Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tomb ? 
Fobn, 1, rather then Ple ſhame my Mother's Womb. 
Talb, Upon my bleſſing I command thee go. 

John, To fight 1 will, but not flye the Foe. 

Talb. Part of thy Father may be fay*d in thee. 

John, No part of him, but will be ſhame in me. 
Talb. Thou never hadit Renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
Fohn, Yes, your renowned Name : ſhall flight abuſe it ? 
Talb. Thy Fathers charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain. 
John. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 

If Death be ſo apparent, then both flye. 
Talb. And leave my Followers here to fight and die ? 
My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 

John, And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame ? 
No more can I be ſevered from your ſide, 

Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like dol ; 

For live[ will not: if my Father die. 

Talb. Then herel take my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon : 

Come, fide by ſide, together live and die, 


And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye. 
[ Exeunt. 


Alarum ; Excurſions, wherein Talbot's Son is bemn'd 
abont, and Talbot reſcues him. 


Tal. S. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talboe broke his word, 

And left us to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is Fohn Talbot ? pawſe, and take thy breath, 

I gave thee Life, and reſcu'd thee from Death. 

| Fohn, O twice my Father, twice am 1 thy Son * 

The Life thou gav*ſt me firit, was loſt and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword, G__ of Fate, 

To my determin'd time thou gav*ſt new date. 

Talb. When from the Dolphws Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 
It warm'd thy Fathers heart with proud deſire ( fire, 
Of bold-fac't Victory. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd with Youthful Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat down Alanſon, Orleance, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gala reſcued thee. 

The ireful Baſtard Orleance, that drew Blood 

From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 

Of thy firſt fight, I ſoon encountered, 

And interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 


ho 
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Some of his Baſtard blood, and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke him thus : Contaminated, baſe 

And mis-begotten blood, I ſpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blocd of mine, 
Which thou didit force from Tib:t, my rave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 

Came in ſtrong reſcue. . Speak, thy Fathers care ? 
Art thou not weary, John ? How do'lt thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yer leave the Battel, Boy, and flye, 
Now thou art ſeal'd the Son of Chivalry 

Flye, to revenge my death when I am dcac;, 

The help of one ſtands me in little ead . 

Oh, too much folly is it, well 1 wor, 

Fo hazard all our lives in one ſmall Boat. 

if I today dye not with” French-mens Rage, 

To morrow [ ſhall die with mickle age. 

By me they nothing gain, and if 1 ſtay, 

'Tis but the ſhortning of wy Life one day. 

[n thee thy Mother dies, our Houſchold's Name, 
My Death's Revenge, thy Youth, and Exeland's Fame : 
All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy itay ; 

All theſe are ſay*d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Fohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my heart. 
On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 

To faveapaltry Life, and lay bright Fame, 
Before young 7alber from old T albot fiye, 

The Coward Horſe that bears me, fall and die: 
And like me to the pezant Boyes of Fraxce, 
To be Shames ſcorn, and ſubject of Miſchauce. 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 

And if I flye, 1 am nor I atbo"s Son. 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 

If Son to Talber , die at Talbot*s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire. of Creer, 
Thou /carns, thy life to me is ſweet : 
| If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father's fide, 

And commendable prov*d let's die in pride. [| Exit. 
Alqrum, Excurſions. Enter old Talbet led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life ? mine own is gone. 
O, where's young Talbet ? where is valiant Fobs ? 
Triumphant Death, ſmear*d with Captivity, 
Young Talbor's Valour makes me ſmile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrink, and on wy Kace, 

His bloody Sword he brandiſt”t over me, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant itoad alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflaiPd of none, 
Dizzy-ey*d Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 

[nto the clultring Battel of the French : 

And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy*d 
My /carns, my Bloſſom in his pride. 


Enter with Jokn Talbot born. 


Serv, O, my dear Lord, lo where your Son is born. 
7a. Thou antick Death, which laugh'lt us here to ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of perpetuity, * 
Two Talbors winged through the lither Skie, 
in thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou, whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy breath, 
Brave death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no : 
Imagine him a French.man, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he ſmiles, me thinks, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers Arms, 
My ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 


Souldiers 
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Souldiers adieu : I have what | would have, 
Now my old arms are young John Talbos Grave, [Dies. 


— 
Cp ———_—_— 


Aetus ©umtus. Scena Prima. 


Ertey Charles, Alanſon, Burzundy, Baſtard, and Puzel. 


Chr. Had York and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
\Ve ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 
Bajt. How the young, whelp of Zalbors raging wood, 
Did ficſh his puny-{word in Freach-mens blood. 
 Picz,, Once I encountred him, and-thus I faid : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiſht by a Maid. 
But with a proud Majeſtical high ſcorn 
He anſwer*d thus : young, 7 alvor was not born 
l'o be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 
Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight : 
See where he lies inhcarſed in the arms 
Of the molt bloody Nurſer of his harms. 
Bait. Hew them to picces, hack their bones aſunder, 
Whoſe life was England®s glory, Gallia*s wonder. 
Char. Oh no, forbear : For that which we have fled 
1 During the lite, let us not wrong it dead. 
Enter Lncy, q 
Zu. Herald, coudutt me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obrain-d rhe glory of the day. 
Char, On what fubmifi: v© meflage art thou ſent ? 


We Engl:fh Warriors wot not what ir means. 
| come to know what Priſoners thou halt tae, 
And to ſurvey the Bodics of the dead. 
Char, -For Priſoners ask'it thou ? Hell our Priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou ſeek*lt ? 
Lic, But wheres the great Alcides of the Field, 
Valiant Lord 7albue, Earl of Shrewsbury ? 
Creatcd for his rare ſucceſs in Arms, 
Great Earl of Weoſbford, Warerford, and Yalcnce, 
Lord T alot of Goodria and Orchinfeld, 
Lord Straz2t of Black;rere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord Cro-wel of Wrae field, Lord Furmval of Sheffeild, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridze, 
.Kuight of the Noble Order of S. Georve, 
Worthy S. Aficbatl, . and the Golden Flece, 
Great Marſhal to our King Henry the ſixth, 
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France. 
i Px, Here'salilly ſtately ſtyle indeed : 
The Turk that two and fifry Kingdoms hath, 
Writcs not ſo tedious a Style as this. , 
Him that thou' magnif[t with all theſe Titles, 
Stinking and tlye-blown lies here at our feer. 
Lucy. Is T albot flain, the French-mens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdoms terrour, and black Nemeſss ? 
Oh were mine eyc-balls into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France, 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeſlt of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial, as beſeems their worth. 
Prz,, I think this apſtart is old Talbors Ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirit : 
For Gods ſake, let him have him : to keep them here, 
They wou'd bur ſtink, and putrihe the air. 
| Char. Gotake their Bodies hence. 
Lucy. Vle bear them hence : but from their aſhes ſhall 
be rear*d | 
A Phanix that ſhall make all France aftear*d. (wilt. 
Char. So we be. rid of them, do with them what thou 
And now to Pars 1n this conquering vein, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talber?s ſlain. 


1 


Lucy. Submiſſion, Dolphin ? tis a mcer French word : 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Gloceſter, and Exeter. 


King. Have you perugd the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperour, and the Earl of Arminack ? 
Glo. 1 have, my Lord, and their intent is this, 
They humbly ſue unto your Excellence, 
To have a godly Peace concluded of, 
Between the Realms of England and of France, 
King, How doth your Grace afteCt this motion ? 
Glo, Well (my good Lord) and as the only means 
To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 
And ſtabliſh quietneſs on every fide. 
King. 1 marry, Uncle, for I always thought, 
It was beth impious and unnatural, 
That ſuch inimanity and bloody ſtrife 
Should reign among Profeſſors of one Faith, 
Glo. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect, 
And ſurer bind his knot of Amity, 
The Earl of Arminack near knit to Charles, 
A man of great Authority in France, 
Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace, 
In marriage, witha large and ſumptuous Dowry. 
King. Marriage, Uncle ? Alas my years are young : 
And fitter is my Study, and my Books 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th? Ambaſſadours, and as you pleaſe, 
So let them have their Anſwers every one : 
I ſhall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's glory, and my Country's weal. 


Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadours, 


Exet. What, is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinals degree ? 
Then 1 perceive, that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime prophelie, 
It once he come to be a Cardinal, 
He'll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 
King. My Lords Ambaſladours, your ſeveral ſuits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on, 
Your purpoſe 1s both good and reaſonable : 
And therefore are we certainly reſoly'd, 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
W hich by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently into France, 
Glo, And for the proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 
| have inform'd his Highneſs ſo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies virtuous gitts, 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Exglanads Queen. 
King. \n argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my Aﬀection. 
And 16, my Lord Protector, ſee them guarded, 
And ſafely brought to Dover, where inſhipp'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. LExecunt. 
Win. Stay my Lord Legat, you ſhall firſt receive 
The ſum of mony which | promiſed 
Should be delivered to his Holineſs 
For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments. 
Legat. 1 will attend upon Lordſhips leiſure, 
WH. Now Wincheſicr will not ſubmit, 1 trow, "1 
Or be inferiour to the proudeſt Peer. 


Humphry of Gloceſter, thou ſhalt well pergcive, | 


That neither in birth, or for Authority, 

T he Biſhop will be over-born by thee : 

Ile either make thee ſtoop, aud bend thy knee, 

Or ſack this Country with a mutiny. [Excunt, 


Scena | 
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Sec how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows, 
TS. As if with C:rce, ſhe would change my ſhape. 
Scena Tet L104, Piz., Chang'd to a worſer ſhape thou can'ſt not be. 
Tork, Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man, 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alanſon, Baſt ard, No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 
Reignier, and Joan. Pizz. A Plaguing miſchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpris'd 
Charl. This news (my Lords) may cheer our droop- | gy bloody hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
ing ſpirits: York, Fell banning Hag, Inchantreſs, hold thy 
"Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, tongue. 
And return again unto the warlike French. Puz.. | prethee give me leave to curſe a while. 
Alan. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France. York, Curſe Miſcreant, when thou comſt to the ſtake. 
And keep not back your Power in dalliance. [Exeurt. 
Puz, Peace be amongſt them if they turn to us, 
Elſe ruine combat with their Palaces. Alarum. Enter Suſfolk with Margaret in his hand, 
Enter Scout, 
Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant General, Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoncr. | 
And happineſs to his Accomplices. [Gazes on her. | 
Char. What tidings ſend our Scout ? Iprethee ſpeak. | Oh faireſt Beauty, do not fear, nor flye : | 
Scout. The Engliſh Army that divided was For 1 will touch thee but with reverend hands, | 
Into two Parties, is now conjoyn'd in one, I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, | 
| And means to give you Battel preſently. IB And lay them gently on thy tender ſide. | 
Charl. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning 15, Who art thou, ſay ? that I may honour thee. 
But we will preſently y_ for them. Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, | 
Buy. [ truſt the Ghoſt of Talbor'is not there : The King of \Vaples, who ſo &re thou art. | 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. Sf. An Earl I am, and S»felk am I calÞd. | 
Puz, Of all baſe paſſions, Fear is moſt accurſt. Be not offended, Natures miracle, | 
Command the Conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine - Thou art allotted to be ta*ne by me: | 
| Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. So doth the Swan her downy Cignets ſave, 
Charl. Then on, my Lords, and Frazce be fortunate. | Keeniny them Priſoners underneath her wings: 
[Exeunt. Alarum. Excurſions. | yer if this ſervile uſage once offend, 
Entcr Joan de Puzel. Go, and be free again, as Sufolk's Friend. [She is going. 
Puz., The Regent conquers, and the French-men flye. | Oh ſtay : I have no power to let her paſs, 
| Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. f 
And ye choiſe ſpirits that admoniſh me, As plays the Sun upon the glaſlie ſtreams, 
And give me ſignes of future accidents, [Thunder. | Tyinkling another counterteited beam, 
You ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſticutes So ſeems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes : 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, Fain would*lI woo her, yet I dare not ſpeak : 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprize. Ple call fof Pen and Ink, and write my mind : 
Enter Fitnds, Fie De 1a Pole, diſable not thy ſelf : 
This ſpeedy and quick appearance argues proof Halt not a Tongue ? Is ſhe not here thy Priſoner ? | 
| Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans ſight ? 
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are culPd I, Beauties Princely Majeſty is ſuch, 
Out of the powerful Regions under earth, Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senſes rough. 


Help me this once, that France may get the Ficld. Mar. Say, Earl Sfolk, if thy Name be ſo, 
| [They walk and ſpeak,70t. | What Ranſom muſt I pay before 1 paſs ? 


Oh hold me not with ſilence over long : For I perceive I am thy Priſoner. 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, Suf. How canſt thou tell, ſhe will deny thy ſuit, | 
Ple lop a member off, and give it you Before thou make a trial of her Love ? (pay ?] 
In earneſt of a further beneht : M. Why ſpeakNt thou not ? What Ranſom moſt ] 
So you do condeſcend to help me now. ; Suf. Shes beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed : 
| [They hang their beads. | She js a Woman, therefore to be won. | 
| No hope to have redreſs ? My Body ſhall Aer. Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, yea or no ? | 
Pay recompence, if 79u will grant my ſuit. Sf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
_ [They ſhake their beads. | Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? | 
Cannot my Body, vor blood-ſacrifice, Mar. 1 were belt te lcave him, for he will not hear. 
Intreat. you to your wonted furtherance ? Suf. There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. } 
Then take my Sonl ; my Body, Soul, and all, Mar. He talks at random : ſure the man is mad. | 
Before that En7land give the French the foyl. ; Suf. And yct a diſpenſation may be had. | 
be PSs [They depart. Afar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me : ; 
See, thcy forſake me. Now the time is come, Suf. le win this Lady 2fargaree. For whom ? | 
'That France mult vail her lofty plumed Creſt, Why, for my King : Tuſh that's a wooden thing. 
And let her head fall into England's lap. Mar. He talks of wood -: It is ſome Carpenter, | 
My ancient Incantations are too weak, Srf. Yet fo my fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with : | And peace eſtabliſhed between theſe Realms; 
Now France thy glory droopeth to the duſt. CExit. | But there remains a ſcruple in that too - 
For though her Father be the King of Maples, 
Excurſions. Burgundy and York fight hand to Duke of Anjox and Aarn, yet he is poor, | 
hand. French fiye. And our Nobility will ſcorn the Match, 
Mar. Hear ye Captain ? are you not at leiſure ? 
York, Damſel of France, I think I have you faſt, Suf. It ſhall be fo, diſdain they ne're ſo much : 
Unchain your Spirits now with ſpelling Charms, Henry is youthful, and will quickly yicld. 
And try if they can gain your liberty. Madam, I have a ſecret to reveale. 
j* goodly prize, fit for the Devils grace. Mar. What though I be. inthralld, he ſeems a _ 
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And will not any way diſhonour me. 
Suf. Lady, voiichſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
Mar. Perhaps [ ſhall be reſcu*d by the French, 
And then I need not crave his courteſie, 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Mar. Tulh, women have been captivate &re now. 
Sf. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo ? 
Mar. Icry you mercy, ?tis but Q«4d for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gehtle Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 


.{ Your Bondage happy to be made a Queen ? 


Aar, To bea Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a Slave in baſe ſervility : 
For Princes ſhould be free: 
Suf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy Englan@s Royal King be free. 
Mar. Why, what concern's his freedom unto me ? 
Sf. Ple undertake to make thee Hezry's Queen, 
To puta Golden Scepter in thy handy 
And et a precious Crown upon thy hcad, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to my 
Mar, What ? 
Suf. His love. 
Mar, lam unworthy to be Henry's Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How ſay you, Madam, are you ſo content ? 
Mar, And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
And, Madam, at your Father's Caſtle Walls, 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 
See Rezonier ſee, thy Daughter Priſoner, 
Reig. To whom ? 
Suf. To me. 
Keig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 
I am a Souldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on Fortunes fickleneſs. 
Sf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Conſent, and for thy Honour give conſent, 
Thy Daughter ſhall be wedded to my King: 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto: 
And this her eaſic held Impriſonment 
Hath gain'd thy Danghter Princely liberty. 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk, as he thinks ? 
Suf. Fair Margaret knows, : 
That Sffolk, doth not flatter, face, or fain. 
Retg. . Upon thy Princely Warrant, 1 deſcend, 
To give thee anſwer of thy juſt demand. 
Sf. And here 1 will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 


Reio. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in jou what your Honour pleaſes. 
Suf.. Thanks, Reignier, happy for ſo ſweet a Child, 


|Fit to be made Companion with a King : 


What anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuit ? 

Reig. Since thou doſt daign to woo her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of ſuch a Lord : 

Upon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the Country ain and Anjou, 

Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of War, 

My Danghter ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe. 

Suf. That is her Ranſom, I deliver her, 

And thoſe two Counties, 1 will undertake, 

Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enoy. 

Reig. And 1 again in Hemry's Royal name, 

As Deputy unto that gracious King, ' 

Give thee her hand for ſign of plighted Faith. 

Suf. Rergmer of France, | give thee Kingly thanks, 
Becauſe it 1s in Traſfck of a King. 

And yet methinks | could be well content 

To be mine own Attorney in this caſe. 


The firſt part of King Henry the S:xth. 


Ple over then to England with this News, 
And makethis Marriage to be ſolemniz'd : 
So farewel Re:zgnier, ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes, 
Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Herry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wiſhes, praiſe,and prayers, 
Shall S»ffolk ever have of Margaret. [She ts g0ino. 
Suf. Farewel, ſweet Madam : but hark you ? Margaret, 
No Princely Commendations, to my King ? 
Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 
A Virgin and his Servant, ſay to him. 
Suf, Words ſweetly placed, and modeſtly directed, 
But, Madam, I muſt trouble you again, 
Noloving Token to his Majeſty ? 
Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I ſend the King. 
Suf. And this withal, [ Kiſſes her. 
Wark, That for thy ſelf, I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. 
Sf. Oh wer't thou for my ſelf: but Syfolk ſtay, 
Thou mayelſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons lurk. 
Solicite Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 
Bethink thee on her Virtues that ſurmount, 
Made natural Graces that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeat their ſemblance ofren on the Seas, 
That when thou conyſt to kneel at Henry's fect, 
Thou mayeſt bereave him of his wits with wonder. [ Exir. 


Emer York, Warwick, Shepherd, Puzel. 


Tor, Bring forth that Sorcereſs condemn'd to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Have I ſought every Country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muſt I behold thy timeleſs cruel death : 
Ah Joan, ſweet Daughter, Ile die with thee. 
Puz., Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Out, out: My Lords, and pleafe you, *tis not ſo, 
I did beget her all the Pariſh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teſtifie 
She was the firſt fruit of my Batch'lor-ſhip. 
War. Graceleis, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Yor. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fie Joan, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle : 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleſh, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many a tear : 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Foar. 
Puz, Pezant avant z you have ſubori'd this man 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my Noble Birth. 
Shep. ?Tis true, I gave a Noble to the Prieſt, 
The morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my bleſſing, Good my Girl. 
Wilt thou not ſtoop ? Now curſed be the time 
Of thy Nativity : I would the Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſuck*dſt her breaſt, 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy ſake : 
Or elſe, when thou didſt keep thy Lambs afield, 
| wiſh ſome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 
Doſt thou deny thy Father, curſed Drab ? 
O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [ Exit. 
Yor, Take her away, for ſhe hath liv*d too long, 
To fill the world with vitious qualities. 
Puz,, Firſt, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd, 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Virtuous and Holy, choſen from above, 
By inſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, 
o work exceeding Miracles on earth. 


I never had to do with wicked Spirits, 
But 
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So am 1 driven by breath of her Renown, 
Either to ſuffer Shipwrack, or arrive 
Where I may have truicion of her Love. 

$f. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial tale 
is but a preface to her worthy praiſe : 

The chicf Perfections of that lovely Dame, 
(Had I ſufficient skill ro utter them) 

Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to raviſh any dull concert. 

And which is more, ſhe is not ſo Divine, 

So full repleat with choyce of all delights, 
But with a humble lowlineſs of mind, 

She 1s content to be at your command : 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
Tolove, and honour Henry as her Lord. 

King. And otherwiſe, will Henry nere preſume : 
Theretore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
That Margaret may be Eng:and*s Royal Queen. 

Glo. So ſhould I give conſent to flatter fin, 
You know (my Lord) your Highneſs is betroth'd 
Unto angther Lady of eſteem. 

How ſhall we then diſpence with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with unlawtul Oaths, 
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Lilts 
By reaſon of his Adverſaries odds. 

A poor Earl's Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without oftcnce. 

Gl. Why, what (I pray) is Margaret more than that ? 

Her Father is no better than an Earl, 


| Although in glorious Titles he excel. 


Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples and Feruſalem, 
And of ſuch great Authority in Frazce, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the French-men in Allegiance. 
Glo. And ſo the Earl of Armmack may do, 
Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. 
Exet.” Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 
Where Reignier ſooner will receive than give. 
Suf. A Dower, my Lords? diſgrace not ſo your King, 
Thar he ſhould be ſo abject, baſe, and poor, 
To choſe for wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 
And not to ſeek a Queen to make him rich : 
So worthleſs Pezants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horle. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by Atturney-ſhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affeQts, 
Muſt be companion of his Nuptial Bed. 


And therefore, Lords, ſince he affects her moſt, 

Moſt of all theſe Reaſons bindeth us, 

In our Opinons ſhe ſhould be preferrd, 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of diſcord and continual ſtrife ? 

Whercas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 

And is a pattern of Celeſtial peace. 

Whom ſhould we match with H«nry, being a King, 

But AMargarer, that is Daughter to a King ? 

Her peerleſs Feature, joyned with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 

Her valiant Cc! gc, and undaunted Spirit, 

(More than in Women commonly is ſeen) 

Will anſwer our hope in ifluc of a King : 

For Henry, Son unto a Conquerour, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with 2 Lady of fo high reſolve, 

(As Is fair Margaret) he be link*d in Love; 

Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 

That Azrgaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 
King. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of S»folk: Or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any Palilicn of inflaming Love, 

| cannot tell : bur this I am aſſur*d, 

| feel ſuch ſharp dillention in my Breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and Fear, 

As I amfick with working of my thoughts. 

Tak. therefore ſhipping ; poſt, my Lord, to Fraxce, 

Agr-e to any Covenants, and procure _ 

That Lady Aargarer do vouchiafe to come 

To crois the Sezs to England, and be Crown'd 

King Herry*s taithfui and anointed Queen. 

ror your Expences and iufficient Charge, 

Among the peopl- gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, | ay, tcr tull you do return, 

| reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

And you {g-0d Uncle) baniſh all offence : 

It you doccnſure me, by what you were, 

| Not what you are, I know it will excuſe 

| This ſudden execution of my Will. 

Aud ic conduct me, where from company, 


Clo, I, grief 1 fear me, both at firſt and laſt, 


Suf. Thus S»ffolk hath prevaiPd, and thus he goes 
As did the youthful Parts once to Greece, 
With hope to find the like event in love, 
But proſper better than the 7rojar did : 
Margaret ſhall now be Queen, and rule the King: 
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I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit. 


[Exit Gloceſter 


But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm, T Ext, 
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The Second Part of 
KING HENRY VI, 


With the Death of the 


Good Duke Humphrey. 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Flouriſh of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes. 


Enter King, Duke Humprey, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
Beauford on the one ſide, 
The Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerſet, and Bucking- 
ham oz the other. 


Suffolk, : 
S by your high Imperial Majeſty, 
A | had in charge at my depart trom France, 
As procurator to your Excellence, 

To marry Princeſs Margaret for your Grace ; 
So in the famous ancient City, Tours, 
In preſence of the Kings of France, and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaigne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Biſhops, 
| have perform*d my Task, and was eſpougd, 
And humbly now upon my bended knec, 
In ſight of England, and her Lordly Pcers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the Subſtance 


' Of that great Shadow I did repreſent : 


The happieft gift that ever Marqueſs gave, 
The faireit Queen that ever King receiv'd. 
King. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
| can expreſs no kinder ſign of Love | 
Than this kind Kiſs: O Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulneſs : 
For thou haſt given me in this beauteous Face 
A world of carthly Bleſſings to my Soul, 
It ſympathy of Love unite our thoughts. ; 
Luce. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams, 
In Courtly company, or at my Beads, 
With you mine Alder hefeſt Sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder terms, ſuch as my wit aftords, 
And over-joy of heart doth miniſter. 
King. Her ſight did raviſh, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with Wiſd om's Majelty, 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 
Such is the fulneſs of my hearts contenr. 
Lords, with one cheerful voyce, welcome my Love. 
All kreel, Long live Q. Margaret, England's happineſs. 
Quee. We thank you all. [Flowriſh, 
Suff. My Lord Protector, ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Between our Soveraign, and the French King C harles, 
For eighteen Months concluded by conſent. 
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Kin9, Charles,and William &e la Pole, Marne F of Suffolk 
Ambaſſador for Henry ung of England, Thet the (aid Hen- 
ry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, Darughter unrg Reignier 
King of Naplcs, Sicilia, and Jernſalem,:4 Crown her Queen 
of England, &'re the thirtieth of May next enſumn>, 

Item, That the Duchy of Anjou , and the Corry of 
Main, ſhall be releaſed and del.wered £2 the Kins ber Father. 

Kino. Uncle, how now ? A 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

Some ſudden qualm hath ſtruck me to the heart, 
And dim'd mine Eyes, that I can read no further, 

King. Uncle of Wizcheſter, I pray rcad on. 

Win, Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 
Dutcheſs of Anjou ava Main, ſhall be releaſed and delirered over 
to rhe King her Father, ard fe ſent over of the King of Eng- 
land?s own pecper Coſt and Charge, without having A Dowry. 

King. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marqueſs,kneel down. 
\e here create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolk, 

And E1rt thee with the Sword. Coulin of York, 
Wehere diicharge your Grace from being Regent 
I" tl? paris of Face, till term of eighteen Months | 
Be tull expird. Thanks, Uncle Winch«feer, 
Glocejter, York, Euchingham, and Somerſct, 
Salwbury, aud Wa WICK, 
We thauk you all for this great favour done, 
[n Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To te h.r Coronation be perturm'd. 
LExeum King, Queen, ard Suffolk. 
Mancnt the reſt. 
Glo. Brave Peers of Engl.md, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke H/«-;phrey mult unload his grief : 
Your grief, the common grief of all the Lard. 
\What? did my Brother Henry ſpend his youth, 
His Valour, Coyn, and People in the Wars ? 
Did he ſo often lodge in opcn Field, 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching hear, 
To conquer France, hts true Inheritance 7 
And did my Brother Bedford toyl his wits, 
To keep by policy what- Herry got : 
Have you your ſclves, Somerſet, Buck;nobam, 
Brave Tork, Salrsbury, and vittorious Warwick, 
Receiv'd deep ſcars in Frazce and Normandy : 
Or hath mine Uncle Beauford, and my ſelf, 
With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied fo long, fat inthe Council-houle, | 
Early and late, debating to and fro | 
How Frazce and French-men might be kept in awe, 
And bath his Highneſs in his infancy, 


Glo, Reads, Imprimis, 1t #5 agreed between the French 


Crown'd in Pars in deſpight of foes, 
Nn And 
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And ſhall theſe Labours, and thele Honou:s die ? 
Shall Henry's Conquelt, Bedfords vigilance, 
Your s of War, and all our Counſel die ! 
O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fac, 
Blotting your names from Books of memory, 
Raling the CharaCtcrs of your Renawn, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquerd Frazce, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car. Nepheiv, what means this paſſionate diſcourſe ? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance : 

For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill, 

Glo. I, Vncle, we will keep it; if we can : 

But now it is impoſlible we ſhould. 

| Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the rot, 
Hath given the Duatchy of Anjou and AMun, 
Unto the poor King Rergmier, whoſe large it yle 
Agrees not with the leanreſs of his purle. 

Sal. Now by the death of him thar did for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keys of Normandy : 

But wherefore weeps Warwick,, my valiant Son ? 

War. For grief that they are palt recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 

My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no 1 ears. 
Anjou and Mam? My elf did win them both : 

Thoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did conquer, 
And are the Cities that are got with wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful words ? 

Mort Din. 

Yor. For Sufolz?s Duke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ii]: : 
France ſhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yiclded to this League. 


| (I never read but England's Kings have had 


Large ſums of Gold, and Dowrics with their Wires, 
Andour King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages, 
Hum, A proper j-It, and never heard before, 
That Sf olk ſhouls demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Coſt and Charges in tranſporting her : 
She ſhould have ſaid in Frazce, and ſtarv'd in France 
Before — 
Car. My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
It was the pleaſure of my Lord the King. 
Hum. My Lord of Ww«b:ftcr, 1 know your mind. 
'Tis not my Speeches that you Co millike.: 
But *tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Pre ate, in thy Face 
I ſee thy fury : If 1 longer ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings : 
Lordings farewel, and fay wh. I am gone, 
I propheli.d, Frarce will be loft &re long. TJE-it Humph. 
Car. So, thcre gocs our ProtcCtor in a rage - 
'Tis known to you he 1s mine Enemy : 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
Andno great friend, I fear me, to the King ; 
Conſider Lords, he is the next of Blood, 
And Heir apparent to the Er7gliſh Crown : 
Had #erry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the W<t, 
There's reaſon he ſhould b2 diſpleas'd at it : 


— — 


{| Look to it, Lords, let not his imoothing words 


Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and circuinſpect. 
What though the comman People favour him, 
Calling him Hu7phrey the good Duke of Glo#ter, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Teſu maintain your Royal Excellence, 

With God preſerve the good Duke Humphrey. 

I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering gloſs, 

He will be found 2a dangerous Protettor. 

Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Soveraign ? 
He being of age to govern of himſelf. 

Coulin Somerſet, joyn you with me. 


| Wei quickly hoyſe Duke Humphrey trom his far. 
Car, TI his weighty bulineis will not brook delay 
P:eto the Duke of S»folk preſently. [Exit Cardinal 
Som, Coulin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's pride | 
And greatneſs of his place be grict to us, | 
Y-r let us all watch the haughty Cardinal, 
His infolence is more intolcrable 
T han all the Princes in the Land beſide ; 
| 1t Gloſter be diſplac'd, hell be ProteQor, 
Buck, Or thou, or I, S»merſer, will be Protetor 
; Deſpight Duke PO, or the Cardinal, : 
Exit Buckingham and $ 
Sal, Pride went before, Ambition 2 him, —_—_ 
{ Waile theſc do labour fer their own preferment 
! Behoves It us to labour for the Realm. y 
|| never ſaw but Hunphrey Duke of Gl:ſter 
| Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman : 
| Ofr have I ſcen the haughty Cardinal, 
More like a Souldier than a Man &'th* Church, 
As ſtout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Swear like a Ruſhan, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a Common -weal. 
W.rwick my Son, the comfort of my age, 
Tay deeds, thy plamneſs, and thy Houſ-keeping 
Hath won the greateſt fayour of the Commons, ; 
Exc<pting none bur Good Duke Humphrey. 
And Lrother York, thy acting in Frelnd, 
[n bringing them co Civil Diſcipline : 
Thy late exploits done in thz Heart of France 
\\. hen thou wert Regent for our Soveraign, 
Have mace thee tear?d and honourd of the People, 
ſoyn we together for che publick good, 
[n what we can, to bridlc and ſuppreſs 
The pride of $470k, and the Cardinal, 
Wirth Somerſers and Buchirghams ambition, 
And as we may cheriſh Duke #unprey's deeds, 
While they do tend the prolit of the Land. 
ar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Country. 
Yor. And fo ſays Tork, 
For he hath greateſt cauſc. 
Sal, Then leVs make halt away, 
And look unto the main ? 
War. Unto the main ? 
Ol Father, Aur 1s lolt, 
That ain, which by main force Warwick did win 
Ard would have kept, fo long as breath did laſt : 
Main-chance Father you meant, bur I meant Main, 
Which 1 will win from France, or elſe be ſlain. 
[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. Jaxet York. 
York, Arjou and an are given to the French, 
Paris 1s loit, the ſtate of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 
S«ffolk.concluded on the Articles, 
Fac Peers agreed, and Henry was well plcas'd, 
to change two Dukedoms for a Dukes tair Daughter. 
| cannot blame them all, what isc to them ? 
"Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap penny worths of their pillage, 
And purchale Friends, and give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. 
While as the t1ly owner of the Goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands, 
| Ard {hakes his Head, and trembling ttands aloof, 
\Vhile all is ſhar*d, and all is born away, 
Ready to 1tarve, and dare not touch his own. 
| So York. mult fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 
W hile his own Lands are bargain'd for, aud fold : 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and Ireland, 
Bzar that proportion to my Fleſh and Blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
U:ito the Princes Heart of Calan ; 
Anjou and ain both given unto the French ? 


And altogether with the Duke of S»ffolk,, 


| Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 


Even 
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Even as | have of fertile Englanas oil. Away from me, and let me hear no more. ; 
A day will come, when Tork (hall claim his own, El:, What, what, my Lord, are you ſo Cholerick 
And therefore I will take the \ev/ls parts, With Elanor, for telling but her Dream ? 
And make a ſhew of Love to proud Duke {ſumporey, Next time, Ple keep my Dreams unto my ſelf, 
And when ſpy advantage, claim the Crown, | And not be check'd. 
' For that's the golden mark I jeek to hit : Hun, Nay, be not angry, Iam pleas'd again. 
| Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurp my Right, Enter Meſſenger, 
| Nor hold the Scepter in his Childiſh Filt, Af. My Lord ProteCtor, tis his Highneſs pleaſure, 
Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, You do preparc to ride vntoSt. Albans, 
Whoſe Church-like Humours fits not for a Crown. Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk. 
| Then York be ſtill a while, till time do ſerve : Hs.1 20: Come Nel!,thou wilt ride with us ? [ Ex. Hy. 
' Watch thou, and wake when others be allcep, Elia. Yes, my good Lord, Pll follow preſently. 
j To pry into the ſecrets of che State, Follow | muſt, I cannot go before, 
| | Till Herry furfciting in joys of Love, While Gloſter bears this baſe and humble Mind. 
With his new Bride, and Erglards dear bought Queen, Were l a Man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
And Humphrey with the Peers be faln ar Jarrs. {| would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling blocks, 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Milk-white Role, And ſinooth my way upen their Headleſs Necks. 
| With whoſe ſweet ſmell the Air ſhall be perfunr'd, And being a Woman, I will not be flack 
And inmy Standard bear the Arms of 10-4, To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
To grapple with the houſe of Lancaſter, W here are you there ? Sir John; nay fear not Man, 
| And force perforcePle make him yield the Crown, We are alone, here's none but theeand I. [Enter Hwne. 
F Whoſe Bookiſh Rule hath pulPd fair En2land down. Hume. Jeſus preſerve your Royal Majeſty. 
' [Exic York. | E!, What faiſt thou ? Majeſty : I am but Grace. 
| Enter Duke Humphrey, and his }Vife Elianor. Hume, But by the Grace of God, and Humes advice, 
1 Your Graces Title ſhall be multiply'd- 
Elia, Why droops my Lord, like over-1ipen'd Corn, Eli, What ſfay*ſt thou Man ? Haſt thou as yet conferr*d 
Hanging the head at Ceres pleritcous Load ? With Aargery Jordan the cunning Witch, 
Why doth the great Duke Humporey knit his brows, With Roger Bullingbroock the Conjurer, 
As frowning at the favours of the World ? And will they undertake to do me good ? 
þ Why are thine Eyes fixt to the fſullen Earth, Hume, This they have promiſed to ſhew your Highneſs 
Gazing on that which ſeems to dim thy Sight ? A Spirit raid from depth of under Ground, 
W hart ſeeſt thou there ? King Henry's Diadem, That ſhall make anſwer to ſuch Queſtions, 
Inchac'd wth all the Honours of the World ? As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. 
If ſo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, Eli, It is enough, Ple think upon the Queſtions : 
| Until thy Head be circled with the ſame. W hen from Saint Albans we do make return ; 
| Put forth thy hand, reach at the Glorious Gold. \Well ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
W hat, 1s*t too ſhort ? Ple lengthen it with mine. Here Hume, take this reward, make merry Man 
And having both together heay'd it up, With thy Confederates in this weighty Cauſe. 
Woell both together lift our Hcads to Heaven, [Exit Elianor. 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, Hum. Hume muſt make merry with the Dutcheſs Gold : 
As to vouchſafe one glance upon the ground. Marry and ſhall : but how now, Sir Fob Hume ? 
Hum, O Nell,ſweert Nell.if thou doſt love thy Lord, | Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum, 
Baniſh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : The bulincſs asketh ſilent ſecrecy. 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill Dame El:znor gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Azainlt my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a Devil. 
Be my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. Yet have I Gold flics from another Coalt ; 
My troublous Dreams this Night doth make me fad. |] dare net ſay, from the Rich Cardinal, 
Eli, What drean*d my Lord,tell me,and Ile requite it | And from the great and new-made Duke of S»folk.; 
With ſweet Rehearſal of my mornings Dream ? Yer I do find it fo : For tobe plain, 
Hum, Me thought this Staff, mine Office-badg in Court, | They (knowing Dame Elzazors humour) 
Was broke in twain : by whom), I have forgot, Have hired me to under-mine the Dutcheſs, 
But as I think, it was by th* Cardinal, And buz theſe Conjurations in her Brain. 
Andon the pieces of the broken Wand They ſay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker, 
| Were plac'd the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet, Yet am I Sxfolk's, and the CardinaPs Broker, 
[- And William de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolk, Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. 
| Eli. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, Well, ſo it ſtands : and thus 1 fear at laſt, 
That he that breaks a Stick of Gloſter*s Grove, Humes Knavery will be the Dutcheſs Wrack, 
Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption. Ard her attaintore will be Humphrey's fall : 
But liſt to me, my Humphrey, my tweet Duke : Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. [ Exit. 
Me thought I fate in Seat of Majeſty, | 
In the Cathedral Church of Weſtmizſter, Enter three cr four Petutiomers, the Armorers Man being 
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were Crown'd, one. 
| | Where Henry and Margaret kneePd to me, 
| And on my Head did ſet the Diadem. 1 Pet, My Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lcrd Pro- 
| Hum, Nay, Elianor, then muſt I chide out-right : tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
' Preſumptuous Dame, ill-natur*d Eliaror, deliver our Supplications in the Quill. 
Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realm ? 2 Per. Marry the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
And the Protectors Wife belov'd of him ? Man, Jeſu bleſs him. 
Haſt thou not worldly Pleaſureat command, 
Above the reach or compaſs of thy Thought ? Enter Suffolk, and Queen. | 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble down thy Husband, and thy felt, 1 Pet. Here a comes methinks , and the Queen with 
From top of Honour, to Diſgraces Feet ? him : Vlebe the firſt ture. , 
Nn 2 2 Per. 
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-| to his Lordſhip? let me ſee them : what is thine ? 


| 


[ 


S 


folk, for encloſing che Commons of Afeiford. How now, 


AndI a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And muſt be made a Subject to a Duke ? 

1 tell thee, Pool, when in the City Towrs 
Thou ran'ſt a tilt in honour of my Love, 

And ſtoÞſt away the Ladies Hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee, 

In Courage, Courtſhip, and Proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holinels, 

To number Ave. maries on his B-ads : 

| His Champions are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
| His Weapons, are Holy Saws of ſacred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 

Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints, 

I would the College of the Cardinals 

Would chuſe him Pope; and carry him to Roe, 
And ſet the Triple Crown upon his Head ; 
That were a Stare fit for his Holineſs. 


Your Highneſs came to England, fo will I 


The imperious Church-man z Somerſer, Buckingham, 
And grumbling Tork: and not the lealt of theſe, 
But can do more in England, than the King. 


Cannot do more in England, than the Newils : 
Salisbury and Warwick are no ſimple Peers. 


As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector's Wite : 

She ſweeps it throngh the Court with troops of Ladies, 
More like an Empreſs, than Duke Humphrey's Wife : 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen : 

She bears a Dukes Revenues on her back, 

And in her Heart fhe ſcorns our Poverty - 


The Second part of King Henry the Sixth. 


2. Per. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. 
Soft. How now, fellow : wouldſt any thing with me ? 
1. Pet, 1 pray, my Lord, pardon me, 1 took ye for my 
Lord Protector. 
en. To my Lord Protector ? are your Supplications 


1, Pet, Mine is, and*t pleaſe your Grace, againſt 70- 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houle, 
and Lands, and Wife and all from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too ? that*'s ſome Wrong indeed. 
What's yours ? whar's here ? againſt the Duke of Suf- 


Sir.Knave ? 

2, Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our 
whole Townſhip. 
Per. Againſt my Maſter, Thomas Horner, for ſaying, 

That the Duke of York was rightful Heir to the Crown. 
Queen. What ſay*ſt thou ? Did the Duke of York ſay, 

He was rightful Heir to the Crown ? 

Per. That my Miſtreſs was ? No forſooth : my Maſtcr 
ſaid, that he was; and that the King was an Uturper. 
Suff. Who is there ? 
Enter Servant, 

Take this fellowia, and ſend for his Maſter with a Pur- 

ſevant preſently : well hcar more of your matter before 

the King. [ Exit, 
ween, And as for you that love to be protected 

Under the wings of our Protectors Grace, 

Begin your Suits anew, and ſue to him. 

Tear the Supplication. 

Amway, baſe Cullions : Sfolk, let them go. : 
All. Come, let's begone. [Exit, 
Queen, My Lord of Swfolk,, ſay, is this the guiſe * 

Is this the Faſhion of the Court of England ? 

Is this the Government of Britarns Iile ? 

And this the Royalry of Alb:ons King ? 

What, ſhall King Herry be a Pupil ſtill, 

Under the ſurly Gloſters Governance ? 


Suff. Madam, be patient : as | was cauſe 


n England work your Graces full content. 
een. Beſide the haught Proteftor, have we Bearford, 


Suff. And he of theſe that can do molt of all, 


een. Not all theſe Lords do vex me half ſo much, 


Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted *mong(t her Minions t'other day, 

The very train of her worſt wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Fathers Lands, 

Till Suffolk, gave two Dukedows for his Daughter. 
Sf. Madam, my ſelf have lin?d a buſh tor her, 

And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light to lilten to the Lays, 

And never mouut to trouble yon again. 

So ler her reſt : and, Madam, liſt to me, 

For I am bold to counſel you in this ; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet mult we joyn with him, and with the Lords, 

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace. 

As for the Duke of York,, this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit : 

So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 

And you your felt ſhall ſtcer the happy Helm. LExit, 

Enter the King, Duke Humphrey, Cardinal, Buckingham 

York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutchep. ; 


King. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not whi 
Or Sonerſer, or York, all's one to me.  _ 
Yor. It York have ill demeaned himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny*d the Regent-ſhip. 
Som, It Somerſet bz unworthy of the place, 
Let York, be Regent, I will yield to him. 
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Diſpute not that, York is the worthier. 
Card, Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters ſpeak. 
IW:ir. The Cardinal's not my Better in the field. 
Buck. All in this preſence are thy Betters, Warwick. 
War. Warwick, may live to be the beſt of all. 
Satisb. Peace, Son, and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckmgham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr*d in this? 
Queen. Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo. 
Hum, Madam, the King is old enough himſelf _ 
To give this Cenſure: Theſe are no Womans matters. 
Queen. If he be old enough, what needs your Grare 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 
Hum. Madam, I am Protector of the Realm, 
And at his pleaſure will reſign my Place. 
Suff. Relign it then, and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Common-wealth hath daily run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath prevail'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 
Czr. The Commons halt thou rack'd, the Clergies Bags 
are lank and lean with thy Extortions. 
Som. Thy ſumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives Attire, 
Have coſt a maſs of publick Treaſure. 
Buck. Thy Cruelty in execution 
Upon Oſtenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 
Queen, Thy ſale of Offices and Towns in France, 
[f they were known, as the ſuſpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 


Give me my Fan: what, Minton, can ye not ? 
She £rves the Dutcheſs a box\ 04 the Ear, 


[ cry you mercy, Madem : was it you ? 

Dutch, Was't | ? yea, I it was, proud French-women : 
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nalls, 

| could ſet my Ten Commandements in your Face. 

King. Sweet Ant, be quiet, *twes againſt her Will, 
Dutch, Againſt her will, good King ? look to'c in time, 
She?ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 

Though in this place moſt Maſter wears no Breeches, 

She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Ekarnor unreveng'd. 

[Exit Elianor, 


ball I not live to beaveug'd ou her ? | 


[CEx: Humphrey. 
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Buck, Lord Cardinal, I will follow Elanor, pity my caſe : the ſpight of my Maſter prevaileth againft 
Ard liſten after Humphrey, how he proceeds : me. O Lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall ncver bz able to 
She's tickled now, her Fume can need no ſpurs, hight a blow: O Lord, my heart. 

Shell gallop far enough to her deſtruCtion. Humf. Sirrah, or you mult hight, or elſe be hang'd. 


[Exjt Buckingham. | Xing. Awzy with them to Priſon : and the day of 
Combar, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month. Come $9- 


Enter Humphrey. merſct, well lee thee ſent away. 
| | Flouriſh, [ Excunt. | 
Humph. Now, Lords, my Choler being ovyer-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, Enter the Witch, the two Prieſts, and Bullingbrook. 
if I come to talk of Common-wealth Afairs. 
As for your ſpightful falſe Objections, | F#Tume, Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, 1 tell you, 
Prove them, and1I lye open to the Law : ; expects performance of your promiſes. 
But God in mercy ſo deal with my Soul, | Bulling, Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided : 
As 1 in Duty love my King and Country. \W1!l her Ladiſhip behold and hear our Exorciſmes ? 
But to the matter that we have in hand : Hume, I, what elſe ? Fear you not her Courage. 
I ſay, my Soveraign, Tork is meeteſt man Pulling, 1 have heard her reported to be a Woman of | 
To. be your Regent in the Realm of Frarce. an invincible ſpirit : but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
| $f, Before we make EleCtion, give me leave [1ume, that you be by her aloft, while we be buſic be- 
To fhew ſome reaſon, of no little force, low : and fo, I pray you, go in God's Name,and leave us. 
That York, is moſt unmeet of any Man. CEx. Hume. 
York. Vle tell thee, Syfolk, why I am unmeet. Mother Jordan , be you proſtrate, and grovel on thc 
Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride : Earth ; Jon Southwell, read you; afid let us to our work. | 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, | 
\y Lord of Somerſet will keep me here, Enter Elianor alofr. 
; hout Diſcharge, Money, or Furniture, by 
Fill France be won into the Dolpbin's hands, Elan, Well faid, my Maſters, and welcome t9 all: To 
{.1{t time I danct attendance on his will, this gcer, the ſooner the better. 
| 1 ill Paris was beſieg?d, famiſtvr, and loſt. Bull. Patience, good Lady, Wizarcs know thcir times : 
f '7”;rw, That can | witneſs, anda fouler FaCt Deep Night, dark Night, the ſilent of the Night, 
| 12id never Traytor inthe Land commit. The time of Night when Troy was ſet on Fire, 
£7. Peace, head-itrong Warwick, The times when Screech-owls cty, and Ban-dogs how! ; 


War. 1 mage of Pride, why ſhould I hold my Pezce ? And Spirits walk, and Ghoſts break up their Graves : 
Thar time &ts belt the work we have in hand. 

, Enter Armorer and bis Man. Madam, fit you, and fear not : whom weraiſe, 

j We will make fait within a hallow'd Verge. 

Suff. Becauſe here is a Man accus'd of Treaſon, 


ls Pray God the Duke of York excuſe himſelf. Here do the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, Bul- 
[ York, Doth any one accule York, for a Traytor * lingbrook, or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, &c. I: 
| King. WAR mean'ſt thou, Sfolk ? tell me, what are } Thumders and Lightens terribly : then the Spirit riſeth, 
theſe : 
Suff. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this 1s the Man Spirit, Adſum. 
That doth accuſe his Maſter of High-Treaſon : Witch. Aſmath, by the Eternal God, 
His words were theſe : That Richard, Duke of Yors, Whoſe Name and Power thou tremblelt at, 
Was rightful Heir unto the Engliſh Crown, Anſwer that I ask : For till thou ſpeak, 
And thar your Majeſty was an Uturper. Thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
King. Say man, were theſe thy words ? Spirit. Ask what thou wilt 5 that I had ſaid, and done. 
Armo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, 1 never ſaid | Builing, Firſt of the King : Whar ſhall of him be 


nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witneſs, I am |come? _ 
falily accugd by the Villain, x Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe : 
Peter. By theſe ten bones, my Lords, he did ſpeak | But him out-live, and dye a vioient Death. 


them to me in the Garret one Night, as we were fcow- | Bull, What Fatcs await the Duke of Suffolk ? 
ring my Lord of York's Armour. Spirit, By Warer ſhall he dye, and take his end, 
York, Baſe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, Bill, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 
| | Ple have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech ; Spirit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. 
| | 4o beſeech your Royal Majzity, Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, 
| Let him have all the rigour of the Law. Than where Caltles mounted ſtand. 


Arm.Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the words: | Have done, for morel hardly can endure. 
my accuter is my Prentice, and when 1 did corre him Bull. Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake : 
for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he | Falfe Fiend avoid. 


— _— 


would be even with me: I have good witneſs of this, Thunder and Lightning. [LEet Spirit. 
therefore 1 beſeech your Majeſty, do not caſt away an 
honeſt Man for a Villains Accuſation. Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, with 
King, Uncle, what ſhall we fay to this in Law ? their Guard, and break, in. 
, Humph. This doom, my Lord, it I may Judge : | 
| Let Somerſer be Regent o're the French, York, Lay hands upon theſe T raytcrs, and their traſh : 
| Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpition : Beldam, I think we watch't you at an Inch. 
- And let theſe havea day appointed them What, Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 
For ſingle Combat, in convenient place, Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 
For 1c bath witneſs of his Servants Malice : My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
Thisis th. Law, and this Duke Humphreys doom. Sce you well guerdon'd for theſe good delerts. 
Som. I hinivly thank your Royal Majeſty. Elian. Not half ſo bad as thine to England's King, 
Armorer. And I accept the Combat willingly. [njurious Duke, that threatrlt where's no cauſe. 
Peter, Alas, my Lord,1 cannot fight ; for God's fake | Buck, True, Madam, none at all: what call you this / 


: Nn 3 Away 
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| 138 The Second part of King Henry tbe Sixth. 
Away with them, let them be clap'tup cloſe, | King. 1 prethee peace, good Queen, 
And kep*t aſunder : you, Madam, {ſhall with us. And whet not on theſe too-too-furious Peers, 
Stafford take her to thee. For blcllzd are the Peace-makers on Earth. 
We'll ſee your trinkets here all forth-coming. Card. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace 1 make 
All away. CEx:t. | Againſtthis proud Proteftor with my Sword. 
Yorb, Lord Buckingham, methinks you watcl't her Gloſr, Faith, Holy Uncle, would *twere come to that. 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. (well. | Card, Marry, when thou dar'lt. 
Now, pray my Lord, let's ſce the Devil's Writ. Gloje. Make upno fattious numbers for the matter, 
W hat have we here ? [ Reads. In thine own perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 
The Dake yet lrves, that Henry ſhall depoſe Card, I, where thou dar?ſt not peep : 
But him out-live, and dye a violent death, And if thou dar®ſt, this evening, 
Why this is juſt : Ao eAacrde Romans vincere poſe, On the Ealt fide of the Grove. 
Well, to the reſt : | King. How now, my Lords ? 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of S»ffolk ? Card. Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 
By Water ſhall he dye, and take his end, Had not your man put up the Fowl ſo ſuddenly, 
W hat ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſet ? We had had more iport. | 
Let him ſhum Caſtles, Come with thy two- hand Sword. 
Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandie Plains,  Gloſt, True, Uncle, are ye advigd ? 
Than where Caitles mounted ſtand, The Ealt lide of the Grove : 
Come, come, my Lords, Cardinal, I am with you. 
Theſe Oracles are hardly attaiwd, King. Why how now, Uncle Gloſter ? 
And hardly underſtood. : _ Gloje. Talking of Hawking, nothing elſe, my Lord, 
The King is now in progreſs towards Saint Albans, Now by Gods Mother, Prielt, 
With him, the Husband of this lovely Lady : Ple ſhave your Crown for this, 
Thither gocs theſe News, Or all my fence ſhall fail. 
As faſt as Horſe can carry them : Car. Meaice teipſum, ProteCtor ſee too't well, prote&t 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector. your ſelf. | 
Buck, Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of Tork,| King. The Winds grow high, 
To be the Poſt, in hope of his reward. So dv your Stomacks, Lords : 
York, At your plcaſure, my good Lord. | How irkſome is this Muſick to my heart ? 
Who's within there, hoe ? Wh<n tuch Strings jarr, what hope of Harmony ? 
Enter a Serving-man, | pray, my Lords, let me compound this ſtrife. 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
To ſup with me to morrow Night. Away. Enter one crying a Miracle. 
[Exeunt, 
| | Gloſt. What means this noiſe ? 
Enter the King, Queen, Protedtor, Cardjnal, and Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaim ? 
Suffolk, with Faulkpers hollowing. On. A Miracle, a Miracle. 
S-7folk, Come to the King, and tell him, what Miracle. 
Queen, Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook; One, Foricoth, a blind man at St, Albar?s Shrine, 
I ſaw no better ſport theſe ſeven years day ; Within this half hour hath receiv*d his ſight, 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, A man that nere ſaw in his life before. 
Andten to one, old Foar had not gone out. King. Now God beprais'd, that to believing Souls 
King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, | Gives Light in Darkneſs, Comfort in Deſpair. 
And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 
To ſee how God in all his Creatures works, Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his 
Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. Brethren, bearing the Man between 
S«ff. No marvel, and it like your Majcſty, | two in a Chair, 
My Lord Protector's Hawks do towre ſo well; 
They know their Maſter loves to be aloft, Card, Here comes the Towns-men on proceſſion, 
And bears his thoughts above his Falcons pitch. To preſent your Highneſs with the man. 
Gloſt. My Lord, ?tis but a baſe ignoble mind, King. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
| That mounts no higher than a Bird can ſoar. Alchough by his ſight his ſin be multiplied. 
Card. I thought as much, he would be above the | Cs. Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the King, 
Clouds. His Highneſs pleaſure isto talk with him. 
Gloſt. 1, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? King. Good-fellow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
Were it not good, your Grace could flie to Heaven ? That we jor thee may glorifie the Lord. 
King. The Treaſury of everlaſting Joy. What, haſt thou bcen long blind, and now reſtor*d ? 
Card. Thy Heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts | $:»;p. Born blind, and't pleaſe yoar Grace. 
Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of thy Heart, Wife. I indeed was he. 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, Suff. What Woman is this? 
That ſmooth'lt it ſo with King and Commonweal. Wife. His Wife, and't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Gloft. What, Cardinal ? | Glft. Had*ſt thou been his Mother, thou could'ſt have 
3 [s your Prieſt -hood grown peremptory ? better told. 
T antene animis Celeſtibus ire, Church-men ſo hot ? King. Where wert thou born ? 
Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice : Simp. At Barwick, in the North, and't like your 
With ſuch Holineſs can you do it ? Grace. 
Sf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes King. Poor Soul, 
| So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a Peer. God's goodneſs hath been great to thee: 
Glojt. As who, my Lord ? Let never Day nor Night unhallowed paſs, 
Suff, Why, as you, my Lord, Burt ſtill remember what the Lord hath done. 
Ar'r like your Lordly Lord Protectorſhip. Queen. Tell me, Good-fellow, 
Gloſt. Why Sufolk,, England knows thine iniolence. Cam'ſt thou here by Chance, or of Deyotion, 
| Queen. And thy Ambition, GloFer. To this Holy Shrine ? 
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Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hvndred times, and oftner, 
In my ſleep, by good Saint Alban : 
Who ſaid ; S:mon, come , come offer at my Shrine, 
And 1 will help thee. 
IWife. Moſt true, forſooth: 
And many a time and oft my ſelf have heard a Voice, 
To call him ſo. 
Card. What, art thou lame ? 
Simp. 1, God Almighty help me. 
Suff, How can't thou fo ? 
Simp, A fall oft a Tree. 
Wife. A Plum-tree, Maſter. 
Gloſt, How long haſt thou been blind ? 
Simp. O born ſo, Maſlter. 
Gloſt. What, and wouldlt climba Tree ? 
Sj-ip. But That inall my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Yootrue, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Gloſt. Maſs, thou lov*dit Plums well, that would'lt 
venture ſo. 
Sip. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome Dam- 
ſons, and made meclimb, with danger of my Lite. 
Gloſt. A ſubtil Koave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve: 
Let me ſee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
ln my opinion, yet thou ſeelt not well. 
Simp. Yes, Maſter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
Alban. 
Gloſt, Say*ſt thou me ſo: what Colour is this Cloak of ? 
Simp, Red, Maſter, Red as Blood. 
Gloſt, Why that's well faid: What Coiour is my 
Gown of ? 
Simp, Black, forſooth, Coal-black, as Jet. 
Xing. Why then, thou know?ſt what Colour Tet is of ? 
Syff. And yet, I think, Jet he did never ſee. 
Gloſt .But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a 
many. 
Wife. 
Gloſt. 
S1mP. 
Gloft. 
Simp, 
Gloſt, 
S1mp. 


Never before this day, in all his life, 
Tell me, Sirrah, what's my uame ? 
Alas Maſter, I know not. 
What's his Name ? 
I know nor. 
Nor his ? 
No indeed, Maſter. 
Gloſt. Whar's thine own Name ? 
Simp. Sauder Simpcox, and if it pleaſe you, Maſter. 
Glo, Then Sawunaer, fit there, 
The lying?it Knave in Chriſtendom. 
If thou had'ſt been born blind, 
Thou mightſt as well have known all our Names, 
As thus to know the ſeveral Colours we do wear. 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours : 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 
It is impoſlible. a 
My Lords, Saint {van here hath done a Miracle : 
And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
Simp. O Maſter, that you could ? 
Gloſt. My Maſters of Saint Albans, 
Have you not Beadles in your Town, 
And things calPd Whips ? 
. Mopor. Yes, my Lords, if it pleaſe your Grace. 
Gloſt, Then ſend for one preſently. 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 
[_ Exit. 
Gloſt, Now fetch mea Stool hither uy +ad by. : 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to ſave your jelf from Whip- 
ping, leapme over this Stool, and run away. 
Simp. Alas Maſter, 1 am not ai-le tv ſtand alone : 
You goabout totot ture me in vain. 


Enter a Beadle wiih Whips, 
Gloſt. Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Legs. 


_ Beadle, whip him till he lezp over that ſame Stool. 
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Bead. 1 will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrah, oft with your Doublet, quickly. 
. _ Alas, Maſtcr, what ſhall I do? 1 am not able to 
Lalld,. 

After the Beadle hath hit him once, be |. aps over 
the Stool, and runs away: and they fullow, 
and cry, a Miracle. 

King. O God, ſeelt thouthis, and beareſt ſo long ! 

Queen, It made me laugh, to ſee the Villain run. 

Gloft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab awav. 

Wife; Alas, Sir, we did it for pure nced. 

G19#f, Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till theycome ro Barwick, from whence they came. 
[ Exit. 
Card. Duke Humphrey has done a Miracle to day. 

S»ff. True,made the Lame to leap, and flie away. 

Glci?, But you have done more Miracles than I : 
You made ina Cay, my Lord, whole Towns to flie. 


Enter Buckingham. 


King, What Tidings with our Couſin Buckingham ? 
Buck. Such as my Heart doth tremble to unfold : 
A ſort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Countenance and Contederacy 
Of Lady Elanor, the Protettors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have practis'd dangeroully againſt your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Raiſing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 
And other of your Highneſs Privy Councel, 
As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 
Card. And to, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 
This news I think bath turn'd your Weapon's edge ; 
*Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Gloſt. Arabitious Church-man, leave toaffiit my Heart :- 
Sorrow and gricf have vanquiſkrt all my powers ; 
And vanquiſhe as 1 am, 1 yield to thee, 
Or to the meaneſt Groom. 
King. O God, what miſchiefs work the wicked ones ? 
Heaping confuſion on their own Heads thereby. 
Queer, Glojter, ſee here the Taincture of thy Neſt, 
And look thy ielf be faultleſs, thou werrt beſt. 
Gloſf. Madam, for my felf, to Heaven 1 do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weal ; 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry amlI to hear, what I have heard: 
Noble ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and convert with ſuch, 
As like toPitch, defhle Nobility ; 
| baniſh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath diſhonoured Gloſter*s honeſt name. + 
King, Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 
To morrow toward Londen, back again, 
To look into this Buſineſs thorowly, 
And call theſe foul Offendors to their 2nſwers; 
And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equal Scales, 
Whoſe Bcam ſtands fure, whoſe rightful cauſe prevails. 
_E xteunt. 


Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 


York, Now, my good Lords of Sal:5bury and Warwick, 

Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to fatisfy my ſelf, 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to En2lana*s Crown. 

Salicb. My Lord, I long to hear it thns at full. 

War. Sweet Tork, begin: and if thy claim be good, 
The New:ls are thy Subjects ro command. 

York. 


— 


— _ —_— 


— 
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Tork, Then thus: 
Edvard the third, my Lords, had ſeven Sons: 
The firſt Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of IW:les 
The ſerond, William of Hatfield, and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence: next to. whom, 
Was Join of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter : 
The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of ork ;, 
The fixth, Thomas of Woodſtock, Duke of Gloſter, ; 
Wilkam of Windſor, was the ſeventh, and laſt, 
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 
Who after Edward the third's death, reign'd King, 
'Till Henry Bullingbrook,, Duke of Laxcaſter, 
The eldeit Son and Heir of Joh» of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the fourth, 
Sciz?d on the Realm, depogd the rightful King, 
Sent. his poor Queen to France, from whence ſhe came, 
And him to Pomfret ;, where, as all you know, 
Harmleſs King Richard was murthered traiterouſly. 

Warw, Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus got the Houle of Lancaſter the Crown. 

Tork,. Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 
For Richard the firlt Sows Heir, being dead, 

The iſlue of the next Son ſhould have reign'd. 
Salis, But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir. 
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iſſue Phzlip, a Daughter, 

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Farl of March : 

Edmond had iſſue, Koger Earl of March : 

Roger had illuc, Edmond, Anne, and Elianor. 

Salis. This Eamond, in the reign of Bullingbrok , 
-| As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King ; 
Who kept him in Captivity, till he dy*d. 

But, to the relt. _ 

York. His eldeſt Siſter, Anne, 

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 

Married Kichard Earl of Cambridge, 

Who was to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the third's fifth Son's Son 

| By her 1 claim the Kingdom : 

She then was Heir to koger, Earl of arch, 

Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 

Who married Php, fole Daughter 

Unto Liozel, Nuke of Clarence, 

So, it the iliue of the eldeſt Son 

Succeed before the younger, I am King, 

IWarw. What plain proceeding is more plain than this ? 
Henry doth claim the Crown from John of Gaunt 
The fourth Son, Tork claims it from the third : 

Till LyoncPs itlue fail,, he ſhould not Reign. 

{It fails not yer, but jlouriſheth in thee, 

And in thy Sons, fair Slips of ſuch a Stock, 

Then Father Salsbwry, kneel we togcther, 

And in this private Plot be we the firſt, 

Thar {hall talute our rightful Soyeraign 

With honour of his Birth-right to the Crown. 
Both. Long live our Soveraign Richard, England's King. 

York. We thank you, Lords : 

But 1 am not your King, *cill I be Crown'd 

Ard that my Sword be ttain'd 

With heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaſter : 

And thats not ſuddenly to be perforn'd, 

But with advice and hilent ſecrecy. 

Do you, as 1 do, in theſe dangerous days 

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's Inſolence, 

At Beauford's Pride, at Somerſer's Ambition, 

Art Buck;ngbam, and all the Crew of them, 


'Till they have fſnar*d the Shepherd of the Flock, 


at full. 
Warw. My heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Warwick, 
Shall one day make the Duke of York. a King, 
York,, And Newil, this I do aſſure my ſelf, 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greateſt man in England, but the King. Excuny. 


Sound Trumpets. Entey the King, and State, with 
Guard, to ban ſh the Dutcheſs. 


&2g. Stand forth, Dame Eliaror Cobham, 
Gloſter's Wife : 
In i1ight of God, and us, your guilt is great, 
Receive the ſentence of the Law for fin, 
Such as by God's Book are adjudg?d to death, 
You four from hence to Priſon, back again 
From thence, unto the place of Execution 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burn'd to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows, 
You Madam, for you are more Nobly born, 
Deſpoyled of your Honour in your life, 
Shall after three days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Baniſhment, 
With Sir John Stanly, in the Ie of man. 
Elan, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. 
Glofz. Elianor, the Law thou ſeeſt hath judged thee, 
I cannot juſtife, whom the Law condemns. 
Mine eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Hunfrey, this diſhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with ſorrow to the Ground. 
| beſcech your Majeſty give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and mine Age would caſe, 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 
E're thou go : give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himſelf ProteCtor be, 
And God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, 
And Lanthorn to my Feer. 
And go in peace, Humfrey, no leſs belov'd, 
Than when thou wer*t Protector to thy King. 
Queen, | fee no reaſon, why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a Child : 
God and King Herry govern Englaxd's Realm : 
Give up your Staft, Sir, and the King his Realm , 
Gloſt. My Staff ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staff: 
As willingly do I the ſame reſign, 
As ©re thy Father Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitioully receive it. 
Farewel good King : when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable Peace attend thy Throne . 
[Exit Gloſter. 
Queen. Why now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen. 
And Hunifrey,, Duke of Gloſter, ſcarce himſclf, 
That bears io' ſhrewd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh'd, and a Limb lopt off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let ic ſtand, 
Where beſt it fits to be, in FHerry's hand. 
Suff. Thus droops this lofty Pine,and hangs his ſprayes, 
Thus Elanor*s Pride dyes in her younger days. 
York. Lords, let him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combate, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lilts, 
So pleaſe your Highnels to behold the Fight. 
Gueen, 1, good my Lord : for purpoſely therefore 
Left I the Court, to ſee this Quarrel try'd. 


King. A God's Name fee the Liſts andall things fit, 


That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Hunmfrey : 

* ſis that they ſeck ; and they, in ſeeking that, 

Shail find their deaths, if York can propheſie. ; 
Saliſ, My Lord, break we off ; we know your mind 
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Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 
York. 1 never faw a fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 


The Servant of this Armourer, my Lords. 
Emer | 
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Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drink: 
ing to him ſo much, that he is drunk, and he enters 
with a Drum before him, and bis Staff with a Sand- 
bag faſtned to it : and at the other Door bus Man, 
with a Drum and a Sand-baz, and Prentices drink; 


in to him. 


1. Neighbour. Acre, Neighbour Horner, I drink to 
you in a Cup of Sack; and fear not,Ncighbour, you ſhall 
do well enongh. X 

2. Neighborr, And here, Neighbour, there's a Cup of 
Charneco. 

3. Neighboxr. And heres a Pot of gocd double-Beer, 
Neighbour : drink, and fear not your Man. 


and a fig for Peter. 

1. Pren, Here Peter 1 drink to thee, ard bs not a- 
fraid. 

2. Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter ; 
Fight for the credit of the Prenrices. 

Peter. 1 thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you, for 1 think | have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World. Here Roben, if 1 dye, | give the: my Apron; 
and Will, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and here, Tom, 
take all the Money that I have. O Lord bleſs me, 1 pray 
God, for I am never able ro deal with my Malter, he 


Armorer, Let it come yfaith, and Vle pledge you all, | 


hath learnt ſo much to fence already. 

Sal;;, Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what's thy Name ? . 
Peter. Peter, forſooth. 
Salis. Peter ? what more ? 
Peter. Thump. 
Salts. Thump ? Then ſee thou thump thy Maſter well. 
Armorer. Maſters, I am come hither as it were upon 
my Man's inſtigation, to prove him a Knave, and my felt 
an honeſt man : and touching the Duke of Tork, 1 will 
take my death, I never meant him any i11, nor the King 
nor the Queen, and therefore Perer have at thee with a 
down right blow. 
York,. Diſpatch,* this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 

They fizht, and Peter ſtrikes him down, 

Armorer. Hold Peter,hold,l1 confeſs, I confeſs Treaſon. 
York, Take away his Weapon : Fellow, thank God, 
and the good Wine in thy Malters way. 
Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy 1n this 
preſence? O Peter thou haſt prevaiPd in rignt. 
King. Go, take hence that Traytor from our ſight, 
For by his death we do-perceive his guilt. 
And God in Juſtice hath reveaPd to us 
The Truth and Innocence of*this poor Fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murther'd wrongfully. 
| Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [Exewn, 


Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men mm Motrning Cloaks. 


Gloſt. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt day a Cloud ; 
And after Summer. evermore ſucceeds 
Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold , 
{| So Cares and Joyes abound, as Seaſons flect. 
Sirs, what's a Clock ? 

Serv, Ten, my Lord. 

Gloſt, Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my puniſt*d Dutcheſs : 
Unneath may ſhe endure the Flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feer. 
Sweet Nell, il] can thy Noble mind a-brook 
The abject People gazing on thy Face, 
With envious Looks ſtill laughing at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud Chariot-Wheels, 
When thou didſt ride in Triumph through the ſtreets. 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and Vle prepare 
My Tear-itain*d Eyes, to fee her Miferies. 


——_— 
— 


. | And each of them had twenty times their power, 


— 


Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper bur- 
ning in her hand, with the Sheriff and Offcers. 


Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff. 
Gloſicr. No, ſtir not for your lives, let her paſs by. 
El:an. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame ? 
Now thou do*it Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 
And nod their heads, and throw their Eyes on thee. 
Ah Gloſter, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 
And ban their Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Gly. Be patient, gentle Nel, forget this G rief 
Eli.n. Ah Gloſter, teach me to forget my ſelf : 
For whilſt I think 1 am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land : 
Mcthinks | ſhould not thus be led along, | 
Maild up-in ſhame, with Papers on my Back, 
And tollow*'d with a Rabble, that rejoice | 
To ſez my Tears, and hear my deep-fet Groans, 
The ruthleſs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, 
And when I ſtart the envious People laugh, 
Ard bid me be adviſed, how l tread. 
Ah Humfrey, can I bear this ſhameful yoak ? 
Trowelt thou, that c're Ple look upon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enjoyes the Sun ? 
No: Dark ſhall bemy Light, and Night my Day. 
To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell. 
Somctume Ple ſay I am Duke Hunfreys Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet ſo he RuPd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 
As he ſtood by, whileſt I his forlorn Dutcheſ 
Was made a Wonder, aud a pointing Stock : 
Toevery idle Raſcal Follower. | 
But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my ſhame, | 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 
For Swfolk, he that can do all in all 
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 
And York, and impious Beaxford, that falſe Prieſt, 
Have all lim*d Buſhes to betray thy Wings, 
And flie thou how thou canſt, they'll rangle thee, 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar'd 
Nor ever ſeek prevention of thy Foes. 
Gloſt. Ah, Nell, forbear: thou aimeſt all awry. 
| muſt oftend, before 1 be attainted : 
And had | twenty times ſo many Foes, 
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All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 
Solong as am loyal, true, and crimeleſs, 
Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this Reproach ? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip't away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greatelt help is quiet, gentle Nell : 
| pray thee ſort thy Heart to Patience, 
Theſe few dayes wonder will be quickly worn. 
Emer a Herald. 
Fer. 1 ſummon your Grace to his Majeſties Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Month. 
Gloſt. And my conſent nee ask*d herein before ? 
This 15 cloſe dealing. Well, I will be there, 
My Nell, I rake my leave; and Maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the Kings Commillion. 
Sher. And*t pleaſe your Graceghere my Commillion ſtays: 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Iſle of Man. 
Gloft. Mult you, Sir John, protett my Lady here ? 
Stanly. So am [ given in charge, may pleaſe your Grace 
Gloſt. Entreat her not the worſe, in that 1 pray 
= uſe her well : egos may laugh again, 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, if yo it her. 
And fo, Sir Fobn, Farewel. Ce og | 


| Elan | 


-— - 
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Elan. Whar, gone my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Gloſt. Witneis my Tears, I cannot ttay to ſpeak. 


For none 8abides with me: my Joy is Death; 
Death, at whoſe Name I oft have bcen afear', 
Becauſe 1 wiſWd this World's Eternity, 

Stanly prethee go, and take mc hence, 

| care not whither, for | beg no Favour ; 

Onely convey me whcre thou art commanded. 


| Stan, Why Madam, that is to the Iſle of a7, 


j There to be ugd according to your State. 

Elizn, That's bad enough, for I am but Reproach : 
And ſhall I chen be ugd reproachtuily }? 

Sean. Like to a Dutcheſs, and Duk? FHumfr2y%s Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be us?d. 

Elan. S:erift farewel, and better, than 1, fare, 
Although thou haſt bzen Conduct of my ſhame. 

She. It is my Office, and Madam pardon we, 

Elian_ 1, I, farewel, thy Oihce is Giicharg'd : 
Come Stazly, ſhall we go ? 

Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheer, 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 
| _Ehan. My ſhame will not be ſbifted with my Sheet : 
No, it wilt hang upon my richelt Robes, 
And fhew it ſelf, aitire me how 1 cau. 
Go, lead the way, 1 long to ſee my Priſon, [Exeut. 


Enter King, Qucen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 
ingham, Salizbury, aud Warwick, to the Parliament, 


King, I muſe my Lord of Gloſter 13 not come : 
"Tis not his wont tobe the hindmoſt man, 
What &re occation keeps him from us now. 
Oren, Can' you not ſe2? or will ye not obſerve 
The jtrangneſs of his alter*d Countenance ? 
With what a Majeſty he bears himſelt, 
| How infolent of late he is b:come, 
| How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himſelfe 
[ We know the time ſince he was mild and attable, 
And if we did but glance a far-cit Look, 


| [Immediatly he was upon his Knee, 


That all the Court admir*d him for ſ.brifltcn. 
But meet him now; aad be it in the Morn, 


| When ev-ry one will;give the time of day, 


He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eyc, 
And paſſ.th by with {tif unbowed Kuce, 
Dildaining Cuty that.to us belongs. 
Small Gyrs arc-not regarded when they grin, 
But Great men tremble when the Lyon roars, 
And Hzifrey is no little man in Ezg/ard, 
Firſt note; that he:is-ncar you in. deſcent, 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount, 
Me feemcth then, it'is no Policy, - 
Reſpetting what a Rancorous mind he bears, 
And his Advantage- following, your Dzceaje, 

hat he ſhould come about-your Royai Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſs Councel. 
By Flattery hath hc won' the Commons Hearts: 
And when he pleaſe to make Commiotion, 
'Tis to be fear'd they all will: foilow him. . 
Now ?tis the Spring, and V/ecds/are ſhatlow Rooted, 
Sulfer taem now, and they?il o're-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of Hu:bandry, 
The Reyerenr careil bear unto my Lord, 
Made me colle& theſe Dangers in the Duke. 
[f it be fond, call ita Womans Fear : 
Which Fear, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
1-will ſubſcribe; and: fay I wrong'd the Duke. 
My Lord of Swfo!lk., Fuck:nzham, and York, 
Reprove my Allegation, it yon can, 
Or elſe conclude my words effeCtual. 


| [Exits Gloſter. 1 a 
Elian, Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee, | Upon my Life began her Deviliſh Practices : 


And had | firſt been put to ſpeak my mind, 
I think 1 ſhould have told your Graces 1 alc. 
The Dutcheſs, by his Subornation, 


{ Or if he wcre not privie to thole Faults, 
| Yet by reputing of his high Deſcent, 
As next the King, he was luccclhve Heir, 
Ard ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inſtigate the B=dlam brain-ſiick Dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Soveraign*s Fall. 
| Sinooth runs the Water where the Brook 1s deep, 
And in his timple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 
The Fox barks nor, when he would ſteal the Lamb, 
No, no, my Soveraign, Gloſter is a Man 
Unſounded yet, and fu!l of deep Deceit. 
Card. Did he not, contrary to form of Law, 
Deviie ſtrange Dcaths, for ſmall Offences done ? 
York, And did he nor, in his ProteCtorſhip, 
Levy great fumms of Money through the Realm, 
For Souldiers pay in France, and never ſent it ? 
By means whereof the Towns cach day revolted. 
Buck. Tut, theſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Humphrey, 
K::ng. My Lords at once: the care you have of us, 
To mow dov/n T horns that would annoy our Foot, 
is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeak my conſcience, 
Our Kinſman Gloſter is as innocent, 
From meaning Treaſon to our Royal Perſon, 
| As. is the ſacking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove : 
The Duke is Virtuous, Mild, and too well given: 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 

Qu.Ah! what's more dangerous,than this fond affiance ? 
Seems he a Dove ? his Feathers are but borrow?d, 
Fer he is diſpoſed as the hateful Raven. 
is he a Lamb? his Skin was furely lent him, 
For he's enclin®d as is the Ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſteal a Shape that means Deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting: ſhort that-Fraudful man. 

Emer Somerſet. 
S»m, All Health unto my Gracious Soveraign. 
Kin39, Welcome Lord Somerſer; What news from 
France ? 

| Som, That all our intereſt 19 thoſe Territories, 
{s utterly bereft you : all is loſt. 

King. Cold News, Lord Somerſet : but Gods will be 


done. | | 
York, Cold News for me : for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for Fertile England. 


|. Thus are my B'ofſoms blaited in the Bud, 
1 And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 


But I will remedy this geare ere long, 
Or {ll my Title for a glorious Grave. 

Enter Gloceſter. 
Gloſt. All happineſs unto my Lord the King : 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtay%d ſo long. 
Suff. Nay, Gloſter, know that thou art come too ſoon, 
Unleſs thou wer*t more Loyal than thou arr : 
i do arrelt thee of High Treaſon here. 
Gloſt. Well S»ffolk,, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Covatenance for this Arrelt - 
A heart uaſpotted is not cafily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from mud, 
As Iam clear from T ceaſon to my Soveralgn, 
Who: can accuſe me ? wherein am I guilty? 
York_.* Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you took Bribes of France, 
And being Protector ſtay*d the Souldiers pay, 
By means whereof his Highneſs hath loſt France, 
Gloſt. Is it but thought ſo? + 
What are they that think it ? 
I never rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor never had one peuny Bribe from France. 


Suff. Well hath your Highneſs ſeen into this Duke : | 


So help me God, as I have watcht the Night, 


L, night| 


—_—— _ 
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[, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for E»7land. 
Thar Doit that ere | wreſted from the King, 

Or any Groat I hoarded to my uſe, 

Be brought againſt me at my TIryal day. 

No: Many a Pound of mine own Proper ſtore, 
Becauſe | would not tax the needy Commons, 
Have I disburſed to the Garriſons, 

And never ask*d for reſtitution. 

Card. It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. 

Glojt. 1 ſay no more than truth, ſo help me God. 

York, In your ProteCtorſhip, you did deviic 
Strange Tortures for Oftenders, never heard of, 
That England was defan'd by Tyranny. 

Gloſt, Why tis well known, that whiles 1 was Protetor, 
Pitic was all the fault that was in me : 

For I ſhould melt at an Offendorss tears, 

And lowly words were Ranſom for their fault : 
Unleſs it were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or foul felonious Thief, that flecc*d poor paſſengers, 
I never gave them condign punithment. 

Murther indeed, that bloody (in, I tortur'd 

Above the Felon, or what I relpaſs ele; 

Suf. My Lord, theſe faults are cake, quickly anſwer'd : 
But mightier Crimes are lay*d unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot ealily purge your felt. 

Ido arreſt you in his Highnels Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Tryal. 

Kino. My Lord of Gloceſter, *ris my ſpecial hope, 
Thar you will clear your 1-lt from all ſuſpence, 

My Conſcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gloſt. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous : 
Virtue is choak't with foul Ambition, 

And Charity chagd hence by Rancour*s hand ; 
Foul Suboruation Is predominanr, 

Aud Equitic exiPd your Highneſs Land, 

| know, their Complot is to have my Life : 
And if my death might make this Ifland happy, 
And prove the period of their Tyranny, 

I would expend it with all wiilingnels. 

But mine is madethe Prologu-to their Play : 
For thouſands more, that yer ſuſpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plorted Tragedy. 
Beauford's red ſparkling Eyes blab his heart's malice, 
And Srffold*s cloudy Brow lis ſtormy hate ; 
Sharp Buck;n2ham unburthens with his tor;gue 
The envious Load that lyes.upon his heart : 
And dogged York, that rcaches at the Moon, 
Whoſe over-weening Arm I have pluckt back, 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my Life. 

And you, my Soveraiga Lady, with therelt, 
Cauſcleſs have lay*d dilgraces on my head, 

And with your beſt endeavour have Itirr'd up 

| My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enemy : 

I, all of yon havelay?d your heads together, 
My ſelf had notice of your Conventicles, 

And all to make away my gulltleſs lite, 

I ſhall not want falſe Witneſs, to condemn me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons, to augment my guilt : 
The ancient Proverb will be well effected, 

A Staff isquickly found to beet a Dog, 

Card. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
If thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſon 
From Treaſon's ſecret Kniie, and Iraytor's Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
T will make them cool in zeal unto your Grace. 

S«ff. Hath he not twit our Soveraign Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkly coucht ? 
As if ſhe had fuborned ſome to ſwear 
Falſe allegations, to o'rethrow his ſtate. 

Queen. Burl can can give the loſer leave to chide, 

Gloſt, Far truer ſpoke than meant : 1 loſe indeed, 
Wards the winners, for they play*d me falſe, 
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And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to ſpeak. 

Buck. He'll wrelſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day. 
[ord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. 

Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 

G{-j+.. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
Betore his Lezs be firm to bear his Body, 

Thus 1s the Shepherd beaten from thy tide, 

And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 
Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were ; 

For good King Herry, thy decay | fear. [Exit Gloceſter. 

R111, My Lords, what to your Wiidomes ſeemeth beſt, 
Do, or undo, as it our fclt were here. 

Lun. What will your Highneſs leave the Parlia- 
melt * 

[ins, 1 Margaret : my Heart is drown'd with Grief 
\Whote Floud begins to flow within my Eyes; ; 
My Body round eogirt with Miſery : 

For what's more miterable than Diſcontent ? 


The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet good Funphrey, is the hour to come, 

That ere 1 prov'd thee falſe, or fezr'd thy Faith. 

W hat lowring Star now envyes thy eſtate ? 

1T hat theſe great Lords, and Afargarert our Queen, 

Do ſeek ſabverſion of thy harmleſs Life. 

Thou never didlt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And birds the Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, 

Bearing !t to the bloody Slaughter-houſe ; 

Evcn fo remoiſleſs have they born him hence * 

And 2s the Dame runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmeleſs young one went, 

And can do nought bur wail her Darlings loſs ; 

Even ſo my ſelf bewails gaod Gloſfter*s caſe, 

With fad unhelpful Tears and with dimn'd Eyes; 

Look after him, aud cannot do him good: 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His Fortunes | will weep, and twixt each groan, 

Say, whoſe a Traitor ? Gloſter he is none. 
Queen, Free Lords ; 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beams : 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Afﬀairs, 

Too tull of fooliſh pity : and Glofter*s ſhew 

Bezuilecs him, as the mournful Crocodile 

With forrow {ſrarcs relenting Paſſengers ; 

Or as the Snake, roPd in a flowring Bank, 

With ſhining checker'd Slough doth ſting a Child, 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe: me Lords, were none more wiſe than 1, 

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, 

This G79fter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Card. 7 hat he ſhould dy, is worthy policy, 

Bur yet we want a Colour for his death : 

1 is meet he be copdemn*d by courſe of Law. 

Suff. But in my mind, that were no policie: 

The King will labour ſtill to ſave his Life, 

Fhe Commons haply riſe to ſave his Life ; 

And yet we have bur trivial Argument, 

More than miſtruſt, that fhews him worthy death. 
Tori, Sothit 5y this, you would not have him dye, 
Swff. Ah 14+, no man alive, fo fain as I. 

York, ?T 1s Tork that hath more reaſon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your Souls : 
Wert not all one, an empty Eagle were ſet 
To guard the Chick from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Humphrey for the Kings ProteCtor ? 
Queen, So the poor Chicken ſhould be ſure of death. 
Suff. Madam, ?tis true, and wer*t not madneſs then, 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold ? 

Who being accusd a crafty Murtherer, 

His Guilt ſhould be bur idly poſted over, 

Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed, 


[ Exit, 


Dm. 
— 


Ah Uncle: /Jamphrey, in thy fad Face I ſee | 
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|; 
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No : let him dye, in that he is a Fox, 

By Nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be ſtain'd with Crimſon Blood, 

As Humphrey provd by Reaſons to my Licge. 

And do not ſtand on Qillets how to ſlay him : 

Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, 

Slezping, cr Waking, ?tisno matter how, 

So he be dead 5, for that is good deceit 

Which mates him firit, that hrit intends deceit. 
Queen. Thrice noble Sffolk, ?tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Suff. Not reſolute, except ſo much were donc, 

For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant, 

Bnt that my Heart accorgdeth with my Tongue, 

Sceing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Sovcraign from his Foe, 

Say but the word, and | will be his Prieſt, 


E're you can take due Orders for a Pricſt ; 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 
And Il: provide his Executioner, 
[ tender 1o the ſafcty of my Liege. 
Suff. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Queen. And fo ſay I. 
York, And I: and now wethree have ſpoke it, 
[tskils not greatly who impugnes our doom. 
Enter a Poſt. | 
Poſt. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 
To ſignifie, that Rebels there are vp, 
And put the Ergliſh-mer unto the Sword ; 


-{ Send Succours (Lords) and ſtop the Rage betime, 


Before the -W ound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
Card, A Breach that craves a quick expedient ſtop. 
What Counſel give you in this weighty Cauſe ? 
York, That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither : 
Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy*d, 
Witneſs the Fortune he hath had in France. 
Som, If Tork,, with all bis far-fet Policy, 
Had been the Regent there, inſtead of me, 
He never would have [tay*d in Frazce ſo long. 


| 


; 


| 


\._- 


York. No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done. 
| rather would have loſt my Life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of Diſhonour home, 
By ſtaying there ſo long, *cill all were loſt. 
Shew me one Skar charatter*d on thy Skin. 
Men's Fleſh preſerv*d ſo whole, do ſeldom win. _ 

een. Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging Fire, 

If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with : 
No more, good Tork; ſweet Somerſet be ſtill. 
Thy Fortune, York, hadſt thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd far worſe than his. 
' York, What, worſe than naught ? nay, then a ſhame 
take all. 
Somer. And in the number, thee, that wiſheſt ſhame. 
Card. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune 1s, 
TY uncivil Kerns of /reland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Engliſh-mer. 
To Ireland will you lead a Band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the /#:ſh-1:en ? 

York, I will, my Lord, ſo pleaſe his Majeſty. 

Suff. Why, our Authority is his Conſent, 
And what we do Eſtabliſh he Confirms ; 
Then, Noble York. take thou this task in hand. 

York. I am content : Provide me Souldiers, Lords. 
Whiles I rake Order for mine own Afirs. 

Swff. A charge, Lord York, that 1 will ſee perfornyd. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Humphrey. 

Card. No more of him: for I willdeal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 
And ſo brcak off, the day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord S:folk_, you and I muſt talk of that event. 
York. My Lord of S»folk, within fourteen days. 


At Brijtow 1 expect my Souldiers, 


—— 


Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
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| And Heyry put a-part - the next for me. 
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For there Fle ſhip them all for Ireland. 
Su/7. Ple fee it truly done, my Lord of York. [ Exerrr. 
[ Manet York, 


And change miſ{-doubt to Reſolution ; 

Be that thou hop?lt to be, or what thou art 
Relign to death, it is not worth th? enjoying : 
Let pale-fac*d Fear keep with the mean-born man, 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. 

Falter thanSpring-time ſhowers,comes thought on thonght 
And not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. 

My Brain, more bulie than the labouring Spider, 
W eaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well : ?tis politickly done, 

To fend me packing with an Hoſt of Men : 

| tear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 
Who cheriſh'd in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts, 
*T was Men 1 lack*d, and you will give them me; 
| take it kindly : yet be.well aſſur*d, 

You put ſharp Weapons in a Mad-man's hands. 
W hileft I in /elazd nouriſh a mighty Band, 

[ will ſtir up in England ſome black Storm, 

Shall blow ten thouſand Souls to Heaven or Hell- 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Unt'l the Golden Circuit on my Head 

Like to the glorious Sun's tranſparent Beanis, 
Do calm the Fury of this mad-bred Flaw. 

And for a Miniſter of my intent, 

[ have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kert;h-man, 

John Cade of Aſhford 

To make Commotion, . as full well he can, 

Under the Title of Fohn Mortimer. 

in Jreland have l {cen this ſtubborn Cade 

Oppoſe himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, 

And fought ſo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoſt like a ſharp-quiPd Porpentine : 
And in the end being reſcued, I have ſeen 

Him caper upright, like a.wild Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hair*d crafty Kern, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undiicover*d come to me again, 

And give me notice of their Villanics. 

T1 his Devil here ſhall be my ſubſtitute, 

For that Fohn Mortimer, which is now dead, 

in Face, in Gate, in Spcech he doth reſemble. 

By this, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind, 
How they affect the Houſe and Claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack?d and tortured , 

. know, no pain they can inflict upon him, 

\Vill make him ſay, I moy*d him to thoſe Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as *tis great like he will, 

Why then from /reland comel with my ſtrength, 

And reap the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow?d, 

For Hu»phrey being dead, as he ſhall be, 

[ Exit, 


Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Murther of 
Duke Humphrey. 


1, Run to my Lord of S«folk: let him know: 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 

2, Oh, thatit were todo; what have we done ? 
AidItever hear a Man fo penitent ? CEner Suffolk. 

1, Here comes my Lord. 

Sf. Now, Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing ? 

1. I, my good Lord, he'sdead. 

Suff. Why that*s well ſaid. Go, get you to my Hou ſe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed ? and are all things well, 
According as I gave directions ? 
1, Tis, my good Lord. 


Suff. Away, be gone. [Exe mat, 


Enter 


— 


York. Now York, or never, ſteel thy fearful thovt his, 
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4 And kill the innocent Gazer with thy ſight: 
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Emer the King, the - Queen, Cardinal, Sulfolk, 
Somerſet w:rh Attendants, 

King. Go call our Uncle to our preſence ſtraight : 

Say Wwe intend to try his Grace to day, 

If he be guilty, as ?tis publiſhed. 

Sff. Vle call him preſently, my Noble Lord. [_Exz, 

Kino, Lords take your places; and I pray you all 

Proceed no ſtraiter ?gainſt our Uncle G! ſter, 

Than from true evidence of good elteem, 

He be approv'd in practice culpable. | 

Queen. God forbid any malice ſhould prevail, 

That faultleſs may condemn a Noble man : 

Pray God he may acquit him of ſinſpicion. 

King. 1 thank thee Nell, thels words content mc 


much. 


T — 


Enter Suffol'. 

How now? why look*'ſt thou pale ? why trembleſt thou ? 

Where is our Uncle ? what's the matter, S»f/o/k,? 

Sff. Dead in his. bed, my Lord, Gloſter is dead. 

Queen. Marry God fortend, 

Card. Gods ſecret Judgment : I did dream to night, 

The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeake a werd. 

King Swoons. 

Queen. How fares my Lord ? Help Lords, the King ts | 

dead. 

Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Noſe. 
een. Run, go, help,help : Oh Henry ope th.ne Eycs. 

S*f. He doth revive again, Madam be paticor. 

King. Oh Heavenly God ! 

Queen. How fares my gracious Lord ? 

Suff. Comfort my Soveraign,, gracious Herry comfort. 

Kino. What, doth my Lord of Sol comfort me ? 

Came he right now to ſing a Raven's Note, 

Whoſe diſmal tune bereft my Vital powers : 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 

By crying Comfort from a hollow Breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound ? 

Hide not thy poyſon with ſuch ſagred words, 

Lay not thy Hands on me : forbeer I ſay, 

Their touch affrights me as a Szrpent's ſling, 

Thou baleful McNlenger, out of my Sight : 

Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majcſty, to fright the World. 

Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding ; 

Yet do not go away ; come Batilisk, 


For in the ſhade of death, I ſhall find joy ; 
In life, but double death, now Gloſter?s dead. 
Queen, Why do you rate my Lord of Sfolk thus ? 
Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 
Yet he molt Chriitian-like lamer:ts his death ; 
And for my ſelf, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offtending Groans, 
| Or blood-conſuming Sighs recal his lite ; 
| would be blind with we: ping, fick with Groans, 
Look pale as Prim-roſe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 
And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deem of me ? 
For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 
It way be judg*d I made the Duke away, 
So ſhall my name with Slander*s tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be filPd with reproach: 
This get I by his death: Aye me unhapppy, 
To be a Queen, and Crowd with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gloſter wretched man. 
ueen, Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, Do'ſt thou turn away and hide thy face ? 
I am no loathſome Leper, look on me. 
What ? art thou-like the Adder waxen deaf? 
Be poyſonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy comfort ſhut in Gloſter's Tombe ? 
Why then' Dame Eljanor was nere thy joy. 
Erect his Statue, and worlhip it, 
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Was 1 for this nigh wrackt upon the Sca, 
And twice by aukward wind from England's bank 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime. 
What boaded this ? but well fore-wariing win 
Did feem to ſay, feck not a Scorpion's Neſt, 
Nor fot no footing on this unkind ſhoar, 
What did I then ? but curſt the gentle guſts, 
And he that loos'd them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed ſhoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock : 
Yet <Aolus weuld not be a Maurtherer, 
But left that hatetul Oſhice unto thee. 
Ihe pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drown me, 
Knowing that thou would"lt have me drown'd cn ſhoar 
With tears as falt as ſea, through thy unkindneſs. 
The ſplitting Rocks cowr'd in the finking ſands, 
Ard would not daih me with their ragged ſides, 
Becauſe thy finty heart more hard than they, 
Might in thy Palace periſh Eltanor : 
As far as 1 could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 
W+.;: from thy ſhoar, the Tempeſt beat us back, | 
[| ::00d upon the Hatches in the ſtorm, 
And v-ken the dusky sky began to rob 
'\iy carneſt- gaping-ſight of the Land*s view, 
| took a coltly Jewel from my neck, 
A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
Ard threw it towards thy Land : the Seareceiv'd it, 
Ard fo I wiltrd thy body might my Heart : 
And even with this I loſt fair England”s view, 
And bid wine cyes be packing with my heart, 
And calPd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 
For loling ken of Albion's wiſhed Coaſt. 
How ofcea have 1 tempted Suifolks tongue 
(The agcnt of thy foul inconſtancy) 
To fit and watch me, as Aſcanins did, 
When he to madding Dido wonld unfold 
His Father's Acts, commenc'd in burning Troy, 
Am l not witcht like her ? or thou not falſe like him ? 
Aye me, | can no more: Dye Elzanor, 
For Henry wecps, that thou doſt live ſo long, 
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Neiſe within, Enter Warwick, and many Commons. 


IVarw. It 1s reported, mighty Soveraign, 
That good Duke Hunphrcy Traiterouſly is murthered 
By Sufjclk, and the Cardinal Beauford*s means : 
The Commons like an angry hive of Bees 
Fhat wart their Leader, fcatter-up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge. 
My fclf have calm'd their ſpleenful mutiny, 
Untill they hear the order of his death. 
Kirg. That he is dead, good Warwick, *tis too true, 
But how hz dyed, God knows, not Henry : 
Evtcr his Chamber, view his breathleſs Corps, 
Ard comment then upon his ſudden death. 
Warw, That ſhall I do, my Liege : Stay Salizbury 
\ith the rude multitude, till 1 return. 
King. O thou that judgelt all things,ſtay my thoughts: 
My thoughts, that labour to perſuace my foul, 
S2me violent hands were laid on Huniphrey's lite: 
lf my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me God, 
For judgment only doth belong to thee : 
Fain would I goe to chafe his paly lips: 
With twenty thouſand kifles, and to drain 
Upon his face an Ocean of falc Tears, 
To tell my love unto his dumb deat trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfecling : 
But all 1n vain are theſe mean Obſequies. 
Bed pur forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image - 
W hat were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 
Warw. Come hither gracious Soveraign, view this body. 
K.ng. That is to fee how deep my grave is made, 


And make my image but an Ale-houſe ſign. 


For with his ſoul fled all my wordly folace 
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Fur een him, 14ce my Life 1s Death. 
[7.7 As farely as my Soul intends to live 
ith that arcad King that took our ſtate upon him, 
To te: vs trom his Fathers wrarhful curſe, 
L to believe that violent Hands were Jaid 
CD01 the lite or this rhrice-famed Duke. 


diff A creadiul Oath, tworn with a ſolemn Tongue : 


Whatimiiznce gives Lord Harwich for his Vow ? 

Wiz. Sce how the Blocd is ſcttlcd in his Face. 
Ofc have I ſeen a timely-parted Ghoſt, 
O! aſhy tzmbiance, meager, pale, and bloodleſs, 
B-ingall ceicended to the labouring Heart, 
Yho in the Coniitct that it holds with death, 
Attracts the ſame for aidance ?gainſt the Enemy, 
Vinich with the Hezrt there cools, and nee returneth 
Toblui and beautity the Cheek again. 


But !e2, his Face ts black, and full of B'ood : 
Ht, Eyeehalls further ont, than when he lived, 
Srarins tw galtly,- likea Rrangled Man : 


Fi or up reard, his Noltrils ffretcht with ſtrugling : 
His Hands abroad difplay?d, as one that graſpt 
And tuggd tor Lic, and was by ſtrength ſubdued. 

|; on the Sheets, his Hair (you fce) 15 ſticking, 


1-0 the Summer's Corn by Tempelt lodged : 


I. 
; His well-proportion'd Beard, made ruifand rugg'd, 
| Lit 

'E 


[ ' 
' It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
; The leaft of all theſ: t1gns were probable. 


S:j/, Why Warwick,, who ſhould do the Duke to death ? 


| My {. If and Bearford had him in proteQtion, 


j 
! 
, 
, 
' 


' 
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Ar vie, 4 hope, Sir, arc no Murthcrers. 


} Gr. lint both of you have vow?d Dukeg#nphrey”s death. 


And veu { foriooth) had the good Duke't - !:2ep : 
Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Fricad, 
And *tis vell feen, he fonnd an Encmy. - 
Qu0cez:, Then you belike ſuſpect theſe Noble-men, 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey's timeleſs death. 
I#ar. Who finds the Heiter dead, and blecding freſh, 


| And fees falt-by, a Butcher with an Ax, 


But will ſuſpect, ?ewas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Nelt, 

But may imagine, how the Bird was dead, 
Althouzh rhe Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak ? 
Even fo fuſpitions 1s thts Tragedy. 


C1, Are you the Butcher, Sfolk? where's your Knife ? 


ls F-2rford ternyd a Kite? where are his Tallons ? 
Sj, 1 wear no Knite, to laughter ſleeping men, 

But heres a ?veng ful Sword, ruſted with eaſe, 

Thar ſhall be ſcourcd in his rancorous Heart, 

That Nlanders me with Murther's Crimſon Badge. 

Say, if thou dar?ſt, proud Lord of Warwickshzre, 

That i am faulry in Duke Humphrey's death. 


IW:r. What dares not Warwick, if falſe $:ffolk.dare him ? 


Que, He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 


* Tho S»/olk dare him twenty thouſand times. 


War. Madam be Itill : with reverence may I ſay, 
For every word you ſpeak in his behalf, 
Is flaunder to your Royal Dignity. 

Sf. Blunt-witted Lord, zgnoble in demeanor, 
[fever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother -zook into her blameful Bed, 


Some {tern untutor?d Churl ; and Noble Stock 


Was gralt with Crab-tree lip, whoſe Fruit thou art, 


And never of the VNewils Noble Race. 


IWar. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 


And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fce, 
Qnittiag thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 


And that my Soveraigns preſence makes me mild, 


'P; 


| wonld, falic murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 


»lake thce beg pardon for thy paſled ſpcech, 


\nd ſay, it was thy Mother that thou mceaut'lt, 
hat thou thy ſelf waſt born in Baſtardy ; 
\:14 afterall this tearful Homage done, 


Give thee thy hire, and feud thy Soul to Hell, 


Pernicious Blood-ſacker of ſleeping Men. 

S:/F. Thou ſhalt be waking, While I ſhed thy Blood, 
If from this preſence thou dar*lt go with me. 

War. Away even now, or 1 will drag thce hence, 
Unworthy though thou art, Ple cope with thec, 


| And do ſome ſervice to Duke Hwmphrey's Gholt. [Excunt. 


Thrice is he arm*d, that hath his Quarrel ju! ; 
And he bur naked, though lockt up in Steel, 
W hoſe Conſcience with myuſtice is corrupted 
A noiſe within, 
Queen, What noiſe is this ? 


Kins, Why how now Lords ? 
Your 'wrathful Weapons drawn, 
lere in our preſence ? Dare you be ſo bold ? 
Why, what tumultuous clamor have we hcre ? 
$7. The trayLProus Warwick with the Men of Bury, 
Set all upun me, mighty Soveraign, 
Enter Salisbury. 


Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk ſtraight be done to death, 

Or baniſhed fair Englanuds Territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Aumphrey dyd : 
They tay, in him they fear your Highneſs death ; 
And mcere-inſtinct of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a Itubborn oppoſite intent, . 
As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes tliem thus forward in his Baniſhment. 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royal Perſon, 
Thar if your Highneſs ſhould intend to ſicep, 
And charge that no Man ſhould diſturb your reſt, 
In pain of your diſlike, or pain of death; 

Yet notwithſtanding ſuch a ſtrange Edict, 
Where there is a Serpent ſeen with forked Tongue, 
That ſlyly glided rowards-your Majeſty, 

[t were but neceſlary you were wak't : 

Leſt being ſuffer*d in that harmleſs ſlumber, 

The mortal Worm might make the {leep Eternal, 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you where you will, or no, 
From ſuch fell Serpents as talſe Suffolkis 

With whoſe invenomed and fatal ſting, 

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They fay is ſhamefully bereft of life. 


of Salisbury. 

Suff. ?Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, 
Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Soveraign : 

But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, 

To ſhew how queingan Orator you arc. 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

[5, that he was the Lord Emballador 

Scnt from a ſort of Tinkers to the King. 


break in. 

Kino., Go Salisbyry, and tell them all from me, 
[ thank them for their tender loving care ; 

And had 1 not been cited ſo by them, 

Yet did I purpoſe as they do intreat : 

For ſure my thoughts do hourly prophelic 
Miſchance unto my State by $#j/o/k*s means. 


| And therefore by his Majelly 1 ſwear, 
| Whoſe far-unworthy Deputy I am, 


He ſhall not breed infection in this Air, 
But three days longer, onthe pain of death. 
Omeen. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffol%. 
King. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle $»folk. 
No more, I ſay : If thou do'lt plead for-him, 


Emer Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons drawn, 


Commons within, An Anſwer from the King, my Lord 


WWithia, An Anſwer from the King, or we will all 


Thoy | 
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Salts. Sirs, ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your mind. 
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Kino, What ſtronger Breaſt-plate than a Heart untainted ? 
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Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath. 
Had 1 but ſaid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when 1 ſwear it is irrevocable : 
[f after three days ſpace thou here belt found, 
On any ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World ſhall not be Ranſome for thy Life, 
| Come Warwick, come good Warwick, , go with me, 
[ have great matters to impart to thee. [Exit, 
Queen. Miſchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Diſcontent, and ſower Afiction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company : 
There's two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
$ff. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, thele Execrations, 
And let thy Sffolk take his heavy leave. 
Queen. Fie Coward woman, and ſoft-hearted wretch, 
Haſt thou not Spirit to Curſe thine Enemy ? 
Suff. A Plague upon them: wherefore ſhould 1 Curſe 
them ? 
Would Curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
Ascurſt, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Decliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed Teeth, 
With full as many ſignes of deadly Hate, 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathſome Cave. 
My Tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 
Mine Eyes ſhould sparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diltratt : 
[, every Joynt ſhould ſeem to Curſe and Ban, 
And even now my burthen'd heart would break, 
Should I not Curſe them. Poiſon be their Drink, 
Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that they taite ; 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a Grove of Cypreſs Trees : 
Their chicfeſt Proſpect, murd*ring Balilisks : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lizards ſtings : 
Their Muſick, frightful as the Serpents hiſs, 
And boading Screech-Owls, make the Conſort full. 
All the foul Terrors in dark-ſeated Hell 

Queer, Enough ſweet Suffolk, thou tormenrſt thy ſelf, 
And theſe dread Curſes like the Sun ?gainlſt Glaſs, 
Or like an overcharg'd Gun, recoil, 
And turns the force oft themupon thy ſelf. 

Suff. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſt'd from, 
Well could I Curſe away a Winters Night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would never let Grals grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 

een. Oh, let me intreat thee ccaſe,give methy hand, 

Thar I may dew it with my mournful Tears ; 
Not? let the Rain of Heaven wet this Þace, 
To waſh away my woful Monumenms. 
Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might'lt think upon theſe by the Seal, 
Through whom a thouſand ſighs are breath'd for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my grict, 
Tis but ſurmiz?d whilſt thou art ſtanding by, 
As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want : 
| will repeal thee, or be well aſlur*d, 
Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelf : 
And baniſhed I am, ifbnt from thee. 
Go, ſpeak not to me ; even now be gone, 
Oh go nat yet. Even thus, two Friends Condemn'd 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part thandye ; 
Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
* Suff. Thus is poor S»ffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee.- 
Tis not the Land l care for, wer*t thou hence, 
A Wilderneſs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk, had thy heavenly Company, 
For where thou art, there is the World it ſelf, 
Witlvevery ſeveral Pleaſure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Deſolation. 


| 
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[ can no more: Live thou to joy thy Life ; 
My ſelf no Joy in ought, but that thou liv?ſt. 
Enter Vaux. 
Onecy, Whither gocs YVaux fo faſt ? what News. | 
prithce ? 4 
LV.ux, Tolignific unto his Majeſty, 
Thar Cardinal Scauford 15 at the point of death: 
For ſuddenly a grievous ſickneſs took him, 
That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the Air 
Blaſpheming God, and Curſing Men on Earth. * 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke #umphrey's Ghoſt 
Were by his ſide : ſometimes he calls the King, 
And whiſpers to his Pillow, as to him, 
The ſecrets of his over-charged Soul, 
And1I ain ſent tortell his Majeſty, 
That even now he crics aloud for him. 
Queen, Go tell this heavy Meſlage to the King. [Exi. 
Ay me! What is this World ? What news are theſe ? 
But wherefore grieve | at an hours poor loſs, 
Omitting S»ffolk's Exile, my Souls Treaſure ? 
Why only Suffolk, moura I not for thee ? 
And with the Southern clouds, contend in tears ? 
Theirs for the Earths increaſe; mine for my Sorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ſt is coming, 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
Sf. 1f I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And in thy ſight todye, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my ſoul into the Air, 
As mild and gentle, as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with Mother's Dug between its lips. 
\ here from thy ſight, I ſhould be raging mad : 
And cry ont for thee ro cloſe up mine Eyes : 
To have thee with thy Lips to {top my Mouth : 
So ſhould'ſt either turn my flying Soul, 
Or 1 ſhould breathe it ſo into thy Body, 
And then ir lives in ſweet Elyſum, 
To dye by thee, were bur to dye in jeſt, 
From thee to dye, were torture more than death 
Oh let me ſtay, befal what may befal. n 
Quwen. Away : though parting bea fretful Corroſive 
[t is applyed toa deathtul wound. - | 
To France ſweet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee.: 
For whereſoever thou art in this V Vorld's Globe, 
"le have an 7ris that ſhaH find thee out. 
Suff. I go. | 
Queen. And take my heart with thee. 
Suff. A Jewel lock*d into the wofuPſt Cask, 
That ever did contain athing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted Bark, fo ſuuder we : 
This way fall I to death. 
Queen. This way for me. [Exenn, 
Enter the King, Salisbury, and V Varwick, to the Cardinal 


in Bed, 


King. How fares my Lord ? Speak Beawford to thy | 
Soveraign. 
Car.If thou bceſt Death,Vle give thee Englands Treaſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel nopain. 
King. Ah, whata fign it is of Evil Life, 
V Vhere Deatls approach is ſeen ſo terrible. 
War. Beauford, it is thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee. 
Bean. Bring me unto my Tryal when you will. 
Dy*d he not in his Bed ? Where ſhould he dye ? 
Canl make Men live where they will no ? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confeſs. 
Alive again ? Then ſhew me where he is: 
Ple give a thouſand pound to look upon him, 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them : 
Combe down his hair 3 look, look, it ſtands upright, 
Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged Soul : 
Give me ſome drink, and bid the Apothecary 
Oo 2 Bring 
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14.8 The Second part of King Henry tbe Sixth. 
Bring the ſtrong poyſon that | bought of him. | 
Ko. O thou eternal Mover ot the Heavens, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
Oh'beat away the buſie medling Fiend, 
That lays ſtrong Siege unto this Wreich?s Soul, 
And from his Boſom purge this black deſpair. 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
Sal. Dilturb him not, lect him paſs peaceably. 
Kinz. Peace to his Soul, if Gods good plealure be. 
Lord Card*ral, if thou think*ſt on Heavens bli(s, 
Hold up thy Hand, make lignal of thy hope. 
He dies, and makes no Sign : Oh God forgive him. 
| War. Sobada Death argues a nionſjirous Life. 
King. Forbcar to judge, for we are linners all. 
Cloſe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtala clo!c, 


| And thought thee happy when I ſhook my Head. 

How often halt thou waited at my Cup, | 

Fed from my Trencher, kneePd down at the Board 

\When I have fealted with Queen Aargarer ? g 

Remember 1t, and let it make thee Creſt-faln 

|, aad allay this thy abortive Pride : ; 

How 11 our Yolding Lobby haſt thou Rood 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? T 

This Hand of thine hath writ in thy behalf 

And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue. 
Whit. Speak Ceprain, ſhall 1 ſtab the forlorn Swain ? 
Lieu, Firit let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
S:f7. Bale Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou 
L1-u. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boats ſide 

Strike off his kcad. Swff. Thou dar'ſt not for thy Own. 


Andlet us all to Meditation. [ Exeunt. | Lieu, Puoie, Sir Poles Lord ? 
|! Kennel, puddle, fink, whoſe filth and dirt 
"Miram. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off | | rovbies tne Cilycr Spring) where Envand drinks : 
| Now will | dam up this thy yawning Mouth | 
Enter Lieutenant, Saffolk, and others, | For ſwallowing vp the Treaſure of the Realm. ! 


Liex. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeful day, 
[s crept into the boſom of the Sea : 
And now loud howling Wolves arouſe the Jaces 
Thar drag the Tragick melancholy right : 
Who with their drowſie, ſlov?, and flagging wings 
Cleap dead mens Graves; and from their milty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air : 
Therefore bring forth Souldicrs of our prize, 
For whiPſt our Pinnace Anchors m the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the Sand, 
Or with their Blood ſtain this diſcolourcd hore. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give l thee. 
And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this : 
The other Walter Wh:tmore is thy ſhare. 
1. Gent, What is my Ranſom, Maiter, lct me know, 
- Ma. A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head, 
Mate, And ſo much ſhall you give, or oft goes yours, 
Lieu. What think you much to pay 20co Crowns, 


" | And bear the name and port of Gentlemen ? 


——_———_—— 


| Thy name is Gualrier, being rightly ſound<d. 


| Cut both the Villains Throats, for dye you ſhall : 
"| The lives of thoſe which we have loſt in fight, 


Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. 
1, Gent. Ple give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my life. 


| 2.Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it {traight, 


Whitm. I loſt mine Eye in laying the prize abcard, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalc thou die, 
And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have my Will. 
Liex, Be not ſo raſh, take Ranſomi, let him live. 
Suff. Look on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 
. Whit, And ſoam |: my name is Walter Whitmore, 
How now ? why ſtarLit thou ? what doth death attright ? 
Suff. T hy name atirights me, in whoſe ſound is Death : 
A Cunning-man dtd calculate my Birth, 
' And told me, that by Warer I ſhould die : 
' Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-minded, 


Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care not, 
Never yet did baſe diſhonour blur our name, 
But with our Sword we wip*d away the blor. 
Thereſcre, when Merchant-like 1 ſell revenge, 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and detac*d, 
And I proclain*d a Coward through the World. 
Suff. Stay Whirmore, for thy Priſoner 1s a Prince, 
The Duke of S«folk,, William de la Pole. 
Whit. The Duke of Sfolk,, mufficd up in Rags ? 
$+f.” 1, but theſe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Lieu. But Jove was never lain as thou ſhalt be, 
Obſcure and lowſie Swain, King Henry's Blood. 
Sff. The Honourable Blood of Lancaſter 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom : 
Haſt thou not kiſt thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ? 


- | Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 


_—_ 


Ty Lips that &31t the Queen, ſhall ſweep the Grougd - 
Aud thou LNat HA at good Humphrey's Death 
A-inft ihe lentelets Winds ſhalt grin in vain ” 
Whit9 it CONtentpt till hils at thee again. ; 
And wedde Leihou to the Hags of Hell 
For daring to ailye a mighty Lord s 
Unto the Daughter of a worthleſs King, 
Having neither Subject, Weelth, nor Diadem: 
By devilith policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambiucus Sil: over-gor'd, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding Heart. 
By thee Arjou and Main were fold to France. 
The falſe revolting Normans through thee 
2i{dain to call us Lord, and Picargre n 
Hath ſlain their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts 
And ſent the ragged Souldiers wounded home : 7 
The Princely Warnick, and the Nevils all, 
Whoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain 
As hating thee, and riſing up in Arms. : 
And now the Houſe of Tork thruſt from the Crown 
By ſhameful murther of a guiltleſs King, F 
A:d lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burns with revenging Fire, whoſe kopeful colours 
Advance our halt-tac'd Sun, ſtriving to ſhine : 
Under the which is writ, I[nvitis nub. bus, ; 
The Commons here in Kerr are upin Arms, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggery, 
Is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And all by thee * away, convey him hence. 
Suff. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Upon iheſe paltry, lervile, abject drudges : 
Small things make baſe Men prond. This Villain | - 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargullzs the ſtrong Iliyrian Pirate, 
Drones ſuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-htves, 
[t 1s impoſlible that I ſhogld die 
By ſuch a lowly Vaſlal as thy ſelf. 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorſe in me : 
| go of Mcllage from the Queen to France : 
| charge thee waft me ſafely croſs the Channel. 
Licx, Water: W. Come Suffolk, I mult waft thee to 
thy death. 
Suff. Gelidus tsmior occupat arts, it is thee l fear. 
14/al Thou ſhalt have cauſe to fear before l leave thee, 


What, are yedaunted now? will you ſtoop ? 
1. Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpeak'him fair. 
Suff. Suffolks Imperial Tongue is {tern and rough: 

12d ro command, untaught ro plead for favour, 

Far be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 

With humble {uit: no, rather let my Head 

Stoop to the Block, than theſe Knees Bow to any, 

Save to the God of Heaven, and to my King : 

And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 

Than ſtand uncover'd to the Vulgar Groom, 


True 
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True Nobility is exempt from tcar - 
More can [ bear , than you dare execute. 
Lieu. Hale him away, and let him talk no more : 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suff. That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft dye by vile Bezonrans. 
A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
Murderd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Julius Ceſar. Savage llanders 
Pompey the Great; and Swffokk dies by Pyrats. _ 
[Exit Walter with Suſfulk. 
Lieu. And as for theſe whoſe ranſome we have ſer, 
It isour pleaſure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you with us, and let hire $9. 
[Exit Liemcrrnrit ard the reſt. 
Manet the firſt Gent. Enter Walter with the Body. 
IVal. There let his Head, and livclets Body lie. 
Until the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. (Exit Walter. 
1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody ſpectacle ! 
His Body will I bear unto the King : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exit. 


Enter Bevis, and John Holland. 


Bevis, Come and get thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath, they have been up theſe two days. 

Holl. They have the more need to leep now then. 

Bewis, I tell thee, Fack, Cade the Clothier mcans to 
dreſs the Common-wealth, and turn it, and ſet a new 
N 3Þ upon It. 

Holl. Sohe had need, ?tis thred-bare. Well, 1 fay, 
it was it never a werry World in Eneland, ſince Gentle- 
men came up. 

Bevis. O miſcrable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafcs men. 

Ho!l.The Nobility think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons. 

Bevis. Nay more, the Kings Councel are no good 
Workmen. 

Holl. True : and yet it is faid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
ou : which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Magittrates. 

Bevris, Thou haſt hir it : for there's no better 1191 of 
a brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Holl. 1 ſee them, I ſee them There's Beſs Son, the 
Tanner of Wingham, 

Bewis. He ſhall have the Skins cf our Enemies, to 
make Dogs Leather of. 

Holl. And Dick the Butcher. 

Bevis, Then is Sin {truck down like an Ox, and lIni- 
quities Throat cur like a Calf. 

Holl, And Smith the Weaver. 

Bevis. Argo, their thred of Life is ſpun. 

Holl. Come, come, lets fall in with them. 


Drum, Emer Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, and 
'; a Sawyer, with infinite numbers, 


Cade, We Jobn Cage,fo term'd of our ſuppoſed Father. 
Bur. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 


with the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com- 
mand Silence. 

But. Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

| But. He was an honeſt Man, and a good Bricklayer. 
Cade, My Mother a Plantagerer. 
| But. Iknew her well, ſhe was a Midwife, 

Cade, My Wife deſcended of the Laces. 

But. She was indeed a Pedlers Daughter, and fold ma- 
ny Laces. ; 

Weaver. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr*d Pack ; ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home. 

Cade, Therefore am of an Honourable houſe. 


Cade, For our Enemies inall fall before us, inſpired | 


Bree. | by my Ezith thic Ficld is HonoureBie, ant thc ! 
was he born, under a Heds : for his Fa.hr hed never @ | 
Houſe but a Cage. 

Ca4e. Valiant I am. 
Weaver. A mult needs, for B:ggery is valizcr. 


Cade. | am able to ciidure muct). | 
Bat, Noqueltion of that : for 1 Fave feer lim wiipt | 
three Market days together. | 


Cade. | tear nenher Sword nor Fire. | 

IVeav, He nced not fear the Sword, for his Coit is of | 
proof. 

Bur. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fuar of F ire, b-- 
ng burnt Ph the hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 

Cadr. Be brave then, for your Capcain 1s brave, and 
vows Reformation. There ſhall be in Ezolinxd feven 
half p2nny Loaves ſold for a penny : the three hoop?d por 
{hail have ten hoops, and will make it Felony to Crink 
ſmall Becr. All the Realm ſhall be in Common, end in 
Cheap-lide ihall my Palfrey go to Greſs : and when I am 
King, as King 1 will be 

All, God fzve your MajMty. 

Cage. | thark you good P-ople. There h:I! be ro 
Meney, all ſnali cat and rink upon ry Scere, ard 1 will 
2pparcl them 2! 1n ore Livery, that they may agrce like 
Brothers, ard worſhip me their Lord, 

But. The lirſt thing we do, lets kill all the Lawyers. 

Caae. Nay, that | mean to do. is not this a lamen- 
table thing, that the Skin of an innocent L2nib ſhould 
be made Parchment; tizat Parchment being ſcribled ore, 
ſhould undo a Man. Some fay the Zee ff:rgs, but 1 ſay, 
"tis Bees wax : for I did but Seal once to a thing,and 1 was 
never my own man f1nce. How now © Who?s there ? 

Enter a Clers. | 

Weav, The Clerk of Chartam; he can Write and Reed, 
and caft Accompr. 

Caae. O monitrons ! | 

IVeav, We took him ſetting Boys Copies. 

Cage. Here's a Villain. 

Weav. Ha's a Book in his Pocket with red Letters uw. 

Cade. Nay then he is a Corjurer. 

But. Nay, te can make Obligations, and write Court- 
hand. 

C.1e. Iam ſorry for*t : The Man is a proper Man of | 
mine Honour : unleſs I find kim Guilty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirrah, I mutt examine thee : What is thy 
Name ? 

Clerk, Email. 

But, They ufe tovritc it on the top of Letters : ? Twill 
g0 hard wich you. | 

Ce. Let me alone: Dot thou uſe ro write thy Name? | 
Or hafj thou a mark to thy f1f, like an honeſt plain 
dealing man 2? 

Clerk, Sir, I thank Ged, 1 have been ſo well brought up, 
that I can write my Name. | 
All. He hath confeſt, away with him : he is a Vitann 
and a Traytor. 

Cade, Away with him, I ſay: Hang him with his Pen 
and Ink- horn about his Neck. 


— 


[Exit one with the Clerk, 


Enter Michael. 


Afich, Where is our General ? 

Cage. Here | am, thou particular Fellow. ._ 

Aich. Fly.fly.fly,'Sir FHimporcy Srajjord aid his Brother 
are hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cade. Stand Villain, ſtand or Vle fell thee down: he 
ſhall be cncountred witha Man as good as himſelf. He } 
is buta Kzight, isa ? 

Attch. No. 

Cade. To cqual him I will make my ſelf a Knight pre- 
ſcntly ; Riſe up, Sir Tohn Mortimer, Now have at him. 


Oo 3 Enter 
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Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Brother, with Drum 
and Souldicrs. 


Staf. Rebellous Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kerr, 
Mark'd for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages : forſake this Groom. 

The Kang is merciful if you revolt. 

Bro, But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 
[f you go forward ; therefore yield or die. 

Cage. As for theſe Silken-coated Slaves I paſs not, 
It is toyou good People, that I ſpeak, 
Over whom (in time to come) 1 hope to reign : 
Forl am rightful Hcir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plarfterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam was a Gardincr. 

Bro, And what of that ? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, 
married the Duke of Clarence?s Daughtcr, did he not ? 

Stafford. 1 Sir. : 

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth, 

Bro, That's falſe. ; 

Cade. I, there?s the Queſtion; but I fay, *tis true : 
Theelder of them bcing put to Nurlſc, 

Was by a Beggar-woman itoln away, 

And ignorant of his Birth and Parcutage, 
Became a Brickl.zycr, when he came to age. 

His Son amI, deny it if you can. : 

But. Nay, *tis too true, thercfore he ſhall be King, 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimny in my Fathers Houle, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teſt ify it : therctore 
deny ir not. 

Sraf. And will you credit this baſe Drudges words, that 
ſpeaks he knows not what ? 

All. 1 marry will we, therefore get you gone. _ 

Bro. Jack Cad:, the D. of York, hath taught you this. | 

Cade. He lics, for l invented it my ſelf. Go too, Sir- 
rah, tell the King from me : That for his Fathers ſake /7cr- 

the Fifth, (in whoſe time Boys went to Span-counter 


for French Crowns) I am content he ſhall Reign, but Ple 
be Protector over him. 
But. And further more well haye the Lord Says Head, 
for ſelling the Dukedom of arn, 
Cade, And good reaſon : for thereby is England maim'd, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my puiſſance holds 
it up; Feliow-Kings, I tel! you , that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwezlth, and made ir an Eunuch : and 
more than that, he can ſpeak French, and therefore he 1s 
a Iraitor. 
Staff. O groſs and miſcrable 1gnorance. 
Cade, Nay, anſwer if you can: the Frenchmen are 
our Enemies : go toothen: | ask but this, Can he that 
ſpeaks with the Tongue of an Enemy,be a good Councellor, 
Or no ? 
All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 
Bro, Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Aſfayl them with the Army of the King. 
Staf. Herauld away, and throughout every I own, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade, 
That thoſe which fiye before the Battel ends, 
May even in their Wives and Childrens fight, 
Be hang'd up for Example at their Doors: | 
And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. Exit, 
Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me : 
Now ſhew your ſelves Men, ?tis for Liberty. 
We?!l not leave one Lord, one Gentleman : 
Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted Shoons 
For they arethrifty honeſt Men, and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 
Bur. They are all in order, and march towards us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we arc molt out 
of order. Come march forward, 


i ee 


Alarum to the fizht, wherein both the Staffords are ſtain, 
Enter Cade and the reſt. 


Cade, Where's Dick,, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 

But, Here Sir. 

Cade, They tell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and 
thou behaved'lt thy ſelf, as if thou hadſt been in thine 
own Slaughter-houſe : "Therefore thus I will reward thee, 
the Leat ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have 
a Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But, 1 deſire no more. 

Cade, And to ſpeak truth, thou deſerv?ſt no leſs. 

This Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bo- 
dies ſhall be dragd at my Horſes heels, till I do come to 
_—_ where we will have the Mayor*s Sword born be- 
ore us. 

Bur, If we mean to thrive, and do good, break open 
the Goals, and let out the Priſoners. 

Cade, Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come lets march 
towards London, [ Exteunt, 


Enter the King with a Supplication, and the Queen with Syf.- 
folks Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Say. 


Queen. Oft have I heard that Grief ſoftens the Mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weep. 
But who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this, 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breſt - 
But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace? 
Buck, What anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 
Supplication ? 
Ang. Ple ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat : 
For God forbid, ſo many ſimple Souls 
Should periſh by the Sword. And I my ſelf, 
Rather than bloody War ſhall cut them ſhort, 
Will parly with Fack Caae their General. 
But ſtay, Ple rcad it over once again. 
Queen, Ah barbarous Villains: Hath this lovely Face, 
Ruld like a wandring Planet over me, 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? | 
King. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath ſworn to have thy H 
Sy. I, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 
Kirg, How row Madam ? 
Still lamenting and mourning for S«folk?s death ? 
| fear me (Love) if that 1 had been dead, 
Thou would'ſt not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 
Q«. No, my Love, I ſhould not mourn,but dye for thee. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Kins, How now? What news ? Why com'ſt thou in 

ſuch haſt ? 
NVeſ. The Rebels are in Southwark : Flie my 4 >*d; 

Fack Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 

Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence*s Houſe, 

And calls your Grace Uſurper openly, 

And vows to Crown himſelf in Weſtminſter. 

His Army isa ragged multitude 

Of Hinds and Peafants, rude and mercileſs : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 

All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

They call falſe Caterpillars, and intend their death. 
King. O graceleſs Men : they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Kilkngworth, 


Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 


Queen, Ah! were the Duke of Sfolk now alive, 
Theſe Kentsf Rebels ſhould be ſoon appeavg'd. 

King. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Kilingworth, 


Say. So might your Graces perſon be in danger : = 
e 
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The hight of me is odious in their Eyes: 
And therefore in this City will I ſtay, 
And live alone as ſecret as I may. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Fack Cade hath gotten London-bridge, 

The Citizens fly him and forſake their Houſes : 

The Raſcal People thirſting after prey 

Toyn with the Traitor, aud they joyntly ſwear 

To ſpoyle the City and your Royal Court. 
Buck. Then linger not, my Lord, away, take Ecrie, 
King. Conie, Margaret, God our hope will fuccourus. 


Queen. My \:n7e is gone, now Suffolk 1s deceav'd. 
King. Farciwc!, my Lord, truſt not to Kentiſh Rebels. 
Buck, Iru 'y for fear you be betray*d. 
Say. Thet » 18 In MINE INNOCECNCe, 
| And therefore >! and reſolute. [ Excunt. 
Enter Lord Scalc: : wer walking. Then enter two 


or : belew, 
Scales. How now / , 
I, Cit. Nomyl 
For they have won | 
Killing all thoſe that 
The L. Mayor crav- 
Todefend the City ! 
Scales, Such aid + 
But I am troubled t 
The R<bcls have «! [0 win Lic Tower. 
But get you into S 4, aud gather Head, 
And thither will 1 :-::, you Adatthew Goff. 
Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives, 
And ſo farewcl, tur 1 mult hence again. [Exeunt, 


: 5m the Tower 


; va {hall command, 
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Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, and ſtrikes hrs Staff on 
London Stone, 


Cade. Now is Mertimer Lord of this City, 

And here ſitting upIn London-ſtone: 

I charge and command, that of the Citics colt 

The piſling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 

The firſt year of our Reign. 

And now henceforward it ſhall bc Treaſon for ary, 

That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 
Enter a Sou'dier runmne. 

Soul. Jack Cade, Fack Cade. | 

Cade. Knock hint down there. [Taey kill him. 

Bur, If this fellow be wiſe, hell never call ye Zack Cade 

more, I think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together 1n 

Smithfield. 

Cade. Come, then let's go fight with them : 

But firſt, go and ſet London-bridze on Fire, 

Andif you can, burndown the 1ower too, 

Come, let's away. LEXCunt Ones, 

Alarums, Matthew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt, 

Then enter Jack Cade, with his Company. 


Cade. So Sirs: now go ſome and pull down the Savoy : 
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 

But. I have a Suit unto your Lordſhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that word. 

But, Onely that the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth. 

John. Maſs, *twill be ſore Law then, for he was thrult 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and *tis not whole yet. | 

Smith, Nay Fohn, it will be ſtinking Law, for his 
breath ſtinks with toſted Cheeſe. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, 
burn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be the 
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foo, Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 
Untels his Tecth be pulPd out. 

C4, And hcnce-forward all things ſhall be in Com- 
mon. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Alcſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heres the Lord Say, 
which fold the Towns in Fraxce, He that made us pay 
one and twenty fifreens and one Shilling to the pound, 
the laſt Subſlidie. 


Enter Gcorge with the Lord Say. 


C.de. Weil, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times. 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, nov 
art thou within potat-blanck of our Juriſdition Regal. 
W har cariſt thou anſwer to my Majeſty for giving up cf 
Nurmandy unto Monſicur Baſimecs, the Dolphin of 
France? Be it known unto thee by theſe preſents, evcn 
the preſence of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beſon: 
tnat mult ſxecp the Court clean of ſuch filth as thou 
art: Thou halt moſt traiteroully corrupted the youth of 
the Realm in crecting a Grammar School: and where 
as betore, our For<-fathers had no other Books but the 
Score and the Iaily, thou haſt cauſed Printing to be ugd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou 
halt built a Paper-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face, 
that thou haſt Men about thee, that uſually talk of a 
Now and a Verb, and ſuch abominable words, as no 
Ciriſtian car can endure to hear. Thou haſt zppointed 
Juſtices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 
matters they were not able to anſwer. Moreover thou 
haſt put them in Priſon, and becauſe they could not read, 
thou ha!t hang'd them, when (indeed only for that cauſe 
they have been molt worthy to live. Thou do'ſt ride on 
a foot-cloth, do'lt thou not ? 

Szy. Whar of that ? 

Cade, Marry, thou ought not to let thy Horſe wear a 
Cloak, when honeſter Men than thou go in their Hoſe and 
Doublets. 

Dick, And work in their ſhirt too, as my ſelf for ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher. 

Szy, You Men of Kezt, 

Dick, What ſay you of Kent? 

S.:y. Nothing, but this: *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 

Cade, Away with him, away with him, he ſpaks Latin. 

Sy. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will : 
Kent in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, 

[s ternid the civiPft place of all this Iſle : 

Swect is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 

The People iberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 

W hich makfs me hope thou art not yoid of pity. 

[ ſold not AZain, 1 loſt not Normandy. 

Yet to recover them would loſe my life : 

Juſtice with favour have I always done, 

Prayers and Tears have mov*d me, Gifts could never ; 
When have I ought exaQted at your Hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learn'd Clearks, 
Becauſe my Book preferr*d me tothe King. 

And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to Heaven, 
Unleſs you be polleſt with deviliſh Spirits, 

Yecannot but forbear to murther me : 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraign Kings 

For your behoof. 

Cade, Tut, when ſtruckſt thou one blow in the Field ? 

Say. Great Men have reaching hands : oft have I ſtruck 
Thoſe that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. 

Geo. O monſtrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ? 

Say. Theſe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 

Cade. Give him a box oth ear, and that will make %tm 
red again. | 

Say. Long ſitting to determine poor Mens Cauſes 
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Haeth wade me tall of Sicknels and Dilcaſes. 

Cade. Ye inall have a hempen Caudle then , and the 
aclp of a Hatcber. 

Die. Why Colt thou quiver, man ? 

Say. Ihe Palite, and not Fear provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he nodds at us, as who ſhould fay, Vie be 
even with you. Plc ſee if his Head will tand ſtcadicr on a 
| Pole, or no : Take him away, and behead him. 
| Say, Tell me: whcrein have l oftended molt ? 
Have I affected Wealth or Honour ? Speak. 

Are my Chelts f]Pd vp with extorted Gold ? 
| Is my Apparel Sumptuous to behold ? 

W hom have I injur'd, that ye ſeek my Death ? 
Theſc hands are free from guiltleſs blood-ſhedding. 
This Breaſt from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts, 
O Jet me live. 

Cade. 1 feel remorſe in my ſelf with his words : but 
Ple bridle it : he ſhall dye, and be it but for pleading fo 
well for his Life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar 
under his Tongue, he ſpeaks not a Gods Name. Go, take 
him away I ſay, and ſtrike off his Head preſently, and 
then break into his Son in Laws Honfe, Sir F.umes Cromer, 
and ſtrike oft his Head, and bring them both upon two 
Poles hither. 

All, It ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-mc-n z if when you make your Pray*rs, 
God ſhould be fo obdurate as your ſelves : 
How would it fare with your departed Souls ? 
| And therefore yet relent, and ſave my Liie. 

Cade, Away wiih him, and do asI command ye: thc 
proudelt Pecr of the Rcalm ſhall not wear 2 Head on 
his Shoulders, unleſs he pay me tribute : there ſhall not 
a Maid be married, but ſhe ſhall pay me her Maider.- 
head ere they have it : Men ſhall hold of me in Cprre. 
And we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as 
free as Heart can wiſh, or Tongue can tell. 

Dick, My Lord, 

When ſhall we goto Cheapſide, and take up Commoditics 
upon our Bills ? | 

Cade, Marry preſently. 

All. O brave. 

Extcr one with the Heads. . 


Let them kiſs one another : For they loy'd well 
When they were alive, Now part them again, 
Leſt they conſult about th giving up 


| Hexrythe Fifth, that made all Frazce to quake, 
| Shake ke his Weapon at us, and pals by. 
| All. God ſave the King, God ſave the King. 
Cade, What Buckingham and Clifſcrd, are ye ſo brave ? 
And yeu baſe Pezants, do ye believe him, will you needs 
be hang*d with your Pardons atout ycur Necks? Bath 
| my Sword thcretore broke through Zi:cw@r gates, that 
you ſheuld leave me at the White-hart in Scurkmartk, 1 
thought ye would never have given cut theſe Arms till 
you had recovered your ancient Freeeem: bEut you are 
all Recreanrs and Daſtards, and delight to live in ſlavery 
to the Nebility. Let them break ycur backs with bur- 
thcens, take your Houſes over your Heads, raviſh ycur 
Wives ard Daughters before your Faces. For me, I will 
make ſhitt for one, and lo Gods Curſe light upcn you all. 
All, We'll follow Cade. 
We'll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the Son of Her ry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim ycu'll go with kim. 
Will he Conduct you through the heart of Frarce, 
And mak? the meancſt of ycu Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no hume, no place to fly to: 

Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoy], 
Unleſs by robbing of your Frierds, and us. 
Wert not a ſhame, that whiPlt yculivear jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquiſhed 
Should make a ſtart ore Scas, ard yanquiſh you ? 
Methinks alrcady in this civil broy], 
| ſee them Lording it in Lendon Itrects, 
Crying Yiil:ago unto all they meet. 
Better ten tlouſand baſe-born Caacs miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a French-mons Mercy, 
To France, to Frarce, and get what ycu have loſt 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coalt : 
Henry hath Mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our ſide, doubt noi of Victory. 

All. A Clifjord, a Chfford, 
We'll follow rice King and Clfford. 

Cade, Was ever t cater fo iightly blown to ard fro, 
as this mulcitude ? The neme ct Henry the Fifth, hales them 
to an huncred miſchicfs, ard makes them leave me de- 
folate. i ec themiay their Heads together to ſyrprize 


Cade, But is not this brave : | 


Of ſome more Towns in France, Souldicres, 
Defer thz ſpoil of the City until Nig: ; 

For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of Maces, 
We will ride through the Streets, at every Corner 
Have them kiſs. Away. [ Exit. 
Alarum,and Retreat. Enter again Cade,and all his Rabblement. 


Caae. Up Fiſh-ſtreexg, down Saint AMagzes Corner, Kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. 
Sound a Parley. 
What notſe is this I hear ? 
Dare any be ſo bold to ſound Retreat or Parley, 
When 1 command them kill ? 


Enter Buckingham, ard old Clifford. 


Buck, | here they be that dare and will diſturb thee : 
Know, Cade, we come Ambaſlladors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſled, 
And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee,- and go home in peace. 

Clif. What ſay ye, Countrymen, will ye relent 
And yield to Mercy, whiPſt *tis offered you, 
Or let a Rabble lead you to your Deaths. 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his Pardon, 
Fling up his Cap, and fay, God ſave his. Majeſty ;, 


me. My Sword make way for me, for kere is no ſtaying : 
in deÞight or che Levils and Hell, have through the very 
mil: ot you, and Heavens and honour be witneſs, that 
10 wit of Reſoluticn in -me, but only my Followers 
baſe and ignominious Treaſons make me betake meto my 
He. ls. ; [ Exit, 
Buck, What, is he fled ? Go ſome and follow him. 

And he that brings his Head unto the King, 


Shall have a thouſand Crewns for his reward. 

[Exeuxt ſome of them, 
Follow me Souldiers, we'll deviſe a mean, 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Excunt 0mnes. 
Sound Trumpets, Enter King, Queen, and Somerſct On the 
1 arras. 


King. Was ever King that joy?d an Earthly I hrone, 


And could command no more Content thanl ? 
No ſooner was [ crept out of my Cradle, 

But I was made a King at nine months old: 
Was never ſubject long to be a King, | 
AsI dolong and wiſh to be a Subject. | 


Eiter Buckingham and Clifford, 


Buck. Health and glad tydings to your Majeſty." 
King. Why Buck;ntbamzis the Traytor Cade ſurpriz?'d ? 
Or is he but retir*d to make him ſtrong. 


Enter Maultitudes with Halters about their Necks. 


Who hateth him, 2nd honours not his Father, 
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Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yield, 
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Aud humbly thus with halters on thetr necks, 
Expe:t your Highneſs doom of Life or Death. 
K-17. Then Heaven ſet op? thy everlaiting gates, 
To entertain my Vows of I hanks and Praite. 
Sould:crs,this day have you redeem?®d your lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you lov< your Prince and Country : 
Continue {till in this ſo good a mind. 
And Henry though he be unfortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind : 
And ſo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
| do diſmiſs you to your leveral Courtries. 
All, God ſave the King, God ſave ths Kinz. 


Enter a Meſs: nicer, 


Meſ. Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of York. is newly come from Jril.a.d, 
And with a puillanc and mighty Power 
Ot Gallow-gl-ſſes and [tout Kerues, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array 

And ſtill proclaimeth as he comes along, 

His Armies are only to remove from thee =» 

The Duke of Somerſet, whom he termes a T raitor. 

King. Thus ſtands my State, *rwixt Cade and 7 rk 
diſtrelt 

Like to a Ship, that having ſcap'd a Tempeſt, 

Is ſtraightway calm*d and boarded with a Pyrate. 


But now is Cade driven back, his men diſpers'd, 
And now is T-orkin Arms to ſecond him. 
1 pray thee Bucksngham go and meet him, 
And ask him what's the Reaſon of theſe Arms: 
Tell him, I'le ſend Duke Edna to the Tower, 
And Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 
Untill his Army bz diſmiſt from him. 
Somer. My Lord, EL 
Ve yield my felf to priſon willingly, 
Or unto Death, to do my_Country good. 
King. In any caſe, be vot too rough In termes, 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard Language. 
Buck, 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, 
As all things ſhall redovnd unto your goed. 
King. Come Wi ife, let's in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curie my wretched reign. [Exe 


Enter Jack Cade. 


Cade. Fie on Ambition : fie on my ſclfe, that have a 
Sword, and yet am ready to famiſh Theſe hve dayes have 
' hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not peep our, for all 
the Country is laid for me : But now am I hungry, that 
if I might have a leaſe of my life for a thouſand years, | 
could itay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick wall have 
I climb?d into this Garden, to ſee if I can eat Grafs, or 
pick a Sallet another while, which is not amiſs to cool 
2 mans ſtomack this hot weather : and 1 think this word 
Sallet, was born to do me good ; for many a time bur for 
a Sallet, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when [ have been dry, and bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ſerv*d me in ſtead of a quart pot to drink 
in: and now the word Sallct, muſt ſerve me to feed on. 


Enter lden. 


Iden. Lord, who would live tarmoyled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walks as theſe, 
This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenterh me, and worth a Monarchy. 
| ſeek not to wax great by others warning, 
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Sufficeth, that I have maintains my State, 
And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. _ 

Cade. Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſerze me 
for a ſtray, for entring his Fee-ſimple without leave. Ah 
Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a 1000 Crowns 


The. Second part of King Henry the Sixth. 


— 


durs which Þle toſs the Floxre-de-Lace of France, | 


and 
153 
of the King, by carrying my head to him, but Ple make 
thee cat Iron like an Oftridge, and ſwallow my Sword | 
like 2 great pin, Ore thou aad I part. 
[a:n, Why rude Companion, whatſo&re thou be, 

| know thee not, why then ſhould 1 betray thce ? 

['t 10T enough to break iiito my Garden, 

And lize a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds: 
Climbing my Walls in ſpight of me the Owner 

But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcie termes ? 
Ca, Bravethee ? I, by the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on 4 well | have 
cat no meat thele tive dayes, ye: ccme thou and thy five 
men, a3 1t 1 do not lzave you ali as d-ad 25 a Coor nail 
| pray Ged I may never eat graſs more, ; 
 1den. Nay, it tall nere bs taid, while £En7lend tards, 
L tal Avcnangy Io A. Liguire of Kent Y 
Took ods to combate a Poor familt'd man. 

Oppole tay Recfalt gazing eyes to mire, 
Sc- it thou canſt out-tace me 14th thy looks : 
Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the jefſer : 

Toy hand is bur a hrger co my kſt, 

I hy Leg a IeICK Compared with tizis Trancheon, 
My Foot Ihall hglt 1th ail the Erength thou haſt, 

Aud it mice Arm be heaved in ths Air, 
Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth : 
As tor words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers words, 
Let this my Sword report what ſpeech forbears. 
Cage. By my valour: the moſt compleat Chathpion 
Lat ever | heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not out tne burly bond Clown in chines of Beef, e're 
thou ileep in thy Sheath, I beſeech Jove on my knees 
thou may*lt be turned to Hobnails, 
Here they Fight, 


Ol am ſlain, Famine and no other hath ſlain me, let ten 
thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me but the 
ten meals I have loſt, and Pde defye them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell 1n this houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoul of 
Cade 1s fled. I 

I1den.lgt Cade that | have flain,that monſtruous Traitor ? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 

And hang thee o're my Tomb when I am Dead. 
Ne're ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou ſhalt wear it as a Heralds Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour thy Maſter gor. 

Cage. J1den farewell, and be proud of thy victory : Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her b<{t man, ard exhort all 
the World to be Cowards: for I that never feared any 
am vanquiſhed by Famine, not by Velour. { Dies. 

12. How muci thou wrong{t me, Heaven be my Judge 3 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 
And as | thrult thy Body in with my Sword, 
So wiih I, I might thruſt thy Soul to Hell. 
Hence will | drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be thy Grave, 
And there cut of thy moſt ungracious Head, 
Which 1 will bear in Triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy Irunk for Crows to feed upon. 


[Exit, 


Enter York , and his Army of Iriſh, with 


Drum and Colours. 


York, From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble #erry*s head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonhres clear and bright, 
To entertain great Englands lawfull King. 
Ah Santta Majeſtas : who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey that knows not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought bat Gold, 
| cannot give due aCtion to my words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance ir. 
A Scepter ſhall it have, have I a Soul, 
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Enter Buckingham. 


Whom. have we here ? Buckingham to diſturb me ? 
The King hath ſent him ſure : Imnſtdiſſemble. 

Buck, York, if thou meaneſt well, 1 greet the well. 

York.. Humfrey of Buckingham, 1 accept thy grecting. 
Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of pleaſure ? 

Buck,. A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Arres in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 
Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court ? 

Yor, Scarce can I ſpeak my Choler 1s ſo great. 
Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
| am ſo angry at theſe abject terms. 

And now like 4jax Telamonius, 

On Sheep or Oxen could I ſpend my fury. 

[ am far better born than is the King : 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muſt make. fair Weather yet a while, 

Till Henry .be more weak, and I more ſtrong. 

O Bucknebam, 1 prithee pardon me, 

That I have given no aniwer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep Melanchclly. 

' | The cauſe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somcrſer from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Buck, That is too much preſumption on thy part, 
But if thy Armecs be to no other end, | 
The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 

The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 

York... Upon thine Honour is he Priſoner ? 

Buc.. Upon mine Honour he is Priſoner. 

York,, Then Buckingham, 1 do diſmiſs my Powers. 
Souldiers, I thank you all : diſperſe your ſclves : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges field, 

You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh. 
And let my Soveraign, vertuous Henry , 
Command my eldelt, nay all my Sons, 

As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 

| le ſend them all as willing as 1 live: 

Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may dye. 

Buck.. York, I commend this kind ſubmiſſion, 
| We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 


Enter King and Attendaits. 


King. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm ? 
York, In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
| York doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. ; 
King. Then what intend theſe Forces thou doſt bring ? 
York. To have the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
 IWhomr ſince I heard to be diſcomfited. 


Entcy Iden with Cades Head. 


1den. If one ſo rude, and of ſo mean condition 
May paſs into the preſence of a King: 
Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitors Head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. | 
King. The head of Cade ? great God ! how juſt art thou ? 
O let me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that ſlew him ? 
Jden. 1 was ant like your Majeſty. 
King.” How art thou calPd ? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. Alexander 1den, that's my name, 
A poor Eſquire of Kent, that love the King, 
Buck,, So pleaſe you my Lord, *rwere not amiſs 


r 


He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 
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King. Iden, kneel down, riſe up a Kright : 
We give thee for reward a thouſand Merks, 
And will, that' thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden, May 1den live to merit ſuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


Enter Queen and Somerſct. 


King. See Buckingham, Somerſet comes wit : 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke: ___ 
Qreen, For thouſand Yorks he ſhall not hide his Head 
Bur boldly ſtand and front him to his Face. n 
York. How now ? Is Somerſet at liberty ? 
Then 7k unlooſe thy long impriſoned thoughts 
And let thy Toung be equal with thy Heart. ; 
Shai I endure the {1ght of Somerſer ? 
Falſe King, why halt thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe ? 
King did I call thee? no, thou art no King : 
Not fit to Govern, and rule multitudes, 
W hich curit not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor. 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown : 
Thy hand is made to graſp a Palmers Staff, 
And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter. 
That Gold mult round engirt the Brows of mine 
Whoſe ſmile and frown, like Achilles Spear s 
ls able with the change, to kill and cure. 
Here is a Haud to hold a Scepter up, 
And with the ſame to act controlling Laws : 
Give place: by Rcaven thou ſhalt Rule no more 
Orre him, whor1 Heaven created for thy Ruler. 
Som, O jMonſtrous Traitor ! I arreſt thee York 
Ot Capital Treaſon *gainſt the King and Crown - 
_ ag and Fans kneel for Grace. 
ok, Would'it have me kneel ? Firſt let 
If they can brook ; I bow a knee to man ! A 
Sirrah, cal] in my Sons to be my Bail : 
| know e're they will let me go tro Ward, 
They'll pawn their Swords for my enfranchiſement. 
Queen, Call hither Chford, bid him come amain 
To Tay, if that the Baſtard Boys of York , 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 
York. O bloud b<ſpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-calt of Naples, England's bloody Scourge : 
The Sons of York, thy Betters in their Birth, 
Shall be thcir Fathers Bail, and bane to thoſe 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boys. 
Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, I'le warrant they'll make it good. 
Os TIP! Enter Clifford. 
ueen. And here comes Cl:fford to deny thei 
Clif. Health and all happineſs to the Lord the Kew 
York, I thank thee Clifford. Say, what news with thee ? 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry look : ; 
We are thy Soveraign, Clifford, kneel again ; 
For thy miitaking ſo, We pardon thee. 
Cliff. This is my King, York, I do not miſtake 
But thou miſtak*ſt me much to think I do, ; 
To Bealam with him, is the man grown mad ? 
. King, I Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. 
Cliff. He isa Traitor, let him to the Tower, + 
And crop away that faCtious Pate of his. 
Queen, He is arreſted, but will rot obey : 
His Son ( he fayes ) ſhall give their words for him. 
York,. Will you not, Sons ? 
Eam. I], Noble Father, if our words will ſerve. 
Rich, And if words will not, then our Weapons ſhall. 
Cliff. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here ? 
York. Look in a Glaſs, and call thy Image fo. 
l am the King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chains, 
T hey may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick, come to me. 
Enter 
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Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 


Clif. Are theſe thy Bears ? We'll bait thy Bears to dcath, 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
[f thou darlit bring them to the baiting place. 
Rich, Oft have l ſeen a hot owre-weening Cur 
Run back and bite, becauſe he was with-hield, 
Who bcing ſuffer'd with the Bears fcll paw, 
Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cryd, 
And ſ:ch a picce of ſervice wil you do, 
If you ſuppoſe your ſclves to match Lord 3{armrjch. 
Clif. Hence heap of Wrath, foul indigcited Lump, 
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 
York. Nay, we fhall heat you thoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take heed leit by your heat you burn your ſelves, 
King. Why Warwick hath thy Knee iorgot to bow ? 
Old Salisbrry, ſhame to thy ſilver Hair, 
Thou mad miſleader of thy Brain-ſick Son, 
What wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Ruiſiar: ? 
And ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles ? 
Oh whcre is Faith ? Oh where is Loyalty ? 
If it be baniſt'd from the Frolty head, 
Vhere ſhall it find a harbour in the Earth ? 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
And ſhame thine Honourable Age with Blood ? 
Why art thon old, and wantlt experience ? 
Or whcrefore do?lt abuſe ir, if thou haſt it ? 
For ſhame in duty bend thy Knee to me 
That bows unto the Grave with Milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſelf 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 
And in my Conſcience, do repute his Grace, 
Che Rightful Heir to Englands Royal Scat. 
King. Halt thou not iworn Allegiance unto me ? 
Sal. | have. 
Kin.Canſt thou diſpenſe with Heaven for ſuch an Oath? 
Sal. It is a great finto ſwear unto a fin : 
But greater lin to keep a ſinful Oath : 


+ Whocan be bormd by any ſolemn Vow 


To do a murd*rons deed, to Rob a manz 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgins Chaſtity, 
Toreave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuſtond right, 
And have no other reaſon for his wrong, 
But that ke wzs bound by a folemn Oath ? 
Vu, A ſubtle Traytor needs no Sophilter. 
King. Call Bruck:ngham, and bid him arm himſelf. 
York, Call Buckinoham, and all the Friends thou haſt, 
[ am reſolv'd for Death and Dignity. 
Old Clif. The firſt I warrant thee,if Dreams prove true. 
War. You were belt togo to Bed, and dream again, 
To keep thee from the Tempelt of the Field. 
014 Cliff. lam reſoly'd to bear a greater ſtorm, 
Than any thou canſt Conjure up to day : 
And that Ple write npon thy Burgoncr, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houſes Badge. 
[/:7, Now by my Fathers Badg, old Ner:ls Creſt, 
The rampant Bear chain'd to the ragged Staff, 
This day Ple wear aloft my Burgoner, 
As on a Mountain top, the Cedar ſhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any ſtorm, 
Even ſo atfright thee with the view thereot. 
Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet, Ple rend thy Bear, 
And tread it under foot withall contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 
To. Clif. Ard ſo to Arms victorious noble Father, 
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. _ 
Rich, Fic, Charity for ſhame, ſpeak not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with Jeſu Chrilt to night. 
To. Clif. Foul Stigmatick,that's more than thou canlt tell. 
Rich, \f not in Heaven, yow'l ſurely ſup 1n Hell. [Exemor, 
Enter Warwick. 
War, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls: 


[| And it thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear, 

| Now when the 2ngry I rumpet ſounds Alarum, 

And dead Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 

| Cl:ord, I ſay, come forth and fight with me, 

| Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

' VW/arm«h 1s hoarie with calling thee to Arms. 

Enter York. 
* War. How now my Noble Lord ? What all a-foo: ? 
15h, Thedeadly handed Chford flew my Stecd : 

| But match to match I have encountred him, 

| And made a prey for Carrion, Kytes and Crow's, 

; Lven of the bonny Beaſt he loy'd fo well. 

| Etcy Clifford. 


{1., Ofoneor both of us the time is come. 
{ rh. Hold I/arwick : ſeek thee out ſome other Chaſe, 
For | my felt muſt hunt this Deer to death. 
War. Then nobly York, ?tis for a Crown thou fight'it - 
As lintend, Clifford, to thrive today, 
[t grieves my Soul to leave thee unaflaiPd. [Exit.,\Var. 
Cl;f. What ſceſt thou in me, York ? 
Why dolt thou pauſe ? 
York, With thy brave bearing ſhouldI be in love, 
But that thou art ſo faſt mine Enemy. 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy Prowefs want praiſe and eſteem. 
But that *tis ſhewn ignobly, and in Treaſon. 
York, So letit help me agaiuſt thy Sword, 
| AsI1 in Juſtice, and true Right expreſs ir. 
Cl:f. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 
Tok, A creadful day, addreſs thee inſtantly, 
Clif. La fin Corronne les oevres. [ Dies. 
York, Thus War hath given thee Peace , for thou art 
{t11l, Peace with his Soul, Heaven if it be thy will. 
Enter yourg Cliftord. 
Clif. Shame and Confuſion all is on the rout, 
Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. O War thou Son of Hell, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their Miniſter, 
Throw inthe frozen boſoms of our Part, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let noSouldiers flye, 
| Ke that 1s truly dedicate to War 
Hathno Self-love : nor he that loves himſcIf, 
Hath not ellentially, bur by circumſtance 
The name of Valour. Oletthe vile World end, 
And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, 
| Enit Earth and Heaven together, 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularitics, and petty ſounds 
To ccaſe. Wayt thou ordained (O dear Father) 
Toloſethy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 
TheSllver Livery of adviſed Age, | 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 
To dic in Ruffian Battel ? Even at this ſight, 
My heart'is turn'd to ſtone : and while*ris mine, 
[t ſhall be tony. York, not our old men ſpares; 
No more will | their Babes, Tears Virginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 
Ard Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall ro my flaming Wrath, be Oyl and Flax: 
Henceforth, 1 wi!l not have to do with plty, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of Tors, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it, | 
As wild 4:dez, young Abſwris did. 
In cruclty, will I ſeek out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruin of old Cl/ifords houſe : 
As did eEzeas old Anchiſes bear, 
So bear I thee upon my manly ſhoulders : 
But then, e/&zeas bare a living load ; 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine. 


—_— 


Enter Richard , an4 Somerſet to fight, 


Rich. Solie thou there : 
For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry figne, 
The Caſtle in St. Albans, Somerſet 


Hath 
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Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathful ſtill : 
Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 

Fight, Excurſions. 


Enter King, Queen, and others, 


Qu. Away my Lord, you are ſlow, for ſhame away. 
King. Can we out-run the Heavens * Good Margarer 


ſtay. 
Q«, What are you made of ? Yowl not hght nor flye : 

Now 1s it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 
To give the Enemy way, and to ſecure us 
But what we can, which can no more but flye. 

| [ Alarum afar off. 
If yov be tane, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect) 
We ſhall to London get, where you are lov'd, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ſtopt. 


Enter Clifford. 


Chf. But that my Hearts on future miſchict ſct, 
I would ſp:ak Blaſphemy ere bid you fye : 
But flye you muſt : Uncureable diſcomhre 
Reigns in the hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
Toſee their Day,” and then our Fortune give. 
Away my Lord, away. [Excunt, 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard, Warwick, and 

Souldiers, with Drum and Colours, 


York, Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 


That Winter Lyon, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contul.ons, and all bruſh off time : 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion. This happy day 
ls not it ſelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt. 

Rich. My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horſe, 
Three times beitrPd him : Thrice 1 led him off, 
Per{waded him from any further Act - 
But ſtill where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houle, 
So was his V V1ll in his O14 feeble Body. 
But Noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter Salisbury. 


Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day : 
By th* Maſs ſo did we all. 1 thank you Richard, 
God knows how long it is I have tolive : 
And it hath pleasd him that three times to day 
You have detended me from Eminent Death. 
| VVell Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
'Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature. 
York, 1 know our ſafety is tofollow them, 
For (as hear) the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purive him ere the V Vrits go forth. 
W hat ſays Lord Warwick, ſhall we after them ? 
War. After them / nay, before them, if we cn : 
Now by my hand (Lords) *twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albans battel won by famous York, 
Shall we be eterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, 


And more ſuch days as theſe to us befall. [ Exexnxt. 
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Attus Primus. 


| 


Scena Prima. 


Alarum, Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolk, Moun- 
taguz, Warwick, and Soulaters. 


IWarwick. 
Wonder how the King eſcap*d our Hands ? 
| Pl. While we purſu'd the Horſemen of the North, 
He lily ſtole away, and left his Men : 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Warlike Ears could never brook retreat, 
Chear?d up the drooping Army, and himlfelt. 
Lord C:fordand Lord Srafforg all abreaſt 
Charg'd our main Battels Front: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of Common Souldiers Jain. 
Eadw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either ſlain or wounded dangerous. 
I cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow : 
Thar this is true ( Father) behold his Blood. 
Mount. And Brothet,here?s the Earl of Hilrſhires Blood, | 
Whom 1 encountred as the Battels joywd. 
Rich. Spcak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
Plan, Richard hath beſt deſery'd of all my Sons : 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſer ? 
Nor. Such hope have all the Line of Jobn of Gaunt. 
Rich. Thus do | hope to ſhake King, Henry's Head. 
' War. And ſo dol, victorious Prince of Tork. 
Before I ſce thee ſeated in the T hrone, 
Which now the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 
I vow by Heaven, theſe Eyes ſhall never cloſe. 
This is the Palace of the fcarful King, 
And this the Regal Seat : polleſs it Tk, 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 
Plan. Aſſiſt me then, ſweet Warnick, and I will, 
For hither we have broken in by force. 
Norf. We'll all aſliſt you : he that flies ſhall dye. | 
Plant, Thanks-gentle Norfolk, ſtay by me my Lords, | 
And Souldicrs ſtay 2nd lodge by me this Night. 
| [They go up. 
War. And when the King comes, off.r him no violence, 
Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you ont perforce. 
Plant. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we ſhall be of her Coanſel, 
By Words or Blows here let us win our right. 
Rich, Arnvd as we are, lets ſtay within this Houſe. 
War. The bloody Pariiament ſhall this be called, 
Unleſs Plantagence, Duke of York, be King, 
And baſhtul Henry depoy'd, whole Cowardize 
| Hath made us by- words to our Enemies. 
Plane. Then leave me not, my Lords be reſolute, 
mean to take poſl:flion of my Right. 


War, Neither the King, nor he that loves him beſt, 
The proucelt he that holds up Lancaſter, 
Dares [tir a Wing, if Warwick ſhake his Bells. 
Ple plant Plantagener, root him up who dares : 
Reſolve thee &Kichard, claim the Engliſh Crown. 


Enter King Henry, Clifttord, Northumberland, Weſtmer- 
land, Exeter, and the reſt. 


Hen, My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel fits, 
Even in the Chair of State : belike he means, 
Back'd by the Power of Warwick, thar falſe Peer, 
To aſpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King. 
Earl of Northumberland, he ſlew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord Chfford,and you have both vow'd revenge 
On him, his Sous, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
Noth, If 1 be not, Heavens be reveng?d on me. 
. CON The hope thereof makes Clifeard mourn in 
rect. 
Weſt. Whit, ſhall we ſuffer this ? Let's pluck him down, 
My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 
Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weſtmerland. 
Clifford. Patience is for Poltroons, and ſuch is he : 
He durſt not fit there had your Father liv'd. 
My Gracious Lord, here 1n the Parliament 
Let us allayl the Family of York, 
Aorth, Well hait thou ſpoken, Couſin be it ſo. 
Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
And they have Troops of Souldiers at their beck ? 
Wm. But when the Duke is lain, they*ll quickly flye. 
Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry's Heart. 
To make a Shambl:s of the Parliament Houſe. 
Cou'in of Exeter, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Henry means to uſe : 
Thou Factious Duke of York, deſcend my Throne, 
And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 
| am thy Soveraign, 
Y%, 1 am thine. 


Fxer. For ſhame come down, he made thee Duke of | 
Tork, | 
Tork, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Ex«t. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crown. 
WWayrw. Exctcr thou art a Traytor to the Crown, 
In following this uſurping Henry. 
Cliff. Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King ? 
War. True,Clfford, and that's Richard Duke of York, 


Henry. And ſhall I ſtand, and thon fit in my Throne ? 
Y;rk, It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy ſelf. 
Wir. Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 
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Weſtm. He is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 
And that the Lord of Weſt-erland ſhall maintain. 
War. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You torget, 
That vie are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 
March'd through the City tothe Palace Gates. 
North, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief. 
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
Weſt. Plantaganet, of thee and theſe thy Sons, 
Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Pl: have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my Fathers Veins. 
Cliff. Urge it no more, leaſt that inſtead of words 
I ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a Meſſenger, 
As ſhall revenge his death, before ſtir. 
War. Withou,w how I ſcorn his worthleſs T hreats. 


—— 


Plant, Wi you, weſhew our Title to the Crown * 


If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 

Hen. Whart Title halt thou, Traitor, to the Crown ? 

My Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 

I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

V'Vho made the Dolphin and the French to itoop, 

And ſeiz'd upon their Towns and Provinces. 

IWar. Talk not of France, fith thou haſt lolt it all. 

Henry. The Lord Protettor loſt it, and not 1 ; 

V Vhen 1 was Crown'd I was but nine months 01d. 
Rich. You arc old enough now, 

And yet methinks you loſe : 

Father, tear the Crown from the Uſerpers Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do ſo, ſet it on your Head. 
Mowt. Good Brother, 

As thon lov?lſt and honoreſt Arms, 

Let's fight it out, and not ſtand caveliing thus. 

Rich. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King wil) 
flye. 

Pl.:nt., Sons, peace. 

Hen. Peace thou, and give King Hexry leave to ſpeak. 

War. Plantagenet (hall ſpeak rſt : Hcar him Lords, 

And be you fitent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 

Hen. Think*ſt thou that 1 will leave my Kingty Throne, 

'VVhcrein my Grandfire and my Father fat * 

No : firſt ſhall V Var unpeople this my Realm); 

[, and their Colours often born in Fr.:ce, 

And now in England, to our hearts great ſorrow, 

Shall be my V Vinding-ſheet, why faint you Lords ? 

My Title*s good, and better far than his. 

' War, Bur prove it, Hy, and thou ſhalt be King, 

| Hen, Hen: y the Fourth by Conquelt got the Crown. 

Plant, *T was by Rebellion againſt his King. 

Hen, 1 know nct what to ſay, my Titles weak : 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 

Plant, VVhat.h-nY | 
Hen. If he may, then am lawful King : 

For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 

Reſfign'd the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 

V Vhoſe Heir my Father was, and I am his, 

Plant. Ae role againſt him, being his Soveraign, 

And made him to reſign his Crown perforce. 

Way. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did it unconitraprd, 

Think you ?rwere prejudicial to his Crown ? 

Exet. No: for he could not ſo relign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir ſhould ſaccced and reign. 
Hen, Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Ex«t. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Flant. V Vhy whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not ? 
Exct, My Conſcience tells me; he is lawful King. 
Hen. A'\ will revolt from me, and turn to lym. 
North, Plantazenet, fur all the claim thou lay*ſt, 
Think not. that Henry ſhall be depos'd. 
War. Ds pogd he ſhali be in deſpight of all. 
Nortiumb, Thou art deceiv'd : 

'Tis not thy Souchern pow-r 

Of Effex, Norfolk, S{/lk,, nor of Kent, 


Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 
Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. 

Cliff. King Henry, be thy Title right or Wrengs 
Lord C!ifora vows to fight in thy defence : 

May that ground gape, aud ſwallow me alive ; 
Where I ſhall kneel to him that flew my Father. 
Hen, Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart. 

Plant. Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy Crown : 

What mutter you, or what conſpire you, Lords ? 
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, 
Or I will fill the Houſe with armed men, 
And o're the Chair of Siate where now he ſits, 
Write up his Title with uſurping Blood, 
He ſtamps with his foot, and the Souldiers 
ſhew themſelves. 

Hi, My Lord of Warwick,, hear me but one word; 
Let me for this time reign as King. 

Fl:;1t, Conhrm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs 
And thou ſhalt Reign in quiet while thou liv*ſt, ! 

Hem, 1 am content : Richard Plantagener 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceaſe. 

Cl:ff. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son ? 

Har. What good 1s this to Ergland, and himſelf ? 

He. Baſe, fearful, and deſpairing Hexry. 

Cf. How halt thou injur®d both thy ſelt and us? 

Weſt. 1 cannct ſtay to hear theſe Articles. 

Northw..b. Nor l. 

Cl:f/. Ceme Coulin, let us tell the Queen theſe News. 
Wiz. Farewel fairt-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whoſe cold blood no ſpark of honour bides. 

North, Be thou a prey unto the Houſe of T rk, 


And dic in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Cl. bn dreadful War, mayſt thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon'd and deſpisd. 
War. Turn this way, '{cnry, and regard them not. 
Exeter. I hey ſeek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
Hen, Ah Exeter. 
War. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord ? 
Hen, Not for my ſelf, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 
V/hom I unnaturally ſhall diſinherir, 
But be it as it may : I here cntayl 
The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for ever, 
Conditionally, that here you take an Oath, 
Toceaſethis Civil-war : and whiPIt 1 live, 
To honour me 3s thy King and Soveraign : 
Neither by Treaſon nor Hoſtility, 
To ſeck to put me down, and Reign thy ſelf. 
Tlant, This Oath willingly take, ard will perform. 
IV'zr. Long live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace him. 
Hen, And lorg live thou, and theſe thy forward Sons. 
Tlint, Now York and Lancaſter are reconciPd. 
Exct. Accurlt be he that fecks to make them foes. 
Soner, Here they come down, 
Plant. Farewel, my gracious Lord, Fle to my Caſtle. 
War. And Ple keep London with my Souldiers. 
No:f. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
A:ount. And 1 unto the Sea from whence I came. 
Hen. AndI with grief and ſorrow to the Court. 
Enter the Queer, 
F xt, Here comes the Queen, 
V V hoſe looks bewray, her anger 
Ple ſteal away. 
 Hinry, Exeter, fo will I. 
Cue, Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee; 
Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and 1 will ſtay. 
ren, V \ ho can de patient in ſuch extreams ? 
A wretched Man, would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſcen thee, n« ver born thee Son, 
Secing thou haſt prov*d ſo unnatural a Father, 
Hath he deſcrv% to loſe his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadlit thou but lov*d him half ſo much as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him, as I did with my blood ; 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt Heart-blood there, 
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Rather than made that ſavage Duke thine Heir, 

And diſ-inherited thine only Son. _ 

Prin, Father, you cannot diſ-inherit me : 

If you be King, why ſhould not I ſucceed ? 

Hen, Pardon me, Margaret, pardon me, ſweet $95n, 

The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc'd me. 

Queen, Enforc'd thee ? art thou King, and wilt be ford? 

[ ſhame to hear thee ſpeak : ah rimorous Wretch, 

Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me, 

And given unto the Houſe of Tork ſuch head, 

As thou ſhalt Reign but-by their ſufferance. 

To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 

What is it, but to make thy Sepulchre, 

And creep into it far before thy tine ? 

Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calzce, 

Stern Falconbr:dge commands the Narrow Seas, 

The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 

And yer ſhalt thou be ſafe ? ſuch ſafety finds 

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 

The Souldiers ihould have toſs*d me on their Pikes, 

Before I would have granted to that Act. 

Burt thou preferr*ſt thy life before thine honour, 

And ſeeing thou do'lt, 1 here divorce my ſelf, 

Both from thy Table, Hepry, and thy Bed, 

Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 

Whereby my Son is diſ-inherired. 

The Northern Lords, that have forſworn thy Colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread : 

And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul diſgrace, 

And utter ruine of the Houſe of 2 ork. 

Thus dol leave thee : Come Son, let's away, 

Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them, 

Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hcar me ſpeak. 

Queen. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already : get thee 

gone. | 

Hen. Gentle Son Edward, thon wilt ſtay with me ? 
ween, l, to bz murther'd by his Enemies. = 

Prin, When I return with victory from the Field, 


 Ple ſee your Grace: till then Ple follow her. 


Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 
Hen, Poor Queen, | 

How love to me, and to her Son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 
Reveng?d may ſhe be on that hateful Duke, 

W hole haughty Spirit, winged with delire, 

Will coſt my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the Fleſh of me, and of my Son. 

The loſs of thoſe three Lords torments my Heart : 
Ple write unto them, and entreat them fair z 
Come, Couſin, you ſhall be the Meſlenger. 
Exet. And I hope ſhall reconcile them all. [Exit, 


' Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 


Rich. Brother, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 
Edw, No, I can better play the Orator. 
Mon. But I have reaſons ſtrong and forcible. 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Yor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, at a ſtrife ? 
What is your Quarrel ? how began ic firſt 
Edw. No Quarrel, but a light Contention. 
Yor. About what ? 
Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 
Yor. Mine, Boy ? not until King Henry be dead. 
Rich, Your Right depends not on his life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving the Houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, Father, in the end. | 
Yor. I took an Oath, that he ſhould quietly Reign. 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 


| would break a thouſand Oaths to Reign one year. | 
Richard, No: God forbid, your Grace ſhould be for- 
lworn. 
Yor. I ſhall be, if I claimby open War. 
: NG Ple prove the contrary, if you'l hear me 
ipcak. 
Yor. Thon canſt not, Son, *tis impoſſible. 
Rich, An Oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful Magitſtrate, 
That hath authority over him that ſwears. 
Hc::ry had none, but did uſurp the place. 
Then ſecing 'twas he that made you to depote, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How ſweet a thing it is to weara Crown, 
Within whoſe Circuit is Elyſwm, 
And all that Poets feign of Bliſs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reit, 
Until the White Roſe that I wear, be dy*d 
Even in the luke-warm blood of Henry's Heart. 
Yor. Richard, enough : 1 will be King, or die. 
Brother, thou ſhalt ro London preſently, 
And whzt on Warwick, to this Enterprize. 
Thou, &:chard, ſhalt be Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kenriſh-men will willingly riſe. 
In theml1 truſt ; for they are Souldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ*d, what reſteth more, 
But that I ſeek occaſion how to riſe ? 
And yet the King not privy to my drifr, 
Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


Erter Gabriel. 


But ſtay, what News? why conſt thou in ſuch poſt ? 

Gabricl, The Queen, 

With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
intend hereto beſiege you in your Caſtle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thouſand Men : 
And therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord. 

Yor, I, with my Sword. | 
What? thinkſt thou, that we fear them ? 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother Afontagae ſhall poſt to London, 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reſt, 
Whom we have left ProteCtors of the King, | 
With powerful Policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 

And trult not ſimple Henry, nor his Oaths. 

AMoun. Brother, I go: Ple win them, fear it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I do take my leave. 

[Exit Mountague. 


Enter Mortimer, and his Brother, 


Yor. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, | 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to beſiege us. 
John. She ſhall not need, we'll] meet her in the Field. 
Yor, What, with five thouſand Men ? 
Rich, 1, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman's General : what ſhould we fear ? 


[A march afar of. 
Eaw, I hear their Drums : | 
Let's ſet our Men in order, 
And iſlue forth, and bid them Battel ſtreight. 
Yor. Five Men to twenty though the odds be great, 
| doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battel have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why ſhould I not now have the like ſucceſs ? 
Alarum, Exit, 
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Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


Rut. Ah; whither ſhall I flye, to ſcape their hands ? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford. 
Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Prieſthood ſaves thy life, 
As for the Brat of this accurſed Duke, 
W hoſe Father ſlew my Father, he ſhall die. 
Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him company. 
Chf. Souldiers, away with him. 
Tutor. Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, 
| Leſt thou be hated both of God and Man. [ Exit. 
Cl:f. How now ? is he dead already ? 
r is it fear that makes him cloſe his Eyes ? 
'le open them. 
Rut, So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws : 
And ſo he walks, inſulting o're his Prey, 
And ſo he comes to rend his Limbs aſunder. 
Ah, gentle Cliford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak, before 1 die : 
I am too mean a ſubje&t q thy wrath, | 
Be thou reveng*d on Men, and let me live. 
Clif. In vain theo peak, poor Boy 
My Fathers blocd hath ſtop*t the paſlage 
' Where thy words ſhould enter. 
Rur. Then let my Fathers blood open it again, 
Heisa Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me : 
No, if 1 digg'd up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
| And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart. 
The fight of any of the Houſe of Tork, 
Is as a fury to torment my Soul : 
And till I root out their accurſed Line, 
And l:ave not onealive, 1 live1in Hell. 
Therefore 
Rut. Oh let me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee, I pray, ſweet C/fford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier*s point affords. 
Rut. 1 never did thee harm : why wilt thou ſlay me ? 
| Clif. Thy Father hath. | 
Rut. But *twas e're I was born. 
Thou haſt one Son, for his ſake pity me, 
Leaſt in revenge thercof, ſich God is jult, 
He be as miſerably {lain as I, 
'Ab, let me live in Priſon all my days, 
{And when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Clif. No cauſe ? thy Father ſlew my Father : there- 
fore die. 
Rut. Dit faciant Iaudis ſumma ſit iſta tus, 
Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantagener. 
And this thy Sons blood cleaying to my Blade, 
[Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy blood 
CongeaPd with this,-do make me wipe off both. 


# 


[Exit, 


Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of York, 


Yor. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field : 
My Uncles both are ſlain in reſcuing me, 
And all my followers to the eager Foe | 
Turn back, and fiye, like Ships before the wind, 
Or Lambs purſu'd by hunger-ſtarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 
But this 1 know, they haye demean'd themſelves 
Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. 
| Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thrice cry'd, Courage, Father, fight it out : 
And full as oft came Edward to my ſide, 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt 


— 


| 


[n blood of thoſe that had encountred hitn : 

And when the hardieſt Warriers did retire, 

Richard cry'd, Charge, and give no foot of ground, 

And cry'd, a Crown, or elſe a glorious Tomb, 

A Scepter or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

With this we charg?*d again: but out alas, 

We bodg'd again : as 1 have ſeen a Swan 

With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the Tide, 

And ſpend her ſtrength with overmatching Waves, 
[4 ſhort Alarum within, 

Ah hark, the fatal followers do purſue, 

And 1 am faint, and cannot flye their fury, 

And were | ſtrong, I would not ſhun their fury. 

The Sands are numbred, that make up my Life, 

Here mult I ſtay, and here my Life muſt end. 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, che young 


Prince and Souldters, 


Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
I dare you quenchleſs fury to more rage : 
| am your But, and I abide your ſhot. 
North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagener. 
Chf. I, ro ſuch mercy, as his ruthleſs Arm 
With down-right payment, ſhew'd unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled fromais Carre, 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 
Yor. My Aſhes, asthe Phenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all : 
And 1n that hope, 1 throw mine Eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you can inflict me with. 
Why come you not ? what ? multitudes, and fear ? 
Clif. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no further, 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 
So deſperate Thieves, all hopeleſs of their lives, 
Breath out inveCtives?gaiaſt the Officers. 
Yor. Oh Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o're-run my former-time : 
And if thou canſt, for bluſhing, view this Face, : 
And bite thy Tongue, that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 
Whoſe frown hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 
Clif. 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blows twice two for one. 
Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes 
[ would prolong a while the Traytors Life : | 
Wrath makes him deaf; ſpeak thou, Northumberland, 
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
W hat valour were it, when a Curr doth grin, 
For one to thrult his Hand between his Teeth, 


| When he might ſpurn him with his foot away ? 


It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one, 1s no impeach of Valour. 
Clif. I, I, fo ſtrives the Woodcock with the Gynn. 
North, Sodoth the Cony ſtruggle in the Net. 
Yor. So triumph Thieves, upon their conquer*d Booty, 
So true Men yield, with Robbers ſo o're-matchr. 
North. What would your Grace have done unto kim now ?; 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Cliffordand Northumbertand, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught at Mountains with out+ſtre:ched Aarms, 
Yet parted but the ſhadow with his hand. 
What, was it you that wonld be' Enyland's King ? 
Was'r you that revelPd in our Parliament, 
And made a Preachment of your high Deſcent ? 
Where are your meſs of Sons to back you now ? 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George ? 
And wheres that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Matinies ? 
Or with the reſt, where is your Darling R2land ? 
Look York, I ſtain*d this Napkin with the blood 
Thar yaliant Clifford, with his Raplers point, 
Made iſſue from the boſom of the Boy, 
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And if thine Eyes can water for his Death, 
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| give thee this to dry thy Checks withal. 

Alas poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, 

[ ſhould lament thy miſerable ltate. 

[ pritlice grieve, to make me merry, York. 

What hath thy fiery Hcart ſo parchc thine entrails, 

That not a Tear can fall to Rutland's Death, 

| Why art thou patient, Man ? thou ſhouldſt be mad : 

And 1, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus, 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may ſing and dance. 

Thou would'ſt be fee'd, 1 ſee, to make me ſport : 

York, cannot ſpeak, unleſs he wear a Crown. 

A Crown for Tork; and, Lords, bow low to him : 

Hold you his Hands, whillt I do ſet it on. 

I marry, Sir, now looks he like a King: 

[, this is he that took King Henry's Chair, 

And this is he was his adopted Heir. 

But how 1isit, that great Plantagenet 

Is Crown'd ſo ſoon, and broke your ſolemn Oath ? 

As I bethink me, you ſhould nor be King, 

Till our King Henry had ſhook hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Henry's Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 

Now in this Life againſt the holy Oath ? 

Oh 2tis a fault too too unpardonable. 

Off with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head, 

And whilſt we breath take time to do him dead. 

| Clif. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake. 
Ou en, Nay ſtay, les here the Ortzons he makes. 

York, She-Wolf of Fraxce, 

\ But worſe than Wolves of France, 

Whoſe Tongue more poyſon's than the Adders Tooth : 

How ill-beſeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune Captivates ? 

But that thy Face is V:zard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with uſe of evil deeds, 

[ would allay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh. 

Ta tell thee whence thou caavſt, of whom deriy'd, 

Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee 

Wert thou not ſhameleſs, 

Thy Father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils, and Fernſalem, 

Yer not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman. 

Hath that poor Monarch taugkt thee to inſult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 

Unleſs the Adage mult be verify'd, 

That Beggars mounted, run their Horſe to death. 

'Fis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 

But God he knows, thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 

"Tis Vertue that doth make them moſt admir*d, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

"Tis Government that makes them ſeem Divine, 

The waiit thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 


| As the Arntipod*s are unto us, 


Or as the South to the Septentrion. 
Oh Tigres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide, 
How could”ſt thou drain the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 
And yet be ſeen to bear a Womans Face ? 
Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful, and flexible z 
Thon ſtern, obdurate, fliuty, rough, remorteleſs, 
Bidſt thou me rage ? why now thou halt thy wiſh. 
Would'ſt have me weep ? why now thou haſt thy wall. 
For raging Wind blows up inceſſant ſhowr's, 
And when the rage ailays, the Rain begins. 
Theſe Tears are my ſweet Kutland”s Obſcquies, 
And every drop cries vengeance to his dzath. 
*Gainſt thee, fell Cl:ord, and thee, falſe French-woman. 
Northumb. Beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me ſo, 
That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears. 
York. That Face of his, 
The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtain'd the Roſes juſt with blood : 


| 


Buc you are more inhumane, more incxorable, 
Oh ten times more than Tigers of Hyrcana. 
Scc, ruthleſs Queen, a hapleſs Fathers Tears : 
This Cloth thou dip*dſt in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
And I with tears do walh the blood away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaſt of this, 
And it thou telPſt the heavy ſtory right, 
Upon my Soul, the hearers will ſhed Tears : 
Yea, even my Foes will ſhed faſt-falling Tears, 
And ſay, alas, it was a piteous deed. 
There take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curſe. 
And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reapat thy too crucl hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Scul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads. 
North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kin, 
| ſhould not for my life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly ſorrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland ? 
Thiak but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Clifford, Here's for my Oath, here's for my Fathers 
cath. 
Queen. And here?s to right our gentle-hearted King, 
Yor. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
My Soul flies through theſe wounds, to ſeek out thee. 
Oueen. Off with his Head, and ſer it on York Gates, 
So York may over-look the Town of York. [_E xemt. 


A Murch, Enter Edward, Richard, and their power, 


Ew. 1 wonder how our Princely Father ſcap't : 
Or whether he be ſcap*d away, or no, 
From Clfford's and trom Northumberlands purſuit ? 
Had he been ta'ne, we would have heard the news : 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the news: 
Or had he ſcap't, methinks we ſhould have heard 
The happy tydings of his good eſcape. 
How fares my Brother ? why is he ſo {ad ? 
Rich, 1 cannot joy untill be refoly*d 
Where our eight valiant Father is become. 
| ſaw him iv the Batrel range about, 
And watcht him how he ſingled Cfford forth, 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Near, 
Or as a bear encompalſs'd round with Dogs : 
Who having pincht a few, and made them cry; 
The relt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far*d our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father : 
Methinks *ris prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun. 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prancing to his Love ? 
Ed. Dazle mine Eyes, or do I ſee three Suns? 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 
But ſever*d in a pale clear-ſhining Skie. | 
Sce, ſee they joyn, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 
As if they vow'd ſome League inviolable. 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun : 
In this, the Heaven figures tome event. 
Eaw, "Tis wondrous ſtrange, 
Theltke yet never heard of. 
[ think it cites us (Brother) to the Field, 
That we, the Sons of brave Plantagener, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should notwithithſtanding joyn our Lights together, 
And over-fhine the Earth, as this the World. 
W hat ere it bodes, hence-forward will I bear 
Upon my Target three fair ſhining Suns. 
Rich, Nay, bear three Daughters : 


By your leave, I ſpeak it, 
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You love the Breeder better than the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 

Meſſ. Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of York was ſlain, 

Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 

Edw. Oh ſpeak no more, tor I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy*d, for1 will hear it all. 
Aeſſ. Environed he was with many Foes, 

"And ſtoodagainſt them, as the hope of 7roy 
Againft the Greeks, that would haye entred Troy. 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds : 

And many ftroaks, though with a little Axe, 

Hewes down and fells the hardeſt-timber*d Oak. 

By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 

But only ſlaughter*d by the ireful Arm 

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen : 

Who Crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'd in his face : and when with grief he wept, 

| The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry his Check, 

A Napkin, ſteep'd in the harmleſs blood 

Of ſacet young Kutlard, by rough Clifford flain : 
And after many ſcorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his Head, . and on the Gates of York, 
They ſet the ſame, and there it doth remain, 
The ſaddeſt ſpeftacle that ere I view'd. 

'- Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay. 


1 Oh Cliford, boyſt'rous Clhfferd, thou haſt ſlain 
| The flower of Exrope, for his Chevalry, 


And treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſtd him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquiſh'd thee. 
Now my Souls Palace is become a Prilon : 
Ah, would ſhe break from hence, that this my body 
Might in'the Ground be cloſed upin relt : 
For never henceforth ſhall | joy again : 
Never, oh never ſhall 1 ſee more joy. : 

Rich. I cannot weep, for all my Bodies moiſture 
Scarce ſerves toquench my Furnace-burning Heart : 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Hearts great burthen, 
For ſelf-ſame Wind that I ſhould ſpeak withall, 
Is kindling Coals that fires up all my Breaſt, 
And burns me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make leſs the depth of Grief : 
Tears then for Babes ; Blows, and revenge for me. 
Richard, | bear thy Name, Vle venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempriag ur. 
Edw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 
His Dukedom, and his Chair, with me 1s lefr. 
Rich, Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent, by gazing *gainſt the Sun : 
For Chair and Dukedow, Throne and Kingdom ſay, 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wert not his. 
March, Emer Warwick, Marqueſs Mountacute, and 

ther Army. 


War. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what news 
abroad. 

Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful news, andat each words deliverance 

Stab Poinards in our Fleſh, till all were told, 

The words would add more anguiſh than the wounds. 
O, valiant Lord, the Duke of Tork is lain. 

Edw. O, Warwick, Warwick, that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Souls Redemption, 

Is by the ſtern Lord Cl;ford done to Death. 

War. Ten Cays ago I drown'd theſe news 1n tears, 
And now to add more meaſure to your woes, 

{ come totell you things ſith then befaln. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 
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Tidings as ſwiftly, as the Poſt could run, 
Were brought me of your loſs, and his depart. 
[ then in London, Keeper of the King, 
Muſter*d my Souldiers, gathered Flocks of Friends, 
March'd toward St. Albans, to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along : 
For by my Scouts, I was advertiſed 
That ſhe was coming with a full intent 
To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Succeſſion : 
Short Tale to make, we at Sr. Albans met, 
Our Battels joyn'd and both ſides fiercely fought - 
But whether *cwas the coldneſs of tne King, 
Who look*d full gently on his War-like Queen, 
That robb'd my Souldiers of their heated Spleen. 
Or whether *twas report of her Succeſs, 
Or more than common fear of Cliffords Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives, Blood and Death, 
[ cannot judge : but to conclude with truth, 
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went : 
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owls lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy Threſher with a Flayle, 
Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their Friends. 
| cheer*d them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe. 
With promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward ; 
Burt all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 
And we (in them) no hope to win the Day, 
So that we fled : the King untothe Queen, 
Lord George, your Brother Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
[n halte, poſt-haſte, are come to joyn with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 

Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some ſix miles off the Duke is with the Souldiers; 

And for your Brother he was lately ſent : 
From your kind Aunt, Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Souldiers to this needful War. 
Rich, *T'was odds belike, when valiant Warwick fled ; 
Oft have heard his praiſes in purſuit, 
But ne're till now, his ſcandal of Retire. 

War. Nor now my ſcandal, Richard, doſt thou hear : 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Herry's Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Fiſt, 

Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 

As he is fanvd for Mildneſs, Peace, and Prayer. 
Rich, 1 know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 

"Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 

But in this troublous time, what?s to be done ? 

Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 

And wrap onr Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 

Numb”ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads! 

Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 

Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms ? 

It for the laſt, ſay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore YYVarwickcame to ſeek you out, 

And therefore comes my Brother Adountague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queen, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their Feather many moe proud Birds, 

Have wrought the caſie-melting King, like Wax, 

He {wore conſent to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath, and what belide 

May make againſt the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

Their power (I think) is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 

Now, if the help of Norfolk, and my ſelf, 

With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of arch, 
Amangſt the loving Welch-men canſt procure, 

Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand, | 
Why Ya, to London will we march, 

And once again beſtride our foaming Steeds, 
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And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never opce again turn back and flye. 
Rich, 1,*now methinks I hear great Warwick ſpeak ; 
Ne”re may helive to ſee a Sun-ſhine day, 
That cries Retire, it Warwick bid him itay, 
Rich. Lord Warwick, on thy Shouldier will I lcan, 
| And when thou failſt (as God forbid the hour ) 
Muſt Edward fall, with peril Heaven forfend. 
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Turk : 
The next Degree, is Englanas Royal Throne : 
For King of England ſhalt thou be proclain?d 
In every Burrough as we paſsalong, _ 
And he that throws not up his Cap for joy, 
Shall for the fanlt make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mount age : 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But ſound the Trumpets, and about our Task. 
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel, 
As thou haſt ſhewn it Flinty by thy Deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 
Eaw. Then ſtrike up Drums, God and St. George for us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
War. How now ? what news ? 
Meſ, The Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiſlanc Hoſte, 
And craves your company, for ſpeedy Counſcl. 


War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors lets away. 
[ Extent Omnes. 


Enter the King, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and young Prince, with Drum and Trumpets. 


x. Welcome,my Lord to this brave Town of York, 
Yonder*s the Head of that Arch-enemy, 

That ſought to be encompalt with your Crown. 
Doth not the Object cheer your Heart, my Lord ? 
K. 1, as the Rocks cheer them that fear their Wrack, 
Toſee this fight it irks my very Soul : 

With-hold Revenge (dear God) tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have l infring?d my Vow. : 
Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmful pity muſt be laid aſide: 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle looks ? 

Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. 
Whoſe Hand is that the Forreſt Bear doth lick ? 
Not his that ſpoyls her young before her Face. 
Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortal ſting ? 

Not he that ſets his foot upon her back. 

The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being troden on, 
And Doves will peck in ſafeguard of their Brood. 
Ambirious Tork did level at thy Crown, 
Thouſmiling, while he knit his angry Brows. 

He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 

And raiſe his iſſue like a loving Sire, 

Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly Son, 
Didlſt yield conſent to disinherit him: 

W hich argued thee a moſt nnoloving Father. 
Unreaſonable Creatures feed their Youog, 

And though mans Face be fearful totheir Eyes, 
Yer in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not ſeen them even with thoſe wings, 
Which ſometimes they have usd with fearful flight, 
Make War with him that climb'd unto their Neſt. 
Offering their own lives in their Youngs Defence * 
For ſhame, my Liege, make them your Preſident : 
Were it not pity that this goodly Boy 
Should loſe his Birth-right by his Fathers Fault, 
And long hereafter ay unto his Child, 

V Vhat my great Grandfather, and my Grandſire got, 
My careteſs Father fondly gave away. 

Ah, what a ſhame were this? look on the Boy, 
And let his Manly face, which promiſeth 
Succeſsful Fortune ſteal thy melting Heart, _ 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
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King. Full well hath Clford plaid the Orator, 

Inferring Arguments of mighty Force : 

But, Cl:fford, tell me, didſt thou never hear, 

That things ill got, had ever bad Succeſs. 

And happy always was it for that Son, 

V Vhole Father for his hoording went to Hell : 

Ple leave my Son my vertuous deeds behind, 

And would my Father had left me no more : 

For all the relt is held at ſuch a Rate, 

As brings a thouſand fold more care to keep, 

Than in poſſeſſion any jot of pleaſure. 

:Ah Coulin York, would thy beſt Friends did know, 

How it doth grieve me that that thy Head is here. | 

Qu. My Lord,cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this ſoft Courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promisg'd Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Loſheath your Sword, and dub bim preſently. 
Edward, kneel down. 
King. Edward Plant agenet, ariſe a Knight, 
And learn this Leſlon, draw thy Sword in right. 
Pan, My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaye, 
Ple draw 1t as apparent to the Crown, 
And in that Quarrel uſe it to the death. 
Clif. Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Acſſ. Royal Commanders, be in readineſs, | 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwick backing of the Duke of York, 
And in the Towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many flye io him, 
Darraign your Battel, they are at hand. 
Clif. 1 would your Highneſs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath beſt ſucceſs when you are abſent. 

2s. I, good my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune. 
King. Why that's my Fortune too, therefore Ple ſtay. 
North. Be it with reſolution then to fight. 

Prin, My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence - 
Unſhcath your Sword, good Father : cry St. George, 


March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, þ 
Norfolk, Mountague, and Souldrers. 


Ed. Now perjur*d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace ? | 

And ſet thy Diadem upon my Head ? 

Or bide the Mortal fortune of the Field. 

Q« Go ratethy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, | 

Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ? 

Ed. Iam his King, and he ſhould bow his knee ; 

| was adopted Heir by his Conſent. 

Since when, his Oath is broke : for asl hear, 

You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 

Have caus'd him by new Att of Parliament, 

To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 

Clif. And reaſon too : 

Who ſhould ſucceed the Father, bur the Son ? 

Rich, Are youthere. Butcher ? O, I cannot ſpeak. 

Clif. 1, Crook-back, here 1 fand to aniiver thee, 

Or any he, the proudeſt of thy ſort. 

Rich. *T'was you that kilPd young Rutland,was it not ? | 

Clif, I, andold York, and yet nor fatisfied. 

Kich, For God's ſake, Lords, give ſignal to the Fight. | 

War. What {ay*ſt thou, Henry, 1 

wW Q thou yield the Crown ? 

. Why how now, long-tongwdFV/arwich dare you ſpeak? | 

When you and I met at $t. Albans laſt, y NT boos 

Your Legs did better ſervice than your hands. | 
War, Then *twas my turn to flye, and now *tis thine, | 
Clif. You ſaid ſo much before, and yer you fled. | 
War. "Twas not your valour, Clifford,drove me thence. | 
Nor. No, nor your Manhood that durſt make you ſtay. 
Rich. Northwnberland, 1 hold thee reverently, | 

Break off the Parley, for ſcarce 1 can refrain 1 
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The execution of my big-ſwoln Heart 

Upon that Chfford, that cruel Child-killer, 

Clif. I flew thy Father, calPſt thou hima Child ? 
Rich. 1, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Autland, 

But ere Sun ſet, le make thee curſe the deed. 


me ſpeak. 

Queen. Defie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy Lips. 
K:ng. I prithee give no limits to my Tongue, 

I am a King, and priviledg'd to ſpeak. - 


Cannot be curd by words, therefore be ſtill. 
Rich. Then Execution erunſheath thy Sword : 
By him that made us all, I am reſoly'd, 
That Cliffora*s Manhood lies upon his Tongue. 
Ed. Say, Henry, ſhall I have my right, or no : 
A thouſand Men have broke their Falts to day, 
That ne*re ſhall dine, unleſs thou yield the Crown. 
| War. If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 
For York, in juſtice puts his Armour on. 
| Pr, Ed, \fthat be right, which Warwick ſays is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
War. W ho evcr got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot, thou haſt thy Mothers Tongue. 
Qzeen, But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
{ Mark*d by the Deltinics to be avoided, 
As venom Toads, or Lizards dreadful ſtings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſb gilt, 
Whoſe Father bears the Title of a King, 
(As if a.Channel ſh>uld be cal?d the Sea ) 
Sham thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue detect thy baſe-born heart. 
Ed. A wiſpot Straw were worth a thouſand Crowns, 
To make this ſhamelefs Caller know her ſelf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Aenelaus, 
And ne're was Azaniemncs Brother wrong?d 
By that falſe Woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father revell'd in the Heart of France, 
And tam'd the King, and made th: Dolphin ſtoop : 
And bad he matcl'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bcd, 
And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal day, 
Even then that Sun-ſhine brew'd a ſhowr for him, 
That waſht his Fathers Fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tumulr but thy pride ? 
Hadſt thou been mcek, our Title 1Lill had llepr, 
And we in pity of the Gentle King, 
Had ſlipt our Claim until another Age. 
Cla. Burt when we ſaw our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us noencreaſe, 
We ſer the Ax to thy uſurping Root: 
And though the edge hath ſomething hit our ſclves, 
Yet know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, 
Wellnever leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated bloods. 
Ed. And in this reſolution | dehie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deni'dſt the gentle King to ſpeak. 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
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Andeither Victory, or elle a Grave. 


Queen. Stay, Edward, | 
Ed. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ſtay. 
Theſe words will coſt ten thouſand lives this day. 


Alarum, Excurſions, Enter Warwick. + 


War. Fore-ſpent with toyl, as Runners with a Race, 
[ lay medown a little while to breath : 


King. Have you done with words (my Lords) and hear 


Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 


For ſtrokes received, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb*d my ſtrong knit Sinews of their ſtrength, 
And ſpight of ſpighr, needs mult I relt a while. 

Emer Edward running, 


For this world frowns, and Edwara”s Sun is clouded. 


Enter Clarence. 
Cla. Our hap is loſs, our hope but ſad depair, 
Our ranks are broke, and ruine follows us. 
What Counſel give you ? whether ſhali we flye ? 
Ed. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we are, and cannot ſhun purſuit. 
Enter Richard. 


Thy Brothers blood the thirity Earth kath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſtcely point of Chfford's Launce : 
And in the very pangs of death he cry*d, 
Like toa diſmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warw:ch , revenge; Brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 
Thar itain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Gholt. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood : 
Ple kill my Horſe becauſe I will not flye : 
Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our loſles, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 
Were plaid in jcit by countertciting Actors. 
Here on my Knee, I vow to God above, 
Ple never pawſe again, never ſtand ſtill, 


[_E-xeunt omnes, 


Till either dcath hath clos'd theſe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſure of revenge. 

Ed. O Warwick, I do bend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do Chain my Soul to thine. 
Ande're my Kace riſe from the Earths cold Face, 
| throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 
Thou ſetter up, and plucker down of Kings, 
Beſecching thee, (if with thy Wil it ſtands) 

I hatto my Foes this body muſt be prey, 

Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may ope, 
And give ſweet paſlage to my ſinful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where ere it be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 
Kich, Brother, 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 
| that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 

War. Away, away : 

Once more, {ſweet Lords, farewel. 
Cla, Yet let us altogether to our Troops : 
And give them leave to flye that will not ſtay : 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us : 
Andit we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards 
As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. 
This may plant Courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory - 
Fore-{low no longer, make we hence amain. 


Excurſions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Rich, Now Clifford, I have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſe this arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for R«t{and, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a Brazen Wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alone, 


This is the Hand that ſtabb*d thy Father York, 

And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Kutland, 
And here?s the Heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers theſe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upoa thy ſelf, 

And ſo have at thee. 


They fight, Warwick comes, Clifford flies. 


Rich 


Ed. Swilc, geritle Heaven, or ſtrike, ungentle death, 


War.How now, my Lord, what hap? what hope of good ? 


Rich. Ah Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn thy ſelf ? 


— 
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[ Exeunt, 
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Rich. Na Warwick , fmgle out ſome other Chace, 
For I my ſelf will hunt this Wolf to Death. 


Alarum. Emer King Henry alone, 


Hen, This Battel fares like tothe mornings War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing ot his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfe&t Day, nor Night. 

Now ſways it this way, like a mighty Sea, 
Forc*d by the Tide to combat with the Wind : 
Now ſways it that way, like the felf-fame Seca, 

\ Forc'd to retire by fury of the Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind : 
Now, one the better, then another belt ; 

Both tugging to be Vifors, brealt ro brealt : 
Yet neither Conquerour, nor conquered. 

Sois the equal poize of this tell War, 

Here on this Mole-hil will {ſit me down, 

To whom God will, there be the Victory : 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clyford roo 

Have chid me from the Batrel; ſwearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when lam thence. 
Would 1 were dead, if Gods good will were lo : 
For what is in this World, but grief and woe ? 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Lite, 

To beno better than a homely Swain, 

To ſit upon a Hill, as 1 do now, | 
Tocarve our Dials queintly, pointby point, 
Thereby to ſec the: Minutes how they run : 

How many makes the Hour full complear, 

How many Hours bring abour the Day, 

How many days will finiſh upthe year, 

How many years a Mortal Man may live. 
When this is known, thento divide the TI imes : 
So many hours muſt I tend my Flock ; 

So many hours muſt 1'take my Teſt 

So many hours mult I contemplate: 

So many hours muſt-1 fport my ſelt; 

So many days my Ewes have been with young : 

So Mnfny'days ere the poor Fools will Kan: : 

So many years e*rel ſnall ſheer the Fleece : 

So Minutes, Hours, Days, Months, and Years, 
Paſt over to the'end they were Created, 


Would bring white Hairsvrito a'quiet Grave. 

Ah! what a'Life were this?How fwect , how lovely ? 
Gives not the Haw-thorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To Shepherds, looking 'on-their filly Sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider*d Canopy 

To Kings, that fear 'their Subjedts treachery ? 

Oh yes, it doth, a thouſand fold it doth. 

Whd-to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


| His cold thin drink our of his Leather Bottle, 


His wonted ſleep, under afreſh Trees ſhade, 

All which ſecure, and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Princes Delicates : 

His Viands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched in a 'curious'Bed, : ; 
When Care, Miſtruſt, and Treaſons waits on him. 


Alarum. Enter a Son 'that had kill d his Father at one evor, 
anda Father that had kilPd his Son \at another door. 


Son. 111 blows the wind that profits no body, 
This Man whom-hand'to hand I flewin fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with/ſome ſtore of Crowns, 
And I that (haply) take them fronhim now, 
May yet (ere Nighr)yield both-my Life and them 
| To ſome Man elſe, as this dead Man doth me. 
Who's this ? *Oh God ! it is my Fathers Face, 
Whom in this Conflict, I (unawares) have kilPd : 
Oh heavy times! begetting ſuch events. 

From London, '|by the King was I-prelt forth, 
[My Father being'the Earl of WarwicQCs Man 
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| 1 brow upthine Eye ; ſee, fee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
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| Wither one Roſe, and let the other flouriſh : 


'| Shed Seas of Tears, and nee be ſatis d ? 


Came on the part of Tork ; preſt by his Maſter ; 
And1, who at his hands receiv*d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, | knew not what I did : 

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee. 

My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody marks - 

And no more words, till they have flow'd th-ir fill. 

King. O pitcous ſpectacle! O bloody Time: ! 

\Whiles Lyons War, and Battel for their Den, 
Poor harmcleſs Lambs abide their Enmic y. 

Weep, wretched Man, Vle aid thee T:ar for T2: . 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like Civii War 
Be bluzcd with Tears,and break ore-charg'd with Grief, 


Enter Father, bearirg of hss Son. 


#4. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Glve me thy Gold, ifthou haf any Gold : 
For | have bought it with an huncred blows. 
But let me ſee : isthisour Foe-man's Face ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 

Ah Boy, it any Life be left in thee, 


Blown with the windy Tempeſt of iy Heart. 
Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye, and Heart. | 
O pity God, this miſerable Age! ( 
W hat ſtrazagems ? how fell ? how butcherly ? | 
Erroneous, Mutinous, and unnatural, | 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ? | 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too ſoon, 

And hath bereft thee of thy Life too late. | 

K1, Woe above woe: grief, more than common grief ; 
O that my Death would ſtay theſ? rueful deeds : 

O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 

The Red Roſe and the White are on his Face, 

The fatal Colours of our ſtriving Houſes. 

T he one is purple Blood right well reſembles, 

The other his pale Cheeks (methinks } preſenteth : 


It you contend, a thouſand Lives mult wither. 

S91, How will my Mother, for a Father's Death, - 
Take on with me, and ne're be fatisf'd ? 

#4. How will my Wite, for ſlaughter of my Son, 


King. How will the Country, for the woful chances, 


| Mis-think the King, and not be ſatisfied ? 


Son, Was ever Son ſo rewd a Fathers Death ? 
Fath, Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Son ? 
Hi. Wasever King ſogriev'd for Subjects woe ? 

Much is your Sorrow ; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Sz. Ple bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
Fath. Theſe Arms of mineſkall be thy winding hen 

My heart (ſweet Boy) ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 

For trom:my Heart thine Image ne're ſhall go. 

My fighing Brealt ſhall be thy Funeral Bell ; 

And fo obſequious will thy Father be, 

Man, tor the loſs of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 

Ple bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 

Forl have murthered where I'ſhould not-kill. [Exit. 
Hen, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with Care ; 

Here ſits a King, mare woful than you are. 


Alarums, Exenrſions, 'Enter 'the Queen, the Prince , and 
Exeter. 


Prin, Fly Father, flye : for all your-Friendsare fd, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull - 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purſuit. 

2», Mount you my Lord, towards Barwith, poſt amain : 
Edward and Kichardlike a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having, the fear ful flying Hare in ſight, | 
With hery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, | 
And bloody Steel graſpt in theirvigeful hands, (<i-Þ 
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Are atour backs, and therefore hence amain. 

Exet. Away : for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulatc, make ſpecd, 

Or elſe come after, Pie away before. 

Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter : 

Not that 1 fear to ſtay, but love to go 

Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away, [Exeurrt. 


A loud Alarum, Enter Clifford wounded, 


Clif. Here burns my Candle out ; I, here it dies, 
V Vhich whiles it laſted, gave King 47nry light. 
O Lancaſter / 1 fear thy overthrow, 

More than my Bodies parting wich my Soul : 


_ 
ao we A nos oy 7 _—  . + 


My Love and Fear glew*d many Fri -nds to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures m-It, 
Impairing Henry, ſtrengthning mis-proud Tok 


| And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun ? 


And who ſhings now, but Henry's Enemies ? 

O Phebus! hadſt thou never gave conſent, 

That Phatron ſhould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burnivg Carr never had ſcorch'd the Earth. 
And Henry, hadſt thou ſway*d as Kings ſhould do, 
Or as thy Father, and his Father did, 

Giving, no ground unto the Houſe of York, 

They never then had ſprung like Summer Flyes : 

[, and tcn thouſand-in this luckleſs Realm, 

Had lefc no mourning Widows for our death, 

And thou this day, hedit kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth cheriſh Weeds, bur gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootleſs are Plaints, and Cureleſs are my Wounds ? 
No way to flye, .nor ſtrength to hold out flight : 
The Foe is mercileſs, and will not pity : 

For at their hands | have deſerv*d no pity. 

The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 

And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint : 
Come York., and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt, 
[ ſtabb?d your Fathers boſoms: Split my Brealt. 


Alarugi and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
and Souldiers, Mountague, and Clarence. 


Ea.Now breatire we Lords,good Fortune bids us pawſe, 
And ſmooth the frowns of War with peaceful looks: 
Some Troops purluc the blood y-minded Queen, 

That led calm {erry, though he were a King, 

As doth a Sail ld with a fretting Gult, 

Command an Argolie to ſtemm the Waves: 

But think you (Lords) that Clifford fl:d with them ? 

War. No, *tis impoſlible he ſhould efcape : 

(For though before his face I ſpeak the word) 

Your Brother Richard mark'd him for the Grave. 

And whereſoerehe is, hes ſurely dead. [Clifford groavs. 
Rich, Whoſe; Soul is that, which takes her heavy leave ? 
A deadly groan, like Life and Deaths departing. 

See who It 15,_. 

Ed. Ard now the PattePs ended, 

If Friend or-Foe, tet him be gently uſed. 

- - Rich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, for tis Chfford, 

W ho not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 

In hewing Ruland, wien his leaves put forth, 

But ſet his murth”ring Knife unto the Root, 


'{From whence that tender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring, 


{ mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. 

Way. From off the Gates of Tok fetch down the head, 
Your Fathers Head, - which Clifford placed there : 

Inſtead whereof, let. his ſupply the room, 

Meaſure for meaſure muſt be anſwered. 


[..:-E4. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our houſe, 


That nothing ſung bur Death to us and ours : 

Now death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatning ſound, 

And his ill-boading Tongue, noimore ſhall ſpeak. 
War. I think hisunderftanding;is bereft : 


mow 


Speak Clifford, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy Death o”re-ſhades his beams of Life, 
And he nor ſees, nor hears us, what we lay. 
Rich, O would he did, and ſo (perhaps) he doth, 
'Tis bur his policy to counterfeit, 
Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our Father. 
Cla. It ſo thou think®ſt, | 
Vex him with eager words, 
Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 
Ea. Clifford, repent in bootleſs penitence. 
War, Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy faults. 
Clz. While we deviſe fell Tortures for thy faults. 
Rh. 1 heu did'Iſt love York, and | amSon to York, 
Ed. IT houptiedlt Rutland, I will pity thee. 
Clz, Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford, 
Swear, as thou walt wont. 
Rico. What, not an Oath ? Nay,the World goes hard, 
When Clifford cannot ſpare his Friends an Oath : 
{ know by that h&s dead, and by my Soul, 
{f this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
Tha. I(1n all deſpight) might rail at him, 
i bis hand ſhould chop it off : and with the iſſuing blood 
Side the Villain, whoſe unſtanched thirſt 
ſork,, and young Ratland, could not ſatisfie. 
W-r. I, but hes dead. Off with the Traytors head, 
And rear It in the place your Fathers ſtands, 
And now ro £24dvr with triumphant march, 
There toc Crowned England®; Royal King : 
From whence ſhali Warnck cut the Sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen : 
So ſhalt thou ſinew both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou ſalt not dread 
The ſcatter*d Foe, that hopes to riſe again : 
For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Firſt will I ſee the Coronation, 
And then to Br:.:zy !?}. croſs the Sea, 
To effect this Marriage, fo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Eaw, Even as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, let it be; 
For on thy Shoulder do l build my Seat ; 
And never willI undertake the thing 
Wherein thy Counſel and conſent is wanting : 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glocefter, 
And George of Clarence ;, Warwick as our Self 
Shall do, and undo, as himſelf pleaſeth beſt. 
Rich, Ler me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſter*s Dukedom is too ominous. 
War. Tut, that's a fooliſh obſervation : 
Richard, be Duke of Gloſter : Now to London, 
To ſce theſe honours in poſleſſion. [Exennt, 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphrey, with Croſs-bows in their 


hands, 


Sin. Under this thick grown brake we'll ſhrowd ourſelves : 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And in this Covert will we make our Stand, 

Culling the principal of all the Deer. 
Hum, Vie ſtay above the Hill, io both may ſhoot. 
Sink. That cannot be, the noiſe of thy Croſs-bow 

Will ſcare the Herd, and ſo my ſhoot 1s Iolt - 

Here ſtand we both, and aim we at the belt : 

And for the time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 

[le tell thee what befell me on a day, 

In this ſelf-place, where now we mean to ſtand. 
Sink, Here comes a man,” let?s ſtay till he be paſt. 


Enter the King with a Prayer-book, 


Hen. From Scotland am ftoln even of pure love, 
To grcct mine own Land with my wiſhful light : 
No Harry, Harry, *tis no Land of thine, 
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Tay place is hid, thy Scepter wrung trom thee : 

Thy Balm waſht off whercwich thou wall anointcd : 

No bending Knee will call thee Ceſar now, 

No humble Sutors preſs to ſpeak for right: 

No, not a man comes for redrels to thee : 

For how can I help them, and not my felt ? 
Sink, 1, here's a Deer, whole Skin's a Keepers Fee: 

This is the quondam King 3 let's ſeize upon him. 
Hen. Let me embrace the fower Advcrfarics, 

For Wiſe men ſay, it 15 the wilzlt courſe. 
Hum, Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 
$:h. Forbcar a while, we*ll hear a little more. 
Hen, My Queen and Son are gone to France for aid : 

And (as I hear) the great Commanding Warwick 

[s thither gone, tocrave the Frenc' Kings Silter 

To Wife tor Edward. If this news be true, 

Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is bur loſt : 

For Warm: is a ſubtle Orator : 

And Lewis, a Prince ſoon won with moving words : 

By this account then Afrrgarct may win hum, 

For ſhe's a Woman to bz piticd much: 

Her ſighs will make a batULry in his Brealt, 

er Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart : 

The Tyger will be mild, whiles ſhe doth mourn ; 

| And IVero will be tainted wi. h remorſe, 

To hear and ſee her plaints, her Briniſh Tears, 

{. but (he's come to b.g, Warwick to give : 

She on his left ide, craving aid for Henry 7 

Je on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 

She wee ps, and ſays her Hezry is depog'd : 

He ſmiles and ſays, his Edward is inſtalPd ; 


| 


That ſhe poor wretch for grief can ſpeak no more : 
Whiles Warwick tells his Title, fmooths the wrong, 
i{nferreth Argumencs of mighty ſtrength, | 
And in concluſion wins the King from her, 
With promiſe of his Siſter, and what elſe, 
To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Eawaras place. 
O Aargaret, thus *rwill be, and thou (poor foul) 
Art then forſaken, as thou went'lt forlorn. 
' Hum. Say, what art thou talk*ſt of Kings and Queens ? 
King. More than I ſeem, and leſs than I was born to : 
A man at lcaft, for leſs I ſhould not be : 
And Men may talk of Kings, and'why not I ? 
Hum, I, but thou talk*it as it thou wert a King. 
King, Why ſo lam (in mind) and that's enough. 
Hum, But ifthou be a King, where is thy Crown ? 
Kinz, My Crown is in my Heart, and not my Head : 
Not deck*d with Diamonds, and Ind:a Stones : 


| 


Not to be ſeen : My Crown is call'd Contert, 

A Crown it is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. 
Hum: Well, if you be a King Crown*d:with Content, 

Your Crown Content, and you, mult be contented 

To goalong with us: For (as we think) 

You arc the King, King Edward hath depog'd : 

And we his Subjects, ſworn in all Allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 
King. Butdid you never ſwear, and break an Oath. 
Hum. No, never ſuch an Oath, nor will not now, 
K. Where did you dwell, when L was King of England ? 
Hum, Here in this Country, where we now remain. 
King. 1 was anointed King at nine Months old, 

My Father, and my Grandfather were Kangs : 

And you were Sworn true Subjects unto me : 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths ? 


[ 


$:. No, for we were SubjzCts,but while you were a King, || 


King. Why ? aml dead ? do | not breathe a Man ? 
Ah ſimple Men, you know not what you ſwear : 
Look, as 1 blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Air blows 1t to me again, 
Obeying with my Wind when 1 do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gult : 
Sach is the lightneſs of you common Men, 
But.do not break your Oath, for of that (in, 


My wild intreaty ſhall not make you guilty. 
Go wicre you will, the King ſhall be commanded, 
And be you Kings, command, and Vle obey. 

Suk, We are true Subjects to the King, 
King Edward, 

K 113. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were ſeated a; King Edward is. 

Sink, We charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 
To go with us unto the Officers. 

K1:7, In Gods name lead, your Kings name be obey?'d, 
And what God will, that It your King perform, 
Aud what he will, 1 humbly yield unto. [Exeunt. 


Enter King Edward, Gloſter, Clarence, Lady Gray. 


Kino. Brother of Gloſter, at St. Ailvans Fi 1d 
This Ladies Husbard, Sir K:chard Grey, wasliain, 
1s Land then ferz'd on by the Conqueror, 

Her {uit 15 now, to r. poſleſs thoſe Lands, 
V Vpich we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 

Becauſc in quarrel of the Houſe of Tork, 
rhe worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. 

R:c:, Your Highneſs ſhall do well to grant her Suit : | 
[t were Giſhonour to deny it her. ' 

Ez, It were nolels, but yet Ple make apawſe. 

Rich. Yea, isit ſo: 

[ (ce the Lady hath a thing rogrant, 
| Betore the King will grant her humble Suit. 

C1, He knows the Game, how true he keeps the wind ? 

Rich, Silence. 

K1:5, V Vidow, we will conſider of your ſult, 

And come ſome other time to know our mind. 

W:d. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
Viay it pleaſe your Highneſs to reſolve me nov, 
A+:d what your pleafure is, ſhall fatisfie me. 

Kich, | Widow: then Vle warrant you all your Lands, 
Ard if what pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe you : 
Fight cloſer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 

Cl.z. I fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 

Rich, God forbid, for hol] take vantages. 

King, How many Children haſt thou, Widow ? tell me. 

Cz, Ithink he means to beg a Child of her. 

R:c5, Nay then whip me : he'll rather give her two. 

1/14, Three, my moſt gracious Lord. 

R:ch, You ſhall have four, if youll be ruld by him. 

K-18. * I were pity they ſhould loſe their Fathers Lands. 

117d. Be pitiful, dread Lord, ard grant it then. 

Km?, Lords, give us leave, Ple try this Widows wit. 

Kich, 1, good lcave have you, for you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you tothe Crutch. 

K:::7, Now.tell me, Madam, do you love your Children. 

I 7. 1, full as dearly asl love my ſelf. 

King, And would younot do much to do them good. 

}:4. To do them good, I would ſiltain ſome harm. 

Kinz. Then get your Husbands Lands, todo them good. 

Hd. Therefore | came unto your Maj-ſty. 

K:1nz. Plz tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 

H/:4. So ſhall you bind me to your Highaeſs Service. 

K1:g. What Service-wilt thou do nie, if I give them? 

Wig. W hat you command, that reſts in me to do. 

K:nz., But you will take exceptions-to my Boon. 

Vid. No, gracious Lord, except 1 cannotdo it, 

Kms, 1, but thou can't do what I mcan to ask. 

IW:d. V Vhy then 1 will do what your Grace commands. 

Rich. He pies her hard, and muchRain wears the Marble. || 

Clar, As red asfire ? pay, then ber V Vax will melt, 

W:d. V Vhy ſtops my Lord ?: ſhall Inot hear my Task ? } 

King. An eafie Task, tis but to love a Ring. 

1t/:4. That's ſoon perfornyd, becauſe I ama Subject. 

King.V V hy then, thy Husbands Lands l freely give thee. 

I/:d. I take my leave with many thouſand thanks. 

Rich. The Match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſſte. 

Kins, But ſtay thee, *tisthe fruits of love 1 mean. 


I/id. The fruitsof Love, 1 mean, my loving Liege; 
Kivg. 
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King. I, but Itear me in another ſence. 
W hat Love, thinFlt thou, I ſue ſo much to get ? 
Wid.My Love till Death, my humbleThanks,my Prayers, 
That Love which Vertue begs, and Vertue grants. 
King, No, by my troth, 1 did not,mean ſuch Love. 
Wia. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Wd. My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your Highneſs at, if I aim arighr. 
King. To tell thee plain, 1 aim to lie with thee. 
Wid To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Priſon. 
King. Why then thou ſhalt not have thy Husbands 
Lands. 
Wid. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 
For by that loſs I will not purchaſe them. TY 
King. T herein thou wrong?lt thy Children mightily. 
Wid. Herein your Highneſs wrongs both them and me : 
But Mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſadneſs of my Suit: 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, either with 1, or No. 
| King. I, if thou wilt ſay 1 to my requett : 
No, if thou do'ſt ſay No to my demand. 
Wid. Then No, my Lord: my Suit is at an end. - 
Rich. The Widow likes him not, ſhe knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriſtendom. 
King. Her looks do argue her repleat with Modeſty, 
Her words do ſhew her wit incomparable, 
All her perfeCtions challenge Soveraignty, 
One way or other, ſhe is for a King, 
And ſhe ſhall be my Love, or elſe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 
Wid. *Tis better ſaid than done, my gracious Lord : 
I am aSubjett fir to jeſt withal, 
But far vnft to be a Soveraign. 
King. Sweet Widow, by my State I ſwear to thee, 
I ſpeak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more than I will yield unto: 
I know, Iam too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
King. Youcavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Wid. *Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons ſhall call you 
Father. 
King. Nomore, than when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. : 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by Gods Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other ſome. Why, ?rtis a happy thing, 
Tobe the Father unto many Sons : 
Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen. | | 
* Rich. The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Cla. When he was made a Shriver, it was for aſhift. 
King. Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two have had. 
Rich, The Widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. 
| Kay. Yow'ld think it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry her. 
Cla. To whom, my Lord? 
King. Why Clarence, to my ſelt. 
Rich, That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt. 
Cla. Thav's a day longer than a Wonder laſts. 
Rich. By ſo much is the wonder in extreams. 
Kino, Well, jeſt on Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is granted for her Husbands Lands. 
s 


Enter a Noble man. 


—_— 


Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. 

King. See that he be convey*d unto the Tower : 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
To queſtion of his apprehenſion. 


7 : Lords uſe her honourably. 
Widow, go you along f SOAR 


Manet Richard. 
Rich, 1, Edward will uſe Women honourably. 


To crois me from the Golden time 1 look for : 
And yet, berween my Souls deſire, and me, 
The luſtful Eaward”s Title buried, * 

Is Clarence, Henry, ard his Son young, Edward 
And all the unlook*d-for 1ilue of their Bodies. 
To take their Rooms, ere I can place my felf- 
A cold premeditarion for my purpoſc. 

Why then do butdream on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ſtands vpon a Promontory, 

And ſpies a far-oft ſhore, where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 


Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way - 
So do I wiſh the Crown, being ſo far off, 
And ſo chide the means that keeps from it, 


| And ſo(l fay) Ple cut the Cauſes off, 


Flattering me with impoſlibilities : 
Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 


V V hat other pleaſure can the V Vorld afford ? 
Ple make my Heaven in a Ladies Lap, 

Ard deck my Body in gay Ornameits, 

And witch ſweet Ladies with my words and looks. 
Oh miſerable thought ! and more unlikely, 
Than to-accoinpliſh twenty Golden Crowns. 


And tor I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 
Toſhrink mine Arm like a wither®d ſhrub, 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 


| V Vhere ſits Detormity to mock my.Body ; 


To _— my Legs of an uncqual ſize, 
To diſproportion me in every part : 

Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear-whelp, 
That carries no impreſſion like the Damm. 
And amlI then a Man to beloy?d ? 

Oh monſtrous fault, to harbour ſach a thought. 
Then ſince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o're-bear ſuch 
As are of better Perſon than my ſelf - 


Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 
For many Lives ſtand between me and home: 
And I, like one loſt in a thorny V Vood, 


Seeking a way, and ſtraying from the way, 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toyling deſperately to find it out, 
Torment my ſelf rocatch the Engliſh Crown : 
And from that torment I will free my ſelf, 


| Or hew my way out with a Bloody Axe. 


VVhy 1 can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 


And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 
And frame my Face to all occaſions. 

Ple drown moreeSailors than the Mermaid ſhall, 
Ple ſlay more gazers than the Baſjlisk, 

le play the Orator as well as Neſtor, 
Deceive more ſlyly than Ulyſſes could, 

And like a Sion, take another Troy. 

[ can add Colours to the Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And ſet the murtherous Marchevi! to School. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown ? 
Tut, were it farther off, Ple pluck it down. 


Would he were walted, Marrow, Bones, aad all, | 
| I hat trom his Loyns.no hopeful Branch may ſpring, 


And chides-the Sea, that ſunders him from thence, 


My Eye”s too quick, my Heart o're-weens too much, 


Well, ſay there is no Kingdom then tor &:chad : 


V Vhy, Love forſwore me in my Mothers V Vomb- 


le make my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live, Paccount this V Vorld but Hell, 
Untill this mis-ſhap*d Trunk that bears this Head, 


Thar rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns, 


And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 


[CExit. | 


| 
Flowriſh.1 
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Flouriſh, Enter Lewis the King, hi: Siſter Bona , bis Ad- 
miral,, calPd Bourbon, Prince Edward , Qt Marga- 
ret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis ſits, and riſerh up 


again, 


Lewis. Fair Qugen of Rayon worthy Arzarer, 

Sit down with us: itill beſts thy State, 

And Birth, that thou ſhould*ſt ſtand, while Lewes doth fit. 
Mar. No, mighty King of France : now Atargaret 

Mauft itrike her Sail, and learn a while to ſerve, 

Where Kings command, I was (1 mult contet>) 

Great Albion's Queen, in Golden Gays : 

But now miſchance hath trod my Title down, 

And with diſhonour laid me on the Ground, 

Where I muſt take like ſeat unco my Fortune, 

And to my humble ſeat conform my ſelf, 


| Lewis. Why ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings this 


deep deſpair ? 
Mzar. From ſuch a cauſe, as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 


| And ſtops my Tongu2, while Heart is drown'd in Cares. 


Lewis. What ©re it be, be thou ſtill like thy 17, 
And fit thee by our (ide. [Seats her by him. 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortunes yoak, _ 

But let thy dauntleſs mind {till ride in tr 1umph 
Over all miſchance. 

Be plain; Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief, 

It ſhall be eayd, if France can yield reliet. 

Mar. Thoſe gractous words 

Revive my drooping thoughts, 

And give my tongue-ty*d ſorrows leave to ſpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Zewzs, 


| That Henry, ſolc poſſeſlor of my Love, 


Is, ofa King, become a baniſtd Man, 


| And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorn 


While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 

Uſurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 

Of- Englands trueanointed lawful King, 

This is the cauſe that 1, poor Margaret, : 

With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry's Heir, 

Am come to crave thy juſtand lawfyl aid : 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 

Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help : 

Our People, and our Perrs, are both mis-led, 

Our Treaſure ſeiz?d, our Souldiers put to flight, 

And (as thou ſeeſt ) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew. Renowned Queen, 

With patiznce calm the Storm, 


' \\ hile we bethink a means to break it off. 


| Ar. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our Foe. 
Lew. The morel ſtay, the'more Þle ſuccour thee. 
Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrow. 
And ſee where comes the breeder of my ſorrow. 
Enter Warwick. 
Lewis. What's he approacheth boldly to our preſence ? 
Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards greateſt Friend. 
Lewis, Welcome brave Warwick, what brings thee to 
France ? 
[ He deſcends. 
Mar. 1, now begins a ſecond Storm toriſe, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lordand Soveraign, and thy vowed Friend, 
I come (in*Kindneſs, and unfeigned Love) 
Firſt, to do grectings4q.thy Royal Perſon, - 
And then to crave a League of Amity : 
And laſtly, to confirmrhat_ Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, if thou Youchafeto grant 
"That vertuovs Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 
To Englands King in lawful Marriage. ; 
Marg. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 
War. And gracious Madam, {Speakyrrg to Bona, 
In our Kings behalf, 


She ariſcth. 
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I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 

Humbly to kits your Hand, and with my Tongue 

To tell the paſſion of my Soveraigns Heart ; 

Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Eafe, * 

Hath plac'd tay Beauties Image, and thy Vertue. 
Mar. King Lewis, and Lady Bons, hcar we ſpe2k, 


Before you anfwer Warwick, His demand | 
<prings not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſſity : | 


For how can I yrants fafely govern home, | 
Unlets abrcad they purchaſe great all; ance ? | 
'o prove him Tyrant, this reaſon way ſuffice, 
That A-mry liveth {till : but were he dead, 
Y:t here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henrtes Son. 
Look therciore Lenzs, that by this Leagne ard Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Diſ-honour : 
For though Uſurpers ſway the Rule a while, 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſleth Wrongs. 
War. Injurious Margaret. 
Edwr, And why nor, Queen ? 
War. Becaule thy Father Henry did uſurp, | 
And thov no more art Prince, than ſhe is Queen. 
Oxf. Then Warmckdiſanuls great Fobn of Gaunt, 
W hich did ſubdue the greateſt partof Spain, 
And aftcr Jobnof Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdom was a Mirror to the wiſeſt ; 
And after that wiſe Prince, Herry the Fifth, 
W ho by his Proweſs conquered all France : 
From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends. 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe, 
Yo told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten ; 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould ſmile at that. 
But for the reſt - you t«ll a Pedigree 
Of thrceſcore and two years, a hilly time 
Tomake preſcription for a Kingdoms worth. 
Oxf. Why Warmeck, canſt thou ſpeak againſt my Liege 
Whom thou obey@/ſt thirty and ſix years, 
And not bewray thy Treaſon with a bluſh ? t 
War. CanOxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſchood with a Pedigree ? 
For ſhame leave Henry, and call Edward King. 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
\Was done to death ? and more than ſo, my Father, 
Even ta the Cown-fall of his mellow'd years, 
\W hen Nature brought him tothe door of Death; 
No Warwick, no : while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houſe of Lancaſter. 
War. And I the Houſe of York. 
Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchſafe at our requelt, to ſtand aſide, 
| While I uſe farther Conference with Warwick, 
They ſtand aloof. 
Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwicks words bewitch 
him not. 
Lew, Now Warwick, tell me even upon thy Conſcience, 
[s Edzard your true King ? for I were loath 
To link with him, that were not lawful choſen. 
War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour 
Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes ? _ 
War. The more, that Hemy was unfortunate. 
Lew, Then further : all diſſembling ſet aſide, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love 


—— — -—  -- —_e —_— — 


War, Such it ſeems, 
As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf, 
My [clIt have often heard him ſay, and (wear, 
*That this his Love was an external Plant, 
W hereof the Root was fix'd in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from diſdain, 
Unleſs the Lady Bona quit his pain. 
Lew. Now Siſter, let us hear your firm reſolve. 


Qq Bona. 


—— il. 
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Bona. Your grant, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 
Yet I confeſs, that often e*re this day, [Speaks 19 War. 
When 1 have heard your Kings deſert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempred judgment to deſire. 

Lew. Then Warwick, this : 

Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards, 

And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawn : 
Touching the Joynture that your King muit make, 
Which wich her Dowry ſhall be counterpoy&d : 

Draw near, Queen /1argaret, and bea witneſs, 

That Bona {hall be Wife to the Engliſh King. 

Prin. Edw, To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King. 
Marg. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 


-| By this alliance to make void my Suit ; 


Before thy coming, Lewis was Jerries Friend. 
Lew, And ſtill is Friend to him, and Margaret, 
Bur if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edwaras good ſuccels : 
Then ?ris but reaſon, that | be releas'd 
From giving aid, which Jate I promiſed. 
Yet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my hand, 
That your Eſtate requires, and mine can yield. 
Wer. Henry now hives in Scotlaza, at his caſe ; 
W here having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 
And as for you your ſclf (our quondam Queen) 
You have a Father able to maintain yoo, 
And better *rwere, you troubled him, than Fraxce. 
Mar. Peace impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, peace, 
Proud ſetter up, and puller cown of Kings, 
| wilt not hence; till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) 1 make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lords falie love. 
| [ Poſt blowing a horn within. 
For both of you are Birds of ſelf{-ſame Feather. 
Lew, Warwick, this is ſome Peſt to us, or thee. 
| Enter a Poſt. 
Poſt. My Lord Ambaſlador, 
Theſe Letters are for you. [Speaks ro Warwick. 
Sent from your Brother Marqueis 2dountague. 
Theſe from-our King, unto your Majeſty. 
And Madam, theſe 1or you, 
From whom, I know nor. 
T hey all read their Letrers, 
Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miſtreſs, 
| Smiles at her news, while Warwick, trownsat his. | 
Prin. Edw. Nay mark how Lewis ſtamps as he were 
netled. I hop2, alls for the belt 
Lew. Warwick, what are thy News ? 
And yours, fair Qucen ? 
AM.r. Mine ſuch, as fills my heart with unhop'd joys. 
War. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. What ? has your King Marricd the Lady Gray ? 
And now to ſooth your Forgcry, and his, 
Sends me a Papzr to perſwade me Patience ? 
In tl? Alliance that he ſeeks with Frazce, 
Dare he preſuine toſccrn us in this manner ? 
ar. | told your Majeſty as much before : 
Fhis proveth Edwards Love, and Warwicks Honeſty. 
War. Kiag Lzwzs, I here proteſt in fight of Heaven, 
And by the hope I have of Heavenly bliſs, 
Thatl am clear from this miſdecd of Edwards; 
No more my King, for he diſhonours me, 
But moſt himſelf, if he could ſee his ſhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of York. 
My Father came untimely to his Dcath ? 
Did 1let paſs th? abuſe done to my Niece ? 
Did 1 impale him with the Regal Crown * 
Did 1 put Herry from his Native Right ? 
And am I gucrdon'd at the laſt, with Shame ? 
Shame on himſelf, for my Deſert is Honour. 
And torepair my Honour loſt for him, . 
I here renounce him, and return to Hrry. 
My Noble Queen, let former grudges pals, 
And henceforth | am thy true Servitou: : 


[To Lewis, 
[To Margaret. 
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I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Heyry in his former ſtate. 
Mar, Warwick , 
Theſe words have turn*d my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old faults, 


And joy that thou beconvit King Henries Friend. | 


War. Somuch his Friend, I, his unfeigned Friend 
That if King Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh us y 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiers, 

Ple undertake to Land them on our Coaſt, 

And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. 

"I is not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 

He's very likely now to fall from him, 

For matching more for wanton Luſt, than Honour 
Or than for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country. x 

Sona. Dear Brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng?'d 
But by thy help to this diſtreſſed Queen ? ; 

Mar. Renowned Priace, how ſhall poor Henry live, 
Unleſs thou reſcue him from foul deſpair ? 

G94. My quarrel, and this Engliſh Queens are one. 

War. And mine, fair Lady Bora, joyns With yours. 

Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Afargarers. 
Therefore at laſt, I firmly am reſoly'd 
You ſhall have aid. 

Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all, at once. 

Lew, Then Enzlands Meſſenger, return in Poſt, 

And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 

That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 

Thou feelt what's paſt, go fear thy King withall. 

Bora. I ell him, in hopes hell prove a Widower ſhortly . 
| wear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 

Atar. Tell him, wy mourning weeds are laid aſide, 
And I am ready to put Armor on, 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong 
And therefore Ple un-Crown him, er*t be long, 4 
There's thy reward, be gone. [Exit Poſt. 

Lew. But Warwick, | 
Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand men 
Shall croſs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battcl : 

And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a freſh ſupply, 
Yet ere thou go, but anſwer me one doubt : 
W hat Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty ? 

War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 
That if our Queen, and this young Prince agree, 
Ple joyn my <lidelt Daughter, and my Joy, 

To him forchwith, in holy Wedlock bands. 

Mar. Yes, 1 agree, and thank you for your Motion. 
Son Edward, ſhe is Fair and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 
That only Warmck?s Daughter ſhall be thine. 

Prin, Ea. Yes, 1 accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 
And here to pledg my Vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Warwick. 

Lew, Why ſtay we gow ? theſe Souldiers ſhall be leyied, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral 
Shalt waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 
| long till Edward fall by Wars miſchance, 

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
[Exeunt., Manat Warwick. 

War. 1 came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 

But I return his ſworn and mortal Foe : 

Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War ſhall anſwer his demand. 

Had he noncelſe to make a ſtale bur me ? 


F 


Then none but 1, ſhall turn his Jeſt to Sorrow, 
| was the Chief that rais'd him to the Crown, 
And Þle be chief to bring him down again : 
Not that 1 pity Henries miſery, 


ButNeck Revenge on Edwards mockery. [Exit, 
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| | W hich being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave | 
Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerſet, and Mountagae. To play the Brother in mine own behalf ; J | 


; | ; And to that end,'1 ſhortly-mind to leave you. 5 
| Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what think you | King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will beKing z : 
! Of this new Marriage with the Lady. Gray ? And notÞe ty*d unto his Brothers will. 

{ Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice ? 11 Lady Gray . My Lords, before it pleasgd his Majeſty of 
| Clay; Alas, you kriow, ?tis far from hence to Fraxce, To raiſe my Stateto Title of a Queen, - '' | 
' How cquld he itay-till Warwick made return ? Do me but right, and you muſt all coafeſs, 


Som.My Lords, forbear this talk :-here comes the King.'| I hat | was not ignot'eof Deſcent, 
And meaner than my {elf have had like fortune. 
| Floxriſh.” Enter King Edward , Lady Gray , Pembrook, But as this Title honours me and mine, 
Stafford, Haſtings * four ſtand on one- ſiae,, and four on | 50 your dillikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 


i, he other. Doth cloud my Joys with danger, and with forrow. 

|: G16: | King. My Love, forbear to fawnvupon their frowns : | 
' Rich. And his well-choſen Bride. | What danger, or what ſorrow can befall thee, 

| Clay. I mind to tell him-plainly what 1 think. | So long as Eaward is thy conſtant Friend, 

King. Now Brother of Clarence, | | And their true Soveraign, whom they-muſt obey ? 

How like you our Choice, Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and lovethee too, 

That, you ſtand penſive, as half malecontent ? / | Unle's they ſeek for hatred at my hands : 

;Clar. As well as Lewes of France, , Whichif they do, yet will I keep thee ſafe, 

F Or the Earl of Warwick , And they ſhall feel the Vengeance of wrath. 

; Which are ſo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, Rich, || hear, yet fay not much, but think the more. 

| That they*l take no offence ar our able. wy Enter a Poſt. 

| - Xing.: Suppoſe they take offence without a cauſe”? | King. Now Mellenger, what Letters, or what News 

They.are but Lewis and Warwick, I am Edward, from France ? =S | 

Your King and Warwicks, and muſt have my will. | Poſt. My Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words 
| Rich. And ſhall have your will, becauſe our King ? But ſuch as k(without your ſpecial pardon) 

Yet haſty Marriage ſeldom proveth well. Dare not relate, 

' "King. Yes,Brother Richard, are you offended too ? King. Go too, we pardon thee : 

+ Rich, Notl: no: Theretore, in brief, tell their words, 

God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, As near, as thou canſt gueſs them, 

' Whom God hath joy together. What anſwer makes King Lewss unto our Letters ? 

il, and *twere pity, to ſunder them, ' Poſt;*At my depart, theſe were his very words : 

That yoak ſo well together. Go tell falſe Edward, the ſuppoſed King, | | 
' King. Setting your ſcorns, and your miſlike aſide,” '' | T hat Zewss of France is ſending over Maskers, | 
,Tell me ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gray 1-70... 30 revel it with him, and his new Bride. | 

hould not become my-Wife, and Englands Queen ? "| King. I Lewis ſo brave belike he thinks me Henry. 

And you too, Somerſet and Adountague, But what ſaid 'Eady. Bona to my Marriage ? 
Speak freely what you think. . Poſt. PFheſe were her words,utter'd with mild diſdain * | 
Clar. Then this is my opinion : *. '..- | Tell him, inbope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, | 

That King Lew:s becomes your Enemy, .| P lewear the Willow Garland for his ſake. * 
For mocking him about the Marriage | K1»g. 1 blame not her, ſhe could ſay lictle leſs :: 


| Of the Lady Bona. | She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henries Queen ? 
Rich. And Warwick,, doing what you gave in charge, | For ſo I heard, that ſhe was there in place. 
Is now diſhonoured by this new Marriage. Poſlt. Telt hign-(quoth ſhe) 
King. What, if both Lewis and W arwick be appeas'd, | My mourning Weeds are done, 
By ſuch inventjon as 1 can deviſe ? And Iam ready to put Armor on. 
Mount . Yet to have joyn'd with France, in ſuch alliance, | Xi»g. Belike ſhe means to playthe Amazon, 
Would more have ſtrengttned this our Common-wealth, | But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries ? 
*Gainſt forreign ſtorms, than any home-bred Marriage. Pojt. He, more incen&d againſt your Majeſty 
Haſt. Why, knows not Monntague, that of it {cIt , Than all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words : 
| England is ſafe, if true within it ſelf ? Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
Moun, Yes,but the ſafer, when *tis back*d with France, | And therefore Ple uncrown him err be long. 
Haſt. "Tis better uſing F rance, than truſting F YAance. Kin,Ha ? durlit the Traitor breathe out ſo proud words? 
Let us be back*d with God, and with the Seas, Well, 1 will arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
W hich he hath givn for fence impregnable, They-ſhall have Wars, and pay for their preſumption. 
And with their helps only defend our ſelves : But ſay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret ? 
In them, and in our ſelves, our ſafety lies. Poſt. 1, gracious Soveraign, 
Cla. Fox this one ſpeech, Lord Haſtings well deſerves | T hey are fo linFdin Friendſhip, 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. Thar young Prince Edward Marries Warwicks Daughter. 
King. I, what of that ? itwas my will, and grant, Cla. Belike, theelder ; 
And for this once, my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. Clarence will have the younger. 
Rich. And yet methinks, your Grace hath not done well | Now Brother King farewel, and fit youfaſt, 
To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales Forl wil hence to Warwic&gsother Daughter, / 
Unto the Brother of your loving Bride - That though 1 want a Kingdom, yetin Marriage 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence : | may not prove inferior to your ſelf. ; 91 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. You that love me, and Warwick, follow me. 
Cla. Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heir CExit Clarence, «nd Somerſet follows, 
Of the Lord Bojwill on your new Wives Son, Rich, Not I : 
And leave your Brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere. My thoughts aim at a further matter : 
King. Alas , poor Clarence: isit for a Wife | ſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 
That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thee. Kino, Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Warwick? 
Cla. In chuſing for your ſelf, YetI am arm'd againſt the worſt can happen - 
'ou ſhew*d your judgment : And haſte is needful in this deſp'rate cate. 
| Qq 2 | Pembrook | 
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Pembrookand Stafford, you in our bebalf | While he himſelf keeps in the cold Field ? 
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'Go levy Men, and make prepare for War ; 2.Wa/'Tis the more honour,becauſe the more d angerous. | 
[They are already, or quickly will be landed : 3. Watch, 1, but give me worſhip and qu ietneſs, 
My ſelf in Perſon will ſtreight follow you. [ like it better than a dangerous Honour, , 
[Exit Pembrook ard Stafford. | If Warwick knew in what eſtate he ſtands, 
But &rel go, Haſtings and Mownt agne *Tis to be doubted he would waken him, 
Reſolve my doubt , you *twain of all the reſt 1. War. Unleſs our Hatberds did ſhug op his paſſage. 
Are near to Warwick,, by blood and by allyance : 2, Wat. 1: wherefore elſe guard we this Royal Tent, 
Tell me, if you love Warwick, more than me ; But to defend his Perſon from Night-foes ? 
If it be ſo, ſen _ mn yo -_ ys 
I rather wiſh you Foes, than hollow Friends. Enter Warwick, Claregce, Oxford | 
4 But if you mind to hold your true obedience, ; Souldiers, ſilent g—_ aveFrench 
Give meaſlurance with fome Friendly Vow, | | 
That 1 may never haue you in ſuſpect. War. This is his Tent, and ſee where ſtands his Guard : 
Mount, Sg God help Mowntagre, as he proves true. Courage my Maſters: Honour now or never : | 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards Cauſe. But follow me, and Edward ſhall be qurs. | 
King. Now, Brother Richard, will you ſtand by us ? 1 Wat. Who goes there ? | | | 
Rich, 1, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 2 Watch. Stay or thou dyeſt, | | 
King. Why fo: then am ſure of Victory. Warwick and the reſt i'd all, Warwick, Warwick, a#d 
Now therefore let us hence, and loſe no hour, ſet upon the Guard, who fly, crying., Arms, Arms, War- 
Till we meet Warwick, with bis forreign Power. wick and the reſt following them, 
[Exennt. | 


The Drum playing, and Trumpet ſounding. | 
. Emer Warwick, a#d Oxford in-England, with French | Enter Warwick, Somerſet, and the reſt, mark. the King 


Souldters. out #1 a Gown, ſitting in a Chair ; Richard azd Haſtings | 
| | X | | fly over-the Stage. | | 
War. Truſt me, my Lord, all bitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarm to us. Som, What are they that fly there ? 
Enter Clarence and Somerſet. War, Richard and Haſtings, let them go, here is the 


But ſee where Sommer ſer and Clarence comes, Duke. 
| Speak ſuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends ? [-_ ing Edw, The Duke ? | | 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. | Why Warwick, when we parted, 


ht ae i. —_—— 


War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, | Thou calPdſt me King, 
And welcome Somerſet : | hold it Cowardize, ' War. I, butthecaſe is alterd. 
Toreſt miſtruſtful, where a Noble Heart Whenyou diſgrac*d me in my Emballade, | 
Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in figo of Lave : . . | Then degraded you from being King, 
Elſe might I think, that Clarerre, Edwards Brother, And come now to create you Duke of Tork, 
Were but a fained Friend tour proceedings: ' Alas how ſhould you govern any Kingdom, | 
But welcome ſweet Clzrence,my Daughter ſhall be thine. | That know not how to uſe Embaſſadors, 
And now, what reſts ? but in Nights Coverture, Nor how to be contented with one Wife, | 
Thy Brother being careleſly encamp'd, | Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, | 
His Souldiers lurking inthe Town about, 'Nor how to ſtudy for the Peoples welfare, | 
And but attended-by a fimple Guard, ' Nor how toſhrowd your ſelf from Enemies ? 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleafure, King Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, | 
Our Scouts have found the adyenture very eafie': Art thou here too ? 1 


That as Ulyſſes, and ſtout Dromede Nay then I fee, that Edward needs muſt down. | 


With ſleight end manhood. ſtole to Fheſcns Tents, Yet Warwick , in deſpight of all miſchance, 

And brought from thence the Z57acian fatal Steeds; Of thee thy ſelf, and all thy Complices, 

So we, well covered with the Nights black Mantle, Edward will always bear himſelf as King : 

At unawares way beat down Edwards Guard, Though Fortunes malice overthrow my State, 

And ſeize himſelf : 1 fay not, flanghrer him, My mind exceeds the compaſs of her Wheel. 
I For | intend but only to ſurprize him. War. Then for his mind, be Edward Englands King. 
[- You that will follow me to this attempt, . Takes off his Crown. 
j Applaud the Name of Herry, with your Leader. But Henry now ſhall wear the Englsſb Crown, 


lj [They all cry Henry. | And be true King indeed - thoubur'a ſhadow. 
| Why.then, lets on our way in ſilent ſort, . My Lord of Somer ſet, at my requeſt, 
[ For Warwick and his Friends, God and Saint George. See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey*d 


[ [Exennt. | Unto my Brother Arch-Biſhop of Tork.: 
| W hen | have fought with Pembrock,, and his Fellows, 
"Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent, Ple follow you, and tell what anſwer 
Lewes and the Lady Bona ſend to him. 
1. Watch, Come on my Maſters, each man take his ſtand, | Now for a while farewel good Duke of Tork, 
The King by this, is ſet him down to !leep. They lead him out forcibly. 
2, Watch, What, will be not to Bed ? K, Ed. What Fares impoſe,that men muſt needs abide ; 
1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a ſolemn Vow, | It boots not toreſiſt both Wind and Tide, CExcunt, 
Never to lie and take hisnatural Reſt, Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
{ Till Warwick,, or himſelf, be quite ſuppreſt. But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
= 2. Watch. Fo morrow then belike ſhall be the day, War. I, that*s the firſt thing that wehave todo, 
j! If Warwick, be ſo near as men report. * To free King _—_ from impriſonment, 
I 3. Watch. But ſay, 1 pray, what Nobleman is that, And ſee him in the Regal Throne. [Exit. 
That with - King m_ _ in > Ana FE RT 
i. Wat.* Tis the Lord Haſtines,the Kings chi riend. Emer Rivers, and the s 
| * 3. Watch. O,is it fo ? but a ananieds King, on; og 


That his chief followers lodg in. Townsabont him, Riv. Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change? , 
l | | Gray, 


—— 
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Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is b:faln King Edward ? 
Riv. What ? loſs of ſome pitcht battel 
Againſt Warwick, ? 
Gra. No, but the loſs of his own Royal perſon. 
Rjv. Then is my Soveraign ſlain ? 
Gray. I, almoſt ſlain, for he is taken Priſoner, 
Either betray'd by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz?d at unawares : 
And as I further have to underſtand, 
Is new committed to the Biſhop of York , 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe. 
Riv. Theſe News I muſt confeſs are full of grief, 
Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick, may loſe, that now hath won the day. 
Gray. Till then, fair hope muſt hinder lives decay. 
And I the rather wain me from deſpair 
For love of Edward's Off-ſpring in my womb : 
This is that makes me bridle my pallion, 
And bear with mildneſs my misfortune croſs: 
[, I, for thisI draw in many a tear, 
And ſtop the ciling of blood-ſucking ſighs, 
Leſt with my ſighs or tears, | blalt or drown 
Kind Edward's Fruit, true heir toth? Engl:ſh Crown. 
Riv, Bat Madan, 
Whereis Warwick then become ? 
Gray. lam inforn'd that he comes towards London, 
To ſet the Crown once more 01: _— head : 

-ueſs thou the reſt, King £47r4's Friends muſt down. 
3uc to prevent the Tyrants violence, 
(For truſt not him that hath or:ce broken faith) 
le hence forthwith unto the Sancluary, 

To ſave (at leaſt ) the heir of Edward's right : 
There ſhall I reſt ſecure from torce and fraud : 
Come therefore let us flye, 

If Warwick.take us, we are ſure to dye. 


[_Exennt, 


Enter Richard, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 


Rich. Now my Lord Haſtings, and Sir Will. Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why | drew you hither, 

Into this chiefeſt Thicket of the Park. 

Thus ſtands the caſe : you know your King, my Brother, 
Is Priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 

He hath good ufage, and great lib-crty, 

[And often but attended with weak guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf. 

1 have advertis'd him by ſecret means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the colour of his uſual game, 

He ſhall here find his Friends with Horſe and Men, 
To ſet him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman with him, 


Munt. This way, my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 
King Edw. Nay this way, man, 
See where the Huntſmen ſtand. 
Now Brother of Gloſter, Lord Haſtings and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the Bilhops Deer ? 
Rich. Brother the time and caſe requireth haſt, 
Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park-corner. 

King Edw, But whither ſhall we then ? 

Halt To Lyn, my Lord, 
And ſhip from thence to Flanders. 
Rich. V Vell gueſt believe me, for that was my meaning, 
King Eqdw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardneſs. 
Rich, But wherefore ſtay we ? *tis no time to talk. 
King Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou ? 
VVilt thou go along ? | 
#irt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich, Come then away, let's ha no more ado. 


_—_— 
= - — — 


| He was the Author, thou the Inſtrument. 


K199 Edw, Biſhop farewel, 
Shield thee from Warwk?s frown, 
And pray that I may repoſſe6 the Crown. __. FExeume. 
Enter King Henry the Sixth, Clarence, VVarmick, So- 
merſcr, yowg Henry, Oxford, Mountague and Ljentenant. 


King Hen, M, Lieutenant, now that G 
ave thaken Edward from the R-gal BN” ION 
Aud turd my captive ſtate to liberty, 

My tear to hope, my ſorrows unto joys, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Lien, $..Ljects may challenge nothing of their Sov”raigns 
Bur, if an humble prayer may prevail, ; 
| then crave pardon of your Majeſty. 

K:ng. For what, Lieutenant ? For well ufing me ? 

N ay, be thou ſure, Ple well requite thy kindneſs; 
ror that ic mace my iwpriſonmeut, a pleaſure : 

i» ſuch a pleaſure, as incag*d Birds 

Conceive, when after many moody thoughts, 

At laſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, 

They quite forget their loſs of liberty. 

But Warwick, after God, thou ſetOſt me free, 
And chiefly ther<fore, 1 thank God, and thee. 


Th:retore that I may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortuve cannot burt me, 
And thattie people of this bleſſed Land 

May cot be punill'd with my thwarting ſtars, 
WarTtick, al.hough my head ſtill wear the Crown, 

| herc reſign my Government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your Grace hath ſtill been fam'd for yertuous, 
And now may ſeem as wiſe as vertuous, 

By ſpying and avoiding Fortunes malice, 

For tew men rightly temper with the Stars : 

Yer in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 

For chuſing m:, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No,Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway, | 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 

Ajudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 

As lixely to be bleſt in Peace and War : 

And therefore yield thee my free conſent. 

War. And | chooſe Clarence only for Proteftor. | 
King. Warwick and C larence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyn your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no diſlenation hinder Government : 

make you both ProteCtors of this Land, 

While I my (elf will lead a private Life, 

And in dcvotion ſpend my latter days, | 
To fins rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 

War. What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraigns Will ? 
Clar. That heconſents, if Warwick yield conſent, 

For on thy fortune I repoſe my ſelf. 

War. Why then, though loth, yet muſt I be content : 
We'll yoak together, lik a doubke ſhadow 

To Henrys Body, and ſupply his place ; 

| mean, in bearing weight of Governmnt, 

W hile he enjoys the honour, and his caſe. 

And Clarence now, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Eamard be pronounc'd a Traytor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 

Clar. Whatelſe? and that Succeſſion bedetermined, 
War. 1, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 

King. But with the frit, of all our chief affairs, 

Let mc intreat, (or i command no more) 

That Arrgarer your Queen, and my Son Edward, 

Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed : 

For till I ſee them here, by doubrtul fear, 

My joy of liberty is half eclipgd. | 
Ctar. It (hal! be done, my Soveraign, with all ſpeed. 
King. M; Lord of Somerſer, what youth is that, 

Of whom you {cem to have ſo tender care ? 


Somer, My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of R:chmond. 
Qq 3 King. 


— 
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| Kino. Come hither, Englands Hope : Open the Gates, we are King Henries Friends, 
Lays his Hand on his Head. Mayor. 1, ſay you ſo ? the Gates ſhall then be opened, 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth He deſcends, 
To my divining Thoughts, Rich. A wiſe ſtout Captain, and ſoon perſwaded, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries bliſs. Haſt.'The good old man would fain that all were well. 
His looks are full of peaceful Majeſty, So *rwere not long of him - but being entred, 
His Head by Nature fram'd to wear a Crown, i doubt not 1, but we ſhall ſoon perſwade 
His hand to weild a Scepter, and himſelf Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reaſon. 
{ Likely in time to bleſsa Regal Throne: 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen. 
Muſt help you more, than you are hurt by me. | 
| Enter a Poſt. Eqdw. So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates muſt not be ſhut 
| War. What news, my Friend ? But 10 the Night, or in the time of War. : 
| Poſt. That Edward is eſcapzd from your Brother, W hart, fear not man, but yield meup the Keys, 
| And fled (as he hears ſince) to Burgundy. Takzs bis Keys. 
1 War. Unſavory news: but how made he eſcape ? For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
l Po#t. He was convey'd by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, And all thoſe Friends, that deign to follow me. 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
ii In ſecret ambuſh, on the Foreſt ſide, March, Enter Mountgomery, with Drum and Souldiers 
| And from the Biſhops Huntſmen reſcu'd him : ISSN ; 
| For Hunting was his daily Exerciſe. Rich, Brother, this is Sir John Mountgomery, 
f Var. My Brother was too careleſs of his charge. Our truſty Friend, unleſs I be deceiy?d. 
l But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide Edw. Welcome Sir John : but why come you in Arms ? 
| A Salve for any Sore, that may betide. [ Exeunt. Mount. To help King Edward in histime of ſtorm. 
| Manet Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. As every Loyal Subject ought to do. y 
| Som. My Lord, 1 like not of this flight of Edwards: Eqw. Thanks, good Mourntgomery : 
| For doubtleſs Burgundy will yield him hel PD» But we now forget the Title to the Crown, 
j | And we ſhall have: more Wars before't be long. And only claim our Dukedome, 
j As Henries late preſaging Prophecy THI God pleaſe to {end the relt. 
i Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond: Avunt, Then fare you well, for will hence again, 
\ Sodoth my Heart, .miſ-give me, in theſe Conflicts [ came to ſerve a King, and not a Duke: 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours. Drummer ſtrike up, and let us March away. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford to prevent the worlt, The Drum begins to March, 
Forthwith well ſend him hence to Britany, Ew. Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and well debate 
Till ſtorms be paſt of Civil Enmity. By what ſafe means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Oxf. 1 : for if Edward re-poſleſs the Crown, Mount, What talk you of debating ? in few words 
Tis like that Richmond with the reſt ſhall down. [f yowl not here proclaim your ſelf our King, ln 
Som. Is ſhall be ſo : he ſhall to Britary, Ple leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
Come therefore, ler's about it ſpeedily. [Exeunt. | To keep them back, that come to ſuccour you, 
Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Enter Edward, Richard, Haſtings, and Souldters. Rich.Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice points ; 
Eaw. When we grow ſtronger, ; 
E4. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haſtings, and the reſt, Then we'll make our Claim : 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, Till then, *tis Wiſdome to conceal our meaning, 
And ſays, that once more I ſhall enterchange Haſt. Away with {crupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown. Rich, And fearleſs minds climb ſooneſt unto Crowns, © 
Well have we paſd,, and now repaſs'd the Seas, Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy. The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd Edw. Then be it as you will : for *tis my right, 
From Ravenſpurgh Haven, before the Gates of York, And Henry but uſurps the Diadem. 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ? Mourt, I, now my Soveraign ſpeaketh like himſelf, 
Rich. The Gates made faſt ? And now willI be Edwards Champion. 
Brother, I like not this. Haſt. Sound Trumpet, Edwar ſhall be here proclaim'd : 
For many men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, Come, Fellow Souldier, make thou Proclamation. ; 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within. Flouriſh, Sound, 
Ed. Tuſh man,aboadments muſt not now affright us : Sol, Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
By fair or foul means we mult enter in, England and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c. 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. Aonmt. And whoſee?re gain-ſays King Edwards right, 


Haſt. My Liege, le knock once more to ſummon them. | By this I challenge himto ſingle Fighr. 
Throws down his Gauntlet, 


Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren, All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
q wy : Ed. Thanks brave Mountgomery, 


Mayor. My Lords, And thanks unto you all : 
We were fore-warned of your coming, If Fortune ſerve me, Vle requite this Kindneſs. 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our ſelves ; Now for this Night, let's harbour here at Terk: 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry, And when the Morning Sun ſhall raiſe his Carr 
Edw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Henry be your King, Above the Border of this Horizon, 
Yet Edward, at the leaſt, is Duke of Tork. We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates : 


Mayor. True, my good Lord, I know you for no leſs. | For welll wot, that Henry is no Souldier, 
Ed; Why, and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom, | Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſeems thee, 


As being well content with that alone. To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? | 
Rich. But when the Fox has once got in his Noſe, Yet as we may, well meet both thee and Warwick, 

211 £ oon find means to make the Body follow. Come on brave Souldiers: doubt nor of the Day : 

HHeft. Why,Maſter Mayor,why ſtand you in a doubt? | And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. '[Exenns, 


— 
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Enter the King, Warwick , Mountague, Clarence, Ox- 
ford, and Somerlet. 


War. What Counſel, Lords ? Edward from Bel. 4, 
With haſty Germarnes, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath paſgd in ſafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy people flock to him. 
King. Let'slevy Men, and beat him back again. 
Clar, A little Fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being ſuffer*d, Kzvers cannot quench. 
War: In Warwickſhire I have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 
Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Son Clarence 
Shalt ſtir up in Suffol, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Mountague, and Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſter-ſhire ſhalt hind 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou commandſt. 
And thou, brave Oxford,  wondrons well belov'd, 


j1n Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy Friends. 


My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his Iiland, - girt with the Ocean, 


Or nfodeſt Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 


Shall.reſt in-Zondor, _ till we came to him : 

Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 

Farewel. my Sov eraign. _ 

Kin, Farewel my Hefor, and my Troys true hope. 

Clay. Iif ſign of truth, 1 kiſs your Highneſs hand. 

King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 

Mounf, Comfort, my Lord, and fol take my lcave. 

Oxf. And thus | ſeal my Truth, ard bid adieu. 

King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mounazue, 

And all-at once, once more a happy farewel. 

War, Fare well, ſweet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 
4 [_Exeunt. 

King. Here at the:Palace willl reſt a while. 

Couſinof Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip ? 

Methinks, the Power that -Eaward hath in Field, 


Should not be able to encounter mine. 


Exer. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt. 

King. That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame : 
[ have not ſtopt mine Ears to their demands, 

Nor,palted of their Suits with flow delays, 

My pity,hath been Balm to heal their wounds, 

My mildneſs hath allay*d their ſwelling gricts, 


: My mercy dry'd their water-flowing Tears. 
] haye not been deſirous of their Wealth, 


Nor much opprelt them with great ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err?d. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, theſe Graccs challenge Grace : 
And when the Lion fawnsupon the Lamb, 
'The Lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancaſter, A Lancaſter. 
Ex, Heark, heark, my Lord, what Shouts are theſe ? 


Enter Edward and his Souldiers, 


Edw. Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henry, bear him hence, 
And once again proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make ſmall Brooks to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him tothe Tower, ler him not ſpeak. 

[Exit with King Henry. 

And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courſe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remalns : 
The Sun ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay, 
Cold biting Winter marrs our hop'd for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes before his Forces joyn, 
And take the great-grown Traytor unawarts : 


Brave Warriors, march a main towards Covertry. 
FFxenun! 


| 


| Nay when: {ſtrike now, or clſe the Iron cools. 


Emer Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry , two Meſſengers. 
and others upon the Walls. 


War. Where 15 the Poſt that came from valiantQx ford ? 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 
Mc. 1. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How tar off is our Brother Mount ague ? 
Where 15 the Poſt that came from Aountagut ? 
Mc. 2. By this at Daimry, witha puiſlant Troop. 
Emer Somervilc. 
War. Say Somervile, what ſays my loving Son ? 
And by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his Forces, 
And doexpect him here ſome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 
Somer, It is not his, my Lord, here Soxthar lies : 
The Drum your Hotiour hears, marcheth from W.:xwick. 
IWar. Who ſhould that be ? Belike unlcok'd for Friends. 
Somer, T hey arc at band, and you fhall quickly know. 


March. Flouriſh. Enter Edward, Richard, and Souldieys. 


Eqn, Go, Trumper, to the Walls, ſound'a Parle. 
Rich, See how the furly Warwick mans the Wall. 
War. Oh unbid ſpight, is ſportful Edward come ? 
\V here ſlept our Scovcs, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
T hat we could hear no news of his repair. 

Eaw. Now Warwick,,, wilt thou opethe City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe Ontrages? 

Wir.'Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up, and pluck*d thge down, 

Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent; ' 
And thou ſhalt itil remain the Duke of York. 

Rich. | thought at lealt he would haye faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeſt againſt his will? <> _. | 
War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a googly gift ? t] 
Rich, 1, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give "1 
Ple do thee ſervice for (0 good a gift. v7 i2t; 

IWar,* I wasl that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 

Edw, Why then *cis mine, if but by WarwRs gift. 
ar, Thou art no Alas for ſogreat a weight : 

And Weakling Warwizktakes his gift again, 

And Henry is my King, Warwick, his Subject. 

Eaw, But Warwicks King is Edwards Priſoner : 

And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 

W hart 1s the Body, when the Head is off ? 

Rich, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, 

But whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle Ten, 

The King was llily finger*d from the Deck : 

You left poor cy at the Biſhops Palace, 

And ten to one you'll mcet him in the Tower. 

Edw. *Tiseven ſo, yet you are Warwick ſtill, 


» nth. Aditi. <4. Ammon £4 
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Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: } 


ar. I had rather chopthis hand off at a blow, 
And with the other, fling it at thy Face, 
Than bear fo low a fail, toitrike to thee, 

Eaw, Sail how thou cant, 
Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
This hand, faſt wonnd about thy Coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the duſt this Sentence with thy blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 


Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 


War, Oh chearful Colours, ſee where Oxford comes. 
Of. Oxford, Oxford, for Lanealter. 

Rich, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 

Eaw, So other Foes may ſet upon our backs. 


Ric, Come Warmck, T 


_ 
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My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſick heart ſhews, 
That I muſt yield my body to the Earth, 


| Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iſſue out again, and bid us battel ; 


{ If not, the City being bur of ſmall defence, And by my fall, the conqueſt to my foe. 
| We'll quickly rouze the Traytors in the ſame. Thus yields the Cedar to the Axcs edge, 
| War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. Whoſe Arms gave ſhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
Under whoſe ſhade the ramping Lion ſlept, 
Enter Moutitague, w.th Drum and Colours. Whoſe top-branch over-peer*d Foves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rful wind. 
Mount. Mountague, Mountague, for Lancaiter. Theſe Eyes, that now are dimn*d with Deaths black Veyl, 
Rich. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon | Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 
Even with the deareſt blood your Bodies bear. Tofearch the ſecret Treaſons of the world : 
| Eaw. The harder match'd, the greater Victory, The wriickles in my Brows, now filPd with blood, 
My mind prefageth happy gain, and Conqueir. Were lix®ned oft to Kingly Sepalchres : 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his Grave ? 
Enter Somerſet, with Drum and Colours. And whodurſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his Brow ? 
| Loe, now my Glory ſincar*d in duſt and bl 
Som. Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors that I had, 
Rich. Twoof thy name, both Dukes of Somerſer, Even now forſake me; and of all my Lands, 
Have ſold their Lives unto the Houſe of York , [s nothing left me, bur my bodies length. 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. W hy, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duſt ? 
| And live we how we can, yet die we mull, 
Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. Enter Oxford and © ſet. 
' War, And loe, where George of Clarence ſweeps along, Som. Ah Warwick,, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
'Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel : We might recover all our loſs again : 
With whom, - an upright zcal to right prevails The Queen from Frarce hath brought a puiſſant power 
More than the nature of a Brothers love. Even now we heard the news : ah, could'ſt thou flye. 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwick call. War. Why then | would not flye. Ah Adountague, | 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? | Ifrhou be there ſweet Brother, take my Hand, 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee : And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houſe, Thou lovlt me not : for, Brother, if thou di 
Who gave his blood to lime the ſtones together, Thy tears would waſh this cold congealed blood, 
And et up Zanxcaſter. Why, troweſt thou, Warwick, That glews my Lips, and will not let me ſpeak. 
"That Clarence is fo harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, Come quickly ortague, or I am dead. 
To bend the fatal inſtruments of War Som, Ah Warwick, AMountague hath breath'd his laſt, 
Againſt his Brother, and his lawful King. And to the laſt gaſp, cry*d out for Warwick: 
Perhaps thou wilt objeft my holy Oath : And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 
To kecp that Oath, were more impiety) And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſj 
Than Fepehah, when he facrific'd his Daughter, W hich ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
I am ſo forry for my Treſpaſs made, That monght not be diſtinguiſh'd : but at laſt, : 
| That to deſerve well at my Brothers hands, [ well might hear delivered with a groan, 
| here proclaim my ſelf thy mortal foe : O farewel Warwick, 
With reſolution, whereſoe're 1 meet thee, War. Sweet reſt his Soul : 
(As 1 will meet thee, if thou ſtir abroad) Flye Lords, and fave your ſelves, 
To plague thee for thy foul miſkading me. For Warwick, bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. 
And fo, proud- hearted Warwick , I defic thee, Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queens great power. 
And to my:Brother turn my bluſhing Cheeks. Here they bear away his Body. [Excum. 
ardon me, Edward, I will make _: . 

ad Richard, do not frown upon my faults, Flouriſh, Enter King Edward in triamph , with Ri 
oe will henceforth be no more unconſtant. / ns Vicar and hee , REG, 
' E4. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy'd s 
Than if thou never had'ſt deſery*d our hate. King. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe, 

Rich, Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. And we are grac'd with wreaths of Vittory:; 

; War. Oh paſſing Traytor, perjur*d and unjuſt. But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 

Edwv. Whar Warwick , | ſpye a black ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, 
Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight ? Thar will encounter with our glorious Sun, | 
Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? E're he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed : 

\- War. Alas, 1 am not coop'd here for defence : | mean, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queen | 
1 will away towards Barnet preſently, Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arrived our Coaſt, | 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. ' 

Eqaw. Yes Warwick,, Edward dares, and leads the way : Clar. A little gale will ſoon diſperſe that Cloud, | 


Lords to the Field : Saint George, and Victory. [[Exeurt. | And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
March. Warwick and bis company follows. Thy very Beams will dry thoſe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 
Alarum , and Excnrſions, Enter Edward bringing forth Rich, The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
Warwick wounded. And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled to her : 
If ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſlur*d | 
Ew. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear, | Her faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. | 


For Warwick was a Bug that fear*d us all. King. We are advertis'd by our loving friends, 
Now Mountague ſit faſt, 1 ſeek for thee, _ That they do hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
That Warmcs Bones why keep thine company. [Exit.| We having now the beſt at Barret Ficld, 

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or toe, | W1'] thither ſtraight, for willingneſs rids way, 
And tell me whois Victor, York, 6r Warwick ? And as we march, our ſtrength will be augmented : 
W hy ask 1 that ? my mangled body ſhews, | ln every County 2; wego along, 
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Strike up the Drum, cry courage, and away. [Exeanr. ; __ © 
\ HAarch, Emer Edward, Richard, Clarence, and 


March, Enter the Queen, young Edward, Somerſet, Ox- | Souldiers. 
ford, and Souldiers, ; 


| Ns Eq. Brave followers, yonder ſtands the thorny VVood 
Ou, Great Lords, wiſe men ne're ſit and wail their loſs, | V Vhich by Heavens aſſiſtance, and your ſtrength, 


But chearly ſeek how'to redreſs their harms. Mult by the Roots be hewn up yet ere Night, | 
What though the Maſt be now blown over-board, | I necd not add more fuel to your fire, 
The Cabfe broke, the holding- Anchor loſt, For wellI wot, ye blaze, to burn them out : 
And half our Sailors ſwallow'd in the flood ? Give ſignal to the fight, and to it, Lords. 
Yet lives our Pilot ſtill. 1-r meet, that he 2%. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what ſhould 1 ſay, 
Should leave the Helm, and likea fearful Lad, My tears gain-ſay: for every word 1 ſpeak, 
With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, Ye ſee I drink the water of my Eye. 
| And give more ſtrength to that which hath too much, Therefore no more bur this : Henry your Soveraign 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship ſplits on the Rock, ls Priſoner to the Foe, his State alert, 
Which induſtry and courage might have fav'd ? His Realm a Slaughter-houſe, his Subjects lain, 
Ah what a ſhame, ah what a fault were this. His Statutes cancelPd, and his Treaſure ſpent : 
(Say, Warwick,was our Anchor : what of that ? And yonder is the V Volf, that makes this {poyl. 
And Mount ague our top-Maſt ; what of him ? You fight in Juſtice : Then in Gods Name, Lords, 
| Our ſlaughter'd friends, the tackles : what of theſe ? Be valiant, and give fignalto the fight. 
Why is not Oxford here another Anchor ? Al:rum, Retreat, Excyoſtons. [Exenm. 
And Ro another goodly _ ? 1 ONE 
The frien France our Shrowds afd Tacklings : Enter Edwatd., Richard. Oncen. Clar xford 
| And though unskilful, why not Ned and 1, —— oaths 


For once allow*d the $kilful Pilots Charge ? 


| We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, Eqw. Now here”s a period of tumultuous Broyls, 
But kcep our Courſe (though the rough Wird fay no) Away with Oxford to Hames Caſtle ſtraight : 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack. | For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeak them fair. Go bear them hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleis Sea ? Oxf. For my part, Ple not trouble thee with words. 
What Clarence, but aquick-ſand of Deceit ? Som, Nor I, but ſtoop with patience to my fortune. 
And Richard, but a raged fatal Rock ? [Exennt, 
| All theſe, the Enemies to our poor Bark. | Qxeen. So part we ſadly in this troublous world, 
' Say you can ſwim, alas, *tis but a while : To meet with Joy in ſweet Jeruſalem, 


| Tread, on the Sand, why there you quickly fink, Eqdw, Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 
Beſtride the Rock, the Tyde will waſh you off, Shall have a high reward, and he his Life ? 

Orelſe you familh, thats a three-fold Death. Rich. It is, and loe where youthful Edward comes. 
This ſpeak I (Lords) to let you underſtand, 


In caſe ſome one of you would fliye from us, 


——_— 


— ——_ 


| ' Enter the Prince. 
| That there's no hop*d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 

.| More than with ruthleſs V Vaves, with Satids and Rocks. Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him ſpeak. 
| V Vhy courage then, what cannot be avoided, What? can fo young a Thorn begin to prick ? 
 *Twete childiſh weakneſs to lament, or fear. Edward, what ſatisfaCtion canſt thou make, 

Prin, Methinks a V Voman of this valiant Spirit, For bearing Arms, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 
Should, if a Coward heard her ſpeak theſe words, And all the trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 
 Infuſe his Breaſt with magnanimity, Prin, Speak like #Subject, proud ambitious York, 
And make him, naked, foyl a Man at Arms. Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 
1 ſpeak not this, as doubting any here : Reſign thy Chair, and wherel ſtand kneel thou, 
For did I but ſuſpect a fearful Man, WhiPſt car the ſelf-ſame words to thee, 
He ſhould hare leave to go away betimes, Which (1 raytor) thou wouldſt have me anſwer to. 
Leſt in our need he might infect another, Queen, Ah, that thy Father had been ſoreſfolv'd. 
And make him of like ſpirit to himfelf. Rich. That you might ſtill have worn the Petti 
If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, And ne re have ftoln the Breech from Lancaſter. 
Let him depart before we need his help. Prin, Let «op Fable in a Winters Night, 
Oxf. V Vomen and Children of fo high a Courage, His Curriſh Riddles forts not with this place. 
And VVarriors faint, why 'twere perpetual ſhame, Rich, By Heaven, Brat, Ple plague ye for that word. 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather Quer. I, thou waſt born to be a plague to Men. 
Doth live again in thee; long may*ſt thou live, Rich, For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold. 
To bear his Image, and renew his Glories. Prin. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crook-back, ra- 
Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, ther. 
Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by day Edw. Peace wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 
If he ariſe, be mock*'d and wondred art. Clar. Untutor'd Lad, thon art too maka 


Qs, Thanks gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thanks. Prin. 1 know my duty, you are al undutifal : 
Prin. And take his thapks, that yet hath nothing elfe. | Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur*d George, 


And thou miſ-ihapen Dick, 1 tell ye aft, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 1 am your better, Traytors as ye are. 
| ; And thou uſurp'ſt my Fathers right and mine. | 
Me. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, Edw. Take that, the likeneſs of this Rayler here. 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. | [Stabs hizn, 
Oxf. I —_ no lefs, it is his Policy, Rich, SprawVſtthou ? take that, to end thy agony. 
[To haſt thus faſt, to find us unprovided.. [Rich. Stays | 
Som. But he's deceiy*d, we are in readineſs. Clar, And there?s for twitting me with perjury. 
'Queen, This chears my Heart, toſee your forwardneſs. Glar. Srabs bum, 


Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budge. | Queen. Oh, kill me too, PO 
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| | Rich. Marry, and ſhall. [Offers to kill her. | That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl, ) 


Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done toomuch. | And yet for all his Wings, the Fool was drown'd. 

; Rich. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the world with words ? | _ Hen. I, D<aalus, my poor Boy, {carus,  ._ .. | 
| Edw. What ? doth ſhe ſwoon ? uſe means for her re- | Thy Father, 44s, that deny?d our courſe, | 
| covery. | Ir THEN The Sun that ſear*d the wings of my ſweet Boy. \ 

Rich. Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother : Thy Brother Edward, and thy ſelf,” the Sea rt | 
Ple hence to London on a ſcrious matter, W hoſe envious Gulf.did ſwallow up his life : 
E*reyecome there, be ſure to hear ſome news. Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, | 
Clar, What?: what ? d7”: My breſt can better brook thy Daggers point, 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. [Exit, | Than can my Earsthat Tragick Hiltory. 
Queen. Oh Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy. | But wherefore doſt thou come ? Is't for my Life ? 
Can'ſt thou not ſpeak ? © Traytors, Murderers ! Rich. Think®ſt thou Tam an Executioner ? 
'They that ſtabb'd Ceſar, ſhed no blood at all : . Hen, A Perſecutor I am ſure thou: arr, 
/Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, If mutthering Innocents be Executing, 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. Why then thou art.an Executioner ? / 
'He was a Man ;' this(in reſpect) a Child, Kich, Thy Son 1 kilPd for his preſumption, | 
{And Men nere ſpend their fury on a Child.. Her, Hadſt thou been KilPd when firſt thou didft_ pre- | 
What's worſe than Murth:r, that 1 may name it ? Thou had lt nor liy?d to kill a Son of mine : ' (fume, 
;No, no, my Keart.will burſt, and if 1 ſpeak, And thus I prophelie that many a thouſand, 
And I will ſpeak, that ſo my Heart may burlt. W hich now miſtruſt no parcel of my fear, 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, And many an Old-mans figh, and many a Widows, 
'How ſweet a Plant have you untimely cropt : And many an Orphans Water-ſtanding-eye, 
'Yowhave no Children(Butchers) if you had, Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 
The thought'of them would have ſtirr*d up remorſe ; And Orphans, for their Parents timeleſs death, 
But if you ever chance to have a Child, Shall rue the hour that ever thou walſt born. 
Look in his yonth to have him ſo cut off. The Owl ſhricFd atthy birth, an evil ſign, 
As deathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. The Night-Crow cryd, aboding luckleſs time, 
King. Away with her, go bear her hence perforce. Dogs howPd, and hideous tempeſt ſhook down Trees : 
wcen, Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch nie here: | The Raven rook*d her on the Chimnies top, 
Here ſheath thy Sword, Ple pardon thee my death : And chatt”ring Pies in diſmal Difcords ſung : 
' What ? wilt thou not ? then Clarerce do it thou. Thy Mother felt more than a Mothers pain, 
| - Clar. By Heaven, 1 will not dothee ſo much eaſe. And yet brought forth leſs than a Mothers ho 


| Queen, Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou it. To wit, an indigeſted deform'd _ | 
CTar. Didſt thou not hear me ſwear I would not do it ? | Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 


Queer, I but thou uſeſt to forſivear thy ſelf. Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou was't born. 
"Twas ſin before, | but now ?tis Charity. To ſ1gnifie, thou canvit to bite the world: is 
| What wilt thou got ? where is that devils Butcher Richard, | 3nd if the relt be true which I have heard, 
Hard-favour'd Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? Thou cam'lt 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed. | Rich, Ple hear no more : | 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne*re pulPſt back. Die Prophet in thy ſpeech, LStabs him, 
Edw. Away I fay, I charge ye bear her hence. For this (among'lt the reſt) was I ordain'd. 
Qmeen, So come to you. and yours, as to this Prince. Hen. I, and for much more {laughter after this, 
| [Exit Queen, 9 God forgive my fins, and pardon thee, [ Dies. 
Edw. Where's Richard gone. " Rich, What ? will vhe aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Cla. To London all in poſt, and as I gueſs, Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted. 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower ? Sce how my Sword weeps for the poor Kings death. 
Eaw. Hes ſudden + thing comes in his head, O may ſuch purple tears be alway ſhed 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort From thoſe that wiſh the downfal of our Houſe. 
Wirh pay and thanks, and lets away to London, If any ſpark of life be yet remaining: 
And ſee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares, Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither. 
By this (I hope) ſhe hath a Son for me. [ Exit, [Stabs him again. 


—_ neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Enter Henry the Sixth, and Ri with the Lieutenant | \ndeed *tis true that Herry told me of: 
Heary ig - > 4M For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 

. [I came into the world with my Legs forward. 
Rich, Good day, my Lord, what at your Book ſo | Had1 not reaſon (think ye) to make haſt, 
hard ? | And ſeek their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right ? 
Hen. 1 my good Lord : my Lord, I ſhould ſay rather, The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cry*d, 
'Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better : O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth, 

Good Gloſter, and Good Devil, were alike, And ſo 1 was, which plainly ſignihed, 

And both propoſterous : therefore, not Good Lord. That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the Dog : 
| Rich. Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we mult confer. Then ſince the Heavens have ſhap*d my body ſo, 
Hen. So flies the wreakleſs ſhepherd from the Wolf, Let Hell make crook*d my Mind to anſwer it. 


So firſt the harmleſs Sheep doth yield his Fleece, I haveno Brother, I amlikeno Brother : 
And next his Throat unto the Butchers Knife. And this word [Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 
What Scene of Death hath Roſſius to act ? Be reſident in Men like one another, 
Rich. Suſpition always haunts the guilty mind, And not in me: I am my ſelf alone. 
The Thief doth fear each buſh an Officer. Clarence beware, thou keep'lt me from the light, 
| .. Hen, The Bird that hath been limed in 2 buſh ; But I will ſort a pitchy day for thee ? 
With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every buſh; _ For 1 will buz abroad ſuch Prophectes, 
And1 the helpleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, That Edward ſhall be fearful of his life, 
Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, And then to purge his fear, Ile be thy death. 


Where my poor young was limn*d, was caught and kilPd. | King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 
Rich, Why what a peeviſh Fool was that of Creer, Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reſt. 
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Ple throw thy body in another room, For I yet am yot look*d on in the world. 


And triumph Henry in thy day of Doom. CExir. | This Shouldcr was ordain'd ſo thick, to heave, 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my back, 


Enter King, Queen, Clarence, Richard, Haſtings, Nurſe, wW ork thou the way, and that ſhall execute. 
| ; | King. Clarence and Gleſter, love my lovely Queen, 


"and Antendants, 
| And kiſs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
King. Once mare we fit in Enmglan#s Royal Throue, Clar. Theduty that I owe your Majeſty, 


Re-pudchas'd with the blood of Enemies : | Seal upon the lips of this ſweet Babe. 
W hat valiant Foe-men, like to Autumns Corn, | £&m;', Thanks, Noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks. 
Have we mow?d down in tops of all their pride ? Fi. And thatl lovethe Tree from whence thou ſprar, g'R, 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renown, Witneſs the loving kiſs I give the Fruit : 
For hardy and undoubted Champions : To fay the truth, ſo Jada: kiſt his Maſter, 
Two Clifford's, as the Father and the Son, And cried, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
And two Narthumberland's: two braver Men, | King. Now am | ſeated as my Soul delights, 
Ne're ſpurr'd their Courſers at the Trumpets ſound, Having my Countries peace, and Brothers loves. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Aanntarice, } Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margaret | 
That in their Chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion, | Reynard her Father, to the King of Fraxce 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd. | Hath pawy'd the Sicrls and Jeruſalem, 
Tiras have we ſwept Suſpition from our Seat, And hither have they ſent it for her Ranſom, 
And made our footſtool of Security. King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France : 
| Come hither Bef, and let me kiſs my Boy : And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my ſelf, With Stately Triumphs, mirthful Comick ſhews, 
Have in our Armors watch'd the Winter night, Such as befits the pleaſure of the Court. 
Went all afoot in Summers ſcalding heat, Sound Drums and Krumpets, farewel ſower annoy, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſe6 the Crown in peace, For here | hope begias our laſting joy. [Exennt omnes. 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt reap the gain. | 
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Coming my ſelf but bad, till I be beſt. Rich, Ple blaſt his harveſt, if your Head were laid, | 
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And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe days. 
Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter, ſolus. Plots havel laid, InduCtions dangerous, 
By drunken Prophecies, Libels, and Dreams, 
Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King q 
Made glorious Summer by this Son of York.: ln deadly hate, the one againſt the other : 
And all the Clouds that lowr*d upon our Houſe | And if King Edward be as true and juſt, 
In the deep boſom of the Ocean buried. As I amSubtle, Falſe, and Treacherous, 
Now are our brows bound with Victorious Wreaths, This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew*d up ; 
Our bruiſed arms hung up for Monuments ; About a Prophecy, which ſays that G 
Our ſtern Alarums chang'd to merry Mcetings ; Of Edwards Heirs the murtherer ſhall be. 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meaſures. Dive thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes. 
Grim-viſag?d War, hath ſmooth*d his wrinkled Front: 
Ard now, in ſtead of mounting Barbed Steeds, Enter 'Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. 
To f. ight the Souls of fearful Adycrfaries, 
He cap:rs nimbly in a Ladics Chamber, Brother, gocd day : What means this armed Guard 
Tothe laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. That waits upon your Grace ? 
But 1, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, Clz, His Majeſty tendring my perſons ſafety, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking; glats : Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th? Tower. 
[. that am rudely itampt, and want Love's Majclty, Rich. Upon what cauſe ? 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : Cla. Becauſe my name is George. 
[, that am curtail'd of this fair Propurtion, Rich, Alack, my Lord, that Flt is none of yours: 
Cheated of Feature by diilembling Nature, He ſhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 
Deform'd, unſiniſh'd, ſ:nt before my time O belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the Tower. 
And that ſo lamely and untaſhionable, | | But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know ? 
That dogs bark at me, as [ halt by them : Cla. Yeh Richard, when | know : but 1 proteſt 
Why 1 (in this weak piping time of Peace) As yet I do not : But asI can learn, 
Have no delight to paſs away the time, He hearkens after Prophecies, and Dreams, 
Unleſs to ſee my Shadow in rae Sun, And from the Croſs-row plucks the letter G : 
And deſcaut on mine own Deformiry. And fays, a Wizard told him, that by G, 
| And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a Lover, His iſſue dif inherited ſhould be. 
{| To entertain theſe ſair well-ſpoken days, , And for my name of George begins with CG, 
[ am determined to prove a Villain, It follows in his thought that 1 am he. 
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Theſe (as [ learn) and ſuch royes as thele, 
Have mov*d his Highneſs to commit me now. 
Rich, Why this it is, when Men are ruPd by Women. 
'Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, *cis ſhe, 
That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 
Was it not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, 
Anthony Woodvil her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower ? 
From whence this preſent day he 1s delivered. 
We are not ſafe, Clarence, we are not fate. 
Cla. By Heaven, [think there is no man ſecure 
But the Queens Kindred, and night.walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſtreſs Svore. 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haſtings was for his delivery ? 
Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deity 
Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
Ple tell you what, I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in fayour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear her Livery : 
The jealous o're-worn Widow, and her ſelf, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Goſlips in our Monarchy. 
Bra. Ibeſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given in charge, 
That:no Man ſhall have private Conference 
(Of what degree ſoever) with your Brother, 
Rich, Even ſo, and pleaſe your worlhip, Brakenbzry, 
You may partake of any thing we ſay : 
We ſpeak no Treaſon, man; we ſay the King 
ls Wiſe and Verruous, and his Noble Queen 
Well ſtrook in years, fair, and not jealous, 
We ſay, that Shore's Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a palling pleaſing Tongue : 
And that the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 
How ſay you, Sir ? can you deny all this ? 
Bra, With this (my Lord) my ſelf have nought to do. 
Rich. Naught to do with Miſtreſs Shore ? 
I tell thee, Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to do it ſecretly alone. 
Bra. What one, my Lord ?. 
Kich. Her Husband, Knave, would'ſt thou betray me? 
Bra. | do beſeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conference with the noble Duke. 
Cla. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey, 
Rich. We are the Queen's Abjects, and mult obey. 
Brother farewel, 1 will unto the King, 
And whatſo&re you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edward's Widow, Siſter, 
I will perform it to infranchiſe you. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Cla. 1 know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Rich. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
I will deliver you, or elle lye for you - 
Mean time have patience, 
Cla,+I muſt perforce : farewel. [Exit Cla. 
Rich. Go tread the path that thou ſhalc ne re return; 
Simple plain Clarence, I do love thee ſo, 
Thar I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heaven, 
If Heaven will take the Preſent at our hands; 
But who comes here ? the new delivered Haſtings ? 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 0 
Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain ; 


| Well are you welcome to this open Air, 


How hath youx Lord{hip brook'd Impriſonment ? 

Haſt. With patience ( noble Lord) as Priſoners mult : 
But 1 ſhall live (my Lord)to givethem thanks 
That were the cauſe of my Impriſonment. 

Rich. No doubt, 1o dggbt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 


i 
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For they that were your Encmies are his, 
And have prevaiPd as much on him, as you. 

Haſt. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
W les Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 

Rich, \\ hat n.ws abroad ? 

Haſt. No ncws fo bad abroad as this at home : 
The King is lickly, weak, ard welancholy, 
And his Pkyli:ians fear him mightily. 

Rich. Now by Saint Fohn, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kepr an evil Dict long, 
And over-much conſumed his Royal Perſon : 
"Tis very grievuus to be Licught upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Haſt, He TH 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

CEx: Haſtings. 

He cannot live I hope, and mult not dye, 
* T1ll George be pack*d with polt-horſe up to Heaven. 
[le into urge b1s hatred more to Clarence, 
V Vhich lizs well itcePd with weighty arguments, 
And it I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hach not anotner Cay to live : 
W hich done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to bultle in. 
For then, Ple marry larn:ci*s youngelt Davghter, 
What though | kilPd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readielt way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband and her Father : 
The which will I, notall fo much for Love, 
As for another ſecret cloſe iarent, 
By marr; ing her, which I muſt reach unto. 
But yet | run bctore my Horie to Market - 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Eaward ſtill lives and raigns, 
When they are gone, then muſt 1 count my gains. [Exit, 


A— 


DE —— 
— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Coarſe if Qenry the Sixth, wich Halberds to guard 
' 4t, Lady Anne being the Aourncr, 


Anne, Set down, ſet down your honourable load, 
[f Honour may be ſhrowded in a Herſe , 
WhiPſt 1 a-while obſequiouſly lament 
Truntimcly fall of Vertuous Larcaſter, 
Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale aſhes o@the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
Thou bloodleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that | invocatethy Ghoſt, 
To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 
VVife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab'd by the felfſame hand that made theſe wounds, 
Loe, in theſe V Vindows that let forth thy Life, 
[ pour the helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 
O curſed be the hand that made theſc holes : 
Curſed the Heart, that had the heart to do it : 
Curſcd the Blood, thar let this blood from hence, 
Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Thanl can wilhto V Volves, to Spiders, Toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives. 
[f ever he have Child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought ro light, 
V Vhoſe ugly and unnatural Aſpet 
May fright the hopeful Mother at the view, 
Aad that be Heir to his unhappineſs. ' 
lf ever he have V Vife, lct her be made 
More miſerable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towardFCherr/cy with your holy Load, 
Taken from Pauls to be interred there. 
And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 
Reſt you, "pan: King Henry's Coarſe, 
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The Life and Death of Richard the Third, | 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 


Rich, Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down. 
Awe, What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 
To it6p devoted charitable deeds ? 
Rich, Villains, ſer down the Coarſe ; or by St. Paul, 
"le make a Coarie of him that diſobeys. 
Gen. M; Lord, ſtand back, and let the Coffin paſs. 
Rich... Unmanner'd Dog, 
Stand thou when | command : 
Advance thy Halberr higher than my Breaſt, 
Or by St. Par, Ile ſtrike thee to my Foot, 
And ipurn upon thee, Begear, tor thy boldneſs. 
Ame. W hat do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortal, 
And Mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
Avant thou creadful Miniſter of Hell; 
Thou had'ſt but power over his Mortal Body, 
His Soul thou canlt not have; therefore be gone. 
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſo curſt, 
Anne. Foul Devil, 
For God?®s ſake hence, and trouble us not, 
For thou haſt made the happy Earth thy Hell : 
FilPd it with curſing crics, and deep exclaims : 
If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen, ſee, ſee dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeaPd mouths, and bleed a-treſh. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul Deformity : 
For *tis thy preſence that exhales this Blood 
From cold and empty Veins, where no blood dwells. 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural 


_ 


Provoke this Deluge moſt unnatural. 
O God! which this Blood mad*{, revenge his Death : 
O Earth ! which this Blood drink'ſt, revenge his Death. 
Either Heav*n with Lightning ſtrike the MurthYrer dead, 
Oc Earth, gape open wide, and cat him quick, 
As thou dolt ſwaltow up this good Kings Blood, 
Which this Hell-govern'd arm hath butchercd. 
Rich. Lady, you know noRules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. 
Ame. Villain, thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
No Beaſt fo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Kich. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaſt, 
Arne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth ! 
Rich. More wonderful, when Angels are ſoangry : 
Vouchlafe (divine perfection of a Woman) 
Of theſe ſnppol;d Crimes, to give me leave, 


| By circumſtance, but to acquit my felt. 


Arne. Vouchſafe (diftus*d infeftion of a Man) 
Of theſe known evils, but to give me leave 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed Sclt. 
Rich. Fairer than tongue can name thee, 1ct me have 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelf. 
Anne, Foulcr than heart can think thee, 
Thou can'it make no excuſe currant, 
But to hang thy ſelf. 
Rich. By ſuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe my ſelf. 
Anne. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf, 
That did*ſt unworthy ſlaughter upon others. 
Rich. Say, that I flew them nor. 
Aune, Then fay, they were not lain : 
But dead they are, and, devilith ſlave, by thee, 
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. 
Anne. Why then he 1s alive. 
Rich. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edward”s hands. 
A.ne. In thy foul Throat thou ly*ft, 
Queen Margaret ſaw © 2; BIO 
Thy mur@rous Faulchion ſmoaking in his Biood : 
The which thou once did'ſt bend againſt her Breaſt, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the point. - 
Kic . 1 was provok*d by her ſland*rous tongue, 


| That laid therr- guilt upon my guiltleſs ſhoulders. 


Ann. Thou walt provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamyſt on ought bur Butcheries ; 
Did*itthou not kill this King ? 
Rich, | grant ye. 
Anne. Do'lt grant me,  Hedg-Hog, 
Then God grant me too, | 
Thou may*ſt bedamn'd for that wicked deed : 
O he was gentle, mild, and vertuous. 
Rich, The better for the King of Heaven that hath him. 
Anne. He is in Heaven where thou ſhalt never come. 
Kich, Let him thank me that holp to ſend him thither : 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 
Anne, And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 
Rich. Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne, Some Dungeon. 
Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 
Anne, Ill reſt betide the Chamber where thou lyeſt. 
Kich. So will it, Madam, tillI lye with you. 
Anne, | hope ſo. 
Rich, 1 know ſo, But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our W its 
And fall ſomething into a ſlower method, : 
[s not the Cauler of the timeleſs deaths 
Of theſe Plantageners, Henry and Edivard, 
As blameful as the Executioner ? 
Anne, 'T hou waſt the Cauſe, and moſt accurſt effect, 
Rich, Your Beauty was the cauſe of that effect: 
Your Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, | 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 
So 1 might live one hour in your ſweet Boſome. 
Anne, If I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 
Theſe Nails ſhould rent that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Rich. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by ; 
As all the world is cheered by the Sun, 
Sol by that- it is my day, my life. 
£n.Black night o*re-ſhade thy day, and death thy life. 
Rich, Curſe not thy ſelf, fair Creature, 
Thou art both. 
Anne, 1 would I were, tobe reveng?d on thee. 
Rich, It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
Tobereveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
Anne, It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be revengd on him that kilPd my Husband. 
Rich, He that bereft thee, Lady of thy Husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 
Anne. His beccer doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
Rich. He lives, that loves thee better than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 
Rich, Tamagenet. 
Anice, Why that was he. 
K ch, The ſclf-ſame name, but one of better Nature. 
Arne. Where is he ? 
Rich, Here ; 
Why doſt thou ſpit at me? 
Anne,” Would it were mortal poiſon for thy ſake. 
Rich, Never came poiſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
Anne, Never hung poiſon on a fouler Toad. 
Out of my ſight, thou dolt infeft mine Eyes. 
Rich. Thine Eyes (ſweet Lady) have infetted mine. 
Anne, Would they were Baſilisks, to ſtrike thee dead. 
Rich, 1 would they were, that I might dye at once : 
For now they kill me with a living Death. 
Thoſe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears ; 
Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: 
Theſe Eyes which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 
No, when my Father York, and Edward wepr. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-fac*d Clifford ſhook his Sword at him. 
Nor when my Warlike Father, like a Child, 
Told the fad ſtory of my Father*s Death, 
And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 
That all the ſtanders'by had wet their Cheeks, 


[Spits at him, 


Like Trees be-daſh'd with rain + in that ſad time, 
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My maaly Eyes did ſcorn an humble Tear : 

And what theſe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping, 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : 

My Tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, 


Teach not thy Lip ſuch ſcorn, for it was made 
For kifſing, Lady, not for ſuch contempr. 

If thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 

| Loe here 1 lend thee this ſharp-pointed Sword, 

| Which if thou pleaſe to hide 1n this true Breaſt, 
And let the Soul forth that adorcth thee, 

| lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 


Nay, do not pauſe : for 1 did kill King Henry, 

But *twas thy Beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now diſpatch : ? I was I that ſtab*d young Edward, 
But *twas thy Hzavenly Face that ſet me on. 


Take up the Sword again, or take up me. 
Anne. Ariſe Diſſembler, though 1 wiſh thy Death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 
Rich. Then bid me kill my ſelf, and I will do it. 
Arne, | have already. 
Rich, That was in thy Rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love, 
To both their Deaths ſhalt thou be accellary, 
Azne. 1 would I knew thy Heart. 
| Rich. *Tishgur'd in my Tongue. 
Anne.” | fear me, both are falſe. 
Rich. Then never Man was true. 
Anne, Well, well, put up your Sword, 
Rich. Say then, my Peace 1s made. 
| Anne, That ſhalt thou khiow hereafter, 
Rich, .But ſhall I live in hope ? 
Anre. All men I hope live ſo. 
Vouchſafe to wear this Ring. | 
Rich, Look how thy Ring encompaſleth my Finger, 
Even ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth my poor Heart : 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
But beg'one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirm this happineſs for ever. 
Anne. What is it ? 
- Rich. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad Deſigns 
To him that. hath moſt cauſe to be a, Mourner, 
| And preſently repair to Crosby Houle, - 
Where (after I have ſolemnly interr*d 
At Chertſey Monaſt'ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears ) 
I will with all expedient duty ſee you. 
For divers unknown Reaſons, 1 beſeech you, 
Grant me this Boon. " 
Ame. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, go along with me. 
Rich. Bid me farewel. 
Anne. *'Tis more than you deſerve: 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
ImagineT have ſaid farewel already. 
Gent.. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 
Rich. Now to White-Fryers, there attend "7 coming, 


Was ever Woman in this humour Woo'd ? 

Was ever woman in this humour won *- .. 

Ple have her, bur I will not keep her long. 

What ? 1 have killd her Husband, and hisFather, 
Totake ber in her hearts extreameſt hate, _ \ 
With Curſes in her Mouth, tears in her Eyes, 


My proud Heart ſues, and prompts my Tongue to ſpeak. 
[_She looks ſcornfully at him, 


[ He lays bis Breaſt open, ſhe offers at it with his Sword. 


[She falls the Sword. 


CEx.two with Anne. 


Exit C oar/e, 


| 


.| But firſt Ple turn yoa fellow in his Grave, { 


| Yet Derby, notwichſtanding ſhe's your Wite, 
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The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by, 

Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me 
And I no Frieads to back my ſuit withall, : 
But the plain Devil and diſlembling looks ? 

And yct to win her ? Allthe World to nothing. 

Hah ! 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Price, 

Edvard, her Lord, whom I (ſome three months ſince ) 
Stav'd in my angry mood, at Tewksbury ? 

A ſweeter anda lovelier Gentleman, 

Fran'd in the prodigality of Nature , 

Young, Valiant, Wiſe, and (nodoubt) right Royal, 
The ſpacious world cannot again afford, 

And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, | 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed? 

On me, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moytie ? 
On me, that halts, and am miſhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to a Deggarly Denier ? 

| do miſtake my perſon all this while: 

pon my life ſhe nds, (although | cannot) 

My ſ-1f to be a marv*lous proper man. 

Ple b2 at charges for a Looking-glaſs, 

And entertain a ſcore or twoof Taylors, 

To ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body - 

Since I am crept in favour with my ſelf, 

[ will maintain it with ſome little colt, 


And then return lamenting to my Love. 
Shine out, fair Sun, ?cill I have bought a Glaſs, 


That 1 may ſee my Shadow as 1 pals. [Exit. 


8 [7 | 
Scena Tertia. | 


Enter the Queen Mother, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 
R/+, Have patience,M ere is no doubt his Majeſty | 
Will ſoon recover his a 'd health. 
Gray. Inthat you brook it ill, it makes him worſe, | 
Theretorefor God's ſake entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. a 
Queen, If he were dead, what would betide on me ? 
Gray. No other harm, but Joſs of ſucha Lord. 
Qs. The loſs of ſuch a Lord includes all harms. - 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 
2s. Ah! heis young ; and his Minority 
[s put unto thetruſt of &Kichard Gloſter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Kjv, 1s it concluded he {hall be Protector? 
Q«. It isdetermin'd, not concluded yet* 5 
Burt 10 it mult be, if the King miſcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 


Gray.” Here comes the Lord of Buckingham and Derby, > | 
Buck, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace. | 
Derb.God make your Majeſty joyful,as you haye been. } 

| 


Q«. The Caunteſs Richmond, good my L. of Derby, - 


o_ 


To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen, p 


And loves not me, be ory QuoLord, allur*d, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. __—_ | 
Derb. 1 do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious Slanders of her falſe Accuſers ; 4 
Or if ſhe be accugd on true report, 
Bear with her weakneGs, which I think proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſs, and no grounded malice. 
Q«. Saw you the King to day,. my Lord of, Derby ? © 
Derb. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, ...-1. 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty, | 
Qu. What likelihood of his amendment, Lords ? 


Rr 2 
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Buck, Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 
2x. God gratithim health, did you confer with him ? 
Buck, 1, Madain, defires to make atonement, 
Between the Dnke of Gloſter, and your Brothers, 
And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain, 
And ſent to warn them to his Royal preſence. 
Qs, Would 4 wh —_— _ will never be, 
I fear orf happineſs is at the height. 
Enter Richard. 
Rich. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, 
Thati (forſooth) am ſtern, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly; 
That fill his Ears with fuch difſentious Rumors. 
' Becauſe I cantiot flatter, and look fair, 
| Smile in Mens Faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cog, 
' Duck with French nods, and Apiſh Courtelie, 
I muſt be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plain Man hve, and think no harm, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus?d, 
With ſilken, flye, infinuating Jacks ? 

Gray. To whom inall this prefence ſpeaks your Grace ? 
Rich. To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace : 
When have | injyr*d thee ? When done thee wrong ? 

Or thee ? or thee? vr any of your FaCtion ? 
A Plzgue upon you all. His Royal Grace 
(Whom God preſerve, better than you would wiſh) 
Cannot be quiet (carce a breathing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lew'd Complaints. 
Qu, Brotherof Gloffe?, you miſtakethe marrer ; 
The King on his own Royal diſpoſition, 
(And not provok'd by any Suitor elſe) 
 Atrming (bettKeJat your incerior hatred, 
That in your outward action fhews it {ef 
Againſt my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 
Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground. 
Rich. 1 cannot tell, the world is groivn ſo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 
mce every Jack became a Getitfeman, 
There?s many a gentle pzrfon made a Jack. | 
©x;Coine;,come,we know your meaning,Brother Gloſter, 
You envy ty advancement, and my Friends - 
God grant we fever may have need of you. 
Rich Mean k e God'grants that I have necd' of you. 
Our Brother's tmpriſon'd by: your means, 
My ſelf difgraca, ard the Nobility 
Win conterfipt,, While'zrcat Promotions 
Are daily given to enobte thoſe 
That ſcarce ſonie two days ſince were worth a Noble, 
Qs. By him that rais'd me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which Ienjoy'd. * 
I never did incen{ his Majeſty ' - | 
Againſt the Diie'of Cla#t2ce, but have been 
An earneſt Advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord, you do me ſhameful injury, 
Falſely to draw men theſe vile ſuſpetts. - - 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean 
 Peftgrlatc imprifonment, 
, my Lord, for=——— 
* Rich, She mizy,, Lord Rivers, why who knows not ſo ? 
She miby &b tort, Sir, then denying that: 
She may help'y6t tomany fair Preferments, | 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay the Honours'on your high defert. 
What may ſhe not ?/ ſhe nay, marry may ſhe. 
Riv. W hat marry way ſhe? - 7 
Rich. What marry hay ſhe ? Marry with a King, 
A Batchelor, and a bandfor ftripling too, 


- * { Iwis your Grafidam'had a worſer match. 
yLotq 


«. My L6t&of Gloſter, '1 have too lang born 

Your bla idings, and your bitter fcofts: 
By Heavert, will acqualttt his Majeſty 
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Of thoſe groſs taunts tharoftt have endurd. 
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| Were factious for the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 


"Than a great Queen, with this condition, 
| To be ſo baited; ſcorn'd, and ſtbrm?d ar, 
Small joy have l inbeing Englara®s Queen. 


Enter old Queen Margaret. 


Mar. And leſsned be that ſmall, God I beſcech him, 
Thy Honour, State, and Seat, is due to me. 


I will avouch'c in preſence of the King : 
[ dare adventure to be ſent to th? Tower. 
*Tis time to ſpeak, 
My. pains are quite forgot. 
Margaret, Out Devil, 
I do, remember them too well : 
Thou kild®ſt my Husband Henry 10 the Tower, 
And Eaward my poor Son, at Tewksbary. 
Rich, E're you were Queen, 
I, or your Husband King : 
1 was a pack-horſe in his great Aﬀairs : 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſarics, 
A liberal rewarder of his Friends, 
To Royalize his blood, I ſpent mine own. | 
Margaret, 1, and much berter blood 
Than his or thine. 


Rich, Inall which time, you and your Husband Gyay 


And K:vers, ſo were you: was not your Husband, 
In Margarers Battel, at Saint MA/bans, flain ? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forper, 

'What you have been erethis, and What you are : 
Withell, whatI have been, and whatI am. 

©. M4. A murttyrous Villain, and fo ftill thu art. 

Rich, Poor Clarence did forſake his Father Warwick, 
I, and forſwore himſelf (which Jeſu pardon.) 

9.2. Which God revenge. 

Rich. To fight on Edwards party, for the Crown, | 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 
| would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwaris, -- } 
Or Eaward's, ſott and pitiful, like mine ; 

[ am too childith fooliſh for this World, 

Qsz.74.Hye thee to Hell-for ſhame,and leave this world, 
Thou Cacodzmon, there thy Kingdom is. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſle days, | 
W hich here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 

We follew'd then our Lord, our Soveraign King, 
So ſhould we you, if you would be our King. 

Rich, ]f I ſhonld be ? I had rather be a Pedler : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 

©. Ag little joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Countrics King, 
As little joy you may fuppolſe in me, 

Thar I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. | 
©. M4. Alittle joy enjoys the Queen thereof. 
For | am ſhe, and altog=ther joylcfs. 
| can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, you'wrangling Pyrars that fa!l out, 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
W hich of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
[fnot, that 1 am Queen, youbow like Subjects; 
| Yet that by you depogd, you quake like Rebcls, 
\ Ah gentle Villain donot turn away. 
| Foul wriackI'd Witch, what mak*ſt thou in my ſight? 
2. M. Butrepetition of whar thou haſt mart'd, 
| That will I make, beforel ler thee go. s, 
Rich. V Vert thou not baniſhed on pain of Death ? | 
. M.1 was: butt dotind*more pain in baniftiment, 
Than-dearh can yicld me hrre,, by abode. 
A Husband and a Soft thou ow/lt to me, 
And thcu a Kingdom, all of you allegiance ; 
This Sorrow that Ihave by righr is ours, 
And all the Ptrafbres you uſurp are'mine. | 
Rich. The Carſe'tmy Noble Father laid on thee, | 


Rich. What ? threat you mie with telling of the King ? | 
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And with thy ſcorns drew?it Rivers from his Eyes, Leit to thy harm thou move our patience. 
And then to dry them, gavit the Duke a Clout, {9. AL. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all moy'd mine. 
Steep'd in the faultleſs blood of pretty Rutland : Kr. Were you well ſerv*d,you would be taught your duty. 
His Curſes then from bitterneſs of Soul, ©. A. Toicrve me well, you all ſhould do me duty 
Denounc'd agiiniT thee, are faPn upon thee : Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects L 
And God, not we, have plagw thy bloody Deed. O terve me v coll; and tcach Your ſelves that duty. Fg 
Qs. $o juſt is God, to right the innocene. Dorf. Dilpme rot with her, ike is Lunatick. © =. 
Haſt. O, *rwas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that Babe, &. AM. Pace, Maiter Marqueſs, youare malaperf;” 
And the moſt mercileſs that &re was heard of. Your hire-rew 1tamp of Honour is ſcarce currant. © 
Rjv, Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported. | © that your young Nobility can judge | 
Dor. No man but prophelicd reveng? for it. W hat *twer-< to lole it, and be miſerable. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 'hcy thar ſtand high have many blaſts ro thake them 
. M. What ? were you ſnarling all before 1 came, And it they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. : 
Ready to catch each other by the Throar, &:ch. Good Counſel marry, learg it, l:arn it, Marqueſs. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? Dor. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Did York?s dread Carſe p-evail fo much with Heaven, Rich. 1, and much more : but 1 was born ſo high : 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edwara?s Death, Our ayrie builderh in the Cedars top, 
Their Kingdoms loſs, my woful Baniſhment, And Gallies with the wind, and ſcorus the Sun. 
Should all but anſwer for that pzcvilh Brart ? Alir. And turns the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ? Witneſs my Son now in the ſhade of death, 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes, W hoſe bright our-ſhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King, Hath in Eternal Darkneis folded up. 3 
Asours by Murther to make him a King. Your ayry build-th in our ayries Net : % 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of jV/ales, O God, tiat ſeeſt, it do not ſutter it, 
For Edward our Son that was Prince of Wales, As It 1s won with blocd, loſt be it to. 
Dye in his Youth, by like untimely violence. Buck, Peace, peace for Shame, if not for Charity 
Thy ſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, Mar. Urge neither Charity, nor Shame to me : 
| Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf : Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
Long may?lt thou live, to wail thy Children's death, And ſhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd. 
[And ſce another, as I ſce thee now, My Charity is outrage, Life my thame, . 
Deck*d in thy Rights, as thou art ſtalPd in mine, And in that ſhame, {till live my ſorrows rage. 
' Long dye thy happy days, before thy Death, Puck, Have done, have done. 
And after many lengtWaed hours of grict, Mar, O Princely Buckingham, Ile kiſs thy hand, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor England's Queen. In ſign of League and Amity with vhee : 
Rivers and Dorſer, you were itanders by, Now fair befall thee, and thy Noble houſe : 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Hiſtinzs, when my Son Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our blood : 
Was ſtabb/d with bloody Daggers: God, | pray him, Nor thou within the compals of my Curſe. 
| Thax-none of you may live his natural age, Burk, Nor no one or Curſes never paſs 
But by ſome un-look?d-for accident cut off. Th: lips of thoſe that breathethem in the Air. 
Ric. Haye done thy Charm,thou hateful wither*d Hag. {ar. I will not think bur they aſcend the Sky, 
O.M.And leave out thze?ſtayDog,for thou ſhalt hear me. | And there awake God's gentle fleeping Peace. 
If Heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, O Buckini;ham, take heed of yonder Dog : 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, Look when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 
O ler them keep it, till thy ſins be ripe, | His venom Tooth will rankle to the death : 
And then hurl down their Indignation Have not to do with him, beware of him, 
Oa thee, the troubler of the poor World's peace. Sin, Death, and He! have Jer their marks on him, 
The wormof Conſcience ſtill bz-gnaw thy Soul, And all their Mincilters attend on him. 
Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traytors while thou liv?lt, Rich. Whar doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 


Buck, Nothing that | reipect, my gracious Lord, 


And take deep Traytors for thy dzarelt Friends : 
Ar. What doſt thou ſcorn me 


No ſleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 


Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting Dream For my gentle Counſel ? 

Afﬀright thee witha Hell of ugly Devils. And footh the Devil that I warn thee from. 

Thou elviſh, markt, abortive rooting Hog, O but remember this another day : 

Thou that waſt ſeaPd in thy Nativity When he ſhall ſplic thy very heart with Sorrow : 
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs - 

Thou ſlander of thy heavy Mothers Womb, Live cach of you the ſubjects to his hate, 

Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Fathers loyns, And heto yours, and all of you to Gods. [Exit. 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteſted —— Buck, My Hair doth ſtand an cnd to hear her Curles. 
Rich, Margaret, Riv. And ſo doth mine, 1 muſe why ſhe's ar liberty. 
Q. M. Richard. Rich, Ha! Rich. | cannot blame þer, by God's holy Mother, 

. A. } call thee not. She hath had too much wrong, and | repent 
Rich, 1 cry thee mercy then: for I did think, My pargthercof, that have done to her. 
That thou had'ſt calPd me all theſe bitter names. Der: 1 never did her any to'my knowledge. 
9. M. Why ſol did, but look'd for no reply. Rich.. Yet you have all the vantage of her wropg : | 
| Ob let me make the Period to my Curſe. [ was too hot, to do ſome body good, 
Rich. ?Tis done by me, and ends in Afargaret. That is too cold in thinking of it now : 
Thus have you breatHd your Curſe againſt your ſelf. Marry as for Clarence, he is well repay*d: 
. M. Poor painted Quecn,vain flouriſh of my Fortunc, | He is frankd up to farting for his pains, 
Why ſtrew?lt thou Sugar on that BottePd Spider, God pardon them that are the cauie thereof. 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about ? Rrv. A virtuous, and a Chriſtian-like conclaſion, 
Fool, fool, thou whett'ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelf : To pray for them that have donegcathe to us. 
The day will come, that thou ſhalr wiſh for me, Rich. Sodol ever, being welk&lvi.?), 
To help thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-back*d Toad. [Speaks r9 himſelf. 
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| Haſt. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curſe, | For had I curſt, now, 1 had curſt my felt. 
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| Enter Catesby. Ineſtimable Stones, unvalued Jewel: 
Cates. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, All ſcattered in the bottom of the Sea : | 
And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. Some lay in dead-men's Sculls, and in the holes 
©. Catesby, I come, Lords will you go with me ? Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
Rrv. We wait vpon your Grace. (As *twere in ſcorn of Eyes) retie:ting Gems, 
[Exeunt all but Gloſter. | That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the Deep, 
| Rich. 1 dotheewrong, and firſt begin to brawl. And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſcattered by. 
Theſecret miſchiefs thar I ſet a-broach, Keep. Had you ſuch leiſurc in the timeof Death, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. To gaze upon the ſecrets of the deep ? 
4 Clarence, whom 1 indeed have caſt in darkneſs, Cla, Methought I hud,, 2nd oftendidI ſtrive 
I do beweep to many ſimple Gulls, Toyield the Ghot : but itil! :1;c envious Flood 
Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham, Stop'd in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
| And tell them”tis the Queen, and her Allies To find the empty, vaſt, and wand'"ring Air 
That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother. Burt imother*®d it within my panting Bulk, 
1 Now they believe it, and withall whet me Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Sea. 
To be reveng?d on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. Keep. Awak*d you not in this fore Agony ? 
But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after life. 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : ) then, began the Tempeſt to my Soul, 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany | paſt (methought) the Melancholy Flood, 
With odd old ends, ſtoln forth of Holy Writ, With that ſowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
And ſeem a Saint, when moſt I play the Devil. Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
Enter two Murtherers, The firlt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoul, 
But ſoft, here come my Execut!oners, Was my great Father-in-law, renowned Warwick, | 
| How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, Who ſpake aloud : What ſcourge for Perjury | 
Are you now going to diſpatch this thing ? Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clayence ? | 
YV.Hl. We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, | And ſo he vaniſh.d. Then came wand"ring by, 
That we may be admitted. where he is. A Shadow like an Ange), with bright Hair 
Rich. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: | DabbPdin Blood, and he ſhrick*d out aloud 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place; Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur*d Clarerxe, 
Þut, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, That ſtabb*d me in the Field by Tewksbary : 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; Seize on him Furies, take him unto torment. 
For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and perhaps With that (methought) a Legion of foul Fiends 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 
Fill. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, | Such hideous cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
Talkers are no good doers; be afſvr*d, I (trembling) wak'd, and for a ſeaſon after, 
We go to uſe our Hands, andnot our Tongues. Could not believe, but that I was in Hell, 
Rich. Your Eyes drop Mil-ſtones, when Fools Eyes | Such terrible Impreffion made my Dream. 
fall Tears. LN Keep. No marvel, Lord, though it affrighted you, | 
I like you Lads, about your buſine(s ſtraight. | am afraid (methinks) to hear you tell it. 
| Go, go, diſpatch. Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
” Vill. We will, my Noble Lord. CExeunt. | (That now give evidence againſt my Soul) 
- For Eaward's ſake, and ſee how he requites me. t 
_ O God / if my deep Prayers -—— thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 
S Cena ©uar E4. Yet execute thy m—_— me alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, and my poor Children. 
Enter Clarence and Keeper, Keeper, 1 prithee ſit by me a while, | 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 2 
Keep. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily ? Keep. 1 will, my Lord,God give your Grace good reſt. 
Cla. O, I have paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of fearful Dreams, of ugly ſights, Enter Brakenbury the Lientenant. 
That as I am a Chriſtian faithful man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, Bra, Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours, 
Thovgh *twere to buy a world of happy days : Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night : 
So full of diſmal terrour was the time. Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
Keep. What was your dream,my Lord,] pray you tell me. | An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 
Cla, Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower, | And for unfelt Imaginations 
And was embark*d to croſs to Burgundy, They often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares: 
Andin my company my Brother Gloſter, So that between their Titles, and low name, 4 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk There's nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Upon the Hatches : There we look*d toward England, Enter two Murtherers, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 1. ur. Ho, who's here ? 
During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, Bra. W hat would'ſt thou, Fellow ? And how canvſt thou 
That had befaVn us. Ag he pac'd along hither ? | 
Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 2. Mur, I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hither 
Methought that Gloſter ſtumbled, and in falling on my Legs. 
Strook me (that thought to ſtay him ) over-board, Pra. What, ſo brief ? 
Into the tumbling billows of the Main. 1, ?Tis better (Sir) than tobe tedious : 
O Lord, methought what pain it was to drown, Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and talk no more, [ Reads. 
| What dreadful noiſe of Water in mine Ears, Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliver | 
V Vhat ſights of ugly Death within mine Eyes. The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
Methoughts, I ſaw a thouſand fearful V Vracks; I willnot reaſon what is meant hereby, 
A thouſand men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon : Becauſe I will be guiltleſs from the meaning. 
V Vedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, There lies the Duke aſkep, and there the Keys, _ | 
Fief . 
J EEOLISE DEE: _—__ Mr rad 


. PE <e = — _— — RI ehes mo re _w ogy * 208 : - 
I NR > _ — w - ==> = _ . - — ——————— _ 
: _— , ” — —_— es - — _—— "PLE OO ER I Em—_ 
n s 4 _ - " A . q _ > . - nc Pegg _ j 


”" 


a... 


" m—_—— 


x 


— 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third. 


I'le to theKing, and ſignihe to him, 
That thus I have reſign'd to you my charge. 
1, You may, Sir, *tis a point of wiſdom : 
Fare you well. 
2. Whart, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps ? 
1, No: he'll ſay *twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 
2, Why he ſhall never wake , until the great Judg- 
ment day. 
1, Why then he'll ſay, we ſtab'd him ſleeping. 
2, The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 
kind of remorſe in me. 
1, What? art thou afraid ? | 
2. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1. I thought thou haWlt been reſolute. 
2, Sol am, to let him live. 
1. Ple back to the Duke of Gloſter, and tell him ſo. 
2, Nay, prithee ſtay a little : 
[ hope this paſſionate humour of mine will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty. 
1, How do'lt thou feel thy ſelf now ? ; 
. Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me. 
. Remember the Reward, when the dced*s done. 
. Come, he dics: I had forgot the Reward. 
. Wherc's thy Conſcience now ? 
. O, in the Duke of Gloſter*s Purſe. 
. When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flies out. | 
2. ?Tis no matter, let it go : there's few or none will 
entertain It, 
1, What if it come to thee again ? 
2. Ple not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward : 
A Man cannot ſteal, but it accuſeth him : A Man cannot 
Swear, but it Checks him: A Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detefts him. ?Tis.a bluſhing 
ſhamefac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Mans boſom: It 
fills a Man full of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 
Purſe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any 
Man that keeps it: It is turned out of Towns and Ci- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to 
live well, endeayours to truſt ro himſelf, and live with- 
our 1t, 
1, ?Tis even now at my elbow, .perſuading me not to 
kill the Duke. 
2. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not : 
He would inſinuate with thee but to make thee ſigh. 
1, I amſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 
2, Spoke like a tall Man, that reſpects thy Reputation. 
Come, ſhall we fall ro work ? 
1. Take him on the Coſtard, with the Hilts of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmſie-butt in the 
next room, 
2. O excellent device 3 and make a Sop of him. 
1. Soft, he wakes. 
2. Strike, 
1. No, we'll reaſon with him. 
Cla. Where art thou, Keeper ? give me a Cup of Wine. 
2, You ſhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon. 
Clar. In Gods name, what art thou ? 
1. A man; as you are, 
Clar. But not as I am, Royal. 
1. Nor you as we are, Loyal. 
Cla. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble, 
1. My voice is now the Kings, my looks mine own. 
. Cla. How darkly, and how deadly do®lt thov ſpeak ? 
Your Eyes do menace me + why look you pale ! 
Who ſent you hither ? wherefore do you come ? 
2, To, to, to 
Clar. To murther me ? 
Both, I, 1. 
Clar. You ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo. 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
W herein, my friends, have 1 offended you ? 


[ Exit. 


wh = MH = 


1. Otfended us you have not, but the King. 

Clar. 1 ſhall be reconciPd to him again, 

2, Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of Men 

To lay the tanocent ? What's my offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
\What lawful Q'elt have given their Verdict up 
Unto the frowning Judge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poor Clarences death ? 
Before I be convict by courſe of Law, 
Tothreaten me with death, is moſt unlawful. 

| charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, 
Thar you depart, and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1. What we will do, wedo upon command. 

2. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 

Clz. Erronecus Vaſlals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the T able of his Law commanded, 

That I hou ſhalt do no Murther, Will you then 

Spurn at his Edicts, and fulfil a Mans ? 

lake hed , for he holds Vengeance in his hand 

Tohurle upon their heads that break his Law. 

2. Ard that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murther too : 

Thou didſt receivethe Sacramenr, to fight 

la quarrel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

1. And like a Traytor to the name of God, 
Did"it break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Uoripp?lt the Bowels cf thy Soveraign's Son. 

2. Whom thou was't ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 

1, How canſt thou urge Gods dreadful Law to us, 
When thoy het broke it in ſach high degree ? 

Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I thar ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake. 

He ſends you not to murther me for this : . 

For in that ſin he is as deep as I. 

!f God will be avenged for the deed, 

O know you yet, he doch it publickly, 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 

He needs no indireCt, or lawleis courſe, 

To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 

1. Who made thee then a bloody Miniſter, 

When gallant ſpringing brave Fantagenet, 

That Princely Novice was ſtruck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My Brother's love, the Devil, and my Rage. 
1. Thy Brother*s Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 

Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 

Clar. If you dolove my Brother, hate not me: 

I am his Brother, and1I love kim well. 

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 

And I will ſend you to my Brother Glofter : 

Who ſhall reward you better for my life, 

Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2, Youare deceiv*d, 

Your Brother Gloſter hates you. 

Cla. Ohno, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

1. I, ſo we will. 

Cla, Tell him, when that our Princely Father York, 
Bleſt his three Sons with his victorious Arm, 

He little thought of this divided Friendſhip : 

Bid Gloſter think on this, and he will weep. 

1, I, Milſtones, as h- lefſoned us to weep. , 

Clay. O do nut flander him, for he is kind. 

1. Right, as Snowin Farvelt : 

Come, you deceive your ſelf, 

'Tis hethar ſends us to deſtroy you here. 

Cla, It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 

And hvggd me in his Arms, and ſwore with ſobs, 

That he would labour my delivery. 

1. Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earths thraldom, to the joys of Heaven. 

2. Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my Lord 

Cla. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
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To counſel me to make my peace with God, 


} And are you yet. to your own Souls fo blind, 


That you will War with God, by murd"ring me ? 
O Sirs, conlider,, they that ſer you on 

To do this deed, will hate you for the decd. 

2, What ſhall we do ?7 

Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls : 


| Which of y ou, if you were a Princes Son, 


Being pent+from Liberty, as I-am now, 


| lf two ſuch murtherers as your ſelves came to you, 


| Would not intreat for Lite, as you would b2g 
{| Were you in my diſtreſs. 


1, Relent? no: ?Tis cowardly and womanyſh. 

Cla. Not to relent, 4 bealtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 

My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks : 

O, if thine Eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my ſide, and 1utreat for me, 

A begging Prince what Beggar pitics nct ? 
2. Look behind you, my Lord. | 
1. Take that, and that if all this will not do, [Srabs him. 

Ple drown you in the Malmſey-Butt withio. Exit. 
2. A bloody deed, and deſperately di;patcht : 

How fain (like Pilate) would I waſh my hands 


'] Of this moſt grievous murther. 


Ertir 1, Maurtherer. 

1. How now ? what mcaw|t thou that thou help'lt mc 
not? By Heaven, the Duxe ſhall know how flack you have 
been. 

2, Aur. I wonld he knew, that I had ſav*d his Brothcr ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, . 
For I rep<nt me that the Duke 1s llain. [ Extt. 
* y. Aur. Sodo not]: go Coward as thou art. 


| Well, Ple go hide the Body in ſome hole, 


> Till that the Duke give order for his burial : 
> nd when | have my mecd, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then 1 mult nor ſtay. 


— 


Artus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Flouriſh. Enter the King ſich,, the Queen, Lord Marqueſs, 


Porſt, Rivers, Haltiags, Catcsby , Buckingham, 
Woodvil. 


Kinr, Why ſo: now have I donz a good days work. 
You P-ers contiive this united League : 
[, every day expect au Emballage 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more to p:ace my Soul ſhall part to Heaven, 
Since | have: made my Friends at peace on carth. 
Dorſet and Rivers, take cach others hand, 


| Diſlzmble not your hatrcd, Swear your love. 


Riv. By Heaven, my Soul is purg*d from bearing hate, 


- [} And with my hand | ſeal my true Hearts-love. 


{ 


_— 


Haſs. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like. _ 
King. Take heed you dally not before your King) 


| Leſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
| Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 


Either of you to be the others end. 
Haſt. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfeCt love. 
Riv. And I, as I love Haſtings with my heart. 
King. Madaw, your ſelf is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Son Dorſet, Buck;ngham nor you ; 
You have bcen factious one againſt the other. 


1 Wife, love Lord 4aſtings, let him kiſs your hand, 


An4 what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
een. There Haſtings, I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I, and mine. 
King. Dorſet, embrace him * 
Haſtings, love Lord Marquels. 
: Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteſt 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolablc. 


[ Exit. 
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Haſt. And ſo ſwear I. 
King. Now Princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this League 

With thy embracements to my Wives Allies, 

And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. When ever Buckinoham doth turn his hate 

Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love, 

Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 

With hate 1in thoſe where I expect molt love, 

When | have molt need to-imploy a Friend, 

And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be he unto me : this do I beg of Heaven, 

When I am cold in love, to you or yours. [Embrace. 
King. A plealing Cordial, Princely Buckingham, 

's thizthy Vow unto my ſickly hearr. 

Fhcre wanteth now our Brother Gloſter here, 

To makethe bl-fled Period of this peace. 
Buck, And in good time, 

Here comes Sir Rchard Ratsliff, and the Duke. 


Enter Ratcliff, and Gloſter. 


Rich. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen, 
Ard Prince!y Peers, a happy time of day. 

Kino. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day: 
Gloſter, we have done deeds of Charity, 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Berween theſe ſwelling wrong incenſed Peers. 

Kich, Ableſlcd labour, my moſt Sovereign Lord: 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falle intclligence, or wrong ſurmiſe 
Hold me a Foe : if I unwillingly, or in my ra 


{ Have ought committed that is hardly born, 


To any in this preſence, I deſire 
Toreconcile me to his friendly peace : 
*Tis death tome to be at Enmity: 
[ hate it, and deſire all good Mens love. 
Firſt, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, J 
Which I will purchaſe with my duteous ſervice, 
Of you my Novdle Couſin Buckingham, 
[f ever any grudge were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord &zvers and of Dorſer, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Wooduil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indecd of all. 
| do not know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the Infant that is born to night : 
[| thank my God for my Humility. 
Queen, A Holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter : 
[ would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
My Sovereign Lord, I'do beſeech your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Rich, Why Madam, have l offer*d love for this, 
To be ſo flouted in this Royal preſence ? 
W ho knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? [They 
You do him injury to ſcorn his Coarſe. all ſtart. 
King. Who knows not he 1s dead ! 
Who knows he is ? 
Queen, All-ſeeing Heaven, what a world is this ? 
Buck, Look I ſo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the relit ? 
Dor. 1, my good Lord, and no Man in the preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſook his Checks. * 
King. Is Clarence dead ? the Order was revergd. 
Rich.” But he (poor Man) by your friſt Order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear : 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too lagg to ſee him buried. 
God grant, that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve no worſe than wretched Clarexce did, 
And yet go currant from ſuſpicion. 
Enter Earl of Derby. 
Derb, A boon, my Soveraign, for my ſervice'done. 
Kg. 
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ay 


rk | prithee peace, my Soul is full of ſorrow. 
Derb. 1 will not riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
King. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeſtſt. 
Derb.. The forfeit (Soveraign) of my ſervants life, 
Who ſlew to day a Riotonus Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, 
King. Ravel a Tongue to doom my Brothers death? 
And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave ? 
My Brother killd no man, his fault was Thought, 


And yet his puniſhment was bitter death. 

Who ſued to me for him ? Who (in my wrath) 
Kneel'd at my feet; and bid me be advigd ? 

Who ſpoke of Brotherhood ? who ſpoke in love ? 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forſake 

The mighty Warwick, aid did fight for me : 

Who told me in the Field at Temkbary, 

When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me : 

And faid, dear Brother live, and bea King ? 

Who told me, when we both lay in the Field, 
Frozen (almoſt) to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his Garments, and did give himſelf 

(All thin and naked) to the num cold night ? 

All this from my Remembrance, bruitiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluckr, and not a Man of you 

Had ſo much Grate t0 put it in my mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſlals 
Have done a drunken |aughter, and defacd 

The pretious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
And I (enjuſtly too) muſt grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 

Nor | ongracious Ipeak unto my ſelf 

For 

Have been beholditig to him in his life : 

Yet none of you, would once beg for his life. 
O God |. 1 fear thy Juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you -+arid minie, and yours for this. 
Come Haſtings help'me t6 thy Cloſet. 

Ah poor Clarence. - 


poor Soul. The proudelt of you all, 


yo [Extunt ſome with IK. and Queen. 
Rich. This is the fruits 6f raſhneſs : Mark? you not, 


How that the kindred of the Queen 
Lgok'd pale, when 7 did hear of Clarence*s death ? 
O! they did urge it ſti 

God will revenge it. Coine, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company ? 


{ unto the King, 


Buck, We wait upon your Grace. [Exeant. 


SIS 


, 


| 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the old Dutcheſs of York, with 1Þ& two Children of 


Clarence. 


Edm.. Good Grandam tell us; is our Father dead ? 
Dwmch. No, Boy. 


Daugh. W hy do you weep ſo oft ? and beat your Breaſt ? 


And cry, O Clarerce, try unhappy Son ? 


Boy. Why do you look on us, ard ſhake your head, 


And call us Orplitins, Wretches, Caſtaways, 
If that:our Nobk Farther were alive ? 


Dut. My pretty Couſms, you miſtake me both, 
I do lament the ſickneſs of the Kiog, 


. 1 As lothto loſe him, not your Father*sdeath : 
It were loſt ſorrow t6 wail one that*s loft. 


Boyi' The yori corichude (my Grandam) he is dead : 
The King mine Uacle ito blame for it. . 


'God will revenge it, whom 1 wWl importune 


With earneſt Prayets, al) ro that ctiect. * 


Davgh. And fo will k © , | 
Dur. Peace,Childreji,peace : the King doth love yoit well. 
lncapable and ſhallow Innocetits, ai, 


You catinot gueſs who cars'd your Father's death. 
Boy. Grandam, we caf : for my good Unele Glbſtey 


—  - 


| Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, ſo do not they. 


Told me, ths King provok'd to it by the Queen, 
Devis'd Impeachments to Impriſon hitn 

And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiſt my Cheek : 

Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, ; | 
And he would love me dearly as a Child. 

Dur. Ah ! that Deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch gentle ſhaps;-+ | 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deep Viee. . 
He is my Son, I, and therein my ſhame, 

Yer from my Dugs, he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Think you my Uncle did difſemble; Grandath ? 

Dutch. ], Boy. 

Boy. 1 cannot think it. Hark, what noiſe is this ? 


Enter the Queen with her Hair about ber Ears, Rivers ah 
Dorſet after ber. 


Queen. 'Ah ! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep?” ©? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my ſelf. 
Ple joyn with black deſpair againſt my Soul, 
And to my ſelf become an Enemy. 
Dutch. W hat means this Scene of rude impatience ?: 
Queen, To make ail att of Tragick violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ? 
[f you will live, lament : if dye, be brief, 
That our ſwift-winged Souls may catch the King, 
Or like obedient Subjetts follow him, 
To his nery Kingdom of nere-changing night. 
Dutch, Ah, fo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had Title to thy Noble Husband : 
| have bewept a worthy Husband*s death, 
And liv*d with looking on his Images : 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, 
Are crack*d in pieces, by malignant death, 
And 1 for conifort have biit one falſe Glaſs, 
That grieves me, when I ſee my ſhame in him. S111 
Thon art a Widow ; - yet thou art a Mother, {' 
And haftthe comfort of thy Children lefr, «9298 79 
But death hath ſnarch*d my Husband from mine arms, ': - - 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands; © | 
Clarence, and Edward, O, what cauſe have I, Tet 
(Thine beipg but a moiety of niy moan) 
To over-go thy woes, and drown my cries. 
Boy. Ah Aunt ! you wept not. for our Father*s death: 
How can wweid you with our Kindred tears ? | 
Dauzh. Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoar'd, 
Your Widow-dolour likwife be unwept. 
Qeen. Give me vo help in Lamentation, 
| am not barren to bring forth GCompylaines : 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
Thar | being govern'd by the Watry Moon, 
May ſend forth plenreous tears to drowii the World: 
Ah, for my Husband, for 'my dear Lord Exward. 
Chil, Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence, 
Ditteh. Alas, for both, both mine Edward and Clarenee- 
Queen, What ſtay had 1, but Eaward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we, but Clarence ? and he's tone. 
Dutch, What ſtays had, but they ? and they are gone. 
ween, Was never Widow had ſo dear a loſs. 
Chil. Were nevet Orphans had ſa tar a loſs. 
Dutch, Was hever Mether had ſo dear a lols. 
Alas! I am the Mother of theſe Griefs. 
Their woes are parcePd, mine is general. 
She for an. Edward weeps, and fo do I: 
| for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe'y---- 


Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt 

Pour all your tears, \1:am your forrowy Nurſe, 

And 1 will pamper it with Lamentation. 
Dor. Comfort, dear Mother, Go®istvach diſpleasd, 


wordly things "ris calPd vibtitefnl, | 
SS With! 


Thar you take with unthankfulneſs his doing. 
fn vvdiriGn 
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| 190 The Life and Death of Richard the Third: 
| With dull unwillingneſs to repay a devr, 2. Cx. I promiſe you 1 hardly know wy ſelf: 
] Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : Hear you the News abroad ? 
{ Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heaven, .1 Yes, the King is dead, 
| For it requires-the Royal debt it lent you. 2 11] News by*r Lady, ſeldom comes the better : 
| Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother [ fear, I fear, *twill prove a giddy world. 
| Of the young, Prince your Son : ſend ſtraight for him, Enter another Citizen. 
Let.him be Crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 3. Neighbours, God ſpeed. 
Drown deſperate; ſorrow in dead Edward's Grave, 1. Give you good morrow, Sr. | 
| And plant your joys in living Edward's Throne. 3. Doth the news hold of good King Edward”s death ? | 
| $i: 1 2, I Sir, it is tao true, God help the while. 
Epter Richard, Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, and 3. Then Maſters look bo — ares world. 
Ratclitt. 1, No, no, by Gods good Grace, his Son ſhall Reign. 
Rich.. Siſter, have comfort, all of us have cauſe 3. Woe to that Land that's gouern'd by a Child. 
To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star : 2. In himthere is a hope of Government. 
Bur none can help our harms by wailing them. V Vhich in his Non-age, Counſel under him, 
| Madam, my Mother, 1 docry you mercy, And in his full and ripened years, himſelf 
I did not ſee-your Grace. Humbly on my Knee No doubt ſhall then, and till then govern well. 
| craveyour Bkſliog, 1. So ſtood the ſtate when Herry the Sixth 
Dutch. God hleſs thee, and put meeknels 1n thy breaſt, | V Vas Crown'd in Pais, but at nine months old. | 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 3. Stood the State ſo? No, no, good friends, God wot ; 
Rich. Amen, and make me die. a good old man, = | For then this Land was famouſly enrich*d 
Tht. is the butt end of a Mothers, Blclling ; V V hich politick grave Counſel; then the King "© 
I marvel that her Grace did leave 1t out. Z Had vertuous Uncles to protect his Grace. | 
Buck, You cloudy-Princeſs, and heart-forrowing-Pcers, | 1, VVhy fo bath this, both by his Father and' Mother. 
| That bear this heavy owtual load of Moan, 3. Better it were they all came by his Father ; ; 
| Now cheer.cach-other- in each others love: Or by his Father there were none at all: | 
| Though we have ſpent. our Harveſt of this King, For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt, 
We arg to reap; the Harvelt of his Son. V Vil touch us all too near, if God prevent not. | 
The broken rancour, of your high-ſwoln hates, O full of Danger is the Duke of Gloſter, 
| But lately ſplintr'd,.. knir, .and;joyn'd together, And the Queens Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud : 
Muſt grotiybnt paehery' cs cheriſht, and kept : 'And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, This ſickly Land, might ſolace as before. 
Forthwith from, :Zudlow the young Prince be fer 1. Come, come, we fear the worſt, all will be well, 
Hither to London, to-be crawwd,our King. ' 3. VVhenCloudsare ſeen, wiſe men put on their Cloaks; f 
Rivers. Why with ſome little I rain, V Vhen great leaves fall, then V Vinter is at hand; 
My Lord of Bugktngham ? _ |; 4 je OE V Vhen the Sun ſets, whodoth not look for night ? ; 
Buck, Marry, niy Lord, leſt by a multitude Untimely ſtorms make men expect a Dearth: " 
The new-heaPd wound of Malice ſhould break out, All may be well ; but jf God ſort it fo, = y 
Which would-be'fo much the more aangerous, *Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. | 
By how much theKſtate is green, and yet ungoverr'd. 2. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear : 
Where-every Horſe/bears his commanding Rein, You cannot reaſon (almoſt) with a Man, 
And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſclt, That looks not heavily, ang full of dread. 
As well the fear of -harm, as harm apparent, 3. Before the days of Change, ſtill is it ſo 8 
In my opimon, ought to be preyented. | By a divine inſtint, mens minds miſtruſt 
Rich, | hopeths King, made peace with all of us, Purſuing danger : as by proof we ſee 
Atd3be xompattis,firm,- and true in me. The V Vater ſwell beforea boy{Prous ſtorm : 
Rivers. And fo in me, and ſo (I think) in all, But leave it all to God, V V hither away ? 
Yet ſince it is but. green. it ſhould be put * 2,” Marry we werefent for to the Juſtices. on — 
To no apparent likelyhood of breach, | 3. Andſo was I, le bear you company. [ Exeunt. 
Which haply by 1uch company mighr be urg'd: ISIEVY | 
Therefore 1 ſay, with Nw "= _—_ | pn _ 
That it is meet {, _Ihould, I&tch.the FTInce. | wm 
bo <7 wr oe Seena Yuarta. | 
Righ; ;Then be it. {0, and go weto determine | \ 
Who they ſhall be, that: ſtraight,ſhall poſt ro Londor.. Enter  Arch-Biſhdp; young York, the Queen, and the .. | R 
Medam; and you my Siſter, will | you go + Dutcheſs. | 
L'9:give your cenfares in this buſineſs'! . LExennt.| UE. 
; | Arch. Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, R 


500: 32. danent Buckingham, and Richard. 


Buck, .My Lord; whoever journies to the Prince, And at Northampson they do reſt to night : 


For-God's ſake let not us tworltay at home; To morrow, or next day, they will be here. : 
For by the way, Þl ſort occaſion, // -. F Dutch, 1 long with all my heart toſee the Prince: | 
As Index to the ſtory we lately.cald of, oo [ hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. x14 k. 
To part the Quees's proud Kindred-from the Prince. Queen, But I hear no, theyſay my Son of Tork 

Rich. My other-ſelf,, my CounſePs Confiſtory, , | | Has almoſt oyertane him in his growth. if 
My Oracle, my Prophet, mydear Coulin, JR Yor, | Mother, but I would not have it fo. ; ; 


| 1, as a Child, will go by thy dixeQiqn, L 655007 Dnch;, V V hy, my good Couſin, it is good to grow. | l 

| Toward London thep, for we'llnot-ſtay behind... [Exeunr, | Tor. Grandam, one night as we did lit at Supper, | 
, 9 WH rin, & _ , | My Uncle Rivers talk*d how I did grow 

7 en ' More than my Brother. , I, quoth my UncleGlofer, 

ey wel. 5 1.- [Small Herbs have Grace, great V Veeds do grow apace. 

ey "Ste na Ter Fl: < [itn And ſince, methinks I woulf not. grow ſo faſt, } 


& % 
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one Citizen: che Door -and another at the other, | Becauſe ſweet Flowers ate ſlow, and V Veeds make haſt. 
Foe git Correia one 2/007 Dutch, Good fairh, good faith, the ſaying did nor hold 
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2. Cit. Good marrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt ? [In hin that did object rhe. ſame to thee. 
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{| So long a growing, and fo leiſurely, 


| Welcome Deſtruftion, Blood, and Maſlacre, 


| Go, Ple conduct you tothe Sanctuary, 


—_—__ 


: Clean over-blown, themſelves (the Conquerors) 
| And frantick outrage ! end thy damn*d ſpleen, 


- Madam, farewel. 


1Toyour Chamber. 


E--” The Life and Death of 


= 


Richard the Third. 19. 


He was the wretchedſt ching when he was young, 


That if his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
Yor. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dut. } hope he is, but yetlet Mothers doubt. 

Yor. Now by my troth, if | had been remembred, 

[ could have given my Uncles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Dut, How, my.young Tork, 

| prithee let me hear It. 

Yor. Marry (they ſay) my Uncle grew ſo faſt, 

That he could gnaw a crult at two hours old, 

'Twas full two years ere I could get a Tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting Jelt. 

Dut. 1 prithee, pretty Tork, who told thee this? 
Yor. Grandam, his Nurſe. 
Dut. His Nurie ? why ſhe was dead, ere thou waſt born. 
Yor. If *rwere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen, A parlous Boy : go to, you are too ſhrew'd, 
Dat. Good Madam, be not angry with a Child. 
Queen, Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Arch. Here comes a Meſſenger : What News ? 
AMeſ. Such News, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Qwen, How doth the Prince ? 
Meſ. Well, Madam, and in health. 
Dut, What is thy News ? 
Meſ. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey, 

Are ſent to Pomfrer, and with them 

Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſoners. 

Dut, Who hath committed them ? 

Meſ. The _——_ Gloſter and Buckingham, 

Arch, For what offence ? 

Meſ. The ſum of all 1 can, I have diſclogd : 

Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 

_ Aye me ! I ſee the ruine of my Houſe ; 

The Tiger now hath ſeiz)d the gentle Hind. 

Inſulting Tyranny begins to jut 

Upon the Innocent, and awleſs Throne : 


I FEI 


I ſee (as in a Map) the end of all. 

Du. Accurſed, and unquiet wrangling days, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; ; | 
My Husband loſt his life, to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my Sons were toſt, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loſs. 
And being ſeated, and Domeſtick broyls 


Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother ; 
Blood to Blood ; felf againſt ſelf : O prepoſterous 


Or let medie, to look on Earth no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary, 


Dut. Stay, I will go with you. 
__ You have no cauſe. 
ch, My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your Treaſure and your Goods, 
For my part, Vle reſign unto your Grace 
The Scal l keep, and ſo betide it me, 


As well 1 tender you, and all of yours. 
[ Excrnt. 


—— 


Aus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Trumpet s ſound, Enter young Prince, the Dukes of Glo- 
ceſter and Buckingham, Lord Cardinal, with others, 


Buck, Welcome ſweet Prince to London, 


| The benefit thereof is always granted 


| But Sanftuary Children, nee till now. 


The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prin. No Uncle, but our croſles on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſom, and heavy, 
I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 
Rich. Sweet Prince, the untainted vertue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the Worlds deceit : 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 
Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the hearr. 
Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 
Your Grace attcnded to their Sugred words, 
But look*d not on the poiſon of their Hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe Friends. 
Prin. God keep me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none. 
Kich, My Lord, the Mayor of Londoz comes to greet you. 
Enter Lord Mayor, 
L9. Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, with health and 
happy days. 
rm. | thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all : 
[ thought my Mother, and my Brother Tork , | 
Would long ©&re this, have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Haſtings, that he comes nor, 
Totell us, whether they will come, or no. 
Enter Lord Haſtivgs. 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lord. 
Prince, Welcome, my Lord : what, will our Mother 
come ? 
Haſt. On what occaſion God he knows, not 1, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York, 
Have taken Sanctuary : The tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 
Buck, Fie, what an indireCt and peeviſh courſe 
[s this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the Queen, to ſend the Duke of York, 
Unto his Princely Brother preſently ? | 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, | 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. | 
Car. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory | 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of York, | 
Anon expeCt him here : bur if ſhe be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy Priviledge 
Of bleſſed Sanctuary : not for all this Land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo great a Sin. 
Buck, You are too ſenceleſs obſtiuate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the groſlneſs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him : 


To thoſe, whoſe dcalings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the place : 
This Prince hath never clain*d it, nor deſerv*d it, 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it. | 
Then taking him from thence, that is nor there, | 
You break no Priviledge, nor Charter there : 
fOft have I heard of Sanftuary Men, 


Car.. My Lord, you ſha!l o're-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtmys, will you go with me ? | 
Haſt. 1 go, my Lord, [Exit Cardinal and Haſtings. 


Say, Uncle GloceFter, if our Brother come, 


Prin. Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may. | 


Where ſhall we ſojourn till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it think'lt beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
[f I may counſel you, ſome day or two 
Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 


For your beſt health, and recreation. 
Prin, 1 do not like the Tower of any place : 
Did F=lins Ceſar build that place, my Lord ? 
Buck, He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 


Rich, Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Soveraign, 


VV hich ſince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edity*d. 


Prin 


Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fig 


| 
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Prin. Is it upon Record ? or elſe reported | 
Succeſſively from age to age, he built it? 
Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prin, But ſay, my Lord, it were not Regiſtred, 
Methinks the truth ſhould live from age to age, 
As *twere retail to all poſterity, 
Even to the general ending day. 
Glo, So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay do never live long. 
Prin, What ſay you, Uncle ? 
Glo, I fay, without Characters, Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [Afide, 
I moralize two meanings in one word. | 
Prin. That Fulius Ceſar was a famous Man ; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
His Wit ſet down, to make his V alour live : 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life. 
Ple tell you what, Couſin Buck;npham. 

Buck, W hat, my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I live until 1 be a man, 


{Ile win our ancient Right in France again, 


Or die a Souldier, as 1 liv'd a King. 
Glo. Short Summiers lightly have a forward Spring. 


Enter young York, Haſtings, and C ardinal. 


Buck. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 
Prin. Richard of York , how fares our Noble Brother ? 
Yor. Well, my dear Lord, ſo mult 1 call you now. 
Prin, I, Brother, to our gricf as it is yours : 
Too late he dy*d, that might have kept that Title, 
Which by his death bath loſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our Couſin,s Noble Lord of York? 
Yor, I thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid, that idle Weeds arc faſt in growth : 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far, 
Glo. He hath, my Lord. 
Yor. And therefore is he idle. 
Glo. Oh my fair Couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 
Yor. Then he is more beholding to you, than I. 
Glo, He may command me as my Soveraign, 
But you have power in me, as in a Kinſman, 
Yor. | pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Glo, " Dagger, little Couſin ? with all my heart. 
Prin. A Beggar, Brother ? 
Yor. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy, it is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that, Ple give my Couſin. 
Yor, A greater gitt? Oy that's the Sword to it. 
Glo, I, gentle Couſin, were it light enough. 
Yor. O then I ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things you'll ſay a Begger Nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
Yor, I weigh it lightly, were It heavier. 
Glo. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? 
Yor. 1 would, that 1 might thank you, as you call me, 
Glo. How ? 
*Tor, Little. 
Prin. My Lord of York, will ever be croſs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Yor. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me : 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am lirfle, like an Ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders, 
Buck, With whar'a ſharp provided Wit he reaſons: 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his Uncle, 
He prettily, and aptly taunts himſelf : 


| So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. 


Glo. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along ? 

My ſelf, and my good Couſin Buckingham, 

Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 

To meet you at the Tower, andiwelcome you. 
Yor. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ? 
Prin. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 


Yor. I ſhall nor ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what ſhould you fear ? 

Yor. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt : 
My Grandam told me, he was murther'd there. 
Prin. 1 fear no Uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prin. And if they live, I hope | need not fear. 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 


"| Thinking on them, gol unto the Tower. 


[Exeunt Prince, York, Haſtings, and Dorſet. 


Manent Richard, Buckingham and Catesby, 


Buck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating Tok, 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, 

To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprebriouſly ? 

Gloſt. No doubt, no doubt : Oh*tis a parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : 

He 1s all the Mothers, trom top to toe. 

Buck, Well let them reſt ; Come hither Catesby, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply to effeft what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 

Thou know'ſt our reaſons urg?d upon the way, 
What thinſt thou ? is it not an eaſie matter, 
To make William Lord Haſtings of our mind, 
For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke 

[n the ſeat Royal of this famous lile ? 

Cates. He for his Fathers fake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againſt him. 

Buck, WW hat think*ſt thou then of Stanley ? Will not he ? 

Cares. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth. 

Buck, Well then, no more but this : 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were far off, 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, 

How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe, 
And ſummon him to morrow to the Tower, 
To ſit about the Coronation. 

If thou dolt find him trattable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons: 
[f he be laden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou ſo too, and ſo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination: 

For we to morrow hold divided Councils, 
W herein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 

Rich, Commend me to Lord Williar: : tell him (Catesby ) 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 

And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 
Give Miſtreſs Shore one gentle Kits the more. 

Buck, Good Catesby, go effect this buſineſs ſoundly. 

Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Rich. Shall we hear from you Catesby, ere we fleep ? 

Cates. You ſhall, my Lord. 

Rich, At Crosby Houſe there ſhall you find us both. 

x [Ex Catesby. 

Buck, Now, my Lord, 

What ſhall we do, if we perceive 

Lord Haſtings will not yield to our Complots ? 
Rich. Chop off his Head : 

Something we will determine : 

And look when I am King, claim thou of-me 

The Earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 

W hefeof the King, my Brother, was polleſt. 

Buck, Vle claim that promiſe at your Graces hand. 

Rich. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 


We may digeſt our complots in ſome form, [Exeunt, 


_— _ — 


Senn Secunaa, 
Enter a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings. 


Me.” My Lord, my Lord. 


— ——_——_ ——_— 
CO Ir” 


CII—_ 
—_ tt 
— — WY —_— 


es co wu Ban 


_— 


— —_—_— ———_—_—— 


Haſt. Who knocks ? 
Meſ. One from the Lord Stanly. 
Haſt. What igt a Clock ? 
Mcſ. Upon the ſtroak of four. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt.Cannot my Lord Stanly ſleep theſe tedious Nights * 
Mcſ.- So it appears by what I have to fay : 
Firſt, he commends him to your Noble {elt. 
Haſt. What then ? 
AMeſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip, that this Night 
He dreamr, the Boar had raiſed off his Helm : 
Beſides, he ſays there are two Councils kept ; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
W hich may make you and him to rue at tIPother. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordlhips plcaſure, 
If you will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haſt. Go Fcllow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Council] : 
His Honour and my felt are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Carcsby g 
Where nothing can proceed that rouch<th»us, 
Whereof I ſhall tot have Intelligence - 
Fell him his Fears are ſhallow, without inſtance, 
And for his Dreams, I wonder hes fo ſimple, 
To truit the mock?ry of unquiet {lumbvers. 
l'o flve the Poar, before the Boar purſucs, 
\\crc toincenſe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purſuit, where he did mean to chaſe, 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe, and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. 
Aſcſ. Ple go, my Lord, and toll him what you ſay, 
[ Exit, 
Enter Catesby. 
Cates, Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow, Catesby, you areearly ſtirring ; 
W hat news, what news in this our totUring State ? 
Cates. It isa recling World indecd, my Lord ; 
And I believe will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm, 
Haſt. How ! wear the Garland ? 
Do'lt thou mean the Crown ? 
Catcs. I, my good Lord. 
Halle have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders, 
Before I'le ſee the Crown ſo foul miſ-plac'd : 
But canſt thou gueſs, that he doth aim ar it ? 
Cates, Þ, on my life, and hopcs to find you forward, 
Upon his Party, for the gain thercot : 
Aud thereupon he ſends you this good news, 
That this-fame very day your Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Qucen, mult die at Pomfrer. 
Haſt. Indeed I am yo mourner for that news, 
Becauſe they have been ſtili my Adverfarics : 
But that Ile give my voice on Richard's fide, 
To bar my Mafters Heirs in true Deſcent, 
God knows | will notdo it to the death. 
Cates, God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious mind. 
Ht. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Malters hate, 
| live to look upon their Tragedy. 
Well Catesby, &re a Fort-night make me older, 
Ple ſend fome packing, that yet think not owt. 
Cates, ?Tisa vile thing todye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar*d, and look not for it. 
Haſt. O monſtrous, monſfrous! and fo falls ir out 
With R:vers, Vaughan, Gray : and ſo twill do 
With ſome men elſe, that think themſelves as ſate 
As thou and I, who (as thou know'lt) aredear 
To Princely Richard, and Buckingham, 
Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. 
Haſt. I know they do, and I have well deſery'd it, 


CAſode. 
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| Kat. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is our. 
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Emer Lord Stanly. 

Come on, come on, where 15 your Boar-{pear, man 2 
Fear you the Boar, and go fo unprovidec 7 

Stan, My Lord, good morrow, 2ood morrow,Cate:by : 
You may jeaſt on, but by the holy Recd, ; 
| do not like theſe ſeveral Councils, I. 

Haſt. My Lord, I hold my Lite as dear as yours, 
And ncyer in my days, | do proteſt, 
Was it ſo precious tome, as *tis now : 
Think you, bur that I know the State ſecure, 
[ would be fotriumphaur as | am ? 

£1, The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from Lerdcs, 
Were jocuid, and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ture, 
And they indeed had no caule to miſtruſt : 
But yct you tee, how focn the Cay ore-calt. 
'he ſudden Nat of Rancour | mitdoubr , 
\W har, ſhail we toward the I ower *? the day is ſpent. 

Fijf. Come, come, have with you : 
Wot you what, my Lord, 
To day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 
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Sr. They, tor thcir truth,might better wear their Head 
Than ſome that have accus'd them, wear thr Hats, 
But come, my Lord, let's away. | 

Emer a Piiſurvant. 
H.#. Goon before, Plc talk with this good Fellow. 
(Exiuz L194 Stanly ad Cates! . 
How now, Sirrah ? how gocsthe World with thee 7 
Pur. } hc better, thar your Lordilup plcafe ro ak. 
Hzjt.1 tell thee man, ?us better with me nov, 
Than when thou merlt me laſt, whcrenow we mcct ; 
Then was I going Priſoner to the ] ower, 
By the ſugceltion of the Queens Allies, 
But now 1 uc!] thee (keepir to thy felt) 
Thisday thoſe Enemics are put to death, 
Andl in better ſtate than &rel was. 
Purſ. God hold it, to your Honours good content, | 
Haſt. Gramercy Fcliow: there crink that for me. 
[Throws bum his Purſe, 
Purſ. thank your Honour, LExit Purſuant, 
Emer a Prieſt. 
Prieft, Well met,my Lord,l am glad to ſee your Honour, 
Haſjt. | thank thee, good Sir J<hz, with all my hearr, 
[ am in your debr, for your laſt Exerciſe : 
Come tne next Sabbath, and 1 will content you. 
Prieſt, Ple viait upon your Lorditip. 
E#NHCT Buckinehamn. 

Buck, V Vhatztalking with a Priclt, Lord Chamberlain ? 
Your Friends at Porifret, they do nced the Prieft, 

Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. 


Haſt. Crood faith, and whent met tins holy Man, | 


The men ycu talk of came into my mind. 


V Vhat, £o you toward the Tower ? | 


Buch, } C0, my Lord, but long | cannot tay rhere : 
| hv] retura betore your Lordſhip thence, 

11.iſt. Nay, like enough, for 1 itay Dinner there. 

Buck. And Supper too, although thou know?lt it not. 
Come, will you vo ? 


Haſt. Pie wait upon your Lordſhrp, [ Excunt, 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratclifte, with Hilberds, carryins the * 
? z N73 


Nobles to Death at Pomtrer. 


Rivers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 
To Cay ſhalt thou behold a Subject Cie, 
For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 

Gray. God bI-fs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A Knot you are, of damned Blood-ſuckers. 


Vauzh. You live, that ſhall cry woe for this hereafter, 
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Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret | O thou bloody Priſon ! 

Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers, 

Wit hin the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 

Richard the Second here was hackt to death : 

And for more flander to thy diſmal Seat, 

We give to thee our guiltleſs Blood to drink. 

Gray, Now 4Z:regarcts Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 

When ſh2 exclaund on Haſtings, you, and1, 

For ſtanding by, when Richard ftab'd her Son, 

Riv, Then curd ſhe Richard, 

Then curs?d ſhe Bucksgngh.:m, 

Then cnrs*d ſhz 7a/tings. O remember God, 

To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us ; 

As for my Silter, and her Princcly Sons, 

Be ſatisf\'d, dear God, with our true Blood, - 

Which as thou know?it, unjuitly muſt be ſpilr. 
Rat. Make haſte, the hour of death is now expir*d. 
Riv. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace, 

Farewcl, uniil we mcet again in Heaven. [Exennt, 


— 
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Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, Biſoep of Ely, Nor- 
folk, Ratcliffe, Lovel, with others, at a Table. 


Haſt. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation : 
In Gods Name ſpeak, when is the Royal day ? 
| Buck. Is all things ready for the Royal time ? 
Derb. It is, and wants but Nomination. 
Ely. To morrow then 1 judge a happy day. | 
Buck. W ho knows the Lord Protectors mind herein ? 
Who is molt inward with the Noble Duke ? 
E!y. Your Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
mind. 
| Back. We know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours, 
Or 1 of his, my Lord, than you of mine : 
Lord Haſtings, you and he are near 1n love. 
Haſt. 1 thank his Grace, I know he loves me well : 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, 
| have not founded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein : : 
But yon, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
Arid in the Dukes bchalf Vle give my Voice, 
| Which 1 preſume he?ll take in gentle part, 
| | Enter Glouceſter. 
Ely. In happy time here comes the-Duke himſelf. 
Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coulins all, good inorrow : 
| have been long a ſleeper : butl1 truſt, 
M; abſence doth neglect no great deſign, 
W hich by my preſcace might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your Q my Lord, 
William, Lord Haſtings, had pronounC'd your part ; 
1 mean your Voice, tor Crowning of the Nog 
Rich. Than my Lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely, whenl1 was laſt in Holbourn, 
I faw good Strawbzrries in your Garden there, 
| do beſcech you, ſend for ſome of them. 
Ely. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 
CExit Biſhop. 
Rich. Couſin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Catesby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſs, 
And finds the teſty Gentleman ſo hot, 
That he will loſe his Head, ere give conſent | 
His Maſter's Child, as worſhipfully he tearms 1t, 
Shall loſe the Royalty of Englands Throne. 
Buck. Withdraw your ſelt a while, I'le go with you. 
[Exennt, 
Derb. We have not yet ſet down this day of Triumph: 
To morrow. in my judgment, is too ſudden, 


For I my ſelf am not ſo well provided, 
As elſe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Enter Biſhop of Ely. 


Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Gloceſter ? 
| have ſent for theſe Strawberries. 
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth this morning, 
There?s ſome conceit or cther likes him well, 


When that he bids Good morrow with ſuch Spirit. 


| think there's never a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his love, or hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Derb. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew?d to day ? 
Haſt. Marry that with no man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had ſhewn it in his Looks. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 


Kich, I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
That do conſpire my death with deviliſh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail'd 
Upon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes. 

Haſt. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward, in this Princely preſence, 
lo doom th? Oftenders, whoſoere they be: 
| tay, my Lord, they have deſerved death. 

Kich. Then be your Eyes the witneſs of their Evil, 
Look how 1] am bewitch*d : behold mine Arm 
[s like a blaſted Sapling wither*d up : 

And this is Edward”s Wife, that monſtrous Witch, 

Conſorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haw. It they have done this deed, my Noble Lord. 
Rich, If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 

Talkſt thou to me of Iffs ; Thou art a Traytor, 


; Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paul 1 ſwear, 


| will not dine, untill ſee the ſame. 
Lovel and Ratcliffe, look that it be done : 
The reſt that love me, riſe, and follow me. [Excnnt. 


Manent Lovel and Ratcliffe , with the Lord 
Haſtings. 


Haſt. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Starly did dream, the Boar did rowze our Helmes, 
And I did fcorn it, and diſdain to flye : 
I hrez tines to day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did ſtumble, 
And itarted, when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the ſlaughter-houſe. 
O-now | need the Prieſt that ſpake to me : 
| now repent I told the Purſuivant, 
As too triymphing, how mine Enemies 
'To day at Porrfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And 1 my ſelf ſecure, in grace and favour. 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curſe 
Is lighted on poor Haſting*s wretched Head. 
Ka. Come,come, diipatch,the Duke would be atdinner, 
Make a ſhort Shrifr, he longs to ſee your Head. 
Haſt. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
W hich we more hunt for, than the grace of God? 
Who builds his hope in air of your good Looks, 
Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Malt, 
Ready with every Nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 
Lov. Come, come, diſpatch, ?tis bootleſs to exclaim. 
Haſt. O bloody Richard , miſerable England, 
[ propheſie the fearfulPſt time to thee, 
T hat ever wretched Age hath Iook'd upon. 
Come, lead meto the Block, bear him my Head, 
They ſmile at me, who ſhortly ſhall be dead. 
[ Exeunt, 
Emer 


—— 


_— 


——— I ———— 


© 8.2 


-.s 


EE 3} 


—_ 


— - 


D—E— — 


ne EE CEC 


—_ eee em e—_———_—_—_—_———_—_—— 


= i —— 


> — ——eD—— 


{ That ever liv'd. 


_- * — G_ = —— 


PIT "IEEE" 


1 vellons il favourld, 


| The dangerous and unſuſpected Haſtings, 


| He ttv*d from all Attainder of ſuſpetts. 


% 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third, 


Enter Richard, 4nd Buckingham, 4 rotten Armour mar- 


Rich. Come Coulin, 
Can'ſt thou quake, and change thy colour, 
Maurther thy breath in mid ie of a word, 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 
As if thou were diſtraught, and mad with terror ? 
Buck. Tort, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and prie on every ſide, 
remble, and ſtarc at wagging of a Straw ! 
[lntending deep ſuſpition, galtly Looks 
+ Are-at my ſervice, like enforced Smiles ; 
And both are ready in their Offices, 
Ar any time to grace my Stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 
Rich. He is, and lee he brings the Mayor along. 


Entey the Mayor and Catesby. 


Buck, Lord Mayor. 

Rich. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Heark, a Drum. 

Rich. Catesby, o*relook the Walls. 

Buck, Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have ſent. 

Rich. Look back, defend there, here are Enemirs. 
Buck. God and our lanocency defend, and guard us. 


Enter Lovel and Ratcliffe, with Haſtings Head. 


Rich. Bz patient, they are Friends : Ratcliffe ard Lovel, 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignobl- Traitor, 


Kich. So dear 1 lov'd the man, that | muſt weep : 
I took him for the plaineit harmleſs Creature, 

Thar breath*d n7oa the Earth, a Chriltian: 

Made him my Book, whercin my Soul recorded 
The Hiſtory of ker ſecret thoughts. 

So ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with ſhew of Vertue. 
That his apparent open Guilt omitted, 

I mean his Converſation with Shore?s Wife, 


Buck. Well, well, he was the covert lt ſhelter?d Traitor 


Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 

We-r' not, that by great preſervation 

We live to tell it, that the ſubtle Traitor 

Thi: day had.plocced, ia the Counſel-Houſe, 

To murther me, and my good Lord of Gloſter. 
May. Had hedone fo * 

Rich, What ! think you we are Turks, or Infidels ? 
Or that we would, againſt the form of Law, 
Proceed thus raſhly in the Villains death, 

But that the extream peril of the caſe, 

The Peace of England, and our Perſons ſafety, 
Enforc*d us to this Execution. 

May. Now fair befall you, he deſerv*'d his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falſe Traitors from the Jike Attempts. 
Buck. | never look*d for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore : 

Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die, 

Uatil your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, _ 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our Friends, 
Something againſt our meanings, have prevented 
Becauſe, my Lord, I would have had you heard 
The Traitor ſpeak, and timeroully confeſs 

The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons - 

That you might well have fignify'd the ſame 

Unto the Citizens, who haply may 

Miſconſtrue us'in him, and wail his death. 


And do not doubt, right Noble Princes bath, 

Bur Ple acquaiat our duteous Citizens 

Wich all your juſt proceedings in this caſe. 
Rich. And to that end we wild your Lordſhip here 

TPavoid the Cerſures of the carping World. : 

1 k. Which liace you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witnels what you hzar we did iatend : 
Aad io, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. 


: Exit Mayor. 
Rich, Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham," 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all poſt: 
Th.re, at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 
lufer the Baitardy of Edwards Children, 
F.Il rim, bow Edwrd put to death a Citizen, 
Only icr ſaying, he world make his Son 
{,cir to tre Cro+ 7, mcatirg indeed his Houſe, 
W hich, by the S1zn thereof was termed ſo. 
Vorcover, urge iis hateful Luxury, 
Auc b.tial appetite in chang: of Luſt, 
Which ftre:cvu un o their Servants, Daughters, Wives 
Even where his raging Eye, or ſavage Hcart, : 
W:.hout contruii, luitcd to make a prey. 
Nay, tor anz<d, thu: far come near my Perſor. : 
Telltkem, wher: that my Mcther went with Child 
Or that iujattucc Edward, Noble York, 
My Princely Fath.r then had Wars in France, 
And by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the Ic was not his begot : 
Which well appear'd in his Lincaments, 
Being nothi::y like th: Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yec touch this {paringly, as *twere far off, 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, Ple play the Orator, 
As if the Golden Fee, for which 1 plead, 
Were for my ſclf : and ſo, my Lord, adicy. 
Rich, If you thrive well,bring them to Baynards Caſtle, 
Where you ſhall 2nd me well accompanied 
Wich reverend Fathers, and well-learned Biſhops. 
Buck, 1 go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the News that the Guzld- Hall affords. 
[Exit Buckingham. 
Kich, Go, Lovell, with all ſpeed to DoCtor Shaw, 
Go thou to Fr, ar Zenker, bid them both 


Meet me withia this hour at Baywar@s Caſtle. [Exzt. 
Now will I go to take ſome privy Order, 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of ſight, 

And to give order, that no manner of perſon 

Have ary time recourſe unto the Princes. CExit. 


Enter a Scrivener., 
Scr. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haſtings, 
W hich in a ſet hand fairly is engroſgd. 
That it may be to day read ore in Paws. 
Ard mark how well the ſequel hangs together : 
Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, 
For yeſter-night by Caresby was it ſent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
And yet wi: hin theſe five hours Huſtungs liv'd, 
Untainted, vnexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
Hers a good World the while; who is ſo groſs 
That cannot ſee this palpable device ? 
Y.t who fo bold, but fay he ſees it not ? 
Bad is the World, and ail will come to nought, 
When ſuch ill dealing mult be ſeen in thought. [Exit, 


Enter Richard and Buckingham at ſeveral doors, 


Rich How now, how now, what ſay the Citizens ? 
Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 

Rich. Touch'd you the Baſtardy of Edwards Children ? 
Back, 1 did, with his Contract with Lady Lacy, 

And his Contract by Deputy in France. 

Ttyunfatiate gre<dineſs of his defire, 


_ But, my good Lord, your Grace's words ſhall ſerve, 
As well as I had feen, and heard him ſpeak : 


And his enforcement of the Ciry Wives, 
Sſ2 His | 
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His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Balterdy, 
As being got, your Father then in Frarce, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, 

Being the right /dea of your Father, 

Both in your form, and Nobleneſs of Mind : 
Laid open all your V ifories in Scotland, 

Your Diſcipline in War, Wiſdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Vertue, fair Humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpoſe, 
Untoucht, or ſleightly handled in diſcourſe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 


| I bid them that did lovetheir Countrics good, 


Cry, God fave Richard, Eneland's Royal King. 
Rich. And did they ſo ? 
Buck, No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a word, 
But like dumb Statues or breathing Stones, 
Star?d each on other, and look*d deadly pale : 
Which whenlI ſaw, I reprehended them, 
And ask*d the Mayor, what meant this wilful ſilence ? 
His anſwer was, the pour were not uſed 
To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. | 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again: | 
Thus faith th: Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr*d, . 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. 
When he had done, ſome followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 
And ſome ten voices cry*d, God fave King K:chard: 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few. 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general applauſe, and chearful (hour, 
Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake oft, and came away. 
Rich. What Tongue-leſs Blocks were they, 
Would they not ſpeak ? 
Willnot the Mayor then, and his Brethren, come ? 
- Buck, The Mayor is here at hand : intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit : 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your hand, 
And ſtand between two Church-men, good my Lord, 
For on that ground Ple make a holy Deſcant : 
And be not eaſily won toour requelts, . 
Play the Maids part, ſtill anſwer nay, and take it. 
Rich. 1 go: andifyou plead as well for them, 
' AsI can ſay nay to thee for my ſelf, 
No doubt we bring it toa happy illue. 
Buck, Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 


Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizens. 


Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 


| think the Duke will not bz ſpoke withall. 


Enter Catesby. 
Buck. Now Catesby,what ſays your Lord to my requelt ? 
Cates. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vilit him to morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 


| And in no worldly Suits would he be mov*d, 


To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. 
Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my ſelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
Indeep deſigns, in matter of great moment, 
No l:i{s importing than our general Good, 
Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cates, Ple ſignifie fo much unto him ftraight. [Exir. 
Buck, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Eaward, 
He is not lulling on a lew*d Love-Bed - 
Bur on his Knees at Meditation : | 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating wich two deep Divines : 
Not ſleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. _ 
Happy were England, would this vertuous Prince 
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Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 
Bur {urel fear we ſhall not win him to it. 
Mayor, Marry God defend his Grace ſhould ſay us nay, 
Buck, 1 tear he will: here Catesby comes again. 
Enter Catesby. 
Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace ? 
Cates, He wonders to what end you have allembled 
Such troops of Citizens to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck, Sorry 1 am, my Noble Couſin ſhould 
Suſpect me, thatT mean no good to him : 
By Heaven, we come to him 1n perfeCt love, | 
And ſo once more return, and tell his Grace. [CExit. 
When holy and devout Religious men *4 
Are at their Beads, 'tis much to draw them thence, 
So ſweet is Zzalous Contemplation. 


Enter Richard aloft, berween two Biſhops. 


Ma. See where his Grace ſtands *tween two Clergymen; 
Buck. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriſtian Prince, 

To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity : 

And ſee a Book of Prayer in his hand, 

True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 

Famous Plantagener, moſt gracious Prince, 

Lend favourable ear to our requelts, 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal. 

Rich. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology : 

| dobeſeech your Grace to pardon me, 

W ho earneſt in the ſervice of th high God, 

Deferr*d the viſitation of my Friends. 

But leaving this, what is your Graces pleaſure ? 
Buck, Even that (I hope) which pleaſeth God above 

And all good men, of this ungovern'd Ifle. 

Rich, | do ſuſpect I have done ſome offence, 

That ſeems diſgracious in the Cities Eye, 

And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck, You have, my Lord, 

Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 

On our entreaties to amend your fault. | 
Rich. Elſe wherefore breathe Iin a Chriſtian Land. 
Buck, Know then, itis your fault that you reſign 

The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeſtical, 

The Sceptred office of your Anceſtors, 

Your State of Fortune, and your dueof Birth, 

The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houſe, 

To the corruption of a blemiſh'd Stock : 

Whiles in the mildneſs of your ſleepy thou ghts, 

(Which here we waken to our Countries good,) 

The Noble lile doth want his proper Limbs : 

His Face defac*d with skars of Infamy, 

His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulf 

Of dark forgetfulneſs, and deep Oblivioa. 

Which to recure, we heartily ſolicir 

Your gracious ſelf to take on you the charge 

And Kingly Goverament of this your Land - 

Not as Protector, Steward, Subſtitute, 

Or lowly FaCtor, for anvbthers gain ; 

But as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blood, 

Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own. 

For this, conſorted with the Citizens, 

Your very Worſhipful and loving Friends, 

And by their vehement inſtigation, 

In this juſt Cauſe come I to move your Grace. 

Rich. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in flence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reprootf, 

Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 

For not to an{wer, you might haply think 

Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, 'yiclded 

To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 

It 
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If ro reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then on the other ſide I check?*d my Friends. 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking, not to incur the laſt, 
Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your love deſerves my thanks, but my deſert 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your high requelt. 

Firſt, if all Obſtacles were cut away, 

And that my Path were even to the Crown, 

As the ripe Revenue, ant! due of Birth : 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many my detects, 

That I would rather hide me from my Greatrels, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sc ; 

Than jn my. Greatneſs covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 

But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there necd : 
The Royal Tree hath lefr us Royal Fruit, 

W hich mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 
Will well become the Scar of Majcity, 

And make us (no doubt) happy by his Reign, 
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, 

The Right and Forrune of his happy Stars, 
W hich God defend that 1 ſhould wring from him, 
Buck, My Lord, this argucs Conſcience in your Grace, 
But the reſpects thereof are nice, aud trivial, 
All circumſtances well conlidcred. 

You ſay, that Edward is your Brothers Son, 

So ſay we too, but not by Edwards Wite : 

For firſt was he contract to Lady Lucy, 

Your Mother lives a witneſs to his Vow, 

And afterward by ſubſtitute betrorh*d 


| To Bona, Siſter to the King of France. 


Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 

A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sons, 

A Beauty-waining, and diſtreſſed Widow, 

Even in the after-noon of her belt day, 

Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 

Seduc?d the pitch, and height of his degree, 

To baſe declenſion, and loath'd Bigamic. 

By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 

Save that for reverence of ſome alive, 

| give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal ſelf 

This proff-r*d benefit of Dignity : 

If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceltry 

From the corruption of abuſing times, 

Untoa Lineal true derived courſe. 

Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you. 
Buck, Refuſe not, mighty Lord, tiis profter'd love. 
Cates. Q make them joytul, grant their lawtul ſuit. 
Rich. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me ? 


| I am unfit for State, and Majelty : 


I do beſeech you take it not amiſs, 

I cannot, nor [ will not yield to you. 

Buck. lf you refuſeit, as in love and zeal, 

Loth to depoſe the Child yuur Brothers Son, 

As well we know your tcud.rncſs of Heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, 

Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 

And equally indeed to all Eitates: 

Yet know, where you accept our ſuit, or no, 

Your Brothers Son ſhall never reign cur King) 

But we will plartt ſome other in the T hrone, 

To the diſgrace and down-fall of your Houle : 

And in this reſolution here we leave you. 

Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. [CE xeurt. 
Cates, Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept ChELr Lit - 

[fyoudeny them, all the Land will rue 1t. 


| Enter the Queen, Anne Dutcheſs of Gloceſter, the Dutcheſs 


| Daughter, well mer. 


| 


Rich, Will you enforce me to a world of Cares ? 
Call them again, 1 am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeir againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham ard the reſt. 
Couſin of Buckingham, and Sage men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
Tobear her burthen, whether, I willor no, 
| mult have patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandal, or foul-faCd Reproach, 
Artend the ſequel of your Impoſition, 
Your meer entorcemeut ſhall acquictance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 
How farl am from the delire of this. 
A1iyor. God blels your Grace, we ſee it, and will fay ir. 
Kich. In faying fo, you ſhall bur ſay the truth. 
Puck, Then 1 falure you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King &thard, Englands worthy King. 
All. Amen. 
Buck, To morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd, 
Kich, Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
Buck, 1o morrow then we will attead your Grace, 
And ſo moit joyfully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come, letusto our holy Work again. 
Farcwel my Couſins, farewel gentle Friends. 


[ Exeunt, 


Attus Vuartus. Scena Prima, | 


of York, and Marqueſs of Dorſet. 


Dutch. Tork. Who meets us here ? 
My Niece Plantagener, 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter ? 
Now, for my Lite, ſhe's wandring tothe Tower, 
On pure hcarts love, to greet the tender Prince. 


Aune, God give your Graces both a happy | 
And a joytul tine of day. 
{u. As much to you, good Siſter : whither away ? | 
A,ne, Noferther than the Tower, andasl gueſs, 
Upon the like-devotion as your ſelves, 
To grarulate the gentle Princes there. 
Qs. KindSilter thanks,we'll never enter all together. 


Enter the Lieutenant. 
And ia godtl time, here the Licutenant comes. 
Malter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of Tork ? 
L:cx. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience, 
| may not ſatfer you to vilit them, 
"The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary, 
Qu, The King ? who's that ? 
Lieu. | mean the Lord ProteCtor, 
Q-«. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Titl:. 
Harh he ſet bounds between their love, and me? 
| am their Mother, who ſhall bar me from them ? 
Dutch, York, 1am thcir Fathers Mother, I will ſee them. 
Arne, Their AuntI am 1a Law, in love their Mother : 
Then bring me to their {ights, Ple bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 
Licu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo : 
| am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 
[Exit Lieutenant. 
Enter Stanly. 
Stun. Let me but meer you Ladies one hour hence, 
And Ple ſalute your Grace of Tork, as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you mult ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
There to be Crowned Richards Royal Queen. 
Qu, Ah, cut my Lace aſunder, 
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So fooliſh Sorrows bid your Stones farewel. 
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That my pent Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe 1 {woon with this dead-kiliing news. | 
Am. Deſpightful tidings, O unpleaſing news. 
Dorſ.Be of good chear : Mother, how fares your Grace ? 
©u. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, pet thee gone, 
Death and Deltruction dogs thee at thy heels, 
Thy Mothers Name is ominons to Children. 
If thou wilt out-{trip Death, go croſs the Seas, 
And live with R:chmornd, from the reach of Hell, 
Go hye thee, hye thee from this ſlavghter-houſe, 
Leſt thou increaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margarcrs Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Ez2land's counted Queen. 
Stan. Full of wiſe care is this your Counſel, Madam : 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the hours : 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to meet you on tae way : 
Be not w&@ne tardy by unwiſe delay. 
Duc. Yor. Oill diſperſing Wind of Miſery, 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the World, 
Whoſe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, 1 in all haſte was ſent. 
Am. And | withall unwillingneſs will go. 
O would to-God, that rhe +nc<lulive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steel to fear me to the Brains, 
Anointed I. cm: be with deadly Venom, 
- And die re Men ſay,' God fave the Gueen. 
Qu, Go, go, pocr Sdul, 1 envy not thy Glory, 
| To feed my humour wiſh thy {elf no harm. 
Am. No : why ? When hethat is wy Husband now, 
| Came to me.- as | follow®d Henry's Coarle, 
When ſcarce the Blucd was well waſh'd from his hands, 
Which iſſued from my other Angel Husband, 
And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd : 
O, when I ſay, 1 look'd on Richard's Face, 
This was my Wiſh : Be thou (quoth 1) accurſt, 
For making me, fo young, ſo old a Widow : 
And when thou weſt, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed : 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad, 
More miſerable, by the Life of thee, 
| Than thon haſt made me, by my dear Lords Death. 
Loe, ere 1 can repeat this Curſe again, 
Within ſo ſmall a time my Womans Heart 
| Groſsly grew _— to his honey words, 
And prov*d the ſubject of mine own Souls Curſe, 


| Which hicherco hath held mine Eyes from reſt : 


For never yet ore hour in his Bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of Sleep, 

But with his timorons Dreams was 1till awak*d. 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Varw:ck, 
And will (nodoubrt) ſhortly be rid of me. 

Q«, Poor heart, Adieu, I pity thy complaining. 

Am. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours. 

Dorſ. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 

Axn. Adiev, poor Soul, that tak*ſt thy leave of it. 

Duc. Yor. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee, [To Dorſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [7o Ann. 
polleſs thee, 

[To the Queen, 


{1 to my Grave, where Peace and reſt Iye with me. 
{ Eighty odd years of ſorrow havel ſeen, 
1 And cach hours joy wrack*d with a week of teen, 


Qs. Stay, yet look back with me untothe Tower, 
Pity, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, 
Whom Envy hath immur?*d within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 

Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play-fellow, 


For tender Princes : uſe my Babies well ; 
[ Exeunt. 


{ And 1 would haveit ſuddenly perform'd. 


| Page. I knowa diſcontented Gentleman, 


Scena Secunda. 


Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard in pomp, Buckingham, Cates- 
by, Ratcliftzc, Lovel. 


Rich, Stand all apart, Couſin of Buckingham, 

Buck, My gracious Soveraign. 

Rich, Give me thy hand. 

Thus high, by thy advice, and thy aliſtance, 

Is King KRichardScated : 

But ſhall we wear theſe Glories for a day ? 

Or ſhall they lalt, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck, Still live they, uad for ever lec them laſt. 

Rich, Ah Buckinzham, now dol play the Touch, 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed : 

Young Edward lives, think now what 1 would ſpeak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 
Rich, Why, Buckingham, | ſay I would be King. 
Back, Why ſo you are, my thrice renowned Lord. 
Rich. Ha! aml King ?_ *tis ſo : but Edward lives. 
Buck. True, Noble Prince. 
Rich, O bitter Conſequence ! 

Thar Edward itil ſhould live true Noble Prince. 

Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſodull. 

Shall I be plain? 1 wiſh the Baſtards dead, 


[ Sound, 


| What ſay*lt thou now ? ſpeak tuddenly, be brief, 
Buck. Yeur Grace may do your pleaſure, 
Kich, TT ut, tur, thou art all Ice, thy kindneſs freezes : 
Say, have [ thy conſent, that they ſhall die ? 
Buck.Give me ſome little breath, ſome pauſe,dear Lord, 
Before | poſitively ſpeak in this : 
| will reſolve you herein preſently. (Exit. [ 
Cares, The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. 
Rich, 1 will converſe with Iron-witted Fools, 
And unreſpeCtive Boys : none are for me, 
That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, 
High-reaching Buckengham grows circumſpett. 
Boy. 
Page. My Lord. 


Will tempt unto a cloſe exploitof Death ? 


W hoſc humble means match not his haughty ſpirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich, What is his Name ? 

Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrell, 

Rich, 1 partly know the Man : go call him hither, 
Boy: [Exzt. 
The deep revolving witty Buckinoham, | 
No mot e ſhall be the neighbour to my Counſels. 
Hath he ſo long held out with me untyr'd, 
And ſtops he now for Breath ? Well, be it ſo. 

Enter Stanly. 

How now, Lord Stanly, what's the news ? 
Stan, Know, my loving Lord, the Marqueſs Dor/ee, 
As hear, is fled ro Richmond, 
In the parts where he abides. 
Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That Am my Wife is very grievous ſick, 
[ will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
Inquire me ont ſome mean poor Gentleman, 
W hom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter : 
The Boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him. 


_ 4 


Look how thou dreanyſt: I ſay again, give out, 
That Arn my Queen is ſick, and like to die. 
About it, for it ſtands me much upon 


-. 
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Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold | 


To itop all hopes, whoſe growth may damage me. 
I muſt be merried to my Brothers Daughter : 
Or elſe my Kingdom ſtands on brittle Glaſs : 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, 


Uncertain | 
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Uncertain way of gain. Butlamin 
So far in blood, that ſin will pluck on fin, 
Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
Emer Tirrel. 
Is thy Name Tirrel ? 
Tir, James Firrel, and your moſt obedicnt Subject. 
Rich, Art thou indeed ? 
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
Rich, Dar*ſt thou relolve to kill a Friend of mine ? 
Tir, Pleaſe you: 
But I had rather kil] two Enemies. 
Rich. Why then thou halt it : two deep Enemies, 
Foes to my Reſt, and my ſweet fleeps dilturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon - 
Tirrel, | mean thoſe Baſtards in the 1 ower. 
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And ſoon Ple rid you from the fear of them. 
Rich. Thou ſing?lt ſweet Mulick : 
Heark, come hither {irre/, 
Go by this token : riſe, and lend thine Ear, 
Fhere is no more but ſo: ſay ir is done, 
AndI will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tir. I will diſpatch it ſtraight. 
| Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My Lord, I have contider'd in my mind, 
The late requeſt that you did found me in. 
Rich, Well, let that reſt: Dorſet is fied to Richmond. 
Buck, 1 hear the news, my Lord. 
| Rich. Stanly, heis your Wives Son well, look unto it. 
Buck. My Lord, | claim the gift, my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honour and yuur Faith is pawn'd. 
Th? Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 

Rich, Stanly, fook to your Wife : if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

Buck, W hat ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 

Rich. 1 do remember me, #enry the Sixth 
Did Propheſie, that &chmond ſhould be King, 
When R:chmond was 2 little peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps. ; | 

Buck, May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit. 

Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vein. [ Ext, 

Buck, And is it thus? repays he my deep ſervice 
With ſuch contempt ? made | him King for this ? 
O let me think on #aftings, and be gone 
To Brecnock,, while my fearful head is on. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody ACt is done, 
The moſt Arch deed of piteous maſlacre 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of : 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom 1 did ſuborn 
Todo this piece of ruthful Butchery, 
Albeit they were fleſht Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with tenderneſs, and mild compallion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths Jad ſtory, 
| O thus (quoth Dighton ) lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus, thus (quoth Forreſt) girdling one another 
Within their Alabaſter innocent arms : 
Their lips were four red Roſes on a ſtalk, 
 A:;d their Summer Beauty kiſt each other. 
A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, 
Which once (quoth Forreſt ) almoſt chang'd my mind - 
3ut oh the Devil, there the Villain ſtopt : 
When Dighton thus told on, we ſmothered 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet work of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation e're ſhe framed. 
Hence both arc gone with Conſcience and Remorlſe, 
They could not ſpeak, and ſo 1 left them both, 
To bear theſe tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Richard. 

And here he comes. All health my Soveraign Lord. 

Rich. Kind Tirrel, am 1 happy in the News ? 

Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happineſs, be happy then, 


Whiſpers. 


[_Ex:t, 


[Exit. 


| 


For It 1s done. 
Rich. Bur did*ſt thou ſee them dead ? 
Tir. 1 did, my Lord. 
Rich, And buried, gentle Tirrel ? 

{ir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them 
But where (to ſay the truth) I do not know. : 
Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, and after Supper, 
When thou there ſhalt tell the proceſs of their death. 

Mean time, but think how I may dothee good, 
Ard be inheritor of thy deſire. 
Farewel till then. 

[ir, 1 humbly take leave. 

| Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up cloſe, | 
His Daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage, | 
The Sons of Edward ſleep in Abrahams boſom, 
And Ann my Wife hath bid this World good night. 
Now for I know the Britain Richmond aims 
Art young Elzaberh my Brothers Daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 
Toher go 1, a jolly thriving Wooer. 

Emer Ratcliff. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich, Good or bad News, that thou conſt in ſo bluntly ? 

Rat. Bad news, my Lord, Mourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welſhmen, 
[s in the Field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. 

Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
I han Bzckingham and his raſh levied ſtrength. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
[s Jeaden Servitor to dull delay. 
Delay leads impotent and Snail-pac'd Beggery : 
Theg hery expedition be my wing, 
Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King : 
Go muſter men : My Counſel is my Shield, 
We mult be brief, when Traytors brave the Field. [ Excunt. 


—C—— 


Stena Terti. 


Enter Old Queen Margaret. 


Afar. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death ; 

Here in theſe Confines {lily have I lurk, 

To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 

A dire induction am 1 witneſs to, 

And will to Frazxce, hoping the conſequence 

Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragical. 

Withdraw thee wretched Aargaret, who comes here ? 
Enter Dutcheſs and Queen, 

Queen, Ah my poor Princeſs / ah my tender Babes! 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing ſweets : 

[f yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 
And b- not fixt in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And here your Mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Hover about her, ſay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant morn, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miſerics have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute. 

Eaward Plantagenet why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plamagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

2x. Wilt thou, O God, fiye from ſuch gentle Lambs, 
Ard throw them in the intrails of the Wolf ? 

Why didit thou ſleep, when ſuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When Holy Hemry died, and my ſweet Son. 

Dur. Dead life, blind ſight, poor mortal living Ghoſt, 
Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by life uſurpt, 
Brief abſtraCt and record of tedious days, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Eng/ands lawful Earth, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. | 

Queen. Ab that thou would'ſt as ſoon afford a Graye, 

As 
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AS thou canſt yield a melancholy ſeat : And left thee but a very prey to time, 
Then would I hide. my bones, . not reſt them here, Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 
Ah who hath any cauſe to mourn, but we ? To torture thee the-more, being what thou arr. 
Mar. If ancient be molt reverent, Thou did'it uſurp my place, and doſt thou not 
Give mine the bencfit of Signeury, Uſurp the juſt proportion of my Sorrow ? | 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen'd yoak» 
If ſorrow can admit Society. From which, cven herel flip my wearied head, 
| had an Edward till a Richard kill'd him : And leave the burthen of it all, on thee. 
| had an Husband, till a R:chard kilPd him : Farevicl York's Wite, and Queen of ſad miſchance, 
Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kilPd him: I heſe Engliih woes ſhall make me ſmile'in Fraxce. f. 
| Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kilPd him. Cucen, O thou well sK1Pd in Curſes, ſtay a while, l 
Dut. 1. had a Ri-b:rd too and thou did?it kill him, And teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 
4 had a Rwrland too, thou holp'lt to Kill him. tar, Forbear to ſlecp the night, and faſt the day: 
| Aar, Thou had'ſt a Clarexce too, Zompare dcad happineſs with living woe : | 
' And Richard kill'd him. Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, 6. 
' From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept And he that ſlew them fowler than he is: 
A Hell hound that doth hunt vs all rodeath- BetUring thy loſs makes the bad cauſer worſe, 
That Dog, that: had his Tecth before his Eyes, Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curſe. 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle blood : Lucen, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
That foul defacer of Gods handy work : Mar. Thy woes will make them ſharp, : 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls : And pterce like mine. [Exit Margaret. P 
That exc-llent grand Tyrant of the Earth, Dut. Why ſhould calamity be full of words ? | 
Thy womb let looſe-to chaſe us to cur Graves. Queen, Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes, ; 
O upright, jult, and true diſpoſing God, Aiery ſucceeders of inteſtine joys, 
How do | thank thee, that this carnal Cur Poor breathing Orators of miſcries, 
| Preys on the. iſſue of his Mothers body, Let them have ſcope, though what they will impart 
And makes her Pue-tellow with others moan. | Help nothing elle, yet do they eaſe the heart. 
Dut. Oh Harries Wife, triumph not in my woes : Dur. It fo, then be not Tongue-ty*d : go with me, 
God witneſs wich me, 1 have wept tor thine. And in the breath of bitter words, let's ſmother 
Mar. Bear with me : I am hungry for revenge, My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother'd. 
And nowl cloy me with beholding it. The Trumpet ſounds, be copious in exclaims. | 
{Thy Edward he is dead, that kilPd my Edward. 
The other Edwarddead, to quit my Edward : Enter King Richard and bis Train. 
Young Tork, he is but boot, becavle both they 
| Match'd not the high, perfe-iion of my lols. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 
Thy Clarexce he is d.ad, that ſtab?d my Edward, Dur, O ſhe, that might have intercepted thee 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 
Th? adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, From all the ſlaughters (Wretch) that thou haſt done. | 
Untim-ly ſmother'd in their dusxy Graves. 2», Hid'ſt thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown 
Richard yet lives, HelPs black Intelligeacer, Where ſhould be branded, if that right wereright > * 
Onely reſerv*d their Faftor, to buy Souls, The ſlaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crown, 
And ſend them thither : But at hand,at hand And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Inſues his piteous and unpiticd end, Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children ? 
Earth gapcs, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, Dut, Thou Toad, thou Toad, 
To have him ſuddenly convey*d from hence : Where 1s thy Brother Clarence ? 
Cancel his Bond of life, dear God, I pray, And little Ned Plantagenct his Son ? 
That I may live, and ſay, 7he Doz is dead. Lucen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vauhan, Gray? | 
een, O thou did'it Proph-ly, the time would come, | Dr. Where is kind Haſtings ? | 4 
Thatl ſhould wiſh for thee to help me Curſe Rich, A flouriſh, Trumpets; ſtrike Alarum, Drums : a 
Thar botteld Spidcr, that foul buach-back*d Toad. Let not the Heavens hear theſe Tell-tale women 
Mar. 1 calld thee then, vain fouriſh of my Fortune : | Retl on the Lords Anointed. Strikel ſay. 
I cald-thee then, poor Shadow, painted Qucen, Flouriſh, Alarwny. 
The repreſentation of but what I was Either be patient, and increat me fair, 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, Or wth the clamorous reports of Wzr, 
One heav*d a high, to be hurPd down below : - 1hus will I drown your exclamations. 
A Mother one!y mock*d with two'fair Babcs Dut. Art thou my Son ? 
1] A dream of what thou wall, a gariſh Flag R c5. 1,1 thank God, my Father, and your ſelf. 
To be the aim of every dangerous Shot ; Dur, Then patiently hear my impatience. 
A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble : Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
A Queen in leaſt, only to fill the Scene. That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Where is thy Husband now ? where be thy Brothers ? Dut. © let me ſpeak. 
Where be thy two Sons? Wherein do?lt thou Joy ? Rich, Do then, but Ple not hear. 
Who ſues, and kneels, and ſays, God ſave the Queen ? Dat. 1 will be mild, and gentle in my words. 
Where be the bending Peers that flattered thee ? Rich. And brief (good Mother) for I am in haſt. 
Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee ? Dut, Art thou ſo haſty ? I have ſtaid for thee 
Dc:cline all this, and ſee now what thou arr, (God knows) in torment and in agony. 
For happy Wife, a molt diſtreſſed Widow : Rich, And camel not at laic to comfort you ? 
For joyful Mother, one that walls the name : Dit, No by the holy Rood, thou knowlt it well, 
For one being ſued to, one that humbly ſues : Thou camyſt on Earth, to make the Earth my Hell, 
For Queer, a very Caytiff, crown'd with care: A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, | 
1 For ſhe that ſcoru'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me: Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy. 
For ſhe being feared of all, now fearing one : Thy School-days frightful, deſperate, wild, and furious, 
For ſhe commanding all obey?d, of none. Thy prime of. Man-hood, daring, bold, and venturous : 
Thus hath the courle of Juſtice whirPd about, Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, ſlye, and bloody, | 
More | 
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| Likea 


More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canſt thou name, 

That ever grac'd me with thy company ? 

Rich. Faith none, but Humphrey Hower, 

That calPd your Grace 

To breakfaſt once, forth of my company. 

If I be fo diſgracious in your Eye, 

Let me march on, and not ofieud you, Madam. 
Strike up the Drum. 

Dut, | prithee hcar me ſpeak. 

Rich, You ſpeak too bitterly. 

Dut. Hear me a word : 

For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee again. 

Rich. So. 

Dit. Either thou wilt die by Gods juft Ordinance 
Ere from this War thou turn a Conqueror : 

Or I with grief and extream age ſhall perilh, 

And never more behold thy Face agaia. 

| Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, 


| | Which in the day of Batrel tire thee more 
. | Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'it. 


My Prayergpn the adverſe Party fight, 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Children 


| | Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, , 


_ them ſucceſs and Victory - 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end : 


| Shame ſerves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Extr. 


Queen, Though far more cauſe, yet much lels Spirit to 
Abides in-me, I ſay Amen to her. (curſc 
Rich, Stay, Madam, 1 mult talk a word with you. 
een, I have no more Sons of the Royal blood 
For thee to ſlaughter. For my Daughters (4ichard ) 
They ſhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Qucens : 
And therefore level not to hit thor lives. 
Rich. You have a Daughter cai''d Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, Royal and Gracious. 
Oeen. And mult ſhe die for this ? O let her live, 
And Vle corrupt her Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 
Slander my ſelf, as falſe to Edward's Bed : 
Throw over her the vail of infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr*d of bleeding ſlaughter, 
I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. 
Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is a Royal Princeſs. 
ween. To fave her life, Vie ſay ſhe is not fo. 
Rich. Her life is ſafeſt only in her Birth. 
Queen. And onely in that fafery dy*d her Brothers. 
Rich, Loe, at their Birth good Stars were oppolite. 
Queen. No, to their lives ill Friends were contrary. 
Rich, All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny. 
weerr. True: when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny. 
My Babes were deſtin'd to a fairer death, 
If Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had ſlain my Coulins ? 
Queen, Coulins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen'd, 


| of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Lite, 


Whoſe hands ſcever lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indiretly) gave direction. 
No doubt the murd*rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, 
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
But that ſtill uſe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my Boys, 
Till that my Nails wereanchor'd in thine Eyes: 
And I in ſuch adeſp'rate Bay of death, 
r Bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
Ruſh all to pieces on thy Roc 7 boſom. 
Rich. Madam, ſo thrive | in my enterprize, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody Wars, 
As | intend more good to you and yours, 
Thanever your yours by me were harm'd. 
Queen, What good is cover®d with the Face of Heaven, 
To be diſcovered, that can do me good ? 
Rich. Ty advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. 


| Queen. Up to ſome Scaffold, there to lole their heads. 
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Kich, Unto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth's glory. 

Uuccn, Flatter my {forrow with report of it : 
T<il me, what ſtate, what dignity, what honour 
Canlt thou deviſe to any Child of mine ? 

Kich, Even all I have; I, and my ſelf 2nd all, 
WillI withal endow a Child of thine : 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul, 
Thou drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoſelt 1 have done to thee. 

Luten, Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 
Lalt longer telling than thy kindneſs date. 

Rich. Then know, 

That from my Soul | love thy Daughter. 

Lun, My Daughter*s Mother thinks it with her Soul 

Rich. Wrart do you think ? 

Veen, T hat thou doſt love my Danghter from t þ 
So from thy Souls love didit chintona Nee Brothers Fo 
And from thy hearts love, 1 do-thank thee for ir. 

Kc: Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning - 

I m.an, that with my Soul 1 love th 

And do intend to make her Queen of England. 
Queen, Well then, whodo'ſtrhou mean ſhall be her King, 
Rich, Even he that makes her Queen ; 

Who elite ſhould ber? 

Queen, What thou ? 

Kich, Even ſo: how think you of it ? 

£«een. How caiit thou woo her ? 

Kich, That I would learn of you, 

As one being bel acquainted with her humour. 

Queen. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

Kich, Madam, with all my heart. 

Queen. Send to her, by the man that ſlew her Brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave 
Eaward and York, then haply will ſhe weep: 

Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, ſteept in Rutland*s blood, 

A Hand-kerchietf, which ſay to her did drain 

The purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send hcr a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 

Tell her, thou madſt away her Uncle Clarence, 

Her Uncle &wers ; I, (and for her ſake) 

Mad'it quick conveyance with her good Aunt Ame. 

Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 

Queen. There is no other way, 

Unleſs thou could*ſt put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be &chard, that hath done all this. 

Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her. 

Queen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chooſe but hate thee, 
_—_ bought love with ſuch a bloody ſpoyl. 

Rich. Look what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 

W hich after-hours gives leiſure to repent. 

[f I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 

To make amends, Ple give it to your Daughter : 
[f I have kilPd the iſſue of your Womb, 

To quicken your encreaſe, I wil: beget 

Mine iſſue of your blood, upon your Daughter ; 
A Grandams name is little leſs in love, 

Than is the doting Title of a Mother , 

They are as Children buz one ſtep below, 

Even of your metal, of your very blood : 

Ofall one pain, fave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age, 

The loſs you have, is but a Son being King, 
And by that loſs your Daughter is made Queen. 
| cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 

Dorſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul, 
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Leads diſcontented [teps in forreign ſoyl, | 
This Talc Alliance quickly ſhall call home 

Tohigh Promotions, and great Dignity. 

The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, ' 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother : 

Again ſhall'you be Mother to a King : 

And all the ruins of diftreſsful rings, 

Repair*d with double riches of Content. 

What? we have goodly days to fee : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, 


| ] Shall come again, transform'd to Orieut Pearl, 


Advantaging their love with intereſt 

Often-times double gain of happineſs. 

Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter, go, 

' Make bold your baſhful years with your experience, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooers tale. 


f Pur if ;her tender | heart th” aſpiring flame 


Of golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princeſs 
Wirh ghe:fiyeer ſilent bours of Marriage joys; 
And when. this Arm of mine hath chaltiſed 


| | Th: petty-Rebel, dull-braii'd Puck:yham, 


Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 
And lead. thy Daughter to a Conquerors Bed : 
To whom 1 will-retail my Conqueit won, 
And ſhe ſtall be ſole Vidtrclſs, Ce/ar*s Caſzr. 
ween. What were | beſt ro ſay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be h=r Lord'?- or thall I ſay her Uncle ? 
Or he that ſlew her Brothers ? and her Unclcs ? 
Under what Title ſhall I woo for thce, 
That God;:/the Law, my Honour, ana her Love, 
Can make ſeem pleaſing io her ter.der years ? 
Rich. lnfer fair Enzlavds Peace by this Alliance. 
Qs. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with [ti]l laiting War. 
Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Queen, Fhat at her hands, which the King's King forbids. 
Rich; Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
ween, To vail the Title, as her Mother doth. 
Rich, Say 1 will love h-r evcrlaſtingly. 
2«. But how long ſhall that Title cver laſt ? 
Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair lives end. 
Q«. But how long fairly ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich, As long as Heaven and Nature lengthens it. 
2s. As long az Hell avd Richard Þkes of 1t. 
Rich. Say, 1, her Soveraign, am her Subject low. 
Qu. Burt ſhe your Subje-t loaths ſuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf ro her. 
Qs. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plaioly told. 
Rich, Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
Qs, Plain and not honelt, is too harſha ityle. _ 
| Rich, Your Reaſons are too ſhallow, and too _ 
Q«. O no, my Reaſous are too Ceep and dead, 
T'wo de:p and dead 'poor Infants) in their Graves, 
Harp on it ſtill ſhall 1, till heart-ſtrings break. 
Rich. Harp not on that ſtring, Madam, that is pal. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown. 
Qs. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third uſurpr. 
Rich. | ſwear. 
Qs. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 
Thy George profan'd, hath lolt his Lordly honour ; 
Thy Garter blemiſt?d, pawn'd his Kingly Virtue ; 
Thy Crown uſurpt, diſgrac*d his Kingly Glory : 
If omething thou wouldlt ſwear to be belicy'd, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. 
Ricb. Then by my ſelf. 
Qs. Thy fcIf, is ſelf miſugd. 
Rich. Now by the World. 
2», *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 
Rich. My Fathers death. 
Ox. Thy life hath it diſhonour*d. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
#. Heaven's wrong is moſt of all : 
If thou did'ſt fear to break an Oath with him, 
The vanity the King my Husband made, 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my Brothers dy*d, 
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If thou hadlt fear'd to- break an Oath by him, 
Th* Imperial Metal, circling now thy head, 
Had graCd the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, 
Whichnow two tender Bed-fellows for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath mace the prey for Worms. 
V\ hat canſt thou ſivear by now ? 
Rich, Fhe time to cone. 
Qs, That thou haſt wronged in the time o're- paſt : 
For I my felf have many tears to waſh 
Hereafter time, for time paſt wrong'd by thee. | 
The Children live, whole Fathers thou haſt Naughter'd, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it with their age. 
The Parer:ts live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher®d 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their age. ; 
Swear nut by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miluy'd ©@:e uPd, by times il|-vgd repaſt, 
Rich, AST intend to proſper, and repent: 
So thrive | in my dangerous Aitairs 
Of hoſtile Arms: My ſelf, my ſelf confound: 
Have: ard Fortune bar me happy hours : 
Day, +1.1d ne not thy light? ncr Night the reſt. 
Be cppolite all Planets of good luck 
T19wy procecding, it with dear hearts love, 
immeculate devoucn, holy thoughts, 
{ tCr.C27 144i thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
in ler cortiſts my happineſs and thine : 
Wi: hot her follows to my (cif and thee, 
acr icit, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruice, and Decay : 
It cannotbe avoided, but by this: 
it v.11} not be avoided, but by this. 
' :xr<fore dear Mother (I mult call you ſo) 
Be ihe Atturnuey of my love to hcr : 
Plcad what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my dciires, but whar I will deſerve: 
Urge the neceſlity and ſtate of times, 
And bz not peeviſh found in great Deſigns. 
2s. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 
R.ch, |, if the D.vil tzmpt you to do good. 
©x. Shall 1 forget my ſclf to be my ſelf? 
Rich. 1, if your felf*'s remembrance wrong your elf. 
£%, Y<t thoudidlt kill my Chilcren. 
Kich. But Imyour Daughters Womb I bury them. 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
elves of themſelves, to your recomforture. 
Qs. Shall I go wia my Daughter to thy will ? 
4ich, And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Qu 1 $0, write to me very ſhortly, 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. [Exit Qs, 
Rich, Bear her my true loves kiſs, and fo farewel. 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow-cbanging Woman. 
How now, What news ? 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rit, Moſt mighty Soveraign, on the Weſtern Coa 
Rides a puiſlant Navy : Toour Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow- hearted friends, 
Unarmed, and unreſolv'd to beat them back. 
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral : 
And there they hull, expecting bur the aid 
Of Puckingham, to welcome them aſhore. 
Rich. Some light-foot friend pcſt to the Duke of Nor- 
Ratchf, thy ſelf,, or Catesby, where-is he ? ( folk, 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
Rich, Catesby, fly to the Duke. 
Car, I will, my Lord, withall convenient haſt. 
Rich, Cate:by, come hither, poſt to Sals-bury, 
When thou convlt thither : Dull unmindful Villain, 
Why ſtay*1t thou hete, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? 
Cat, Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs pleaſure, 
What from your Grace 1 ſhall deliver to him. 
Rich, Orue, good Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power that he can make, 


And meet me ſuddenly at Szl:5bury. 


Cat, | 
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Cat. [| £0. [_ Exit. 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Sabsbury. 
Rich, Why, what wouldlt thou do there before | go ? 
Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould polt before. 

Rich. My mind is chang'd : 

Enter Lord Stanly. 
Stanly, what news with you ? 

Sta. None good, my Liege, to rus you with the hear- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (ing, 
Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle neither good nor bad : 

What nced?lt thou run ſo many miles about, 

When thou may”lt tell thy tale the neareſt way ? 

Once more, what News ? 

Stan, Richmond is on the Seas. 

Rich, There let him ſink, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. 1 know nor, mighty Soveraign, but by gueſs. 
Rich, Well, as you gueſs. 

Stan. Stirr*d up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

Rich, Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword uaſway'd ? 

is the King dead ? the Empire unpolleſt ? 

What Heir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England's King, but great Tork's Heir ? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ? 

Stan, Unleſs for that, my Leige, 1 cannot gueſs. 

Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueſs, wherefore the Welch-man comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, | fear. 

Stan, No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back ? 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now upon the Weltern ſhore, 
Sate-condudting the Rebels from their Ships ? 

Stan, No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
R:ch. Cold friends tome: what do they in the North, 


: W hen they ſhould ſerve their Soveraign in the Welt ? 


Stan, T hey have not been commanded, mighty King, 
Pleaſeth your Majcſty to give me leave, 
le multer up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majelty ſhall pleaſe. 
Rich. 1, thou would'lt be gone, to joyn with Richmond : 
But Vle not truſt thee. 
Srau. Moſt mighty Soveraign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 
Rich. Go then, and muſter men : but leave behind 
Your Son George Stanly: look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his heads aſſurance is bur frail. 
Stan, So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
[Exit Stanly. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. My gracious Soveraign, now in Devon-ſhire, 
As 1 by friends am well advertisd, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confederates are in Arms. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Me. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilford are in Arms, 
And every hour Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their power grows ſtrong. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meſf. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham, 
Rich, Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 
[ He ſtriketh him, 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better News. 
Me The News 1 have totell your Majeſty, 
Is, that by fuddain Flood, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham's Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelf wandred away aloge, 
No man knows whither. 
Rich. 1 cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well adviſed friend proclaim'd 
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Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? 

Mefſ. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 

Enter another Meſſenver. 

Meſſ. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marqueſ: Dorſet, 

*Tis faid, my Liege, in York-ſbire are in Arms : 
But this good comfort bring | to your Highneſs, 
The Britazn Navy is diſper9d by Tempelt. 
Richmond in Dor ſet-ſhire ſent out a Boat 

Unto the ſhore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, 

If they were his Aſſiitants, yea, or no ? 

Who anſwer?®d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he miſtruſtiog them, 

Hoys'd fail, and made his courſe again for Britain, 

Rich, March on, march on, ſince we are up in Arms, 
If not to fight with Forreign Enemies, 

Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at home. 
Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Zackinghanm is taken, 
Thar is the b.ſt News, that the Earl of Richmr d 
Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 

Is colder News, but yet they mult be rold. 

Rich. Away towards Salizbury: while we reaſon here, 
A Royal Battel might be won and loſt : 
Some one take order Buckimgham be brought 
ToSabbary, the reit march on with me. 


[ Exennt, 
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Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 


Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richwond this from me, 

Thar in the Styeof the molt deadly Boar, 

My Son George Stanly is frankt up in hold : 

if I revolt, off goes young George's head, 

The fear of that holds off my preſent aid. 

So get thee gone: commend me to thy Lord. 

Wirhal fay, that the Queen hath heartily conſented 

He ſhould eſpouſe Ehzaberb her Daughter. 

But tell me, where is Princely R:chn.ond now ? | 
Chrj, At Pembrock,, or at Hertford Weſt in Wales, 
Der, What men of Name reſort to him ? 

Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 

Sir Gilbert 1 aibot, Sir Wilham Stanly, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrock,, Sir Fames Blunt, 

And Rice ap Thimas, with a valiant Crew, 

And many other of great name and worth : 

And towards London do they bend their power, 

if by the way they be not fought withal. 

Der. Well, hye thee to thy Lord: I kiſs his hand, 

My Letter will reſolve him of my mipd. 

Farewel. 
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[ Excunt, 
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Attus umtus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Buckingham mith Halberds led to Execution. | 


Buck, Will not King Richard let me ſpeak with him ? 

Sher. No, my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buck, Haſtings, and Edward's Children, Gray, and Rivers, | 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, : 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foul injultice, 

If that your moqdy diſcontented Souls, 

Do through the Clouds behold this preſent hourg 
Even for revenge mock. my deltruCction. 

This is Alt. Souls Day (Fellow) is it not ? 

Sher. It is. 

Buck, Why then All-Souls Day,is my Bodies Docmſ-day. 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
[ wiſht might fall on me, when I was found 
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Falle to his Children, and his Wives Allies. 

4 This is the day, wherein 1 wiſht to fall 

By the falle Faith of him whom moſt I truſted. 

This, this All-S:#ls Day to my feartul Soul, 

[s the derermind reſpite of my wrongs : 

Thar high Allk-ſeer, which I dallicd with, 

{at tin d my tcrignd Prayer on my head, 

Aud viven in carneft, what I begg'd in jeſt. 

|! Goth he force the Swords of wicked men 

[0 turn ther awn Points 11 their Maſters boſoms, 
Fins !garces curſe falls heavy on my neck * 

\\ iien he (quoti he) will fplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
| Rumoen ver Afirravet was a Prophetels : 

| Come lead me Oflicers to the Block of ſhame, 
'\\1ong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[Exennt Buckingham with Officers, 


——— 


Scena Secundn. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Kcrbert, ard crners, 
with Drum and Colours, 


Richin, Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
Bruiz'd und-rnexth the yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of th-1,and, 
Have we imarcht on without 1npediment z 
And here reccive.we from our Father Srazly 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and uſurping Boar, | 
(That ſpoy1'd your Summer-Ficlds, and fruitful Vines) 
Swills your warm blood like waſh, and makes his trough 
In your embowelPd- boſorns : "This foul Swine 
[s now even in the. Center of this Iſle, 
Ncar tothe Town of Leiceſter, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one days march. 
In Geds name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
I'o recep the Harveſt of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody tryal of ſharp War. 

Oxf. Every mans Conſcience is a thouſand men, 

To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 

Her. 1 doubt-not, but; his Friends will turn to us. 

Bl:n, He hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his dearcſt necd will fly from him. 
* Rich, All for-our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
| True hope is ſwift, -and flyes with Swallow's wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. 

[ Exermt omnes, 


—_— 


| Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk , Ratcliff, 
and the Earl of Surrey. 


Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Boſworth-ficld ; 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you ſo ſad ? 
Sur. Ny heart is ten times lighter than my looks, 
Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, 
Nor. Here, molt gracious Liege. 
Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks : 
Ha, muſt we not * wh 
Nor: We muſt both give and take,my loving Lord. 
Kich, Up with my Tent, herewilt 1 lie to night, 
| But where to morrow ? well, als one for that. 
| Who hath deſcried the number of the” Traytors ? 
Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power, 
| Rich, Why our Battalia trebble'that account : 
Beſides the Kings name is a Tower of ſtrength, 
\Which they upon the adverſe Faftion want. 
Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
{cr us ſurvey the vantage of the ground: 
Call for ſome men of ſound direCtion: 
Ler's-fack no Diſcipline, make nodelay, 


For, Lords, to morrow is a bulie day. LExent, 


| And help to Arm. Leave mel ſay. 
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Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorſet. 


Kichm, The weary Sun hath made a Golden ſet 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard : 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent : 

le draw the Form and Model of our Battel, 
Limit each Leader to his ſeveral Charge, 

And part in juſt proportion our ſmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Wilkam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ſtay with me : 

The Earl of Peribrook, keeps his Regiment ; 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my Good night to him, 
And by the ſecond hour in the morning, 

Delire the Earl to fee me in my Tent : 

Yet once thing more, good Captain, do for me : 
Where 1s Lord Stanly Quarter'd, do you know ? 

Blunt, Unlets I have miſta*ne his Colours much, 
(Which well 1 am aſfſur*d I have not done) 

His Regiment lies half a mile at leaſt 
South, from the mighty power of the King. 

K:ichb, It without peril it be poſſible, 
Sweet Blunt, wake tome good means to ſpeak with him, 
And give him from mc this moſt needfu! Note. 

Blunt, Upon my ſelf, my Lord, Ple undertake it, 
And fo God give you quict reſt to night. 

Kich, Good night, good Captain Blur: : 
Come Gentlemen, 
Let us conſult upon to morrows Buſineſs ; 
lato my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. 

[ They withdraw into the Tent, 


Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby, 


Rich. -What igt a Clock ? 
Cat,” It's Supper time, my Lord, it?s nine a Clock, 
King. I will not ſup to night, 

Give me ſome Ink and Paper : 

What, is my Beaver caſier than it was ? 

And alt my Armor laid into my Tent ? 
Cat. It is,my Liege : andall things are in readineſs, 
Rich, Good Norfolk hye thee to thy charge, 

Uſe careful Watch, chuſe truſty Centinels. 
Nor. 1 go, my Lord, 
Rich, Stir with the Lark to morrow, gentle Norfolk, 
Ner. I warrant you, my Lord. LExtt. 
Rich, Ratcliff, 
Rat, My Lord. 
Rich. Send out a Purſiivant at Arms 

To Sranlys Regiment : bid him bring his power 

Before Sun-riſing, leſt his Son George fall 

Into the blind Cave of eternal night. 

Fill mea Bowl of Wine: give me a Watch : 

Saddlc white Surry for the Field to morrow : 

Look that my Stzves be;found, and nct too heavy. Rutclf; 
Kat., My Lord. 
Rich. -Saw'it the mcTancholy Lord Northumberlimng ? 
Rat. T humas the Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 

Much about Cock-ſhat time, from Troop to Troop 

Went through the Army, cheering up the Souldiers, 
King..So, 1 am fatisficd : give me'a Bowlot Wine, 

[ have not that alacrity of Spirit, 

Nor cheer of Mind, that I was wont ta have. 

Set it own. Is [nk and Paper ready ? 
Rat, It is, my Lord. 
Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 

Ratcliff, about the mid of night cometo my Tent, 

_CExit Ratcliff, 

Emer Derby to Richmond in bs Tent, 
Derb. Fortune and Victory ſit on thy Helm, 
| Richm, All comfort, that the dark night can afford, 
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Be to thy Perſon, noble Farher-in-Law. 
Tell me, how fares.our Noble Mother ? 
Der. I, by Attourney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
So much for that. The filent-hours'ſteal on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt. 
| [n brief, for ſo the ſeaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Batrel early in the morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th? Arbitrement 
Of bloody ſtroaks, and mortal ſtaring War : 
| [, as | may, that which 1 would, I cannot, 
With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 
Aad aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Armes. 
Bat on thy ſide I may not be too forward, - 
Leſt being ſeen, thy Brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his Fathers ſight. | 
| Farewel : the leiſure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 
And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, 
W hich ſo long ſundred Friends ſhoold dwell upon : 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well. 
Richm, Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment : 
Ple ſtrive, with troubled noiſe, totake a Nap, 
Leſt leaden ſlumber poize me down to morrow, 
When I ſhould monnt with wings of Victory : 
Once more, Good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
2 [Exennt, Manet Richmond. 
O thou, whoſe Captain I account my ſelf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye g, 
| Put in their hands thy brufhng Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down with a heavy fall, 
Tt uſurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, 
' That we may praiſe thee in thy Victory - 
To thee I do commend-my watchful ſoul, 
E're I let fall the windows of mine Eyes : 
Siceping, and waking, oh defend me {ti11. [ Sleeps. 


——_—_— 


—_—_— 


Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the Sixth. 


Gh, to Rs, Let meſit heavy on thy ſoul to morrow 
Think how thou ſtabb'ſt me in the prime of youth 

At Tewksbury , deſpair therefore, and die. 

Ghoſt to Richm, Be cheerful, Richmond, 

.For the wronged Souls 

Of Butcher*d Princes fight in thy behalf : 

King Henry'siſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth. 


Ghoſt. When was mortal, my Anointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 
Think on the Tower, and me : Deſpair and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. 
To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. 
Harry that propheſted, thon ſhouldſt be King, 
Doth comfort thee in ſleep: live, and flourith. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heavy in thy ſoul to morrow. 
; that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine : 
Poor Clarence, by thy gulile betray*d to death : 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword, deſpair and dye. 

To Rich, Thou off-ſpring of the Houſe of Lancaſter, 
The wronged Heirs of Tork, do pray for thee, 
Good Angels gitard thy Battel, live and flouriſh. 

Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, «nd Vaughan. 

Riv. Let me ſit heavy in thy foul to morrow, 
Rivers, that di'd at Pomfret : deſpair, and die. | 

Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy ſoul deſpair. 

Vaugh. Think upon Yaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy Lance, deſpair and die. 

All to Richm, Awake, 


_— 


— IT 


| Sleep thou a quiet Neep: 


— 


And think our wrongs in K:ichard's Boſome 

Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 

Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. 
Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 

And in a blood y Battel end thy days, 

Think on Lord Haftizg:; delpair, and die. 
Ghoſt to Rich, Quiet untronbled ſoul, 

Awake, awake: i: \; !- - 

Arm, hght, and conquer, -for fair Englands ſake. 
- Enter the Ghojts of the two young Princes. 
Ghoſts. Dream dn thy Couſins 

Smother?d tn the Tower : 

Let us be laid within thy Bofome, Richard, 

And weigh thee down-to'ruin, ſhame, -and death. 

Thy Neptews ſouls bid thee deſpair and die. 
Ghoſts to Richm., Sleep Richmond, * 

Slcep in peace, and wake in joy, --- -« + -- 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boars annoy, 

Live, and beger a happy race of Kings. 

Edwards unhappy Sons do bid thee flourith : 

Enter the Gkeſt of Anne his Wife, 
Ghoſe to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 

Thar wretched Ame thy Wite, 

Thar never ſlept a quiet hour with-thee,- / 

Now fills thy ſleep with perturbations, 

To morrow in the Battel think on me, 

And fall thy edglcſs Sword, deſpair and die. * 
Ghoſt to Richm. Thou quiet Soul, 


Dream of ſucceſs, and happy Viory, 


| Thy Adverfaries Wifedoth pray for'thee: 


Enter the Ghoſt of Buckinghand. 
Ghoſt to Rich, The firſt was |, - 
That help'd thee to the Crown : -- 
Thelaſt was I, thar felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs.-* 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting deſpair ; deſpairingyield thy breath, 
Ghoſt to Richm, 1 did for hope * * * 
E*re I could lend thee aid ; F. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not diſmay'd : 
God, and good Angels fight on Richmord*s fide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his-pride. 


Rich, Give me another Horſe, bind up my Wounds : 
Have mercy, Je/z. Soft, I did but dream. 
O coward Conſcience ! how do'ſt thouafflict me ? 
The Lights burn blew: Ir is not dead mid-night, 
Cold fearful drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh : 
W hat ? do lefear my ſelf ? There's none elſe by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, lam 1. 
[s there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am : 
Then flye ? what from my ſelf ? Great reaſon : why ? 
Leſt I revenge. W hat ?- my ſelf upon my ſelf ? 
Alack, I love my ſelf. Wherefore ? For 8ny good 
Thatl my ſelf have done upon my (elf ? 
O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſelf, 
For hateful Deeds committed by my ſelf. 
lama Villain: yetlI Lye, I amnor. 
Fool, of thy ſelf ſpeak well: Fool, do not flatter. 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a ſeveral tale, 
And every tale condemns me for a Villain ; 
Perjury, in the high'ſt Degree, 
Murther, ſtern murther, in the dir degree, 
All ſeveral ſins, all ug'd in each degree, 
Throng all to th? Bar, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
| ſhall deſpair, there is no Creature loves me ;z 
And if I die, no ſoul ſhall pity me. 
Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? fince that I my ſclf 
Find in my ſelf no pity to my felt, 
Methought, the Souls of all that | had murther'd 


Came to my Tent, every one did threat 
' 


[Richard ftarts cat of bis Drequr, 
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To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard, 
Enter Ratcliffe. | 
Rat. My 1 ord. on | 
Kings. Who's there ? thong | 
Rar. Ratc :ffe, my Lord, tis I: tlie carly Village Cock 
Hath twice done ſalutation to the-morn, 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour, - 
King. O Rarcliffe, | fear, 1 fears. ; 
Kat. Nay, good my-Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows. 
King. By the Apoſtle Paul, ſhadows tonight 
[Have ſtruck more terrour to the:ſouLof: Richard, 
'Than can the ſubRantg of ten theufend-Souldiers 
Armed in proof, and.led by ſhallow; Richmond, + 
2T'is not yct neay day, :' Come, go with me, 
'Under our Tents ; Ple play the Eaves-dropper;: 
[To hear if any man ſhrink: from me. . : | 
| DENG ? LExcunt Richard and Ratcliffe. 


Enter the Lords to Richmond ſitting in his Text, 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Rich. Cry you mercy, Lords, /and- watchful Gentlemen, 
That you have ta'ne a tardy fluggard here ? 
Lords. How have you llept, my Lord ? 

Rich. The ſweeteſt ſleep, | 
And faireſt boading, Dreams, D-2) 
That ever entred in a drowlie head, | | 
Have I ſince your departure had, my Lords. _ 
Methovght their Souls; whoſe bodies Richard murther'd, 
"Came to my Tent, ang'cried on: Victory , 
I promiſe you my heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords ? 

Lords. Upon the froak of four. ;_. 

Rich, W hy then *tis.time to Army and give direction. 

His Oration to his Sonldiers. 

More than I have ſaid; loving Countrymen, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 


—_— 


| Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and cheartully, 
| God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 


Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 

God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 

' The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 

| Like high rear*d Bulwarks, ſtand before our Faces, 
(Richard except) choſe'whom we fight againſt, 

Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 

For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 

A bloody Tyrant, anda Homicide : 


' One rais'd in blood; and one in blood eftabliſd , 


One that made means to come by what he hath, 


| And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him : 


A baſe foul Stene, made precious by the ſoyl 

Of Enzland's Chair, where he is falſely ſet : 

One that hath ever been Gods Enemy. 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 

God will in juttice ward you as his Souldiers. 

If you do {wear to puta Tyrant down, 

You lleep in peace, the Tyrant being llatn : 

If you do fight againlt your Countries Foes, 
Your Countrics Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire. 

If you do fight in ſafeguard of your Wives , 

Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerours, 
If you dofree your Children from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the name of God and all theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold Corps on the Earths cold face. 
But if1 thrive, the gain of myattempr, 

TheJcaſt of you-ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 


Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, ad Catesby. 
King. What faid Northumberland, as touching Richmond ? 
Kat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 


Rat, He fmiPd and fajid, the better, for our purpoſe. 
| Kzug:. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is, 
Tell the Clock there. | 
Give me a Kalender,. who ſaw the.Sun to day ? 
Rat, Not I, my Lord. 
King. Then he diſdams to ſhine: for,by the Book, 
He ſhould have bray'd the Eaſt an hour ago, 
A black day will it be to ſome body, Karcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. - 
King, TheSun will not be ſeen to day, 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Arn)y. 
I would theſe dewy Tears were trom the Ground. 
Not ſhine to day ?. why what is that to. me 
More than to Kichmond? for the ſelf-fame Heaven 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 
Emer Norfolk. 
Nor.Arm,arm,my Lord, the Foes vaunts in the Field. 
King. Come, bultle, buſtle. Capariſon my Horſe. 
Call up Lord Sravly, bid him bring his Power, 
| will lead forth my Souldiers to the plain, 
And thus my Battel ſhall be ordered, 
My toreward ſhall be drawn in length, 
Conlifting equally of Horſe and Fodr : 
Our Archers ſhall be placed in the midlt ; 


| Fob: Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Farl of Surrey, 


Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horie. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
In the main Battel, whoſe puiſlance on either ſide 
Shall be well wing?d. with our chcifeſt Horſe : 
This, and Saint Beorye to boot. 
What think®ſt thou, IVorfolk 7 

Nor. A good direction, warlike Soveraign, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning, 


Jocky of Norfolk, be nt ſo bold. | 
For Dickon thy Maſter 13 bought and ſold. 


King. A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls : 
For Conſcience is a word that Cowards uſe, 
Devisd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, joyn bravely, let us to't pell mell, 
If not to Heaven, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What ſhallI ſay more than I have inferr*d ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-away s, 
A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey-Pcaſants, 
W hom their o're-cloyed Countrey vomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and atlur*'d Deſtruftion. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt : 
You having Lands, and bleſt with beauteous Wives, 
They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow 7 
Long kept in Brita at our Mothers colt, 
A Milk-1op, one that never in his Life 
Felt ſo much cold, as over ſhoocs in Snow : 
Let's whip theſe ſtraglers o're the Seas azain, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of Frazce, 
{ Theſe famiſlPd Beggars, weary of their lives, 
| Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of means (poor Rats) had hang'd themſelyes. 
If we be conquered, let Men conquer us, 
And not thelec Baſtard-Brirains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, lefr them the Heirs of ſhame. 


Shall theſe enjoy our Lands ? lie with our Wives ? 


Raviſh our Daughters ? [Drum afar of. 
Heark, 1 hear their Drum, A | 
Right Gentlemen of Englard, fight boldly, yecmen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the hcad. | 
Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride-in blood, 


King. Be ſaid the truth: and what faid Swrrey then. | 


Amaze the Welkin with your broken ſtaves, 
Enter 


——_—_— 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
What ſays Lord Stanly, will he bring his Power ? 
Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King, Off with his Son George's Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy 1s paſt the Marſh : 
After the Battel let George Stanly dye. 
King. A thouſand Hearts are great within my Boſom. 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair Saint George, 
Inſpire us with the ſplecn of hery Dragons : 
Upon them, Victory firs on our Helms. 


Enter Catesby. 


Cat, Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Reſcue, Reſcue : 
The King enaCts more wonders than a Man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger : 
His Horſe is ſlain, and allon foot he fights, 
Secking for Richmond in the throat of Death - 


Alarum. Excurſions. 


| Reſcue, fair Lord, orelſe the day is loſt. 


Alarums. Enter Richard. 

Rich, A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 
Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, Þle help you to a Horſe. 
Rich, Slave, I have fet my lifeupon a calt, 

And 1 will ſtand the hazard of the Dve : 

I think there be ſix Richmonds in the Field, 

Five have I ſlain to day, inſtead of him. 

A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Rich- 
ard is ſlarn. 


Retreat, and Flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
Crown, mith divers other Lords, 


Rich. God and your Arms 

Be prais'd, Viftorious Friends ; 

This Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead, 
Der. Coyragious Richmond, 


| The Brother blindly ſhed the Brother's blood , 


— 


; Well haſt thou acquit thee : Loe, 
Here theſe long uſurped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this Bloody Wretch, 
Have l pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal. 
Wear it, and make much of it. 
Rich. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanly living ? 
Dey. He is, my Lord, and ſafe in Lerceſter Town, 
| Whither ( if you pleaſe) we may with-draw us. | 
Rich. What men of note are {lain on either fide ? 
Der. John Duke of Norfolk,, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir Wikkam Brandon. 
Rich. later their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaim a Perdon to the Souldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will returnto us, 
And then, as we have ta*ne the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red, 
Smile Heaven upon this fair Conjunction; 
T hat long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 
What Traytor hears me, and fays not Amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcar*d her ſelf ; 


The Father raſhly flaughter*d his own Son ; 
The Sons, compelPd, been Butchers to the Sire, 
All this divided Tork, and Lancaſter, 

Divided in their dire Diviſion. 

| O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succeeders of each Royal Houſe, 


/ | Letthem not live to taſte this Lands encreaſe, 


By Gods fair Ordinance, conjoyn together : 

And let thy Heirs (God, if thy will beſo) 
Enrich the time to come, with ſmooth? d-tac*'d Peace 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous days. 
Abate the edge of Traytors, Gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theſe bloody days again 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of Blood. | 


That would with Treaſoti, wound this fair Lands peace. 
Now Civil wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives agen ; 
That ſhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [| Excunt, 
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KING HENRY VII. 
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The PROLOGUE. 


Cm _—— 


Come no more to make you laugh ;, Things now, 
That bear 4 Weighty, and a Serwus Brow, 
Sad, high, and work:ng, full of State and Woe ; 
Snch Noble Stenes, as draw the Eye to flow, 

We now preſent, Theſe that can Pty, bere 

May (if: they think it well ) let fall a Tear, 

The Subjeft will deſerve it. Such as give 

Their Moey our of bope they may belteve, 

Aay here find Truth too, Thoſe that. come to ſee 
Only. a ſhow or two, and. ſo agree, 


| The Play may paſs : If they be ſtill, and willing, 


Ple undertake may ſee away therr Shilling 
Richly in two ſhort hours, Only they 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, 

A noiſe of Targets ; Or to ſee a Fellow 

In along Motley Coat, guarded with Tellow, 


Will be decei?d : For, gentle Hearers, know 

To rank, our choſen Truth with ſuch a ſhow 

As Fool, and Fight is, beſide forfeiting . 
Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
To make that only true, we now intend, 

Will leave us never an underſtanding Friend. 
Therefore, for Goodneſs ſake, and as you are known 
The Firſt and Happieſt Hearers of the Town, 

Be ſad, as we would make ye. Think;ye ſee 

| The very Perſons of our Noble Story, 

| Asthey were Living : Think, yog. ſee them Great, 
; And follow with the general throng, and ſweat 

; Of thouſand Friends ; then, in a moment, ſee 

' How ſoon this Mightineſs meets ' Miſery, 

' And if you canbe merry then, Dle ſay, 

; A Man may weep upon bis Wedding Day. 


Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door. 


- Buc kingham p 


Since laſt we ſaw y*in France ? 
Nor. | thank your Grace : 

Healthful, and ever ſince a freſh admirer 
Of what I ſaw there. 

Buck. An untimely Ague 
Staid me a Priſoner in my Chamber, when 
Thoſe Sons.of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Are. | 

Nor. *Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
[ was then preſent, ſaw them ſaluteon Horſe-back, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embracement, as they grew together, 
Which had they, = 
What four Thron'd ones could have weigt”d 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 


Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aburgavenny. 


Ar the other, the I was my Chambers Priſoner. 


| Nor. Then you loſt 
| The view of earthly Glory : Men might ſay 
| Till this time Pomp was ſingle, but now married 


Ood morrow, and well met. How have ye done To one above it ſelf. Each following day 


: Became the next days Maſter , till the laſt 
; Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
| All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
' Shone down the Erel:ſh;, and to morrow, they 
' Made Britain, India : Every man that ſtood, 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfſh Pages were 
i As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
"7 Not usd to toyl, Utd almoſt Tweat to bear 
The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 
Was cry*d incomparable ; and thenſuing night 
' Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
| Equal in luſtre, were now belt, now worſt 
| As preſence did preſent them : him io Eye, 
; Still him in praiſe; and being preſent both, 
"Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 
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Durſt wag his Tongue in cenſure, Op" Suns 
(For ſo they phraſe *em) by their Hefags challeng?d 
The Noble Spirits to. Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thoughts compaſs, that former fabulous Story 
Being now ſeen, poſlible enough, got credic 
Thar Bevis was belicy'd, 

Buck. Oh, you go far. 

Nor. As 1 belong to worſhip, and affect 
[In Honour, Honeſty, the tract of ev'ry thing 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which Aftions ſelf was tongue to. 

Buck, All was Royal, 
To the diſpoſing of it nought rebelPd, 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
Diſtinctly his full FunCtion : who did guide, 
[ mean who ſet the Body and the Limbs 
Of this great ſport togeth.r , 
As you guels ? 

Nor. Once certes, that promiſes no Element 


| [n ſuch a buſineſs. 


Buck, I pray you» who, my Lord ? | 
Nor. All this was ordered by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of Tork. 
Buck. The Devil ſpced him :* No mans Pye is freed 
From his ambitious Fingcr. What had he 
To do in th-ſe ficrce Vanities ? I wortder, 
That ſuch'a Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays oth* Benelicial Sun ; 
And keep it from the Earth, 
Nor. Surely, Sir, 
There's in him ſtuff, that puts him to theſe ends : 
cor being not propt by Anceltry,whoſe grace 
' Chalks Stcceſlors their way ; nor calPd upon 
For high feats doneto th* Crown ; ncither Allied 
To eminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spider-like 
Aut of his ſelf-drawing Web. O ! gives usnote, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A giſt that Heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A placenext to the King. 
Abu: [cannot tell 
What Hcaven hath given him: let ſome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, bur I can ſee his Pride 
Peep through each part of him: whence has he that, 
If not from. Hell ? the Devil is a Niggard, 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himſelf. 
Buck. Why the Devil, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him 
(Without the privity o*th* King) YVappoint 
\Vho ſhould attend on him ? He makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moſt part ſuch 
Towhom as great a Charge, as little Honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own Letter 
The Honourable Board of Council out 
Mult fetch him in, he Papers. 
Abnr, 1 do know 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that have 
By this ſo ſicken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound, as formerly. 
Buck, O man 
Have broke their Backs with laying Mannors on 'em 
What did this Vanity 
But miniſter communication of 
A molt poor iſſue. 
Nor. Grievingly, 1 think. 
The Peace between the Frerch and us not values 
The Colt that did concluds it, 
Buck, Every Man, 
After the hideous ſtorm that follow'd, was 
A thing inſpired, and not conſulting, broke 
Into a general Propheſie ; That this tempelt, 
Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The ſudden breach owt. 
Nor. Whichis budded out : 


" —_ — 


 ———_ 


For France hath flaw'd the League, aud hat h attacl'd 
Our Merchants goods at Bordeaux. 
Abur, 1s it therefore 
Th Ambaſlador is filenc'd ? 
Nor. Marry -t. 
Aour, Aproper Title of Peace, 2nd purcha%d 
At a ſupertiuous rate. 
Buck, Why all this buſineſs 
Our Revcrend Carcinal carried. 
Nor, Like it your Grace, 


The State takes notice of the private difference 

| Betwixt you, andthe Cardinal. I adviſe yon 

| (And take it from a Heart that wiſhes towares your 
| Honour, and plenteous fafety that you read 


' The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 

| Logether : To conſider further, that 

W hat his high Hatred would effet, wants not 

A Miniſter in his Power. You.know his Nature, 
That he's revengeful ; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharp edge: ICs long, andr may be faid 

[t reaches tar, and where *cwill not extend, 

1 hither he dartsit. Boſome up my counſel, 
You'l find it wholeſome. Loe, where comes that Rock | 
I hat I adviſe your ſhunning. | 


Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the Purſe bo n before him, cert ain od 
the Guard, and to Secretaries with Papers : the Cardinal 
in bus paſfage fixeth h:s eze on Buckingham, and Bucking 
ham on him, both full of diſdarn. 


Car, The Duke of Buckivgham?s Surveyor ? Ha ? 
W heres his Examination ? 
Secy. Here, fo pleaſe you. 
Car, Is he in perſon ready ? 
Secr, I, amt pleaſe your Grace. 
Car. Well, we ſhall then know more, and Buckinobam 
ſhall leſſen his big look. 2 
[Exeunt Cardinal and his Train. 
Buck. This Butchers Cur is venom'd-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle-him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber. _ A Beggars book 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 
Wor. What, are you chaf'd ? 
Ask God for temp”rance, that's th appliance only 
Which your diſeale requires. 
Buck, I rcad in's looks 
Matter againſt me, and his Eye revil'd 
Me as his abject object, ar this inſtant 
He bores mEwith ſome trick ; He's gone toth” Kings : 
[le follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reaſon with your Choler queſtion 
W hat tis you go about : to climbe ſteep hills 
Requires flow pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A tull hot Horſe, who being allow*d his way 
Self-mettle tires him : Not a man in En7laud 
Can adviſe me, like you : Be to your ſet, 
As you would to your Friend. 
Buck, Vle to the King, 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This /pfwich Fellows inſolence ; or proclaim, 
Theres difference in no perſons. 
Norf. Be advigs'd 3 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe ſo hot - 
That it do ſinge your ſelf. We may out-run 
By violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at ; 
And loſe by onr over-running : know you not, 
The Fire, that mounts the Liquor riPt run ore, 
In ſeeming to avgment it, waltesit : be advigd ; 
| ſay again, there is no Engi:ſh ſoul 
More ſtronger to direct you than your ſelf, 
If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or but allay, the Fire of paſlion. 
Buck. Sir, 
E423 I 
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i am thankiul to you, and Vie goalong 
By your preſcription : but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſincere motions, by irtelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts in July, when 
We ieceach grain of Gravel, I do know 
To bz corrupt and treaſonous. 

Norf. Say not, treaſonous. 

BuckTo th*King Ile ſay*t,and make my vouch as ſtrong 
As ſhore of Rock - attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav*nous 
As he is ſubtle, and as ptone to miſchief, 
As able to perform't) his mind and place 
lafefting one another ; yea reciprocally, 
Only to thew his pomp, as well in Frazce, 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
To his coſtly Treaty, tlenterview, 


| That ſwallow'd ſo much treaſure, and like a glaſs 


Did break ith* wrenching. 
Norf. Faith, and fo it did. 
Buck.Pray give me favour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles oth* Combination drew 
As himſelf pleas'd.: and they were ratifd 
As hecri'd, Thus let it be, to as much end, 
Asgive a Crutch to th* dead. Burt our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and *tis well : for worthy Wol/ey, 
(Who cannot err) he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as 1 take it, is a kind of Puppy 
Toth old Dam, Treaſon ) Charles the Emperour, 
Under pretence to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indecd his Colour, but he came 
To whiſper Wolſey) here makes viſitation : 
His fears were that the Intcrview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice ;, for from this League 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, and asI trow, 
Which I do well; for I am ſure the Emperour 
Paide*re he promigd, whereby his ſuit was granted 
E're it was ask*d. But when the way was made, 
And pay*d with Gold: the Emperovr thus deſir'd, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the Kings courſe, 
And break the foreſaid Peace. Let the King know 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his own advantage. 
Nor. I amſorry 
To hear this of him ; ard could wiſh you were 
| Something miſtaken in'r. 
Buck, No, not a ſyllable : 
| I do pronounce him in that very ſhape 
He ſhall appear in proof. 
Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms before him, and two or 
three of the Guard. 
Brandon. Your Office, Serjcant : execute it. 
Serjeant. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, 1 
Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Soveraign King. 
Buck, Loe you, my Lord, 
The net has faln upon me, 1 ſhall periſh 
Under device and practice. 
Bran. | am ſorry 
To ſee you ta*ne from liberty, to look on 
The buſineſs prefent. ?Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
You ſhall toth* Tower. ; 
Buck, It will help me nothing ; 
To plead mine Innocence: for that Dye is on me, 
Which makes my whir*lſt part black. The will of Heav*n 
Be donein this and all things : I obey. 
O my Lord Aburgany, Fare you well. 
Bra. Nay, he muſt bear you gen The King 
Is pleagd you ſhall to th? Tower till you know, 


How he detcrminesfurther. 

Abur. As the Duke ſaid, 
The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran, Here is a Warrant from 
The King, CVartach Lord Monntacnte, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeſlor, John de la Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counſellour, 

Buck. So, ſo; 
Theſe are the Limbs o*th* Plot, no morel hope. 

Bra, A Monk ot? Charrreux. 

Bit, O Michael Hophins, 

Bra, ' io 

Buck, My Surveyor is falſe ; the o're-great Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold ; my Life is ſpang'd already : 
| am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham ; 
Whoſe Figure even this inſtant Cloud puts on, 
By darkning my clear Sun. My Lords, Farewel. [Exexm. 


— — ——_—— 


Scena Secunda. i 


Cornets. Frter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals ſhoul- 
der : the {Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovel : the Cardinal 
places hin under the Kings Feet, on his right ſide. 


King. My life it ſelf, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thanks you icr this great care : I ſtood i'th? level 
Ot a iull-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
Toyou that choak'd it, Ler be call'd before us 
That Gentieman of Buckinghoms, in perſon, 

Ile hear him his Confeſſions juſtifie, 
And point by poirit the Treaſons of his Maſter 
He {hall again relate. 


A noiſe, with crying, Room for the Queen, Uſherdby the Duke 
of Norfolk. Enter the = Rf pa; Suffolk : 
Jhe kneels, King riſeth from his State, takes her up, kiſſes 
and placeth ber by bim, 


Quee. Nay, we muſt longer kneel ; I am aSuitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us ; half your Suit 
Never name tous; you have half our power : 
The other moiety ere you ask is given ; 
Repeat your will, and cake it. 
Quee. Thank your Majeſty. 
That you would love your (elf, and in that love 
Not unconſidered leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Quee, I am ſolicited not by a few, 
And thoſe of true condition , That your Subjetts 
Are in great grievance : There bave been Commiſſions 
Sent down among *em, which have flawd the heart 
Of all their Loyaltiesz wherein, although, 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moſt bitterly on yon, as putter on 
Of theſe exattions , yet the King, our Maſter, 
Whoſe honour heaven ſhield from Soil,even he eſcapes not 
Language unmannerly : yea, ſuch which breaks 
The ſides of Loyalty, and almoſt appears 
In loud Rebellion. 
Nerf. Not almoſt appears, 
It doth appear : for, upon theſe Taxations, 
The Clorhrers all, notable to maintain 
The many to them ®longing, have put off 
The Spinſters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger, 
And lack of other means, in deſperate manner, 
Daring th? event to th teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ſerves among them. 
King. Taxation? 
Wherein ? 
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Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, Ot the Kings Grace and Pardon : the grieved Commons 
/ You that are blam'd for it alike with us, Hardly conceive of me. Let it be noigd, 
Know you of this Taxation ? Thar through our {nterccſſion, this Revokement 
' .Card. Pleaſe you, Sir, And Pardon comes : | ſhall aaon adviſe you 
I know but of a ſingle part in ought Further in the procecding, CExit Secret. 
| Pertains to th? State , and front but in that file Enter Surveyor. 
| Where others tell ſteps with me. Quee. 1 am forry, that the Duke of Buckingham 
, Quee. No, my Lord, [s run 1n your diſpleaſure. 
You know no more than others : But you frame King. It grieves many : 
: Things that are known alike, which are not wholſcme | T be Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
| To thoſe which weuld not know them, and yet mult i 0 N2ture none more bound, his training ſuch, 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Theſe exactions Thar he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teachers, 
(W hereof my Soveraign would have note) they ate And never ſcek for aid out of himſelf : yer ſec, | 
Moſt peſtilent to th? hearing, and to bear **m, + "Ven theſe ſo Noble benefits ſhall prove | 
The Back is ſacrifice to th? load ; They fay; Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt 
They are devisd by you, Or elle you ſuficr | hey rurn to VICIOUS torms, ten Limes more ugly 
Too hard an exclamation. Y han CVET they were fair. This man {ſo compleat, 
King. Still, Exation ! \W ho was enrolPd *mongft wonders ; and when we 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, Almotlt ivith raviſht liſtning, could nor find 
Is this ExaCtion ? Hs hour of ſpeech, a minute : He, (my Lady) | 
Quee. lam much too venturous Hath 1nto monſtrous habits = the Graces 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned Tat once were his, ad is become as black, 
Under your promis'd pardon. The Subjects gricf As it beſmear'd in Hell. Sit by Us, and you ſhall hear 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from each | (I vis was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
The fixth part of his ſubſtance, to be levied Things to trike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this The fore-recited practices, whereof 
Is namd, your Wars in France : this makes bold mouths, | We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 
| Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze Card. Stand forth, and with bold ſpiritrelate, what you 
Allegiance in them; their Curſes now Moſt like a careful Subject rave colletted 
Live where their Prayers did: and its come to pal, Out of the Duke of Buckingham, 
; This tractable obedience is a ſlave King. Speak freely. 
| To each incenſed Will: I would your Highneſs Surv, Firlt, it was uſual with him every day 
Would give it quick conſideration ; for It would infect his Spee.h , That if the King 
| There is no primer baſeneſs. Should without iſſue dye , hee”l carry it ſo 
| Kizg, By my Life, To make the Scepter, his. Theſe very words 
| This is againſt our pleaſure. ve heard him utter to his Son in Law, 
| Card. And for me, Lord Abwgany, to whom by Oath he menac'd 
I have no further gone in this, than by Revenge vpon the Cardinal. 
A ſingle voice, and that not palt me, but Card. Pleafe your Highneſs, note 
By learned approbation of the Judges : it I am This dangerous conception 1n this point, 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 
My faculties nor perſon, yet will be His will is moit malignant, and it ſtretches 
The Chronicles ot my doing : Let me ſay, Beyond you to your Friends. 
Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake Quee. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
That Virtue muſt go through ; we muſt not ſtint Deliver all with Charity. 
Our neceſſary aCtions, in the fear King. Speak on ; 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, How grounded he his Title to the Crown 
As rav*nous Fiſhes, do a V<llel follow Upon our fail ; to this point haſt thou heard him, 
Thar is new trimm*d ; but benefit no further At any time ſpeak ought ? 
| Than vainly longing. What we oft do b-ſt, Surv. He was brought to this, - 
| By ſick interpreters (once weak ones) is By a vain Prophelie of Nicholas Henton. 
Not ours, or not allow*d ; what worſt, as oft King, What was that Henton ? 
| ' Hitting a groſler quality, iscry*d up Srv. Sir, a Chartrexx Fryer, 
" For our belt Act : if we ſtand ſtill, His Confeſlor, who fed him every minute 
| | In fear our motion will be mock*d or carp'd at, With words of Soveraignty. 
SH We ſhould take root here where we it 3 King. How knowſt thon this ? 
| Or ſit State-Statues only, Sur. Not long before your highneſs ſped to Fraxce, 
King. Things done well, The Duke being at the Roſe, witnin the Pariſh 
And witha care, exempt themſelves from fear. Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of mc demand 
Things done without example, in their iſſue What was the ſpeech among the Londoners 
Are to be fear*d. Have you a Preſident Concerning the French Journey. Ireply'd, 
| Of this Commiſhon ? 1 believe not any. Men fear the Frezch would prove per '1dious 
We muſt not rend our Subjetts from our Laws, To the King's danger : prelently, ti: Duke 
And ſtick them in our Will. Sixth partof each ? Said, *rwas the fear indeed, andthac he dcubted 
| A trembling Contribution : why we take | "Twould prove the verity of certain words 
| From every tree, lop, bark, and part oth? timber : Spoke by a holy Monk, thatoft, fays he, 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permir 
| The Air will drink the Sap. Toevery County John de l.: Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
Wherethis is queſtion*d, ſend our Letters, with To hear from him a matrer of ſome moment - 
Free pardon to each man that has deny*d Whom after under the Commiſſions Seal, 
The Forceof this Commillion : pray look tor He ſolemnly had ſworn, that whar he ſpoke 
[ put it to your care. My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 
Card. A word with you. To me, ſhould utter, with demure Con'idence, 
Þ Let there be Letters writ to every Shire Thus pawſingly enſwd; Neither the King nor*s Heirs 
= m——— 
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(Fell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
To gain the love o'th* Commonalty, the Duke 
;hall govern England. 
Queen If 1 know vou well, | 
You were the Dake's Surveyor, and loſt your Office 
On the complaint oth? Tenants ; take good heed 
| You charge not in your ſpleen a Noble Perſon, 
And jo 1 your Noble Soul; I ſay, take heed 5 
Yes, hcartily I beſcech you. 
Kino. Lethim on. Go forward. 
Sw, On my Soul, Ple ſpeak but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th? Devi!s illuſtons 
The Monk might be deceiv*d, and that *rwas dangerous 
For this to ruminate on this ſo far, until 
[t forg'd him ſome delign, which, being beliey?d, 
It was much like ro do: Heanſwcr?d, Tuinh, 
It can do me na.dammage z adding further, 
Thar had the King in his laſt ſicknels faild, 
The Cardinals, and Sir Thomas Lovell's Heads 
Should have gone off. 
Kinio, Ha? What, ſorank ? Ah, ha, 
Therc's miſchicf in this man ; cant thou ſay further ? 
Sir, | can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed. 
Sur. Being at Greenwich, 
Aſter your Highneſs had reprov*d the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer, 
Ki.1 remember of ſuch a time, being my ſworn ſervant, 
The Duke retaind him, his. But on : what hence ? 
Sur. If (quoth he) I for this decd had been committed, 
As to the Tower, I thought; 1 would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant toact upon | 
Th? Uſurper Richard, who being at Sa/zsbury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence ; which, if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 
Ki:;, A Gyant Traytor. 
Crd. Now,Madam, may his Highnef live in freedom, 
And this Man out of Priſon. 
Queen. God mend all. (faylt ? 
King. There's ſomething more would out of thee ; what 
Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the Knife 
He ſtre:clyd him, and with one hand on his Dagger, 
Another ſpread on's Breaſt, mounting his Eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whoſe tenour 
* | Was, were heevil usd, he would out-go 
| His Father, by as much as 2 performance 
| Do%s an irrcſolute purpoſe. 
King. There's his period, 
| To ſheath his Knife in us : he is attach'd, 
| Call him to preſent Tryal : if he may 
| Find Mercy in the Law, ?cts his 5 it none, 
' Let him not ſeek of us: By day and night 
| Hes Traytor to th* height. 


[ Excunt, 


Scena Terttia. 


Entcr L. Chamberlain, and L. Sandys. 


L. Ch. Igt poſſible the ſpells of Frazce ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Mylteries ? 

L. San, New Culioms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let *em be unmanly ) yetare followd. 

L. Ch, As far asI ſee, all the good our Eng4:/) 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but mecrly 
A fit or twoo'th? Face, (but they are ſhrew'd ones) 
For wher they hold *em, you would ſwear directly 
Their very Noſes had b-en Counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep State 10. 

L. San, They have all new Legs, 


And lame ones one would take it, 


Thar never ſc-*em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt-reign*d among %em. 
L. Ch. Death, my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after iuch a Pagan cut too, 
| hat ſure th*have worn out Chrittendom , how now ? 
\\ hat news, Sir 1 homas Levell ? 
E;.ter Str Thomas Lovell. 
Lovell, Faith my Lord, 
[ hear of none, but the new Proclamation, 
Thar's clapt upon the Court Gate. 
L. Cham, What ivt for ? 
Lov. The Reformation of our travelPd Gallants, 
Thar fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk, and Taylors. 
L. Cham. Pm glad tis there ; : 
Now I would pray onr Monlicurs 
lo think an Exylſh Courtier may be wiſe, 
And never ſee the Lowvnre, 
Lov, TI hey muſt either 
(For ſorun the Conditions) leave thoſe remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 
\Vith ail their honourable points of ignorance 
Peit2lning thereunto , as Fights and Fire-works, 
Abaing better men than they can be 
(nt cf a foreign Wiſdom, renouncing clean 
| he faith they have in Teunis and tall Stockings, » 
S:19rt boiitred Breeches, and thoſe types of Travel ; 
And und-oritand 2gain like honeſt men ; 


Will kaye of thcſe trim vanities ? 
Lovel, I marry, 
There will be woc indeed, Lords, the ſly whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, has no Fellow, 
L. San, The Devil fiddle%em; 
[ am glad they are going, 
For ſure theres no converting ?*em : now 
An honeſt Country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by*r Lady 
Held currant Muſick too. 
L. Cham. Weil ſaid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth 1s not calt yet ? 
L. San, No, iy Lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a ſtump. 
L. Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 
Lov. To the Cardinals ; 
Your Lordſhip is a guelit too, 
L.Cham. OQ, *tistrue ; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladics; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, Vle aſſure you. 
Lov, That Churchman 
Bears a bounteous mind indeed 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His dews fall every where. 
L. Cham. Nodoubt, he's Noble ; 
He had a black Mouth that ſaid other of him, 
L. San. He may, my Lord, 
Ha's wherewithallin him; 
Sparing would ſhew a wore lin, than 1il Doctrine. 
Men of his way ſhould be molt liberal, 
They are ſet here for Examples. 
L. Cham, True, they are fo; 
But few now give ſo great ones: 
My Barge ſtays ; | 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, 
For 1 was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford —_ 
Is 
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This night to be Camprtrollers. 


L. San. 1 am your Lordſhips. [ Exexnt. 


—m_—. 


Scena ©uarta. 


Hoboys. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinel, a 
and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gueſts at 


one door ;, at another door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen. Gulf. Ladies, 

| A general welcome from his Grace 

Salutes ye all: This night he Dedicates 

To fair content, and you: None here he hopes 

In all this Noble B evy, has brought with her 
Onecare abroad : he would have all as-merry, 

As firſt good Compan y, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Peopl e. 


Enter L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Lovel. 


O my Lord, y are tardy 
The very thought of this fair Company, 
Clapt wings to me. | 
Cham, You are young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sar. Sir Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal , 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running Banquet, ere they reſted, 


11 think would better pleaſe em : by my lite, 


They are a ſweet Society of fair ones. 

Lov. O that your Lordſhip were but now Confcflor 
To one or two of theſe. 

San, I would I were, 

They ſhould find eaſe penance. 

Lov, Faith, how cahe ? +», | 

San, As eahie as a down Bed wovld afford it. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you tit ; Sir Harry, 
Place you that ſide, Ple:take the charge of this: 
His'Grace isentring,'nay you mult not frecze, 

Two Women plac*d.together makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep *em waking : 
Pray fit between thefe Ladies. . . Sg 

San. By my Faith, ; To 
And thank your Lordſhip: by your leave, ſwect Ladies, 
If I chance totalk alittle wild, forgive me - | 


{1 had it from my Father. 


An. Bul, Was he mad, Sir ? 
San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in lovetcoz 
But he would bite none, juſt as I do:now, 
He would kiſs you twenty with a breath. 
Cham, We!l faid,-my Lord : | 
So now yare fairly cated : Gentlemen, _ 
The penance lies on you it theſe fair. Ladies 


| Paſs away frowning. 


San, For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hoboys. Enter Cardinal Wolſey, and takes his State, 


Card. Yare welcome, my fair Gueſts.; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely,merry . TY 
Is not my Friend.” This to confirm my.welcome, 
And to you all good health. | 
San. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have ſuch a Bowl may hold my thanks, 
And fave me ſo much talking. 
Card. My Lord Sands, 


| I am be holding/to you: cheer your Neighbour : 


Ladies, ' you are-notmerry; Gentlemen, 
W hoſe fault is this? js 67 
San, The re Wine firſt muſt rife 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we ſhall have *em 
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| For which | pay *m a thouſand thanks, 
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1 alk us to hence. | FAT 

An. Bl. You are a merry Gamlter, 
My Lord Sax, 

San, Yes, if | make my play : 
Her®&s.20 your Ladithip, and pledeeit, Madam : 
For ?tis to ſuch a thing, 

An, Bul. Yau cannot ſhew me. 

Drum and Trumpets, Chambers di /charged. 

San, | told your Graee, they would talk anon. Mo 

Card. What's that ? 

Cham. Look out there, ſome of ye. 

Cr. What warlike voice, 

Ard to what cnd is -this2- Nay, Ladies, fear not ; 
By all the Laws of War y* are privikedgad. 
Enter g Servant. 

C:4am, How now, what igt ? 

Serv. A nobletroopof Strangers, 

For {0 they ſeem they have left their Barge and Landed,' 
And hither make, as great Embaſſadors 
F rn forcign Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlain, 

Go, glvz cm welcome ; you can ſpeak the French-tongue, 
And pray receive %*em Nobly, and conduct *em 
inco our preſence, where this Heaven of beauty 
ShaIMnc at full upon them. Some attend him. 

All ariſe, and T ables removed. 
You have now a broken Banquet; but well mend it. 
A good diigeſtion to you all; and once mare 
| ſhowre a welcome ou ye : wetcome all. 


Hoboys. Enter King and Others as Maskers, habited] like 
Shepherds , «ſhed by the Lord Chamberlain, | 
paſs arrettly befare the Cardinal, and gratefully ſalute 


bum, 


A Noble Company : what are their pleaſures ? 

Cham, Becauſe they ſpeak no Englefb, thus they pray'd 

To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame © | 
Of this ſo noble and ſo fair Aſlembly, | 
This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 
(Out of the great relpect they bear to beauty ) 
Burt leave their Flocks, and under your fair conduCt 
Crave leave to view theſe Ladies, and entreat © | 
An hour of Revels with *em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlazn, 

They have done my poor houſe Grace : 


And pray *em Take thgir pleaſures. T%30 
Chooſe Ladiry, King ' and Anne Bullen.”? ' 

King. The taireſt hand 1 eyer touct*d: O Beauty, 

Till now 1 never knew thee. EL 
' Muſxck,, Dance,” © * 

Card, My Lord-) ( | 

Cham, Your Grace.''': - 

Card. Pray tell ?amthes much from me : 
There ſhould be one amongſt *em by his perſon 
More worthy this place than my ſelf, to whom 
(If I but knew hjm ) with my love and duty 
| would ſurrender it. | 

Cham, 1 will, my Lord. 

Card. What ſay they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Firid out, and he will take it. ; 

Card. Let me ſee then 
By all your good leaves, 'Gentlemen, here Vle make | 
My royal choice, © ** LY 

King. Ye have found him Cardinal, 

You hold a fair Aﬀethbly, you do well, Lord. 
You area Church-man; or Ple tell you, Cardinal, 
I ſhould jadge now unhappily. 

Card. 1 am glad 
Your Grace is grownſo pleaſant. 

King. My Lord Chamberkain, 
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Prithee come hither, what fair Lady's that ? 

Cham. Ar*t pleaſe your Grace, 

Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, the Viſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneſſes Women, 

King. By Heayen'iſhe is a dainty one ; Sweet heart, 
I were unmannerly to take you our, 

And not to kiſs you. A health Gentlemen, 

Let it go round. 

Card. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the Banquet ready 

Ith* Privy Chamber ? 

Lm. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King. 1 fear too much. 

Card. There's freſh Air, my Lord, 

In the next Chamber. 

King. Lead in your Ladies every ore : Sweet Partner 


| I muſt not yet forſake you : let's be merry, 


Good my Lord Cardinal : I have halfa dozen Healths 


| Todrink to theſe fair Ladies, and a meaſure 
| To lead %em once again, and then let's dream 


Who's beſt in favonr. Let the Muſick knock it. 
Ee [Exennt with Trumpets 


_ Aus Serundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter. two Gentlemen at ſeveral doors, 
i 1: Whither away ſo faſt ? 


+ of ©, God faye ye: 
Even tothe Hall, tc hear what ſhall become 


| Ofthe great Duke of Bukzngbamn. 


1. Ple fave you 
That labour, Sir. AlPs now done, but the Ceremony 
Qf bringing back the Priſoner. 

2, Were you there ? 


| | 1, Yes indeed wasl. 


2. Pray ſpeak what has hapned. 

1, You may gueſs quickly what. 

2, Is he found guilty ? 

1. Yes truly is; he, 

And condemn'd upon't. 

2, 1 amſorry fort. 

1. Soare a number more. 

2. But pray hoy paſlt ic ? 

1. Ple tell you ina little. The great Duke 


'| Came to the Bar ;- where, to his accufations 


He pleaded ſtill-Not gwilty,. and alledged 


-} Many ſharp reaſons to defeat the Law. 
'} The King's Atturney, on the contrary, 


Urg'd on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeſſions 
Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke defir*d 
To have brought-v:va woce to his Face; _ 
Ar which appear*d againſt him, his Suryeyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and John Cay 
Confeſlor to him, with that Devil Monk, 

kjns, that made this miſchief. 
2. That was hes 
Thar fed him with his Prophecies. 
1. The ſame, - 


| All theſe accus'd kim ſtrongly, which he fain 


Would have flung from him ;_ but indeed he could not ; 
And ſo his Peers upon this Evidence, 


| Have. found him guilty of high Treaſon. Much 
| He ſpoke, and learnedly for life : but all 


Was either pitied in/him, or forgotten. 
2. After allthis, how did he bear himſelf ? 

1. When he was brought agen to th? Bar, to hear 
His Knell-rung out, his Judgment, he was ſtirr*d 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 

And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill and-haſty 
But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly 


| Even as the Ax falls, if I be not faithful. 


In all the reſt ſhew'd a moit noble patience. 
2. I do not think he fears death. 
I, Sure he does not, 
He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2, Certainly, | 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1. ?*Tis likely, 
By all conjectures: Firſt Xildares Attaindure, 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 
Earl Szrrey was ſent thither, and in haſt too, 
Leſt he ſhould help his Father. 
2. Thar trick of State 
Was a deep envious one. 
i. Athis return, 
No doubt he will requite it z this is noted 
(And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for, | 
\nd far enough from Court too. 
2. All the Commons 
Hete him perniciouſly, and O? my Conſcience, 
W1lh him ten fathom deep: This Duke as much | 
They love and doaton, call him Bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courteſie. 1 


' 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, Tipſtaves 
before him, the Ax with the edge towards him, Hal 
berds on each ſide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo- 
v<l, Sr Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and Common 
p-ople, .&c. 


1. Stay there, Sir, 
And ſee the Noble ruin*d man you ſpeak of. 
2. Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pity me; 
Hear what I ſay, an&then go home and toſe me. 
I have this day receiv'd a Traytors Judgment, 
And by that name muſt die ; yet Heaven bear witneſs, 
And if I have a Conſcience, let.it ſink me, 


Toth? Law I bear no malice for my death, 
*'T has done upon the premiſes, but Juſtice : 
But thoſe that ſought ir, 1 could wiſh more Chriſtians : 
(Be what they will) I heartily forgive %em ; 
Yet let *em look they glory not in miſchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men; 
For then, my gyiltleſs blood muſt cry againlt *eru. 
For further life in this world I nere hope, 
Nor will I ſue, alchough the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. 
You few that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Backingham, 
His Noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is onely bitter to him,. onely dying : 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long diyorce of Steel falls on me, 
Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul ro Heaven. 
Lead on a Gods name. 
Lov. I do beſeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Six Thomas Lovel, 1 as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſs offences 
*Gainſt me, that I cannot take peace with ; 
No black envy ſhall make my Grave, 
Commend me to his Grace : : 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 
You met him half in Heaven : my vyows-and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soul forſake me, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years; 
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Ever belev%d'and loving may his Rule be ; 
And -wher- old rime ſhall tead him to his end, 
Goodneſs and fre fill up one Monumeatr. , 
! Lov, T9 th? Water-fide I muſt conduct yout Grace, 
Then give rhy Charge bp'to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
['W ho undefrakes your to yoor end. 
Vaux, Prepare there, 
'The Duke is coming : Seethe Barge he ready, 
And fitit with fuch furniture as ſuits 
The greatrtefs of his Perfon. 

Buck, Nay, Sir N*tlas, 
Let it alone ; my State now wil bet mock me. 
When I came hither, 1 was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Phike of Buth:ngham ; tiow, poor Edward Biban, 
Yet | amy richer than my bafe Accnfers, 
That never knew what Truth meant”: I now ſeal it ; 
And with that blood will make ?ent one day groan for*t: 
My Noble Father, Heary of Buckinoham, 
| W bo firſt raiy'd head againſt Uſfurping Richard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Zamfter, 
Being diſtreſt, was by that wretch betray*d, 
And without Tryal, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh ſucceeding, truly piying 
My Fathers lofs, like a molt Royal Prince 
Reſtor?d meto my Honours © and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name; and all 
That made me happy, at oe ſtroke has taken 
For ever from the World. I had my Tryal, 
And mult needs fay,:'z"Noble one ; ' which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father - 
Yet thus far are we one in Fortunes, both 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe men-we loy'd moſt : 
A moſt unuatural and faithlels Service. 4 
Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain : | 
Where you are liberal of your loves agd Counſels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; for thoſe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to ſink ye: all good People 
Pray for me, I muſt now forſake ye ; the laſt hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
Farewel; and when you would ſay ſomething that 1s (ad, 
Speak how I fell. , 
| have done; and God forgive me. 

[Exeunt Duke and Train, 

1. O, this is full of pity; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curſes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 

2, If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inckling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 

1, Good Angels keep it from us: 
What may it be? you do not doubt my fatth, Sir ? 

2, This Secret is ſo weighty, *twill require 
A ſtrong faith to conceal ir. 

1, Let me have it 3 
I do not talk much. 

2, | am confident 
You ſhall, Sir : Did younot of late days heat 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Between the King and Katharine ? 

i, Yes, but it held not, 
For when the Kingonce heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight 
To ſtop the rumour, and allay the tongues 
That durſt diſperſe it. 

2, But thar ſlander, Sir, 
[s a ſound truth now : for it grows agen 
Freſher than ere it was, and held for certain 
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The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, * 
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' | which flopp?d ony Mouths, Sir. 


have all I think. 


To the good Queen, lr him with a ſcruple 
That will undo her; To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeiies is arriv?d, and lately, 
As all think, for this bnfinefs. 
1. *Tis the Cardinal ; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beſtowing on him, at his asking, 
The Arch-Biſhoprick of Zoledo, this is parpogd, 
2, I think | 
You have hit the mark ; bt is*t not cruel, 
That ſhe ould feel the fmarr of this ? the Cardinal 
W1ll have his'wtH, and ſhe muſt fall. 
1. *Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this : 


Lers think in Private more. [Exeun. 


Scena Secunda. | 


Or ſome about him ncar, have, out of malice 


Enter Lord C hamberlain, reading this Letter, 


Y Lord, the Horſes, your Lordſhip ſent for, aith all 
"Yhe care I bad, 1 ſaw well choſen, ridden, and fur- | 


| 2iſhd, They were youny and handſome, and of the beſt | 


Breed in the North. When the 'y were ready tO fet out for Lon- | 
don, a Mar of my Lord Cardinals, by Commuſſion, and main | 
power took, em from me, with this reaſon: His Maſter 
would be ſer'”d before a SnbjefF, if not before the King, 


I fear, he will indeed; well, let him have them ; he will 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukgs of Notfolk 
| and Suffolk. 


Norf. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Suf. How is the King employ*'d ? 
Cham. | left him private, 
Full of fad'thoughts and troubles, 
Norf. Whar's the cauſe ? 
Char, It feems the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Has crept too near his Conſcience. 
Sf, No, his Conſcience 
Has crept roo near another Lady. 
Norf. *Tis fo | 
This is the Cardinals doing: the King-Cardinal, 
That blind Prieſt, like the cldeft Son of Fortune, 
Turns whot he liſt. The King will know him one day. | 
Suf. Pray God he do, 
He'll never know himſelf elſe. 
Norf. How holily he works in all his buſineſs, 


And with what Zeal ? For now he has crackt the League 
Berwcen us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soul, and there ſcatters | 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 
Fears, 2nd Deſpairs, and all theſe for his Marriage. 
And out of all theſe, to reſtore the King; 
He counſels a Divorce, a loſs of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loſt her luſtre ; 
Ot her that loves him with that excellence, 
That Angels love good men with : even of her, 
That, when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls, 
Will bleſs the King : and is not this courſe pious ? 
Cham, Heaven keep me from ſuch counſel : *tis moſt true, 
Theſe news are every where, every tongue ſpeaks em, 


And every true heart weeps for®t. All that dare 
Look into theſe affairs, ſee his main end, 

The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 

{ The Kings Eyes, that ſo long have ſlept upon 

This bold bad man. 
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Suff. And free us from his ſlayery. 
Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 


— 


Or this Imperious man will work us all 


From Princes into Pages: all mens Honours 

Lie like one lump before him, to be faſhion?d 

[nto what pitch he pleaſe. 

Suff. For me, my Lords, 

| love himnot, nor fear him, there's my Creed : 

As I am made without him, ſo Þle ſtand, 

If the King pleaſe: his Curſes and his Bleilings 
Touch me alike: th? are breath I not believe in; 

| knew him, and1I know him: ſo I leave him 

To him that made himproud, the Pope. 

Norf. Lets in; 

And with fome other buſineſs, put the King | 
From theſe ſad thoughts, that work too much upon him; 
My Lord, you'l bear us company * ; 

Cham. Excuſe me, | 

The King has ſent me other-where: Beſides 

Yowl find a moſt unfit time todiſturb him : 

Health to your Lordſhips. | 

Norf. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


Exit Lord Chamberlain, and the Kins draws the c trtain, 
and ſits reading wes 


Suff. How ſad he looks; ſure he is much aitlifted, 
Kino, Who'sthere ? Ha ? 
Norf. Pray God, he be not angry. | 
| King. Who's there I ſay ? how dare you thruſt your ſelves 
Into my private Meditations ? | 
Who am[? ha? 

Norf. A gracious King, that pardons all offencee 
Malicene*re meant . Our breach of Duty this way, 
ls buſineſs of Eſtate ; in which, we come 
To know your Royal pleaſure. 

King. Yeare too beld : 

Go too; Ile make ye know your times of buſineſs : 


{Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha ? 


Enter Wolſey «nd Campeius with a Commiſſion. 


Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience z 

Thou art a cure fit for the King; you're welcome, 
Moſt Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 

Uſe us, and it : my good Lord, have great care, 


. [ 1 be not found a Talker. 


Wol. Sir, you cannot : 
[| would yourGrace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 
- King, We are buſie; go. 
Norf. This Prieſt has no pride 1a him ? 
Suff. Not to ſpeak of : 
[ would not be ſo ſick, though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 
Norf. 1f it do, Ple venture one heave at him. 
Suff. 1 another. CExeant Norfolk and Suffolk, 
Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wiſdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your ſcruple tothe voice of Chriſtendom : 
Who can be angry now ? what Envy reach you ? 
The Spani+'d, ty*d by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſs, it they have any goodneſs, 
The Trial juſt and noble. All the Clerks, 
{1 mean the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdoms) 
"Have their free voices. Rome (the Nurſe of Judgment,) 
Invited by your Noble ſelf hath ſent 
One general Tongue unto us, this good man, 
This juſt and learned Prieſt, Cardinal Campeins, 
Whom once more | preſent unto your Highneſs. 
King. And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome, 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 


| 


They have ſent me ſuch a Man I would have wiſh'd for. 
Cam, Your Grace mult needs deſerve all Strangers loves, 
You are ſo Noble : To your Highneſles hand 


I tender my Jommiſſion ; by whoſe virtue, 


The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord 


'Cardinal of York , are joyn'd with'me, their Servant, 
/In the impartial judging of this buſineſs. 


King. Two equal men : The Queen ſhall be acquainted 

Forthwith for what you come. W here's Gardiner ? 

Woel. i know your Majeſty has always lov*d her 

So dear 1n heart, not to deny her that, . . 

A Woman of leſs Place might ask by Law ; 

Scholars allow?d freely to argue for her. hd 
King. 1, and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 

To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe : Cardinal, 

Prithee call Gardner to me, my new Secretary, 

| find him a fit Fellow. 


Enter Gardiner. | 
Wol. Give me your hand: much joy and fayour to you; 
You are the King's now. 
Gard, But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand has raisd mie. 


Kg. Come hither, Gardiner, 
[Walks and whiſpers. 


Camp. My Lord of York, was not one DoCttor Pace 
In this mans place before him? 

Wol. Yes, he was. h 

Camp. Was he not held a Learned man ? 

Weol. Yes ſurely. , _ 
| Camp. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpred then 
Even of your ſelf, Lord Cardinal. 

Wol. How ?. of me? 

Cap. They will not ſtick to ſay, youenvy'd him ; 
And fearing he would riſe (he was 10 virtuous) 

Kept hima foreign man ſtill; which fo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dy'd. 

Wol. Heavens peace be with him: 

That's Chriſtian care enough : for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Fool, 

For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment, 

[ will have none ſo near elſe. Learn this Brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 

King. Deliver this with modeſty to th? Queen. 

[Exit Gardiner. 
The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For ſuch receit of Learning, is Black, Fryers : 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty bulineſs. 
My Wolfey, ſee it furniſh'd. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieye an able man to leave 
So ſweet a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 
O "is a tender place, and I mnlt leave her. [Exeunt. 


— —— 


Scena Terti. 


Exntey Anne Bullen, and an old L dy. 


An. Not for that neither, here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highneſs having liv*d ſo long with her, and ſhe 
So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing : Oh, now after 

So many courſes of the Sun enthron'd, 

Still growing in a Majeſty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, than 
"Tis ſweet at firſt t? acquire. After this Proceſs, 
To give her the avant, it is a pity 

Would move a Monſter. 

Old Ls. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 


An. O©? Gods will, much better 
She 
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She ne*re had known Pomp ; thougtt be temporal, 
| Yer if chat quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ?tis a ſufferance, panging 
As Soul and Bodies ſevering, 
Od La. Alas, poor Lady, 

She's Stranger now again. 

An. So much the -_ : 
Muſt pity dropupon her ; verily 
[ fn, "is bogs to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than whe perk'd up in a gliſtring grief, 
And wear a golden ſorrow. 
Old L. Our content 
Is our beſt having. 
Anne. By my troth, and Maiden-head, 
I would not be a Queen. 
Old L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maiden-head for®r, and ſo would you 
For all this ſpice of your Hypocriſie ; 
You that have ſo fair parts of Woman on you 
Have (t00.)a Womans heart, which ever yet 
Aﬀected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; _ 
Which, to ſay ſooth, are Bleſſings z and which gifts 
(Saving your mincting) the capacity : 
Of your ſoft Chiverel Conſcience would receive, 
If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
An. Nay, good troth. : 
Old L. Yes.troth and troth : you would not be a Queen - 
An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 
Old L. \Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow?d now would 
Old as I am, to Queen it : but I pray you, © C(hure me, 
What think you cf a Dutcheſs ? have you limbs 
To bear that toad of Title ? 
An. No, in truth, 
O1d L. Then you are weakly made, pluck offa little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to :. If your back 
Cannot vouchſafe this burthen, ?ris too weak 
Ever to get a Boy. 

An, Haw you do talk ; 

I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world. . 

Old L.1n faith for little England 
Yow'll venture an emballing : I my ſelf 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, although there long'd 
No more to th* Crown but that : Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Lord Chamberlazjn. 
L. Ch,Good morrow,Ladies; what wer*tworth to know 
\ The ſecret of your Conference ? 
; An, My good Lord, ; 
Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
Our Miſtreſs Sorrows we were pitying: 

Cham, It was a gentle buſineſs, and becoming 
| The action of good women, there 1s hope 
All will be well. 

} An. Nowl pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind,and heavenly bleſſings 
Follow ſuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady 
Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, and high notes _ 

Ta'ne of your many Vertues : the Kings Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Do's purpoſe Honour to you no leſs flowing 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembrock ; to which Title 

A thouſand pound a year, Annual ſupport, 

Out of his Grace, he adds. 

An. 1 do not know 

What kind of my obedience, I ſhould tender ; 

More than my All, is nothing :' Nor my Prayers 

Are not words duly, hallowed, nor my Wiſhes ; 
More worth than empty vanities: yet prayers and wiſhes 
Are allI can return, *Beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Vouchſafe to ſpeak my thanks, and my obedience, 

As from a bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſs; 
Fn Health and Royalty I pray for. 


PE IIFY 


ah 


oO "ST 


Cham. Lady; 
| ſhall not fail approve the fair conceit 


The King hath of you. I have perug'd her well, 


Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, 


That they have caught the King : and who knows yet, 


But from this Lady may proceed a Gem, 
Tolighten all this Ile? Ple to the King, 


And ſay I ſpoke with you. [Exit Lord Chamberlain, 


An. My honour*d Lord. 

Old L. Why this it is : See, ſee, 
| have been begging ſixteen years in Court 
(Am yeta Courtier beggarly } nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (oh face} 
A very freſh Fiſh here ; fie, fie, fie upon 


This compelPd fortune , have your mouth fill'd up, 


Before you open ir. 

An. This is ſtrange to me. 

Old L. How taſtes it ? ls it bitter? F 
There was no Lady once (*tis an old Story ) 


That would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not 


For all the mud in Egypt ;, have you heard it? 
An. Come, youare pleaſant. 
Old L. With your Theme, 1 could 


O're-mount the Lark : The Marchioneſs of Pembrook ? 


A thouſand pounds a year, for pure reſpect ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, on 
That promi# . -:0e thouſands : Honours train 
Is longer than his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutcheſs. Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than you were ? 

An. Good Lady, 


Make your ſelf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And l-ave me out on*t. Would I had no being, 


[f this ſalute my blood a jot ; it faiats me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortleſs, and we forg:tſul 
In our long abſence : pray do not deliyer, 
What here y*ave heard to her. 

Old L. What do you think me—— 


orty Pence, no : 
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[Exeunt i 


Scena ©uarta. 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, Emer two Vergers, with 
ſhort ſilver wands ;, next them two Scribes in the habits of 
Dottors : after them, the Biſhop of Canterbury alone 3 af- 
rer him, the Biſhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rocheſter, and Se. 
Aſaph * next chem, with ſome ſmall diſtance, follows a 
Gentleman bearing the Parſe, with the great Seal, and a 
Cardinals Hat : then two Prieſts, bearing each a Silver 
Croſs : then a Gentleman-Uſher bare-headed, accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing & Mace: then two Gentle- 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars ; after them, ſide 
by ſide, the rwo Cardinals, two Noblemen, with the 
Snord and Mace. The King takes place under the Cloth 


of State, The two Cardinals fit under bim 


T he Queen takes place ſome diſtance from the King. The Bi- 
ſhops place themſelves on each ſide the Court in manner of a 


Conſiſtory : Below them, the Scribes. The Lords 


Biſhops. The reſt of the Attendamts ſtand in convenient 


order abcut the Stage, 


Card. WhiPſt our Commiſſion from Rome is read, 


Let ſilence be commended. 

King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publickly been read, 
And on all ſides th? Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 

Card. Bet ſo, proceed. 


Scri. Say, Henry K. of England,come into the Court. 


Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 
King. Here. 
Un 


4s Fudges. 


ſus next the 


Scribe 


—_—= oo. 


or 


218 


"The Life of King Henry the Egbtb. 


| Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of Erglana, 
Come into the Court. 
| Cryer. Katharine, Queen of England, &c. 
| ' [The Queen makes no anſwer, riſes out of her Chair, 
goes about the Court, eomes to the King, and hneels at 
| bis Feet, Then ſpeaks. . 
Sir, 1 deſire you to do m: Right and Jultice, 
And to beſtow-your Pity on me z, for 
1 am a moſt poor Woman, and a ſtranger, 
Born out of your Dominions : having here 
No Judge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance 
Of equal Friendſhip and Procecding. Alas, Sir, 
| In what have I offended you ? What cauſe 
| Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 
[That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, ; 
And take your Good Grace from me ? Heaven witneſs, 
{I have been to you a true and humble Wite, 
{At all times to your Will conformable : 
_ /Ever in fear to kindle your Dillike, 
Yea, ſubject toyour Countenance : Glad, or ſorry, 
As1 aw it inclin'd ?. when was the hour 
I ever contradifted your Deſire ? | 
1Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ſtrove to Love, although 1 knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him dcriv'd your Anger, did 1 
Continue in my Liking ? nay, gave notice _ 
He was from thence diſcharg'd ? Sir, call ro mind, 
That I have beenyour Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been bleſt 
With many Children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of this time you can report, 
And It too, againſt mine Honour ought, 
| My bond of Wedlock, or my love and duty 
' Againſt your Sacred Perſon; in Gods name 
[Turn me away : and let fouPit Contempt 
| 
[Shut door upon me, and ſo give meup ; 
[To theſharp'ſt kind of Juſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
'The King, your Father, was reputed for 
'APrince moſt prudent, and an excellent 
And ny wnert Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spain, was reckon*d one 
| The wiſeſt Prince, that there had reign*d, by many 
A year before. Ir isnot to be queſtion'd, 
[That they had gather*d a wiſe Council to them 
'Of every Realm, that did debate this buſineſs, 
Who deem'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore, I humbly 
'Beſeech you, Sir, to ſpare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spain advigd ; whoſe Counſel 
Iwill implore. If not, ”th* name of God 
| Your Pleaſure be fulfill'd, 
Wol. You have here, Lady, 
(And of your choice) theſe Reverend Fathers, men 
Of ſingular Integrity and Learning : 
Yea, the cleft o'c? Land, who are aſſembled 
To plead your Cauſe. It ſhall be therefore bootleſs, 
| That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectihe 
W hat is unſetled in the King. 
Camp. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly; Therefore, Madam, 
I's-fit this Royal Sellion do proceed, 
"| And that (without delay ) their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 
een. Lord Cardinal, to you I ſpeak. 
Wol. Your pleaſure, Madam. bor 
Qu. Sir, 1 am about to weep ;, but thinking that 
We area Queen, (or long have dream'd ſo) certain 
The Daughter ofa King, my drops of Tears 
Ple turn to ſparks of Fire. 
Wol. Be patient yet. 
#. I will, when you are humble, nay before, 
Or God will puniſhme. Ido believe, 
(Induc'd by potent Circumſtances) that 
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You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not bemy Judge. For it is you 
Have blown this Cogl, betwixt my Lord and me 
( Which Gods dew quench) therefore, 1 ſay again, | 
L utterly abhor, yea, from my Soul 
Refuſe you for my Judge, whom. yet once' more 
| hold my moſt malicious Foe, and think not 
Atalla Friend to truth. 

Ie. 1do profeſs 
You ſpeak not like your ſelf, who ever yet 
Have ſtood to Charity, and diſplay'd th* eftets 
Of Diſpoſition gentle, and of Wiſdom 
Ofre-topping Womans power. Madam, you do me wrong, 
| have no ſpleen againſt you, nor injuſtice . 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded, 
Or how far further (ſhall), is warranted 
| By a Commillion from the Conſiſtory, 
| Yea, the whole Conſiſtory of Rome. You charge me, 
\ That I have blown this Coal : Ido deny it, 
| The King ispreſent: If it be known to him, 
Thar 1 gainſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falſhood, yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth; If he kaow 
That Iam free of your Report, he knows 
| am not of your Wrong. Thereforein him 
It lies to Cure me, and the Cure is to 


Remove theſe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, 1 do beſeech 

You (gracious Madam) to unthink your ſpeaking, 

And to ſay no more. | | 

Queen, My Lord, my Lord, | 
I am a ſimple Woman, much too weak 
T*oppoſe your Cunning. Y*are meek,and humble-month*d, 
You ſign your Place and Calling, in full ſeeming, 

With Meekneſs and Humility : But your heart 
[s cramm'd with Arrogance, Spleen, and Pride, 
You have by Fortune and his Highneſs Fayours, 
Gone ſlightly ore low ſteps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your words 
(Domeſticks to you) ſerve your Wil, as't pleaſe 
Your ſelf pronounce their Office. -I muſt tell you, 
You tender more your Perſon's Honour, than 
Your high Profeſſion Spiritual. That again | 
| do refuſe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Cauſe *fore his Holineſs, ! 
And to be judg*d by him. 

She curtſies tothe King, and offers to depart, | 

Camp. The Queen is obſtinate, 

Stubborn to Juſtice, apt toaccuſe it, and 
Diſdainful to be try*d by*t ; *tis not well. 
She's going away. 

King, Call her again. 

Cryer. Katharine, Q. of England, come into the Court. 

Gent, Uſh, Madam, you are calld back. 

Qu, What need you note it ? pray you keep your way, 
When you are call*d, rerurn. Now the Lord help, | 
They vex me paſt my patience, pray you paſs on 
I will not tarry : no, nor ever more 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make 


In any of their Courts. 
[Exit Queen, and her Attendants. þ 
Kino. Go thy ways, Kate, 


That man th? world, who ſhall report he has 

A better Wife, lect him in nought be truſted, 

For ſpcaking falſe in that 3 Thou art alone 

(If thy rare qualizies, {weet gentleneſs, 

Thy meeknels Saint-like, Wife-like Government, | 
Obzying in commar:ding, and thy parts 

Sovereign and Pious, could ſpeak thee out ) 

The Queen of c2rchly Queens : She's Noble born : | 
And like her true Nobility, ſhe has 

Carried her felt towards me. | 


Wol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
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In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs, 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare in hearing 
| Of all theſe ears (for where I am robb'd and bound, , 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there , 
At once, and fully fatisfh*d)whether ever l 
Did broach this buſineſs to your Highneſs, or 
Laid any (cruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queſtion ont: or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks tv God. for ſuch 
A Royal Lady, ſpake one, the leaſt, word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her preſent State, 
Or touch of her good Perſon ? 
K ing. My Lord Cardinal, 
I do excuſe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
I free you from't : You are not tobe taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that know nor 
| Why they are ſo, but like the Village Curs, 
| Bark whea their fellows do. By ſome of theſe 
The Queen is put in anger ; y are excug'd : 
But will you be more juſtif®d ? You ever 
Have wild the fleeping of this bnlineſs, never deſir'd 
It tobe ſtirr?d ; bur oft have hindred, oft, 
| The paſſages made toward it ; on my Honour, 

| ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. 
\ Now, what mov'd me to't, 
 [ will be bold with time and your attention : 


My Conſcience firſt receiv*d a tenderneſs, 

Seruple, and prick, on certain Specches utter?d 
By th' Biſhop of Bayor, then French Emballador, 
Who had been hither ſent on the debating 
And Marriage *rwixt the Duke of Orleance, and 
Our Daughter Mary: Ith* Progreſs of this buſineſs, 
E're a determinate reſolution, he 
(1 mean the Biſhop) did require a reſpite, 
| Wherein he might the King his Lord advertiſe, 
'V hether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhook 
The boſome of my Conſcience, emter®d me, 

Yea with a ſplitting Power, and made to tremble . 
' The region of my Breaſt, which ford ſuch way, 
| That many maz*d conſiderings did throng 
Andpreſt in with this Caution. Firſt, methought 
| ſtood not in the ſmile of Heaven, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies womb, 

If ic conceiv*d a Male-child by me, ſhould 

| Do no more Offices of life to*t, than 

The Grave does to th* dead : For her Male Iſſue, 
Or dyed where they were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had air*d them. Hencel rook a thought, 
{ This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom 
(Well worthy the beſt Heir ot? world) ſhould not 
Be glad in't by me. Then follows, that 

| weigh'd the danger that my Realms ſtood in 

By this my Iflues fail, and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 

The wil Sea of my Conſcience, I did ſteer 
Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now preſent here together : that's to ſay, 

I meant to refifie my Conſcience, which 

I then did feel ful ſick, and yet not well, 

By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 

And Dodtors Learn'd. Firſt, 1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lzzcoln 3; you remember 
How under my Oppreſſion 1 did reek, 

Whea 1 firſt moy?d you. 

B. Lin. Very well, my Liege. 
King. 1 have ſpoke long, be pleagd your ſelf to ſay 

How far you ſatisfi?d me. 

Lin. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 

The Queſtion did at firſt ſo ſtagger me, 

Bearing a itate of mighty moment in'r, 


| Then mark tlinducemerit. Thus it came; give heed to't : 


And conſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring'ſt Councel which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highneſs to this Courſe, 
Which you are running here. 
King. | then mov'd you, _ 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent Summons unſolicited, 
[ left no reverend Perſon in this Court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
Under your Hands and. Seals: therefore g9 on, 
For no diſlike ith* world agaiaſt the Perſon 
Of our good Queen, but the ſharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reaſons drives this forward : 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To wear her mortal State tocome, with her 
( Katharine our Quzen) before the primeſt Creature 
Thats Parragon'd oth? World. 
Camp. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
T he Queen being abſent, ?rtis a needfal fitneſs, 
Thar we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holineſs. 
King. 1 may perceive 
Theſe Cardinals trifle with me : Iabhor 
This dilatory ſloth, and tricks of Rome. | 
My Learn'd and well beloved Servant Cranmer,, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along : break upthe Court ; 
L ſay, ſet on. 


[Exennt, wn manner 4s they enter d 


Attus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter Queen and her Woman, as at work, 


Queen. Take thy Lute, Wench, 
My Soul grows ſad with troubles, 


Sing, and diſperſe*em if thou can'ſt : leave working; 


SON G. 


ONS with his Lute made T rees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeZt, 
Bow themſelves when be did ſmg. 
Tohis Muſick_, Plants and Flowers 
Ever ſpring , as Sun and Showers 
There had made a laſting Spring. 
Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the Billows of the Sea, 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by. 

In ſweet Muſick is ſuch Art, 

Killing care, and grief of beart, 

Fall aſleep, or hearing dye. 


Enter aGentleman, 
Ouee. How now ? 


Gent. And”t pleaſe your Grace, the two great Cardinals | 


Wait in the Preſence. p : 
ucen. Would they with me ! 
= They wilPd ak arts Madam. 
Queen. Pray their Graces 
Tocame near : what can be their buſineſs 
With me, a poor weak woman, faPn from favour, 
| do not like their coming ; now I think ont, 


— — 


They ſhould be Good men, their affairs are righteous, 


But, All Hoods make not Monks. 


Enter the two C ardinals, Wolſey, and Campeius. 


Wolf. Peace to your Highneſs. 


2». Your Graces find me herepart of a Houſe wife, - | 


Un 2 
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(1 would be all) againſt the worſt may happen : . 
What are your pleaſures with me, Reverend Lords ? 
Wol. May it pkaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber ; we ſhall give you 
The full cauſe of our coming. 
Queen. Speak ut here. 
There's nothing I have done yet o'my Conſcience 
Deſerves a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpeak this with as free a Soul, as I do - 
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number ) if my aCtions 
Weretry*d by every Tongue, every Eye ſaw ?em, 
Envy and baſe opinion ſet againſt *em, 
I know my life ſo even. . If your bulineſs 
Seek me out, and that waylI am Wife in 
Out with it boldly : Truth loves open dealing. 
Car.T ama e(t erga te mertis integritas (Regina Sereniſſima.,) 
Queen. Good my Lord, no Latine 
[ am not ſucha Truant ſince my coming, 
As not to know the Language, I have liv'd in : 
A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſuſpitious : 
Pray ſpeak in E22/:jh; here are ſome will thank you, 
If you ſpeak truth, for their poor Miſtreſs ſake z 
Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing?ſt fin I ever yet committed, 
May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. 
Card. Noble Lady, 
| am ſorry my integriry ſhould breed 
(And ſervice to his Maj.ity and you) 
So deep ſuſpition, where ail Faith was meant z 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue blcſles ; 
| Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow, 
You have tod much, good Lady : But to know 
How you ſtznd'ntinded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you, and to deliver 


'|(Like free.and:. honeſt men ) our jult opinions, 


And comforts to your caule. 
Camp. Moſt honourcd Madam, 


- I My Lord of York, ont of his Noble nature, 


Zeal and Obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
{Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenſure 
| Both of his truth and him (which was too far) 
: Offers, as Ido, in a ſign of peace, 

{His Service, and his Counſel. 

Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt men, (pray God ye prove 10) 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an Anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, I fear ) with my weak wit ; 
And to ſuch men of Gravity and Learmng , 
la truth I know not. 1 was ſet at work | 
' Among my Maids, full little (God knows) looking 
Either for ſuch mcn, or ſuch buſineſs 3 
For her ſake thar I have been, forl feel 
The laſt fitof my Greatneſs ; good your Graces 
' Let me have time and Council for my Cauſe : 
'Alas, lam a Womaa fricndleſs, hopeleſs. 

Fol. Madam, 

You wrong the Kings love with theſe fears, 
'Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

| wen, In England, ; 

But little for my profit : can you think, Lord, 
That any Eng/iſh-man dare give me Counſel ? 
Or be a known friend ?gainlt his Highneſs pleaſure, 
(Though he be grown ſo deſperate to be honeſt) 
Andive a Subjet? Nay, forfooth my Friends, 
They that mult weigh out my affiictions, 

They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here, 
They are (as all my ather-comforts) far hence 
[n mine own Country, Lords. 

Camp. 1 would your Grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my Counſcl. 


_—_—_— 
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Queen, How, Sir ” 

Czmp. Put your main cauſe into the King's proteCtion, 
He's loving and molt gracious, ?Twill be much 
Bogh for your Honour better, and your Cauſe : 

For it the Tryal of the Law o'rc-take ye, 
Yow'l part away diſgrac'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly, 

Queen, Ye tel! me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin: 
Is this your Chriſtian Counſel ? Out upon ye, 

Heaven ts above all yet; there ſits a Judge, 
That no King can corrupt. | 

Camp. Your rage miſtakes us. 

Q%cen.The more ſhame for ye ; Holy men 1 thought ye, 
Upon my Soul, two Reverend Cardinal Vertues: 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts | fear ye : 
Mend*em for ſhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort ? 
The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? | 
| A woman loſt among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn'd ? 
| will not wiſh ye half my mitcries, 

[ have more Charity, But ſay 1 warn'd ye; 
Take heed, for Heavens ſake take heed, leaſt at once 
The burthen of my ſorrows fall upon ye. 
Car. Madam, this isa meer diſtraCtion, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Queen, Ye turn me into nothing. Woeupon ye, 
And all ſuch falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 
(It you have any Juſtice, any Pity, 

If ye be any thing, but Churchmens habit) 
Put my fick cauſe into his hands that hates me ? 

Alas, ha's baniſh'd me his Bed already, 

His Love too, long ago. I am old, my Lords, 

Ardall the Fellowſhip I hold now with him 

[s only by Obedience, What can happen 

To me, above this wretchednefs ? All your Studies 

Make me a Curſe, like this : 

Camp. Your fears are worſe. 

2%. Have liv*d thus long (let me ſpeak my elf, 
Since Virtue finds noFriends) a Wife, a true one ? 

A Woman (I dare ſay without Vain-glory) 

Never yet branded with ſufpition ? 

Have I, with all my full AﬀeCtions 

Still met the King ? Loyd himnext Heay*n ? Obey*d him ? 
Bcen (out of fondneſs) ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my Prayersto content him ? 

And amlI thus rewarded ? ?tis not well, Lords. 
Bring mea conſtant woman to her Husband, 

One that nee dream'd a Joy, beyond his pleaſure : 
And to that Woman (when ſhe has done moſt) 

Yet will I add an Honour ; a great Patience. 

Car. Madam, you wander from the good 
We aim ar. 

Queen. My Lord, 
| dare not make my felf ſo guilty, 

To give up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall ere divorce my Dignities. 

Card, Pray, hear me. 

Qu, WouldlI had never trod this Exgli Earth, 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow upon it : 
Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your hcarts 
W hat ſhall become of mie now, wretched Lady ? 
[| am the moſt unhappy Woman living, 
Alas (poor Wenches) where are now your Fortuncs ? 
Ship-wrack'd upona Kingdom, where no Pity, 
No Friends, no Hop:, no Kindred weep for me ? 
Almoſt no Grave allow?d me ? Like the Lilly, 
That once was Miſtreſs of the Field, and flouriſtd, 
Ple hang my head, and pcriſh. 

Car. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeſt, 
Yowl feel more comfort. Why ſhould we (good Lady) 


Upon what cauſe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
T he way of our Profeſlion is againſt it ; 
Weareto cure ſuch ſorrow:, not to ſow ?%em. 
For 


| 
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For goodneſs ſake conſider what you do, 
How you may hurt your ſelf, I, utterly _ . 
Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The hcarts of Princes kiſs Obedience, 
So much they love it. But to ſtubborn Spirits, 
They ſwell and grow as terrible as ſtorms. 
| know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A Soul as even as a Calm ; Pray think us, 
Thoſe we profeſs, Peace-makers, Friends, ard Servants. 
Camp. Madam, you'll find it fo : 
You wrong, your Vertues 
With theſe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, Put into you ever calts 
Such doubts as falſe Coyne from it. The King loves you, 
Beware you loſe it not : For us (it you plcaſe 
To truſt us in your buſineſs) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt Studtes in your Service, 
Qu, Do what you will, my Lords : 
| And pray forgive me, 
[f 1 have us'd my ſelf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman lacking wit 
To make a ſeemly anſwer to ſuch perſons. 
Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſty, 
He has my Heart yet, and ſhall have my Prayers 
While ſhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers, 
Beſtow your Counſelis on me. Shz now begs 
That little thought when ſhe ſet footing here, 


She ſhould have bought her Dignities ſo dear. [_Excwrt, 


©CCCC—_ 


— ——— 


| Scena S ecunda. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Dake of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
ard Lord Chamberlain. 


Norf. If you will now unite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conſtancy, ehe Cardinal 
Cannot Itand under them. If you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

But that you ſhall ſuſtain moe new diſgraces, 
Wirh theſe you bear already. 

Sur, 1 am joyful 

To meet the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 


| Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 


To bereveng'd on him. 
Suf, Which of the Peers 
Have uncontemn?®d gone by him, or at leaſt 
Scrangely neglefted ? Whendid he regard 
The ſtamp of Nobleneſs in any perſon 
Out of himſelf ? 
| Cham. My Lords, you ſpeak your pleaſures : 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know : 
W hat we can do to him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannoc 
Bar his acce(s to th* King, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 
Norf. O fear him not, 
His ſpell ia that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for ever mars 
The Honey of his Language. No, he's ſet d 
(Not to come oft) in his diſpleaſure. 
Sar. Sir, 
I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch News as this 
Once every hour: 
Norf. Believe at, this is true. 
In the Divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Areall unfolded : whereia he appears, 
As I would wiſh mine Enemy. 
Sr. How came 
His Practices to light ? 
Suf. Molt ſtrangely. 
Sur. O how? how? 


F 
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Suf. I he Cardinals Lerters to the Pope miſcarried, 
And came to tt eye oth* King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinal Cid intreat his Holineſs 
i o ſtay the Judgment oth? Divorce; for if 
[t did take place, I do (quoth he) perceive 
My King ts tangled in atfeftion to 
A Creature of the Queens, Lady Anne Bullen, 

Sar, Ha's the King this ? 

Saf. Belicve it 

Sur, Will this work ? 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts | 
And hedges tis own way. But in this point, 

All his tricks ſo:nder, and he brings his Phyſick 
Airer his Patients death y the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady, 

Sr. Would he had. 

Sf, May you be happy in your wiſh, my Lord, 
ror I profels you have it, | 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf. My Amen tor. 

Nor. All mens. 

Sf, 1 here's order given for her Coronation :; 
Marry this is yet but young, and may be lefr | 
To ſome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, - 

She 1s a-gallant Creature, and corpleat 

{n mind and feature, I perſwade me i1 om her 
Will fall ſome bleffing to this Land,” which ihall 
ln it be memoriz'd. 

Sur, But will the King 
Digeſt this Letter of the Cardinals? 

The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry, Amen. 

Suf. No, 80: 

There be moe Waſps that buz about his Noſe, _ 

Will makethis ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Compe:nty 

Is ſtoln away to Kome, hath ta*ne no leave, 

Ha's left the cauſe to th? King unhandled, and 

Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 

To ſecond all his plot. Ido aſſure you, 

The King cry'd Ha, at this. | 
Cham. Now God incenſe him. 

And lt him cry Ha, louder. 

Nerf. But, my Lord, 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Sf. He is return'd in his Opinions, which 
Have ſatis!1'd the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Collecges 

Almolt in Chriſtendom: ſhartly (I believe) 
His ſecond [darriage ſhall be publiſhed, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 

Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeſs Dowager, 
A Widow to Prince Arthur, 

Nor. This ſame Cranmer*s 

A worthy Fellow, and hath ta'ne much paig | 
[n the Kings bulineſs. 

Suf. He has, and we ſhall ſee him 

For it an Arch-Biſhop. 

Nor. Sol hear, 

Saf. Tis fo. 
Enter Wolſey «nd Crommwel, 
The Cardinal.  Þ# 

Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, ke's mocdy. 

Car, The Packquet, Cromwel, + 
Gav*rt you the King ? 

Crom. To his own hand, in's Bed-chamber; 

Card. Look?d he oth? inſide of the Paper ? 

Crom. Preſently, : 6 | 

He did unſeal thew, and the firſt he view*d, 
He did it with a ſerious mind : a heed 
Was in his Countenance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 

Card. Is he ready to come abroad ? 

Crom, | think by this he is. 


J 4 


Uu 3 Card. 
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[Docs he rake this together ? Now, my Lords, 
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Card. Leave mea while. 
[: ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Alanſon, 
The F-cach Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
"ame Bullen ! No: Ple no Ame Bullens for him, 
1 here's more in't than fair Viſage. Bullen ? 
No, we'll no Bullens : Specdily I wiſh 
To hear from Rome : The Marchioneſs of Pembrook ? 
Ner. Hes diſcontentcd. 
Suf. May be he hcars the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur, Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Jultice. 
Car. The late Queens Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
To be her Miſtreſs*s Miſtreſs ? the Queer's Queen ? 
This Candle burns not clcar, tis I muſt ſnuff it, 
Then out it gocs. What though 1 know her virtuous 
And well-deſcrving ? yet 1 know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholſome to 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lic 'th® boſom of 
Our hard-ruPd King. Again, there is ſprung up 
An Heretick, an Arch-one; Crazzarr, one 
Hath craw*ld into the tavour ct the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Ner. Hes yex'd at ſomething, 
Enter King reading of a Schedule, | 
Sur. I would *twere ſomething that would fret the firing 
The Maſter-cord ons heart. 
Suf. The King, the King. 
King, What piles of Wealth hath he accumnlated 
his own portion ? and what expence by th? hour 
Seems to flow from him ? how, 7th?* name of Thritt 


[Exit Cromwel. 


” 


To have you therein wy Companion. 
Car. vir, 
For Holy Oſhccs I have a t'mc; a time 
To think upon the part of bulincts, which 
| bear Vth? State : and Nature docs require 
Her times of preſervation, which pertorce 
| her trail fon, among?lt my Brethren mortal, 
Mult give my tcndance to. 
King, You have laid well. 
Car, And ever may your Highneſs yoke together, 
(AS I will Iend you caute) my doing well, 
With my well ſaying. 
King. *Tis well ſaid again, 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to fay well, 
And vet words are no deeds, My Father lov*d you, 
te ſaid hedid, and with this dced did Crown 
H15 {word upon you. Since | had my Office, 
' ave kept you next my Heart, have not alone 
2ploy*d you where high Profits might come home, 
11 par'd my preſent Havings, to beſtow 
/ ounities upon you, 
C7, What ſhould this mean ? 
S:r, The Lord increaſe this buſineſs. 
A ing. Have I not made you 
The Prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me. 
it what 1 now pronounce, you have found true : 
And 1t you way confels it, fay withall 
if you are t6 bound to us, or no. What fay you ? 
Cr, My Sovcraign, I confeſs your Royal graces 
Showr®d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 
Beyond ail man's endeavours. My endeavours, 


Saw you the Cardinal ? 
Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood Mere obſerving him. Some range Commotion 


, 
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| Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
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; We have ſeen him ſet himſelf, 


As Irequir'd : and wot you what I found 


is in his brain- he bites his lip and ſtarts, 

Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then lays his Finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
'Springs out into faſt gate, then itops again, 
Strikes his breaſt hard, and anon, he caſts 

His Eyeagainſt the Moen, in mott ſtrange Poſtures 


King. It may well be, 
There is a Mutiny in's mind. Thismorning, 
'Papers of Statc he ſent me to perule, 


it There( on my Conſcience put unwittingly) 
; Forſooth an Inventory, thus importing 
' The ſeveral parcels of his Plate, histrcaſure, 


[ find at ſach-a proud Rate, that it out-ipeaks 
Policilion of a Subject. 
N'or. 10s Heavens wall, 
Some Spirit put this Paper inthe Packquet, 
| To bleſs your Eye wichal. 
K-27, If we did think 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
And fix*d on ſpiritual objects, he ſhould (ti11 
Dwell in his Muſings, but lam afraid 
His thinkings are below-the Moon, nor worth 
His ſerious conſidering. 


| 


King tahes his Seat, whiſpers Lovel, who goes ro the Cardinal. | 


Czr. Heaven forsive me, 
Ever God bleſs your Highneſs. 
kinz, Good my Lord, 
You are full of Heavenly ſtuff, and bear the Inventory 
Of your belt Grace; in your mind; the which 
You were now running ore :- you have ſcarce time 
To ſteal trom Spiritual leiſure, a bricf ſpan 
To keep your carthly Audit, fure in that 


t!ave ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 
YerftilPd with my Abilities : Mine own ends 
Have becn ſo, that evermore they pointed 
Toth* good of your moſt Sacred Perſon, and 
1heprohr of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap*dupon me (poor Undeſerver)l 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thanks, 
My Prayers to Heaven for you ; my Loyalty 
Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 
*T1Il death (that Winter) kill it. 

King, Fairly anfwer'd : 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Thereltn illuſtrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as Yth? contrary 
The foulneb is the puniſhment. - Fpreſume, 
That as my hand has open'd Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow*r raid Honour, more 
On you, than any : So your Hand, and Heart. 
Your Brain, and cycry FuuCtion of your Power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of duty, 
As *twere in Loves particular, be more 
To me, your Friend, than any. 

Car. I do profeſs, 
That for your Highneſs good, 1 ever labour*d 
More than mine own: thatam, have, and will be 
(Though all the World ſhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought conld make %em, and 
Appcar in forms more horrid, yet, my Duty 
As doth a Rock againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 

King. ?Tis Nobly ſpoken ; 
Take notice Lords, he has a Loyal Breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open't. Read o're this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaſt with 
W hat appetite you have. 


Exit King, frowning upon the Cardingl, the Nobles throng af- 
ter him whiſpering, and ſmiling, 


Car. What ſhould this mean ? 


I deem you an ill Husband, and am glad 
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Whar ſadilen Anger*s this ? How havel reap'd it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruine 

Leap'd from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
LIpon the daring Huntſman that has galPd him, 
Then makes him nothing, 1 muſt read this Paper : 

| fear the Story of his Anger. ?Tis ſo: 

This Paper has undone me : *Tis tt? Account 

Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends, ( indeed to gain the Popedom 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence ! 

Fit for a Fool to fall by : What crots Devil 

Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 

i ſent the King ? 1s there no way to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from his Brains ? 

[| know *twill [tir him ſtrongly ; yet I know 

A way, it it take right, in fpight of Fortune 

Will bring me off again. W hats this ? To the Pope * 
The Letter (as I live} with all the Buſineſs 

! writ tos Holineſs. Nay then farewel : 

i havetouch'd the highelt point of all my Greatneſs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 

| haſte now to my Setting, I ſhall fall 

Like abright Exhalation in the Evening, 

And no man ſee me more. 


Enter to Wolſey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 


Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Nerf. Hear the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
T's render up the great Scal preſently 
[nto our hands, and to confine your ſelf 
To Alber-bouſe, my Lord of Wincheſter's, 
Till vou hear further from his Highnels. 
Car. Stay : 
Wherc?s your Commillion ? Lords, words cannot carry 
Authority ſo mighty. 
Suff. Who dare croſs *em, 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſsly ? 
Car. TillI find more than will, or words to do it, 
(1 mean your Malice) know, Officious Lords, 
| darc, and muſt deny it. Nowl fecl 
Of what courſe Metal ye are molded, Envy: 
How cagerly ye follow my Diſgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruine ? 
Follow your envious courſes, Men of Malice ; 
You have a Chriſtian warrant for ?*tm, and no doubt 
[1 time Will find their fit Rewards. That Scal 
You ask with ſuch a violence, the King | 
(Mine, and your Maſter) with his own hand gave me: 


"Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours 


During my life z and to confirm his goodneſs, 
Ty'd it by Letters Patents. Now, who'l take it ? 
$ur. The King that gave it. 
Car. 1t muſt be himſelf then. 
Sur. Thouart a proud Traytor, Priclt. 
Car. Proud Lord, thou lyelſt : 
Within theſe forty hours, Swrrey durſt better 
Have burnt that Tongue, than faid ſo. 
Sir, Thy Ambition, 
(Thou Scarlet ſipner ). robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buck:ngham, my Father-in-law, 
The Heads of-all thy Brother Cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy beſt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd-not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, 
You ſent me Deputy for Ireland, 
Far for his ſuccour.; from the King, from all 
That might have mercy on the faulr, thou gav*lt him : 
holy pity, 
Abſolvy'd him with an Ax. | 
Wol; This, and all-elfe | 
This talking Lord can lay upon” my credit, 
I anſwer, is moſt falſe. The Duke by Law 


8 , 


223 


— 


_— _— 


Found his deſerts. How innocent 1 was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His Noble Jury, and foul Cauſe can witnc. 
[ft 1 lowd many words, Lord, I ſhould tell yon, 
Yon have as little Honeſty, as Honour, 
That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Maſter, 
Dare mate a Sounder man than Smryty can be, 
And all that love his follics. 

Sur. By my Soul, 
Your long Coat (Prieſt) protects you, 
T hou ſhould'ſt feel 
My Sword ch? life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 
And trom this Fellow ? If we live thus tamcly, 
To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarler, 
Farewel Nobility : let his Grace go forward 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks.— * 

Car. All Goodneſs 
Is poiſon to thy Stomack, 

Sr. Yes, that Goodneſs ; 
Ot gleaningall the Lands-wealth into one, 
Into your own hands (Cardnal } by Extortion : 
The goodneſs of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to the Pope, againſt the King : your goodneſs 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious. : 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly ncble, 
As you reſpect the Common gocd, the Statc 
Ot our deſpis'd Nobility, our hes, 
(Who, if he live, will ſcarce be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand ſum of his ſins, the Articles 
Collected from his life. Ple ſtartle you 
Worſe than the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kifling in your arms, Lord Cardinal, 

Car, How much methinks I could deſpiſe this man 
But that I am bound in Charity againſt it. : 


Nor. Thoſe Articles, my Lord, are in the Kings hand: 


But thus much, they are foul ones. 
ol. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
When the King knows my Truth, 
Sr. This cannot fave you : 
| thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles, and our they ſhall. 
Now, if you-can bluſh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
Yowll ſhew a little Honeſty. 
13/ol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worſt ObjeCtions : If I bluſh, 
[t is to ſee a Nobleman want Manners. 
Sr. 1 had rather want thoſe, than my Head 
Have at you. 
Firſt, that without the Kings aflent or knowledoe, 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power - 
You maim'd the-Juriſdiction of all Biſhops. 
Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elſe 
To Foreign Princes, Ev0 © Rex mewus 
\Was ſtill infcrib*d : in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant. T 
Suff. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of ' King or Council, when you went 
Embaſlador to the Emperour, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the Great Seal. 
Sur, Itcm, You ſenta large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Cafſ:do, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 
A League between his Highneſs, and Ferrers. 
Suf, That out of meer Ambition, you have caugd 
Your Holy-Hat to be ſtamp'd on the Kings Coin. 
Sur. Then, that you have ſent innumerable ſubſtance, 
(By what means got, I leave to your own Conſcience) 
Ta furniſh Roe, and to prepare the ways 
You have for Digaities, to the meer undoing 
Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are, 
W hich.ſjace they are of you, and ogiovs, 
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1 wit 10T taint my mouth with. 
Cham, O my Lord, 
Preſs nct a falling man too far ; *tis Virtue : 
| His faults 1lye open to the Laws, let them 
(Not you) correct him. My heart weeps to ſee him 
$5 litcle, of his great Self. 
Sur. | forgive him. | 
Suff. Lord Cardinal, the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late 
By your power Legantine within this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compaſs of a Przmuaire ; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caſtles, and whatſoever, and to be 
Out of the Kings ProteCftion. This is my Charge. 
Norf. And ſo wel leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ſtubborn anſwer 
About the giving back the great Seal to us, 
The King ſhall know it, and (no doubt) ſhall thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 
: [Exennt all but Wolley. 
Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel? Along farewel to all my Greatneſs. 
This is the ſtate of Man to day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of Hopes, to morroi Bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him : 
The third day comesa Froſt, a killing Froſt, 
And when he thinks, good eafie man, full ſurely 
His Greatneſs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur*d 
Like little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes Favours ? 
There 1s betwixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and fears than Wars or Women have : 
And when he falls, he falls like Zncifer, 
Never to hope again. 
Enter Cromwel ſtanding amaz'd. 
Why how now Crommwel ? 
Crom. | have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
Car. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am faPn indeed. 
Crom, How does your Grace ? 
Card. Why well : 
Never ſo truly happy, my good Cromme!, 
I know my ſelf now, and 1 feel within me, 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignitics, 
A ſtill and quiet Conſcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace : and from theſe ſhoulders 
This ruin'd Pillet, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, (too much honour.) 
O *tis a burden, Cromwel, *cis a burden 
Too heavy for a man, that hopes for Heaven. 
Crom, I am glad your Grace 
Has made that right uſe of it. 
Card, I hope, I have - 
I am able now (methinks) 
(Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel) 
To endure more Miſcries, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer, 
What news abroad ? | 
Crom, The heavieſt, and the worlſt, 
Is your diſpleaſure with the King. 
Card, God bleſs him. , 
| Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas Xfoor is choſen 


Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Card. T hats ſomewhat ſud dain. 
But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in tis Highaeſs favour, and do Juſtice 
For IrutÞs-{ake, and his Conſcience ; that his bones, 
\Vhen he 15 run his courſe, and flceps in Bleſſings, 
May lave a Tomb of Orphans tcars wept on him. 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is returned with welcome z 
InſtalPd Lor4 Arch-biſhop of Canterbury, 

Card. That's News indeed. 

Crom. Laſt, that the Lady Ann, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel - and the voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 

Card. There was the weight that pulPd me down. 
O Crommel., 
The King has gone beyond me : All my Glories 
in that one Woman I have loſt for ever. 
No Sun ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the Noble Troops that waited 
Upon my ſmiles. Go get thee from me, Crommel, 
[ am a poor fallen man unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Maſter. Seek the King, 
(That Sun, I pray may never ſet) I have told him, 
Whar, and how true thou art ; he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me, will ſtir him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopeful ſervice periſh too. Good Cromnel, 
Neglect him not ; make uſe now, and proyide 
Eor thine own future ſafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 
Muſt I then leave you ? Muſt I needs forgo 
So good, ſonoble, and fo true a Maſter : 
Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
With what a ſorrow Crommel leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my ſervice 5 but my prayers 
Fur ever and for ever ſhall be yours. 

Card, Cromwel, 1 did not think to ſhed a tear 
[nall my miſeries : but thou haſt forc'd me 
(Ont of thy honeſt truth) to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Crommel, 
And when I am forgotten, as l ſhall be, 
And lleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me more muſt be heard of : Say, I taught thee 
Say, Wolſey, that oncetrod the ways of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way (out of his wrack) to riſe in : 
A ſure, and ſafe one, though thy Maſter miſt it. 
Mark but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me : 
Cromwel, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that ſin fell the Angels: can man then 
(The Image of his Maker) hope to winit ? 
Love thy {elf laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee : 
Corruption win not more than Honeſty, 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle peace 
To filence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not: 
Let all the ends thou ainvſt at, be thy Countries, 
Thy God's and Truth*s : then if thou falPſt (O Crommel ) 
Thou falPſt a bleſſed Martyr. 
Serve the King : and prithee lead me in : 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laſt Penny, *tisthe Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven, 1s all, 
[ dare now call mine own. O Cromwel, Cromel, 
HadI but ſerv'd my God, with half the Zeal 
[ ſery'd my King : he would not m'mane age *' 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 

Crom, Good Sir, have/parience. 

Card. Sol have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court, my hopesin Heaven do dwell. 

[Exenrt, 
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Aftus Yuartus. Scena Prima, / 


Enter two Gentlemen; meeting one another, 
| 1. Yare well met once again. 

2. 50 are you. 

1. You come to take your Stand here, and bchold 
The Lady Anne paſs from her Coronation. 

2, *Tis all ny buſineſs. Ar our lalt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came trom his 1 ryal. 

1, *Tis very true. Bur that time oficr*d torrow, 
This, general Joy. 

2. ?Tis well: the Citizens 
L am ſure have ſhewn at full their Royal minds, 
As let *em have their rights, they are ever forward 
ln Celebration of this day with Shews, 
| Pageants, and Sights of Honour. 
1, Never greatcr, 
Nor Vle allure you better taken, Sir. 
2. May 1 be bold to ask what that contains, 
Thar Paper in your hands ? 
1, Yes, *tis the Lilt 
Of thoſe that claim their Offices this day, 
By cuſtom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of S»folk, is the firſt, and claims 
To be high Steward z next the Duke of /Vorfolk , 
He to be Earl Marſhal: you may read the rcit. 
2. I thank you, Sir : Had I not known thoſe cuſtoms, 
I ſhould have been beholding to your Paper : 
Buc L beſcech you what's become of Katharine, | 
The Princeſs Dowager ? How goes her buſineſs ? 
ti. That | can tell you too : the Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunſtable, fix miles off. 
From Anpthil, where the Princeſs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, burappear'd not: 
And to be {hort,. for aot Appearance, aud 
The Kings late ſcruple, by the main aſflent 
Of all theſe Learned men, ſhe was DivorC'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect : 
Since which, ſhe was remov*d to Kinibolton, 
Where ſhe remains now lick. 
1. Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets ſound : ſtand cloſe, 
The Quceti 1s coming. 
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1. A lively Flouriſh of Trwnpets. 

2. Then two Judges, 

3. Lord Chancetlor, with Purſe and Mace before. him. I 

4. Quiriiters ſ#nging. | [Muſick 

5. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. "Then Garter 
in bis Coat of Arms, and on his head he wore a Gilt 
Copper Crown. - 

6. Marqueſs of Dorſet, bearing 4 Scepter of Gold, on 1:5 
Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold, Wuh him, the Et of 
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Cromn'd 
with an Earls Coronet. Collars of Eſſes. | 

To Duke of Suſtolks 4 his Pobe of Fre 3 his Coronet ON 
his Head, bearing 4 lo''; white Wand, as High Steward. 

' With bim the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar ſhal- 
ſhip, A Coronet on hus Head. Collars of Eſſes. ogg 

8. ACanopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, und: it the 

ucen in ber Robe in her hair, richly adorned with 

Peagl, Crowned. On each fide her the Biſheps of London 
and Winchclter, : 

g. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 1 4 Coronal of Gola, 
wrought with Flowers, bearing the Queens Tram, 
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Gold without Flyers. 
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th n, A great Flour ſh of T rumpets, 


2. A Royal Train, believe me: theſe I know : 
W ho?> that bears the Scepter ? 
b, Marquef; Dorſet, 
And that the Earl of Serrey, with the" Rod. 
_ 2. A bold brave Gentleman. That ſhould be 
I he Duke of S»ffclk, 
1, *Ii5the fame : High Steward. 
2, = da that my Lord of Norfolk ? 
3, Yes: 
__ 2. Heaven bleſs thee, 
+ nOu halt the ſweerelt face I ever look'd on; 
ir, aS3 havca Soul, ſhe is an Angel ; 
)ur King has all the Indies in his Arms, 
\.,4 more, and richer, whea he ſtrains that Lady 
[| cannot blame his Conſcience. y 
I. I licy that bear 
The Cloath of Honor over her, are four Barons 
Ot the Cinque-Ports. 
2, 1hoje men arc happy, 
And fo are all, are near her, 
[ take it, ſhe that carries up the Train, 
[> that old Noble Lady, Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 
1. It 15, aad all the reſt are Countsſles. 
2, Their Coronets ſay ſo. Theſe are ſtars indeed, 
And ſomerimes falling ones. 
1, No more of thar. 
Enter a third Gentleman, 
1, God ſave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 
3- Among the croud P th? Abby, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more : 1 am ſtifled 
With the meer rankneſs of their joy. 
2, You ſaw the Ceremony ? 
3. I did. | 
. How was it ? 
Well worth the ſecing. 
. Good Sir, ſpeak it tous. 
As well as I am able. Therich ſtream 
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen * 
To a prepar'd place in the Quire, fell off 
A diſtance from hcr, while her Grace ſat down 
Toreſt a while, ſome half an hour, or ſo, 
In a rich Cheirot State, oppoſing freely 
The Beauty of her Perſon to the People. 
Believe me, vir, ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowds make at Sea in a ſtiff Tempeſt, 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, (1 think) flew up, and had their Faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
| never ſaw before. Great-belly'd Women, 
That had not half a week to go, like Rams 
In the old time of War, ſhould ſhake the preſs 
And make*em reel before **m. No man living 
Could fay, this is my Wite there, all were woyen 
So ſtrangely in one piece. 
2, Bur what follow'd ? | 
3. At length, her Grace roſe, and with modeſt paces 
Came tothe Altar, where ſhe kneePd, and Saint-like 
Calt her fair Eyes to Heaven, and pray*d devoutly. 
Then role again, and bow'd her to the people :; 
When by the Arch biſhopof Canterbury, 
Shc had all the Royal makings of a Queen 
As holy Oy1l, Edward Confellor*s Crown, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblems 
Laid Nobly on her : which perfora?d, tne Quire 
With all the choiceſt Mutick of the Kingdom, 
Together ſung 7e Deum, So ſhe parted, 
And with the fame full State paCd back again 
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To Tork:Place, where the Fealt is held. 

1, Sir, 

You mult no more call it York-place, that's paſt. 
For ſince the Cardinal fell, that title's loſt, 

'Tis now the King's, and calPd Whirehal. 

3. I knowit: | 

But *tis ſo lately alter'd, that the old name 

[s freſh about me. 

2, What two Reverend Biſhops 

Were thoſe, that went on each ſide of the Queen ? 
3 Stokeſly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly prefer*d from the Kings Secretary : 

The other, London. 

2. He of Wizcheſter 

Is held no great good Lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3All the Land knows that : : 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not ſhrink from him. 
2, Who may be that, I pray you. 

3. Thomas Cromwel, 

A man in much eſteem with th? King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o'th* Jewel Houſe, 

And one already of the Privy Councel. 

2. He will deſerve more. 

3. Yes without all doubt. 


1 Come Gentlemen, ye ſhall go my way, 


Which is to th? Court, and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts : 
Something I can command : as I walk thither 
le tell ye more. 


Both. You may command us, Sir. [ Excunt, 


D ——— 


Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Katharine Dowager, ſick, led between Griffith her 
Gentleman-Uſher, and Patience her Woman, 


Grif. How do'%s your Grace ? 

Kath. O Griffxrh, ſick to death : 
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th? Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen : Reach a Chair, 
So now (methinks) 1 feel a little eaſe. 
Did'ſt thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou lead"ſt me, * 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolſey 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, Madam : but I think your Grace 
Out of the pain you ſuffer*d, gave no ear to'r. 

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how de dy*d. 
If well, he ſtept before me happily- 
For my Example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam, 


| For after the ſtout Earl Northumberland 


Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
ASa man ſorely tainted, to his Anſwer, 
He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill, 
He could not fit his Mule. 

Kath. Alas, Poor man. 
| Grif. Atlaſt, with eaſie Roads he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the Abby ; where the reverend Abbot, 
With all his Covent, honourably receiv*d him ; 
To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbot, 
Anold man broken with the ſtorms of State, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye - 
Give him a little Earth for Charity. 
So went to Bed; where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Tears, and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the world agen, 
His bleſſed part to heaven, and llept in peace. 


i. 


—_— 


Kath. So may he relt, 


| His faults lie on him. c 


Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet with Charity : he was, a man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with Princes. One thats by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom, Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. Pth? Preſence 
He would ſay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant to Ruin) Pitiful. 
His Promiſes were, as he then was, Mighty : 
But his Performance, as he is now, Nothing - 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam : 
Men's evil manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 
Wewrite in Water. May it pleaſe your Highneſs 
Tohear me ſp:ak his Good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 
[ were malicious elſe, 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was taſhion'd to much Honour. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, anda ripe, and good one : 
Excecding wiſe, fair ſpoken, and perſuading : 
Lofty, and ſoure to them that loy*d him not : 


But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 


Arid though he were unſatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a fin) yet in beſtowing,. Madam, 

He was molt Princely : Ever witneſs for him 

Thoſe twins of Learning, that he raisd in you, 

Ipſmich and Oxford: one of which, fell with him 

Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. 

The other (though unfiniſh*d) yet ſo Famous, 

So excellent in Art, and ſtill fo riſing, 

That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his Virtue: 

His Overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him: 

For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 

And found the Bleſſedneſs of being little, 

And to add greater honours to his Age 

Than man could give him; he dy*d, Fearing God. 
Kath. After my death, I wiſh no other Herald, 

No other Speaker of my living Aftions, 

To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 

But ſuch an honeſt Chronicler, as Griffith. 

Whom I moſt hated living, thou haſt made me 

With thy Religious Truth and Modeſty, 

(Now in his Aſhes) Honour : Peace be with him. 


| Patience, be near ms ſtill, and ſet me lower. 


| have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the Muſicians play me that ſad note 
| nanvd my Knell; whiPit I fit meditating 
On that Celeſtial Harmony, I go to. 
Sad and ſolemn Muſick. 


Grif. She is aſleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet, 


For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Viſton, Enter ſolemnly tripping one after another , ſix 
Perſonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their head Gar- 
lands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Branches 
of Bays or Palm in their hands. They firſt Congee unto hey, 


then Dance : and at certain Changes, the frſt 
ſpare Garland over her Head, at which the other four 


two bold a 


make 


reverend Curtſies. - Then the two, that held the Garland, de- 


liver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerve the 


order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over her | 


ſame 


Head. Which done, they deliver the ſame Garland to the 


* laft two, who likewiſe obſer ve the ſame Order. Ar which (as 


it were by Inſpiration) ſhe makes (in her ſleep) ſions of re- 
joycing, and holdeth up her hands to Heaven. And ſo, in 
their Dancing waniſh, carrying the Garland with them. 


The Muſick continues, 


Kath, Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all gone ? 


AS Ws _ ——_ 
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And leave me here 10 wretchcdueſs, behind ye ? 
| Grif. Madarh, we arc here. 
Kath. 1t is not. you, I call for, 
Saw ye none enter,, ſince | flept ? 
Grif.: Nohe, Madam, | WD 
; Kath; No?” Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troop 
Invite me to a Banquet, whoſe bright Faces 
Caſt a thouſand Beams upon me, like the Sun ? 
They promis'd me etcrual happineſs, 
And brought me Garlands (G7:ffth). which I feel 
I am not worthy yct to wear ; [ {hall alluredly. 
Grif, | am molt joyful, Madam, ſuch good Dreams 
Polleſs your Fancy. 
Kath. Bid the Muſick leave, 
They are harſh and heavy to me. [ Muſick, ccafts. | 
Patience. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter*d on the ſudden ? 
How long her Face is drawn? How pale ſhe 1coxs, 
And of an carthy cold ? Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pati. Heaven comfort her. 
' Emer a Meſſenger. 
AMefſ. And't like, your Grace 
Kath, You are 2 ſawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence ? 
Grif. You are to blame,” ** 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her ted Greatneſs 
To uſe to ryde behavior. © Go t6, kneel, 
Af humbly do intreat your Highneſs Pardon, 
My haſte made me nnmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King, to Ice you. 

Kath. Admit him entrance Grsffith, But this fellow |; 
Let me nere ſee again, [Exit Meſſenger. 
Enter Lord Capuchius. 

If my ſight fail me not; 
You Geuld be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your name Capuehues. 

Cap. Madam, the ſame. Your Scryant. 

Kath. O my Lord, ETD 
The times and titles-now are alter*d ſtrangely 
With me, ſince firlt you knew me. 
But I pray you, | 
What is your Plcafure with me ? * 

Cap. Noble Lady, | 
Firſt mine own- ſervice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeſt that I would vilit you, 
W ho gricves much for youx weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 
And heartily iotreats you take good comfort. 

Kath: O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
Tis like a Pardon after Execution 3 
That gentle_Phyſick given in time had cur*d me: 
But now] am paſt all Comforts here, but Praycrs. 
How. does his Highncſ: ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath, So may he ever do, and ever flouriſh, 


| When I ſhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 


Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter, 
I cans'd yon write, yet ſent away. 

Pat. No, Madam. 

Kath. Sir, I moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King, 

Cp. Moſt willingly, Madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to his Goodneſs 
The Model of ourchalte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heaven fall thick in Blellings on her, 
Beſeeching him to glve her virtuous breeding, 

She is young, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 

I hope ſhe will deſerve well, and a little 

To love hcr for her Mother's ſake, that loy*d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. 

My next poor Petiticn : 

[s, That his Noble Grace would have ſome pity 


Upon my wretched Women, that ſo long 


man... 
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Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow 
(And now I ſhould not lye) but well deſetve 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 
For Honefty, and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (let him, be Noble) 
And ſure thoſe men are happy, thac ſhall 
The Jalt is for my Men, they are 
(Bur Poverty could never draw "umn from me) 
That they may have their wag duely paid *cm, 
And ſomething over to remember me by. 
[t Hcaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life 
And able mcans, we had not parted thus. 
| Theſc are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 

By that you love the dcareſt in this world, 
As you wilh Chriſtian peace to Souls departed, 
Stand theſe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Todo me this laſt Right. 

Cp. By Heaven I wall, 
Or lct me loſethe Faſhion of a man. 
Kach, 1 that you, Honeſt Lord. Remember me 

[n all humility unto his Highneſs : 
Say, his long trouble now 1s g | 
Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleſt him 
(For fo I will: ) mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel 
My Lord. Gr:ffth farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yet. I mult to Bed, 
Call in more Women. Whenl am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be ug'd with Honour, ſtrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
| was a chaſt Wife to my Grave : Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth (although un-Queen'd) yet like 
A Qucen, and Daughter to a King inter me. 
| cau no more. 


%*m. 
3 


LExeunt leading Katharine. 


Atlus ©untus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, @ Page with 4 
Torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Loyel. 


Gard. Its one a clock Boy, IM not? 

Boy, It hath ſtruck. 

Gard. Theſe ſhould be hours for neceſſities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our Nature 
With comforting repoſe,*and not for vs 
To walte theſe times. Good kour of night, Sir Thomas, 
W hither ſo late ? 

Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomes, and left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk, 

Lov. | mult to him too, 
Before he go to Bed. Ple. take my leave. 

Garg. Now yet, Sir 7homas Lovel, What's the matter ? 
[t ſeems you are in haſte: and if there be 
No great offetce belongs tor, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſs: Afﬀairs that walk, 
(As they ſay Spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the buſineſs 
Thar ſeeks diſpatch by day. 

Lov, My Lord, I love you; 
And durit commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this work. The Queen's in Labour 
They fay 1n extremity, and fear'd 
She®l], with the Labour, end. 

Gard. The Fruit ſhe goes with 
[ pray for heartily, that it may hnd 
Good time, and live: but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 
[| wiſh it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks I could * 
Gry the Amen, and yet my Cottfhiegce ſays, 
She isa good Creature, and ſweet Lady, do's 
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Deſerve our better wiſhes. | Ra A » peak wang and Denny. | 
Gard. Burt Sir, Sir. ing. Avoid the Gallery. Lovel /ce 
Hear me, Sir T homas, y? are a Gentleman Ha ? 1 have ſaid, be gone. F , Fre fo 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wiſe, Religions, [Exeunt Lovel and Denn 
And let me tell you, it will nere be well ; Cran, Tam fearful : Wherefore frowns he thus ? © 
Twill not, Sir Thame Lovel, tak*t of me, *Tis his Aſpect of terror. AlPs not well. 
*T ill Crannf! wel, her two hands, and ſhe King. How now, my Lord ? 
Sleep in their EK. You dodcſire to know, whetefore 
Lov. Now, Sit, 70h eek of two | ſent for you, ' 
The moſt 'remark'd Prh' Rngdom : as for Cromme!, Cran, It is my duty | 
| Beſide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Maſter T* attend your Highneſs pleaſure. 
O'th' Rolls, and the Kings Secretary. Further, Sir, King. Pray you ariſe, 


Stands in the gap and trade for moe Preferments,  .... | My goud and gracious Lord of Canterbury : 
With which the Time will load him. Th Archbiſhop * | Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together - 


Is the King's hand, or tongue, and who dare ſpeak I have News to tell you. 
One ſyllable againſt him ? Come, come, give me your hand. 
Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, Ah my good Lord, 1 grieve at what I ſpeak, 
There are that dare, and I my ſelf have ventur'd And am right forry to repeat what follows, 
To ſpeak my mind of him: and indeed this days || have, and moſt unwillingly, of late 
Sir (1 may tell it you) I think I have, _ *© Heard many grievons, I do ſay, my Lord, 
Incens'd the Lords of the Council, that fe + | Grievous complaints of you ; which being conſider'd 
(For ſo I know he is, they know he 15) Have moy'd us, and our Council, that you ſhall : 
A moſt Arch-hererick, a Peſtilence This moroing come before us, whereI know 
That does infett the Land: with which they moved You cannot with ſuch freedom purge your ſelf 
Have broken with the King, who harho far But that till urther Trial, in thoſe Charges , 
Given year to our Complain, of his great Grace, W hich will require your Agfwver, you mult take 
And Princely Care, foreſeeing thoſe ell Miſchicfs Your Patience to yoy, eo contented 
Our Reaſons laid before him; hath commanded | To make your houſe our Tower : you, a Brother of us 
To morrow morning to the Council Board [t fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs s 
| He be Convented. Hc's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, Would come againſt you. : 
And we muſt root himout. From your Afairs Crar. I humbly thank yqur Highneſs, 
| hinder you too long : Good night, Sir Thomas. And am right glad ro cy this good occaſion 
ode [Exit Gardiner and Page. | Moſt throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaff 
Lov. Many.Good nights, my Lord, I reſt your Servant. | And Corn ſhall flie aſunder. For I know, 
Enter King and Suffolk. There's none ſtands under more calumnious tongues, 
Kino, Charles, 1 will play no more to night, Than I my ſelf, poor man. 
My mind's not on'c, you are too hard for me. King. Stand up, good Canterbury, 
Suff. Sir, I did: never win of you before. Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
King. But little, Charles, _ In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up, 5 
Nor ſhall not when my Fancy?*s on my Play. Prithee let's walk. Now by my Holydame, 
Now, Lovel, ftom the Queen what is the News. W hat manner of man are you? my Lord, I look'd 
- Lov. 1 een fot perſonally deliver to her You would have given me your Petition, that 
What you commandedggye, but by her Woman I ſhould have ta'ne ſome pains, to bring together 
] ſent your Meſlage, who return'd her thanks Your ſelf, and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
In the greateſt. humbleneſs, and deſir'd your Highneſs Without indorance further, 
Moſt heartily to pray for her. Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 
King. What fay*{t thou ? Ha? The good 1 ſtand on, is my Truth and Honeſty : 
To pray for her, What, is ſhe crying out? ,. If they ſhall fail, I, with mine Enemies, 
' Lov. So ſaid her Woman, and that her ſuff*rance made | Will rriumph o're my perſon, which I weigh not, 
Almoſt each pang, a death. Being of thoſe Virtues vacant. 1 fear nothing 
King. Alas, good Lady. W hart can be ſaid againſt me. 
Sf; God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and King. Know you not 
Wich gentle travail, to the gladding of How your ſtate ſtangs th? world, with the whole world ? 
Your Highneſs with an Heir. Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall z their practices 
King. *Tis midnight, Ch: ries, : Muſt bear the ſame proportion, and not ever 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember The Juſtice and the Truth oth? queſtion carries 
Th? eltate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, Thedue oth? Verdict with it ; at what eaſe 
For I muſt think of that, which company Might corrupt minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
Would not be friendly to.  -| To ſwear againſt you: Such things have been done. 
| Sf. 1 wiſh your Highneſs _ You are potently oppos'd ; and with a Malice 
A quiet night, and my good Miſtreſs will Of as great a ſize. Ween you of better luck, 
Remember in my Prayers. | mean in perjur*d Witneſs, than your Maſter, 
King. Charles, Good night: [Exit Suffolk. | Whoſe Miniſter you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Well, Sir, what follows ? Upon this naughty Earth? Go to, goto, 
Emer Sir Anthony Denny. You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 
| Den. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbiſhop, And woo your own deſtruction. "ck 
As you commanded me. Cran. God and your Maje 
King. Ha? Canterbury ? Protect mine innocence, or | fall into 
Den. 1, my good Lord. The trap is laid for me. 
King. Tis true : where is he, Denny ? King. Be of good cheer, : | 
Den. He attends your Highngſs pleaſure. They ſhall no more prevail, than we give way to : 


King. Bring him to 
Lov, This 1s about that, 
Jl am happily come hither. 


= MN tC  o——_— —_ © 
pep _ —— _ 


Keep comfort to you, and this morning ſee 

You do appear before them. If they ſhall chance 

In charging you with matters, to commit you : | 

F The, 


which the Biſhop ſpake, 
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T he belt perſuaſions to the contrary 
Fail not to uſe; and with what vehemency 
Th? occaſion ſhall inſtruft you. If intreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the Good man weeps : 
e's honeſt, on mine Honour. God's bleit Mother, 
[ ſwear he is true-hearted, and a foul 
None better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do, as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer. 
He has ſtrangled all his Language in his lears. 
Enter Old Lady. 

Gent. within, Comeback : what mean you ? 

Lady. VPlenat come back, the tidings that | bring 
Will make my boldneſs, Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o're thy Royal Head, and ſhade thy Perion 
Under their bleſſed Wings. 

Kins. Now by thy looks 


| | gueſs thy Meſſage. Is the Queen deliver®d ? 


Say, I, and of a Boy. 
Lady. 1,1, my Liege ; 
And a lovely Boy; the God of Heaven 
Both now, and ever bleſs her : ?Tisa Girl 
Promiſes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
D-ſires your Viſitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this Stranger 3 ?tis as like you, 
As Cherry is to Cherry. 
King, Lovel. 
Lor'. Sir. 
King, Give her an hundred Marks. 
le to the Queen. [Exit King. 
Lady. An hundred Marks ?. By this light, le ha more. 
An ordinary Groom is for ſuch payment. 
| will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 
Said 1 for this, the Girl was like to him ? Ple 
Have more, or elſe unſay*t : and now, while*cis hot, 
Ple put it to the iſſue. [Exit Lady. 


x 
—— 


Scena Secuntla. 


Eiter Cranmer, Archbiſhop. of Canterbury, 


Cran. 1 hopeI am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Council, pray'd me 
To make great haſte. All faſt ? What means this ?: Hoa? 
W ho waits there ? Sure you know me ? 
Enter Keeper, 
Keep. Yes, my Lord : 
But yet I cannot help you. 


Cran. Why ? 

Keep. Your Grace muſt wait till you be call'd for. 
Enter Dottor Buts. 

Cran,. So. 


Butts, This isa piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way ſo haply. The King 
Shall underſtand it preſently. 

Cran, Tis Butts, 
The King's Phyſician, as he paſt along 
How earneſtly he caſt his Eyes upon me: 
Pray Heaven he ſound not my diſgrace : for certain 
This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I never ſought their malice) 
To quench mine Honour ; they would ſhame to make me 
Wait elſe at door : a Fellow Councellor 
*Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeys- 
But their Pleaſures 
Mult be fulfilPd, and I attend with Patience. 


[Exit Butts. 


Enter the King, and Butts at a Window above. 


Butts. Ile ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight. 
King, What's that, Butts ? 


Butts, I think your Highneſs ſaw this many a day, 
King. Body ame: whereis it ? 
Butts. There, my Lord : 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door *mongſt Purſevauts, 
Pages, and Foot-boys. 
King. Ha ? ”tis He indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doone another ? 
'Tis well there's one above *cm yet; 1 had thorght 
They had parted fo much Honcity among 'em, 


At lealt good Manners ; as not thus to ſuffer 


| A man of hisPlace, and fo near our Fayour 


To dance attendance on their Lordlhips pleaſures, 


| And at the door too, like a Poſt with Packets - 


By holy Aary, (Butts ) there's Knavery ; 
Let*em alone, and draw the Curtain cloſe, 
We ſhall hear more anon. 


A Council Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, arid 
placed trmder the State, Emter Lord Chancellor, places hun- 
Jelf at the upper end of the Table, onthe left hand : A Seat 
being left vo above him, as for Canterburies Seat. Duke 
of Suffolk, Dake of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamber- 
lain, Gardiner, ſeat themſelves in Order on each ſide. 
Cromwel at lower end, as Secretary. 


Char. Speak to the buſineſs, Mr. Secretary ; 
Why are we met in Council ? 

Crom, Pleaſe your Honours, 
The chief Cauſe concerns his Gr ace of Canterbury. 

Gard, Ha's he knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Norf, Who waits there ? 

Keep. Without, my Noble Lords. 

Gard, Yes. 

Keep, My Lord Archbiſhop, 
And ha*s done half an hour to know your pleaſures: 

Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the Council Table, 

Chan, My good Lord Archbithop, Pa very ſorry 
Toſi here at this preſent, and behold 
That Chair ſtand empty : But we all are men 
In our own Natures trail, and capable 
Of our fleſh, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wiſdom, you that beſt ſhould reach us, | 
Have miſdemean'd your ſelf, and not alittle, 
Toward the King firſt, then his Laws, in filling 
The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplains, 
(For ſo we are inforn'd) with new Opinions | | 
Divers and dafſgerous, whichare Hereſies, 
And not Refornid, may prove pernicious. | 

Gard. Which Reformation mult be ſudden too, 
My Noble Lords, for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, 
Pace?emnot in their hands to make em gentle ; 
But ſtop their Mouths with ſtubborn Bits, and ſpur **m 
'Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer | 
Our of our eaſineſs and childiſh pity | 
To one man's Honour, this cor:tagious ſickneſs; 
Farewel all Phyſick : and what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole State : of late days our Neighbours, 
The upper Germany can dearly witneſs, 
Yet freſhly pitied in our memories. | 

Cran, My good Lords, hitherto,in all the Progreſs, 
Both of my Life and Office, I have labour”d, 
And with no little ſtudy, that my teaching 
And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 
Might goone way, and ſafely z and the end 
Was ever to do well : nor is there living, 
(1 ſpeak it with a ſingle heart, my Lords) 
A man that more deteſts, more itirs againſt, 
Both in his private Conſcience, and his Place, 
Def acers of a publick Peace, than 1 do: 

XN x 
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Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 
With cſs Allegiance in it. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked malice, nouriſhment, 
Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of Juſtice, my Accuſers, 

Be what they will, may ſtand forth Face to Face, 
And freely urge againſt me. 

Suff. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannot be ; you area Counſellor, 

And by that Virtue no man dare accuſe you. 


We will be ſhort with you. ?Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
And our conſent, for better tryal of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
| Where being but a private man again, 
Youſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than (1 fear) you are provided for. 


You are always my good Friend, if your will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip; Judge, and Juror, 
| Yoo are ſo merciful. 1 ſee your end, 
'Tis my undoing. Love and Mcekneſs, Lord, 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition : 
Win ſtraying Sovls with modeſty again, 
Caſt none away. That I ſhall clear my ſelf, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience» 
I make as little doubt, as you do Conſcience 
| In doing daiſy wrongs. I could fay more, 
But Reverence to your calling makes me modeſt. 
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 
That's the plain truth ; your painted gloſs diſcovers 
Tomen that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom, My Lord of Wizchefter, pare alittle, 
' By your good favour, too ſharp; Men ſo Noble, 
How ever faulty, yet ſhould find reſpett 
For whar they have been : *cisa cruelty, 
' To load a falling man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
| I cry your Honour Mercy ; you may, worſt 
Of all this Table, ſay ſo. 
Crom. Why, my Lord ? 
Gard. Do not I know you for a Fayourer 
Of this new Sect? ye are not ſound. 
Crom, Not ſound ? 
Gard. Not ſound, I ſay. 
Crom, Would you were half ſo honeſt : | 
Men's Prayers then would ſeek you, not thetr Fears. 
Gard. 1 ſhall remember this bold Language. 
Crom. Do; 
Remember your bold life too. 
Cham, This is too much. 
Forbear for ſhame, my Lords. 
Gard. | have done. 
Crom. AndI. 


I take it, by all voices : that forthwith 
You be convey?d to th? Tower a Priſoner ; 
There toremain till the Kings further pleaſure 
Be known unto us; areyou all agreed, Lords? 
All. We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of Mercy, 
ButI muſt needs to th? Tower, my Lords ? 
Gard. W hat other 
Would you.expedt ? You are ſtrangely troubleſome : 
Let ſome oth? Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guard. 
Cran. For me? 
Muſt I golike a Traitor thither ? 
Gard. Receive him, 
And ſee him ſafe th? Tower, 
Cran. Stay, good my Lords, 
[ have alittle yetto ſay. Look there, my Lords, 
By virtue of that Ring, I take my Cauſe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 


/ WE 


Gard.My Lord, becauſe we have buſineſs of more moment, 


Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Wincheſter : 1 thank you, 


Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ſtands agreed, 


Toa moit Noble Judg, the King my Maſter. 

Cham, This is the King*s Ring. 

Snf. *T is no' counterfeit. 

Sf, ?Tis his right Ring, by Heavn : I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this da;\gerous ſtone a rowling, 
1 would fall upon our ſelves. 

Norf. Do you think, my Lords, 

The King will ſefter but the little Finger 
Of this man tobe vex'd ? 
Cha#'. ?Tis now too certain, 
How much mcre is his Life in value with him ? 
Would I were fairly out owt. 
Crom, My mind gave me, 
In ſeeking Talcs and informations 
Agaiiſt this Man, whoſe Honeſty the Devil 
And his Dilciples cnly envy at. 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye : now have at ye. 


Enter King fromnins on them , takes his Seat. 


Gard. Drcad Soveraign, 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
In daily thanks; that gave us ſacha Prince ; 
Not only good and wile, but moſt Religious : 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ſtrengthen 
Thar holy duty of our dear reſpect, 
His Royal ſelf in Judgment comes to hear 
The Cauſe betwixt her, and this great offender. 
King. You were ever good at ſudden Commendations, 
Biſhop of Wincheſter.But know, 1 come not 
To hear ſuch flattery now, and in my preſence, 
They are too thin, and baſe to hide offences, 
To me youcannot reach. You play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me : 


| But whatſoc're thou tak*'ſt me for, Pm ſure 


Thou haſt a cruel Nature, anda bloody 
Good man, fit down : Now let me ſee the prondeſt 
He, that dares moſt, but wag his Finger at thee. 
By all that's holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Then but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it pleaſe your Grace, — 
King. No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me, | 
[ had thought, 1 had had menof ſome underſtanding, 
And wiſdom, of my Council; but1 find none : 
Was it diſcretion, Lords, to let this man, 
This good man (few of you deſerve the title ) 
This honeſt man, wait like a lowke Foot-boy 
At Chamber door ? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why, what a ſhame was this ? Did my Commulion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? 1 gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counſellour to try him, 
Not as a Groom ; there's ſome of ye, I ſce, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
Would try him to the ntmoſt, had ye mean, 
Which ye ſhall never have, while I do live. 
Cham, Thus far, 
My moſt dread Soveraign, may it like your Grace, 
Tolet my Tongue excuſe all. What was purposd 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryal, 


| And fair purgation tothe world than malice, 


Pm ſure in me, 
King, Well, well, my Lords, reſpet him, 
Take him, and uſe him well, he's worthy of it. 
I will ſay thusmuch for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Subject, 1 
Am, for hislove and ſervice, ſo to him. 
Make me no more ado, bur all embrace him ; 
Be Friends for ſhame, my Lords: My Lord of Canterbury, 
I have a Suit, which you muſt not deny me. 
That is, a fair young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You muſt be God-father, and anſwer for her. 
Cran. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 
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In fuch an honour: how may | deſerve it, 
That am a poor and humble Subject to you ? 
.. King, Come, come, my Lord,you'd ſpare your Spoons : 
You ſhall have two Noble Partners with you: the old 
Dutcheſs of Norfolk., and Lady Marqueſs of Vor/er ? 
Will theſe pleaſe you ? 
Once more, my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gard. With atrue heart, 
And Brotherslove I doit. 

Cran. And let Heaven 
Witneſs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 

Kirig. Good Man, thoſe joyful tears ſhew thy true heart, 
The common voice l ſee is verified 
Of thee, which ſays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A ſhrewd tiarn, and he's your Friend for eyer ; 
Come, Lords, we trifle time*away : | long 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 
As | have made ye one, Lords, one remain * 


So | grow ſtronger, you more Honour gain, [| Exeurn, 


Scena Terti. 


Noiſe and Trmult within ; Enter Porter and his man, 


Port, Yow'll leave your noiſe anon, ye Raſcals: do you 
take the Court for Paris-Garden : ye rude Slaves, leave 
your gaping. | 
Within. Good Mr, Porter, I belong to th' Larder. 

Port. Belong to th? Gallows,and be hang'd, ye Rogue : 
Is thisa place to roar in? Feich me a dozen Crab-tree 
ſtaves, and ſtrong ones z theſe are but ſwitches to *em : 
Ple ſcratch your Heads ; you mult be ſeeing Chriſtnings ? 
Do. you look for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Raſcals ? 
Man. Pray, Sir, be patient ; *tis as much impoſlible, 
Unleſs we ſwept them from the door with Cannons, 
Forſcatter %em, as *tis to make *em ſleep 

On May-day Morning, which will never be: 

We may as well puſh againſt Pauls, as ſtir em, 

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Man. Alas, I know not, how gets the Tide in ? 

As much as one ſound Cudgel of four foot 

(You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute, 

I made no ſpare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man, 1 am not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 
To mow %em doyn before me : but if I ſpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, cither young or old, 

He or ſhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker 
Let me nee hope to ſee a Chine again, 
And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 

With, Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port, I ſhall be with you preſently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the door cloſe, Sirrah. 

Man, What would you have me do? 

Port; What ſhould you do, | 
But knock em down by th' dozens ? Is this Aoor-fields 
to muſter in ? Or have we ſome ſtrange Indian with the 
great Toole, come to Court, the women ſo beſiege us ! 
Bleſs me! what a fry of Fornication is at the door ? On 
my Chriſtian Conſcience, this one Chriſtning will beget a 
thouſand,here will be F ather,God-father,and all rogether. 

Man. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir: there is a 
Fellow ſomewhat near the door, he ſhould be a Braſier by 
his Face, for o? my Conſcience twenty of the Dog-dayes 
now reign in's Noſe ; all that ſtand about him are under 
the Line, they need no other penance : that Fire-Drake 
did I hit three times on the Head, and three times was his 
Noſe diſcharged againſt me 3 he ſtands there like a Mor- 
ter-pieceto blow us up. There was a Haberdaſhers Wife 
of ſmall Wit, near him,that raiPd upon mestill her pinck*d 


Porrenger fell off her Head, for kindling ſuch a combuſti- 
| | 


—_ 


on in the State. I miſt the Meteor once, and hit that Wo 
man, who cryed out Clubs, when I might ſee from far, 
ſome forty Truncheons draw to her ſacconr , ' which 
were the hope o'th? Strand, where ſhe was quartered 3 they 
fell on, I made good my place ; at length they came to rh? 
Broon-ſtaff ro me, I deffd %tm ſtilt, when ſuddenly 4 
File of Boyes behiad %em , looſe ſhor, deliverd ſ:th a 
ſhower of Pibbles,that I was fain to draw mine Honenr ia, 
and Jet 'em win the Work;the Devil was amongſt *em, 1 
think ſurely. 

Por. Theſe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Ardi:nce but the tri- 
bulation of Tower- Hell, or the Limbs of Lime-bnuſe, their 
dcar Brothers are able toendure. I have ſome of *tm im 
Linbo-Patrum, and there they are like tojdance theſe three 
days; beſides the running Banquet of two Beadles;that is to 
Come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, 

L. Cham. Mercy o'me : what a Multitude are here #: 
They grow {till too ; from all Parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are theſe Porters ? 
Theſe lazy Knaves? Y*ave made a fine hand, Fellows ?-- * 
Theres a trim Rabble let in: are all theſe 
Your faithful Friends o'th? Suburbs?- We ſhall have 
Great {tore of room no doubt left forthe Ladies, 
When they paſs back trom the Chriſtning ? 

Por. And pleaſe your Honour, 
We are but Men, and what ſo many may Go, 
Nor being torn in pieces, we have done; 
An Army cannot rule *em. . 

Cham, As I live, | 
If the King blame me for*t; Ple lay ye all 
By thi heels, and ſudden]y- and on your Heads, 
Clap round Fines for neglect : yare lazy Knavesz 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when ; 
Ye ſhould do Service, . Hark, the trumpets ſound, 
THare cothe already from the Chriſtning 
Go break among the preſs, and find a way out | 
To let the troop paſs fairly; or Fle find | 
A Marſhalſey, ſhall hold ye play theſe two Months; 

Por. Make way there, for the Princeſs. | 

Man, You great Fellow, | 
Stand cloſe up, or Ple make your head ake. | 

Por. Yourth?* Chambler, getupo? tli rail, 

Ple peck you 0're the pales elſe. 


| 


[ Exenme. 


. 
ER.” 
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Scena ©uarta. I 


Enter Trumpets founding : Then two Alder-men, L, Aayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with bis Mar ſhi 
Staff, Duke of Sutfolk, ro Noblemen , bearing great 
ſtanding Bowls for the Chriſtning Gifts : Then four Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy, under which the Dutcheſs: of Nor- 
folk, Goa-mether, bearins the Child richly habited in 
a Mantle, &c, Train bc/nbya Lady: Then fellows the 
Marchione/s of Dorſet, the other Goa-mother , and La- 
dies. The Troop paſs once about rhe Stage, and Garter ſpeaks. 


Gart, Heaven, 
From thy endleſs Goodneſs ſend proſperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy to the high and mighty 
Princeſs of England, Elizabeth, 


Flouriſh. Enter King and Guard, 
Cran. And to your Royal Grace, an the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my ſelf thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this molt gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever tard up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. 
King. Thank you good Lord Arch-bithop ; 
What is her Name ? 
Cran, Elizabeth. 
"MS King 
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"| Kang. Stand up, Lord ; As great in admiration as her ſelf ; 
With this Kiſs, take my _ : God protect thee, So ſhall ſhe leave her Bleſledneis to One, 
Into whoſe hand, I give thy Lite. | (When Heaven ſhall call her from this cloud of darkneſs) 
Cran, Amen. Who from the ſacred Aſhes of herHonour 
King. My Noble Goſlips, y*have been too Prodigal, Shall Star-like riſe, as Great in fame as ſhe was, 
I thank ye heartily : So {hall this Lady, And ſo ſtand 1d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour, 
When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh. That were the Scryants to this choſen Infant, 
Cran, Let me ſpeak, Sir, Shall then be His, and likea Vinegrow to him ; 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter, Where ever the bright Sun of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
Let none think Flattery z for they*ll find *em Truth. His Honour, and the Greatncſs of his name, 
This Royal Infant, Heaven ſtill move abour her, Shall be, and make new Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promiſes Andlike a Mountain Cedar, reach bis branches, 
'Upon this Land, a thouſand thouſand Bleſlings, To all the Plains about him : Our Children's Children 
hich time ſhall bring toripeneſs : She ſhall be, Shall ſee this, and bleſs Heaven. 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnels) King. Thou ſpeakeſt Wonders. 
A Pattern to all Princes living with her, Cran. She ſhall be to the Happineſs of England, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed : Sava was never An Agcd Princeſs; many Days hall ſee her, 
More covetous of Wildom, and fair Virtue And yet no Day without a deed to Crown it. 
Than this pure Soul ſhall be. All Princely Graces Would | had known no more : But ſhe muſt dye, 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, She muſt, the Saints muſt have her; yet a Virgin, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, A moſt unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe paſs '7 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall Nurſe her, To th? ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts ftill Counſel her : King, O Lord Archbiſhop, 
She ſhall be loy'd and fear?d. Her own ſhall bleſs her 5 Thou haſt made me now a Man : never, before 
Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corn, This happy Child, didI get any thing. 
And hang their heads with forrow : This Oracle of comfort, has ſo pleasd me, 
Good grows with her. That whcn I am in Heaven, I ſhall deſire 
In her days every man ſhall eat in ſafety, To ſ.e what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker, 
Under his own Vine what he plants; and ſing | thank yeall. 'To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. And you good Brethren, I am much beholding : 
God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her | have receiy*'d much Honour by your preſence, 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of Honour, And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
And by thoſe claim their Greatneſs, .not by Blood, Ye muſt all ſee the Queen, and ſhe mult thank ye, 
Nor ſhall this Peace {leep with her ; But as when She will be ſick elſe. This day, no man think 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phenix, *Has buſineſs at his houſe, for all ſhall ſtay : | 
Her Aſhes new create another Heir, | This little One ſhall make it Holy-day. [Exenm, | 
— —_— - ———_ -—_— <—_—___— | 
TheEPILOGUE. 
| 
Ys ten to one this Play can never pleaſe All the exxpelted good w are like to hear 
| 3 þ All that arg here 5 Come A. ms their eaſe, Forgthis Pa prop time, = only in Y 
And 6p Out an Atftor two ;, but thoſe we fear T he merciful conſtruttion of good Women 
WR2-bave affrighted with our Trumpets ; ſo®tis clear, For ſuch a one we jhewd *em : if they ſmile | 
They'll jay it's nanzht. Others, to hear the Cuty And ſay *twill 4o;, 1 know within a while, : 
| dbiss'd extreamly, and to cry that's witty, All the beſt Men are ours; for "tis ill hap, 
Which we bave mot done neither, that I fear If they bold, when their Ladies bid em clap. 
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TRAGEDY 


Troilus and Creſlida. 


CUTS 


The PROLOGUE. 


« * 4 


bo Troy there lies the Scene : from Iſles of Greece ' And Antenonidus with maſſy Staples 
"The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf*4d, | Ard correſponſive and fulfilling Bolts 
Have to the Port | of Athens ſent their Ships Str up the Sons of Troy. 

Fraught with the Miniſters and Inſtruments | Now Expectation tickling hattiſh Spirits, 


Of Cruel War : Sixty and nine that wore 


| On one and other fide, Trojan and Greek, 
cir Crownets Regal, from th? Athenian Bay 


Sets all on hazard, And hither am 1 come 


Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made A Prologue arm"d, but not in confidence 
To ranſack, Troy, within whoſe ſtronz Immures Of Author*s Pen, or Afor"s voice ;, but ſuited 
The raviſl?d Helen, Menelaus Queen, In like conditions, as our Argument ;, 


With wanton Paris ſleeps, and that's the Quarrel, To tell you (fair Beholders) that our P 

Ta. Fenedos they come, Leaps 0're the vaunt and firſilings of thoſe Broils, 
And the deep-drawing Barks do there diſgorge Beginning in the middle: ſtarting thence away, 
Their Warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan Plains To what may be digeſted in a Play: 

The Jreſo and yet unbruiſed Greeks do pitch Like, or find fault, do as your pleaſures are, 
Ther brave Pavillions, Priam's ſix-gated City, Now good, or bad, tis but the chance of War, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 


Aﬀus Primus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. Pan, 1, the boulting ; but you mult tarry the leav*ning. 
T70i. Still have I tarried. 
Troilus. Pan. 1, to the leavening : but heres yet in the word | * 
All here my Varlet, Ple unarm again. hereafter, the KneaCing, the making of the Cake, the 
Why ſhould I War without the Walls of Troy | heating of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you muſt ſtay 
That find ſuch cruel battel here within ? the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips, 
Each Trojan that is Maſter of his heart, Troi. Patience her ſelf, what Goddeſs &re ſhe be, 
Let him to Field, Trc:{us alas hath none. Doth leſſer blench at ſufferance, than I do : 
} Par. Will this geer ne're be mended ? (ſtrength, | At Prian”s Royal Table fir; 
Toi. Ths Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their | And when fair Creſ:d4s comes into my thoughts, 
Fierce to their $kill, and to their herceneſs Valiant : | So ( Traitor) then ſhe comes, when ſhe is thence—— 
Burt I am weaker than a Womans tcar : | P.m, Well ? 
Tamer than ſleep, fonder than ignorauce ; She look'd yeſternight fairer than ever I ſaw her look, 
Leſs valiant than. the Virgin in the night, Or any Woman elſe. 


And skilleſs as unpraQtivd infancy. Troi, 1 was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
Pan. Well, 1 have told you enough of this : For my | As wedged with a ſigh, would rive in twain, 
part, le not meddle nor make no farther. He that will | Leſt Hor, or my Father ſhould perceive me : 
have a Cake out of the Wheat , muit necds tarry the |l have (as when the Sun doth light a-ſcorn) 
grinding. Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : 
Tra. Havel not tarricd ? Burt ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs, 
Pan. 1 the grinding ; but you mult tarry the boulting, [ls like that mirth Fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. 
Tro, Have I not tarricd ? Pan, And her hair were not ſomewhat darker than 
| 
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The Tragedy of Troilus and Creſflida., 


tween the Women. But for my part ſhe is my Kinſwo- 
man, I would not (as they term it) praiſe it, but I would 
ſome body had heard her talk yeſterday, as I did: 1 wil 
not diſpraiſe your Siſter Caſſandra's wit, but —— 

Troi. O Pandarus | |] tell thee, Pangarys ; 

When 1 do- tell theg; there my hopes lie drown'd, 

Reply not in how (any Fathoms deep 

They he indrencivd. | tell thee, I am mad 

In Creftg's Love. Thou anſyerlt, (he is Fair, 

PouegK ia the open Ulcer of my Heart, 

Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand 

(In whoſe compariſon, all whites are Ink 

Writing their own reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 

The Cignets Down is harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 


Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. 'T his thou telPſt me ; 


As true thou tell {t me, wiea I ſay I love her : 

But ſaying thus, 4 of Oyl and Balm, 

Thou lay'lt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 

The Knife that made it. 

Pan, | k ne more than truth. 

Troi. T hou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

Pan. Faith, Vle not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe is, 

if ſhe be fair, ?tis the better for her : and ſhe be nor, ſhe 

ha's the mends in her own hands: 

Troi. Good Pandarus ;, how now, Pandarus ? 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 

on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and 

between, but ſmall thanks far my labour. 

Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus ? what with me ? 

Pan, Becauſe ſhe is Kin to me, therefore ſhe's not ſo 

fair as Helen, and ſhg were not Kin to me, ſhe would be 

as fair on Fryday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I ? 

I care not and ſhe were a Black-a-Moor, ris all one to me. 

Troi. Say I,Che-is not fair ? 

Pan, 1 do not care, whether you do or no. She?s a Fool 

to ſtay behind her Father: Let her to the Greeks, and ſo 

Vle tell her the next time I ſce her : for my part, Ple 

meddle nor make no more Yth? matter. 

Troi.. Pandarns ? 

Pan. Not I. | 

Troi, Sweet Pandarns. 

Pan. Pray you ſpeak no more to me, I will leave all as 

I found it, and there's an end. [Exit. Pand. 
Sound Alarum. 

Trei. Peace you ungracious Clamors, peace rude Sounds, 

Fools on both ſides, Helen mult needs be fair, 

When with your blood you dally paint her thus. 

I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

It is too ſtary*d a ſubjett for my Sword : 

But Pandarus: O Gods! How do you plague me ? 

L cannot come to Creſſid, but by Pandar, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

As ſhe is ſtubborn, chaſt, againſt all ſute. 

Tell me Apolo for thy Daphnes Love 

What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 

Her bed is /z&5a, there ſhe lies, a Pearl, 

Between our Illium, and where ſhe reſides 


| Let it becalPd the mild and wandring flood, 


Our ſelfthe Merchant, and this ſailing Pandar 
Our doubtful Hope, our Convoy and our Bark. 


um. Erter Fneas. 
ene. How now, Prince Troilus ? 
Wherefore not a field ? 


Troi, Becauſe not there z this womans anſwer ſorts, 
For womanih it is to be from thence : 
What news «/£zeas from the field ro day ? 
e/Ene, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Troi. By whom, e/Eneas ? 
e/Ene. Troilus by Menelaus, 
Tros. Let Paris bleed, ?cis but a ſcar to ſcorn. 
Paris is gor'd with Aenelans horn, [ Alarum, 
«/£ne. Heark, what good ſport is out of Town to day ? 


Helens, well gs to, there were no more compariſon be- + 


—_— 


Troi, Better at home, if Would I might, were May ; 
But to the ſport abroad, are you bound thither ? 

En, In all ſwift haſte. 

Tro. Come, go we then together, 

Enter Creſſid and her Man. 

Cre, Who were thoſe went by ? 

Man. Queen Hecuba and Helen, 

Cre. And whither go they ? 

Man, Up to the Eaſtern Tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the Vale; 
To ſee the Battel  Hettor, whoſe patience 
Is as a Vertue fix*d, to day was mov'd: 
He chides Andromache, and ſtruck his Armerer, 
And like as there were Husbandry in War 
Before the Sun roſe, he was harneſt light, 
And to the Field goes he ; where every flower 
Did asa Prophet weep what it, foreſaw, 
ln Heitors wrath. 

Cre, What was his cauſe of Anger ? 

AMan. The noiſe gocs this ; 
There is among the. Greeks, 
A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Heftor, 
They call him 4jax, 

Cre, Good; and what of him? 

Man, T hey ſay, he is a very man per /e and ſtands alone. 

on So do all Men, unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or have 
no Legs. 

Man, This Man, Lady,hath robb%d many Beaſts of their 
particular additions, he is as valiant as the Lyonchurlifh 
as the Bear, flow as the Elephant : a man into whom na- 
ture hath ſo crowded humours, that his valonr is cruſht into 
folly,his folly ſauced with diſcretion: There is no man hath 
a Vertue, that he hath nota glimpſe of, nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it. He is melancho- 
ly without cauſe, and merry againſt the hair, he hath the 
joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of joynt, 


[ Exewn, 


that he 1s a gouty Briarens, many hands and no uſe; orf 


purblinded Argus, all eyes and na fight. 

Cre. But how ſhould this man, that makes me ſmile, 
make Heltor angry ? 

Man. They ſay, he yeſterday cop'd Heftor in the bat- 
tel and ſtruck him down, the diſdain and ſhame where- 
of hath ever ſince kept Hedtor faſting and waking, 

Enter Pandarus, 

Cre. Who comes here ? | 

Man. Madam, your Uncle Pandaras, 

Cre, Hettor's a gallant man. 

Man. As may be in the world, Lady, 

Pan, Whats that ? what's that ? 

Cre,Good morrow, Uncle Pandaras, 

Pan, Good morrow, Cozen Creſſid: what do you talk 
of ? good morrow, Alexander, how do you, Cozen ? when 
were you at /lium ? 

Cre. This morning, Uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? Was 
Hettor arm'd and gone, ere ye cameto Ilwmm? Helen was 
not up? was ſhe ? 

Cre. Hettor was gone, bnt Helen was not up. 

Pan. Fn fo ; Hettor was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of; and of his Anger, 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre, So hefays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo ; I know the cauſe too, he'l lay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and theres Troilas 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed of Troi- 
lus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cre, What is he angry too ? 

Pan, Who, Troilus : 

Troilus is the better man of the two. 

Ce, Oh Fupiter 3; there*s no compariſon, 

Pan, What not between Trolus and Heftor ? do you 
know a man if you ſee him ? 

Cre... I, ifI ever ſaw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well, I ſay Troilus is Troilns, 

Cre, 
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Cre, Then you ſay, as 1 ſay, 
For I am ſure he is not Hcttor, 
Pau, No, nor Hettor is not Troilus in ſome degrees. 
Cre. *Tis juſt ro each of them he is himſelf. 
Pan, Himſelf ? alas poor Troilxs | would he were. 
Cre. So he 18, 
Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foot to /ndta. 
Cre, He is not 4Hettor, 
P.r, Himſelf ? no? he's not himſelf, would a were 


: himſelf; well. the Gods are above, time mult friend or 


end : well, Tralus, well, | would my hcart were in hcr bo- 
dy; no, Hettor is not a better man than 1r0:lus. 

Cre. Excuſe me. 

Pan. Hz is Elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. TW others not come too'r, you ſhall tell me ano- 
ther tale when tt*others come to't; Hettor ſhall not 
have his will thts year. 

Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities, 

Cre. No matter. 

Par, Nor his Beauty. 

Cre, *Twould not become him, his own?s better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, Neece , Helen ber ſelf 


ſo *ris 1 muſt confeſs) not brown neither. 

Cre, No, but brown. 

Par. Faith, to ſay trath, brown and not brown. 

Cre. Toſay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above. 

Cre, Why Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilus ſhould have too much, if ſhe prais'd 
him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having 
colour enough, and the other higher , is too flaming a 
praiſe for a good complexion. I had as lieve Helens gol- 
den tongue had commended 7ro;lus for a copper nolc. 

Pan. | ſwear to you, 
| think Helen loves him better than Parts, 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greeþ indeed. 


day into the compaſt window, and you know he has not 
palt three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cre. Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoon bring 
his particulars therein to a Total, 

Pan. Why he is very young, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his Brother Hettor, 

Cre, Is he ſo young a man, and ſo old a lifrer ? 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 

Cre. Juno have mercy, how came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know ?cis dimpled, 

[ think his ſmiling becomes him better, than any man in 
all Phrigta, 

Cre. Oh, he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre. Oh yes, and *twere a cloud in Autumn, 

Pan. Why go to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
loves Trolus. 

Cre, Troilus will ſtand to the 
Proof, if you'l prove it ſo. 

Pan, Troilus ? why he eſteems her no more, than l eſteem 
on addle Epg. 
| Cre. If you love an addle Egg, as well as you love an i- 

dle head, you would cat Chickens Pth? ſhell. 

Pan, 1 cannot chuſc but laugh to thiak how ſhe tickled 
his chin, indeed ſhe has a marvell's white hand, | mult needs 
confeſs. 

Cre, Without the Rack. : 

x And ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair on his 
Chin. 

Cre. Alas poor Chin ? many a Wart is richer, 

Pan. But t here was ſuch laughing, Queen Hecuba laught 
that her Eye run ore. 


| Pan. Nay, 1 am fure ſhe'does, {he came to him tWother 


ſwore th*other day, that /ro:l#s for a brown favour, (tor | 


A __ 


Cre, With Milſtones, 

Pan. And Caſſandralavght. 

Cre, But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her Eycs : did her Eyes run ore too ? 

Pan, And Hebtor laught. 

Cre. At what was all this langhing ? 

Pan, Marry at the whitc hair, that Helen ſpied on Trai- 
lugs chin. 

Cre, AndPhad bzen a green hair, I ſhould have laught 
r00. 

Pan. They laught not ſo much at the hair, as at his 
pretty anſwer, 

Cre. W hat was his anſwer ? 

Pan. Quoth the, here's but two and fifry hairs on 
your chin ; and ore of them is white. | 

Cre, This 1s her queſtion. 

Pan. That's true, make no queſtion of that : two and 
hfty hairs, quoth he, and one white , that white hair is 
my Father, aud all the reſt are his Sons. Fapicer, quoth 
ſhe which of theſe hairs is Paris, my Husband ? The for- 


: 


] ked one, quoth he, pluck*r out ard give it him: but there 


was ſuch laughing, aud #e/n fo bluſhr, and Paris fo 
chafr, and all the reſt ſolaught, that it paſt. 

Cre. So letit now, 

For it has been a great while going by. 

'Pan. Well, Cozen, 

[ told you a thing yelterday, think ont. 

Cre. So1I do. 

Pan, Ple be ſworn ?tis true, he will weep you an 
"*twerea man born in April. [Sound 4 Retvear . 

Cre. And Ple ſpring up in his tears, an *twere a nettle 
againft May. 

Pan. Heark, they are coming from the field, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and fee them, as they paſs toward hum ? 
good Neece do, ſweet Necce Creſſida, 

Cre, Ac your pleaſure. 

Pan, Here, here, here's an excellent place , here 'we 
may ſee moſt bravely, Ple tell you them all by their nan- .. 
as they paſs by, but mark Tro:lus above the reſt. 

Emer A.neas. 

Cre, Speak not ſo loud. | 

Pan, That's e#neas, is not that a brave Man ? he's one 
of the flowers of Troy, { can tell you, but mark Trozks, 
you (hall ſee anon. 

Cre, Who's that ? Enter Antenor. | 

Pan, That's Antenor, he has a ſhrew'd wit, I can tell 
you, and he%s a man good enough, he*s one o'tl? ſoundeſt 
judgment in Toy whoſoever, and a proper man of perſon : 
when comes Troul«s ? Ve ſhew you Tro:lxs anon, it he ſee 
me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 

Cre, Will he give youthe nod ? 

Pan. You ſhall fee. 

Cre. If he do, the rich ſhall have more. 

Enter HeCtor. 

Pan. That's Hettor, that, that, look you, that, there's a 
Fellow. Go thy way Hettor, there?s a brave man, Neece, 
O brave Hettor ! Look how he looks? theres a counte- 
nance; 1s't not a brave Man ? 

Cre. O brave Man ! 

Pan, 1Isa not ? It does a Mans Heart good , look you 
what hacks are on his Helmet, Jlook you yonder , do you 
ſee? Look you there? There's no jeſting, Iaying on, 
tak'r off who will, as they ſay, there be hacks. 

Cre, Be thoſe with Swords ? 

Enter Paris. 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not , and the Devil 
come to him, it's all one, by Godslid it does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Pars: : look ye 
yonder, Neece, igt not a gallanc man too, it not ? Why, 
this is brave now : who ſaid he came hurt home to day? 
He's not hurt, why this will do Helenfs heart good 
now, ha? Would 1 could fee Treilus now, you ſhall ſee 
Troilus anon. 

Cre, Whoſethat ? 
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Enter Helenus. 
Pan, That's Helenus, I marvel where Troilus is, that's 
Helenus, 1 think he went not forth to day * that's Helenus. 
Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle ? 
Pan. Helenus, no: yes hel fight indifferent well, 1 
marvel where 7ro:las is; heark, do you not hear the peo- 


| le cry Troitlus ? Helenus 1s a Priclt. 


Cre. What ſneaking Fellow comes yonder ? 
Enter Trollus. 

Pan, Where? Yonder ? That's Deiphobus, ?Tis Trot- 
lus | There's a man, Niece, hem z Brave 7r0:1us, the Prince 
of Chiyalry. 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, pace. 

Pand. Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: look 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, 
and his Helm more hack*d than Hettors, and how he 
looks, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne'rc 


| aw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy way, 


had I a Siſter were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddels, 


| he ſhould take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris ? Pa- 


ris is durt to him, and I warrant, Helez to change, 
would give money to boot. 
Enter common Souldiers, 
Cre. Here come more. 
Pan. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Chaffand Bran, Chaft and 
Bran ; Porridge after Meat. I could live and dye Pth* Eyes 


| of Trozlus, Nere look, nere look ; the Eagles are gone, 


Crows and Daws, -Crows and Daws : I had rather be ſuch 
a Man as Troilus, than Agamemnon, and all Greece, 

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
than Troilus, 
Pan, Achilles? a Dray-man, a Porter, avery Camel. 
Cre, Well, well. 
Pan, Well, well ? Why,haveyou any diſcretion ? Have 
you any Eyes? Do you kaow what a man is ? Is not Birth, 
Beauty, good Shape, Diſcourſe, Manhood, Learning, Gen- 
tleneſs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and ſo forth, the Spice, 
and Salt that ſeaſons a Man ? 

Cre. 1, a minCd man, and then to be bak*d with no Date 
in the Pye, for thea the man's date is out. 

Pan. You are ſuch another Woman, one knows not at 


Creſ. Upon my Back, to defend my Belly ; upon my 
Wit, to defend my Wiles ; upon my Secreſie,, to defend 
mine Honeſty z my Mask to defend my Beauty, and you 
to defend all theſe - and at all theſe wards I lie at a thou- 
ſand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay Ple watch you for that, and that's one of the 
chiefeſt of them too ; if 1 cannot ward what I would not 
have hit, I can watch you for telling how | took the blow, 
unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, and hea it is paſt watching. 

Enter Boy. 

Pan, You are ſuch another. 

Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you. 

Pan, Where ? 

Boy. Ar your own Houſe. 

Pan. Good Boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well, good Niece. 

Creſ. Adieuv, Uncle. 

Pan. Ile be with you, Niece, by and by. 

Creſ. To bring, Uncle. 

Pan, I, atoken from Trolus. 

Creſ. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. [ Exit Pand. 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterprize : 

But more in 7ro{s thouſand fold I ſee, 

Than in the Glaſs of Pandar's praiſe may be, 

Yet holdI off. Women are Angels wooing, 

Things won are done, the ſouls joy lies in doing : 
That ſhebelov'd, knows nought that knows not this : 
Men prize the thing ungain*d, more than ir 1s. 

Thar ſhe was never yet, that ever knew 

Love go ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue : 


** Archicument is Commend ; ungain'd, beſeech, 
Theretore this Maxim out of love l teach; 
That though my hearts Cntent's firm love doth bear, 
Notilag of that ſhall from mine Eyes appear. [ Exit.” 
Sonnet, Enter Agamemnon, Neitor, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, 
Menclaus, with others, 

Azam, Princes : 
Whet grizf tuth ſet the Jaundiſe on your Cheeks? 
The amplz Propoſition that hopes makes 
In all deſigns bean on Earch below, 
Fails in the promis'd largeneſs : checks and diſaſters 
Grow 1a th- v.in3 of Actions higheſt rear?d. 
As knots by the contilux of meeting ſap, 
Infect the tvund Pine. and diverts his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor, Princ<«s, is It matter new to us, 
T hart we come ſhort of ovr ſuppoſe ſo far, 
That after ſeven years ſiege, yet Troy Walls ſtand, 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
Whereot we have Record, Tryal did draw 
Bias ad thwart, not anſwcring the aim, 
And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
Thar gav*c ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then (you Princes) 
Do you with Cheeks aball'd, behold our works, 
And think them ſhame, which are (indeed ) nought elſe 
But the protractive tryals of great Jove, 
To find perlitive Conſtancy in men ? 
The fhinencts of which Metal is not ſound 
In Fortunes love : tor then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wiſe and Fool, the Artiſt and un-read, 
The hard and fofr, ſcem all affin'd, and kin. 
Bur in the Wind and Tempelt of her frown, 
Diſtinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away z 
Aad what hath Maſs, or Matter by it {elf, 
Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. 

Veſt. With due obſervance of thy godly Seat; 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
Thy latelt words. 
in thereproof of Chance, . 
Lies the true proof of mea : The Sea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble Boats dare fail 
Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 
With thoſe of noble Bulk ? 
But Iet the Ruilian ZSoreas once enrage 
The gentle Theris, and anon behold 
The itrong ribb%d Bark, through liquid mountains cuts 
Bounding between the two moitt Elements, 
Like Perſeres Horſe, Where's then the ſawcy Boat, 
W hoſe weak untimber®d ſides but even now 
Co-rivaPd Greatneſs? Either to harbour fled, 
Or nade a Toſt for Neptune. Even ſo, 
Doth Valours ſhew, and Valours worth divide 
In ſtorms of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneſs, 
The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize _ 
Than by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of Knotted Oaks, 
And flyes fled under ſhade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 
As row7z'd with rages with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-ſame key, 
Retires to chiding Fortune. 


Ulyſ. Agamemnon, 
Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 
In whom the tempers, and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut up 3 Hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks, 
Belides th? applauſe and approbation : 
The which (moſt Mighty) for thy place and merit, 
And thou moſt reverend for thy ſtretcht-out life, 
I give to both your Speeches, which were fach, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in Braſs : and ſuch again 


a. 
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As venerable Neſtor ( hatch'd in Silver) 

Should with a bond of Air, ſtrong as the Axletree 
Oa which the Heavens ride, knit all Greeks cars 

To his experienCd tongue : yer let it pleaſe both 
(Thou Great, and Wiſe) to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 


That matter needleſs of importleſs burthen 
Divide thy lips: then we are confident, 
When rank Ther ſues opes his Maſtick jaws, 
We ſhall hear Muſick, Wir, and Oracle. 

Ulyſ. Troy, yet upon her Baſis, had been down, 
And the great Hefor*'s Sword had lack*d a Malter, 
But for theſe inſtances. ' 
| The ſpeciality of Rule hath been neglected 
And look how many Grecian Tents do ftand 
Hollow upon this Plain, ſo many hollow Factions, 
When that the General is not like the Hive, 

To whom the Forragers ſhall all repair, 

What Hony is expected ? Degree being vizarded, 
Ti? unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the Mask. 

The Heavens themſelves, the Planets, and this Center, 


| Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 


Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 

Office, and cuſtom, in all line of Order : 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sel, 

In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphcar?d 

Amidſt the other, whoſe Med*cinable eye 

Corretts the ill Aſpects of Planets evil, 

And poſts like the Command*ment of a Ring, 

Sans check, to good and bad. Burt when the Planets 
In evil mixture to diſorder wander, 

What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion in the Winds ? Frights, changes, horrours, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity, and married ca!m of States 

Quite from their fixture ? O, when Degree is ſhaFd, 
(Which is the Ladder to all High defigns) - 
The enterprize is ſick. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schools, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from divididle ſhores, 

The Pximogenitive, and due of Birch, 

Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) ſtand in Anthenrique place ? 

Take but Degree away, untune thar ſtring, 

And hark what Diſcord follows : each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Warers 
Would litttheir boſfoms higher than the Shores, 
And make a ſop of all this tolid Globe : 

Strength would be Lord of imbecillity, 

And the rude Son would ſtrike his Father dead : 
Force would be right, or rather, Right and Wrong, 
(Between whoſe endleſs jar, Juſtice reſides) 

Would loſe their names, and ſo would jultice too. 


| Then every thing includes it ſelf in Power, 


Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 

And Appetite (an univerſal Wolf, 

So doubly:ſeconded with Will, and Power } 
Muſt make perforce an univerfal Prey, 

And laſt, eat up himſelf. 

Great Agamemnon, 

T:1is Chaos, when Degree is ſuffocate, 


Follows the choaking: 
And this negkeftion of Degree, is it 
*hat by a pace goes backward in a purpoſe 
It ath toclimb. The GeneraPs diſdain'd 
By 5m one ſtep below ; he by the next, 
That1ext, by him beneath : ſo every ſtep 
ExamÞq by the firſt pace that is ſick 

( his Sreriour, grows to an envious Feaver 
TRE {4 bloodleſs Emulation. 
And tis Us Feayer that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her OWNligews, To endatale of length, 


Troy in our Wkneſs lives, not in her ſtrength. 


v5 — 


————— 


Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca, and b&7: of leſs exſpect; 


Neft. Molt wiſely hath Vlyſſes here diſcover*d 
The Feaver, whereof all our Power is ſick. 

Aga, the Nature of the ſickneſs found, (Ulyſſes) 
Whart 15 the Remedy ? 

U!lyſ. The grear Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 
The Sinew, andthe Fore-hand of our Hoſt, 
Having his car full of his aiery Fame, 

Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our Deſigns. With him Parroclus 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day ; 
Breaks ſcurril Jetts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 

He Pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs Deputation he puts on ; 

And like a ſtructing Player, whoſe conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wocden Dialogue and ſound 

"I wixt his ſtretctd footiag, and the Scattoldage, 
(Such to be pitied, and o're-reſted ſeeming : 
He acts thy Greatncſs in) and when he ſpeaks, 
*Tis lizza Chime a mendinz, with terms unſquar*d, 
Which from the tongue of roaring Tyh-» dropt, 
Would icem Hyperboles. At this fuiry itutk, 

1 .clarge Achilles (on his preit-bed lolling) 

From his deep Cheſt, laughs our a loud applauſe, 
Cries, excellent: *tis Agamenmon jull. 

Now play me Neſ/zr; hum, and ſtroke thy Beard 
As he, being drelt to ſome Oration, 

That's done, as neer as the extremeſt ends 

Of Parallels ; as like, as /#lcan and his Wife, 
Yer good Achiltes {till cries, Excellent, 

"Tis Nefor right. Now play him (me) Parrocles, 
Arming to anſwer in a Night-alarm, 

And then (forſooth) the faint defetts of Age 

Muſt be the Scene of mirth, to cough and ſpit, 
And with a Pallie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and odt the River : and at this ſport 

Sir Valour dies z cries, O enough Parroclus, 

Or, give me ribs of Steel, I ſhall ſpilt all 

In pleaſure of my ſpleen. And in this faſhion, 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 

Severals and generals of Grace exaCt, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
E-xcitements to the Field, or ſpeech for Truce, 
Succeſs or loſs, what 1s, or is not, ſerves 

As {tuff for theſe two, to make Paradoxes. 

Neft. And in the Imitation of theſe twain, 
Who (as Viyfes ſays) Opinion crowns 
With ah Imperial voice, manyare infect : 

Ajax is grown ſelf-will'd, and bears his head 

In ſuch a rein, in fullas proud a place, 

As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him; 
Makes faCtious Feaſts, rails on our ſtate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and ſets Therſies 

A Slave (wheſe Gall coins ers like a Miat,) 
To ratch us in compariſons with Dirt, 


| To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 


How rank ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyſſ.. They tax our policy, and call it Cowardiſe, 
Count Wiſdomas no member of the War, 
Fore-ſtall prefcience, and eſteem no aCt 
But thatof hand : The ſtill and mental parts, 
That docontrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toyl, the Enemics weight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity : 

They call this Bedwork, Mapp'ry, Cloſet-War, 
So that the Ram that batters down the Wall 

For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Ar thoſe that, with the fineneſs of their Souls, 

By Reaſon guide his Execution. 


eſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles hoſe 
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238 The Tragedy of Troilus and Crefſida. 
ef ? ———_ 
Makes many Theris Sons. ___ [[Tacker, | If none, he'll ſay in Troy when heretires, 
Aza, What Trumpet ? Look Aenelans. The Grecian Dames are ſun-burnt, and not worth 
Men, From 17oy. The ſplinter of a Lance : Even ſo much. : 
Enter Fneas. Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers, Lord </£neas. 
Aza, What would you *foreour Tent ? If none of them have Soul in ſuch a kind, 
eAEnc. 1s this great Azamemncn?s Tent, I pray you ? We left them all at home: But we are Souldiers, | 
Ara. Even this. And way that Souldier a meer Recreant prove, 
ene. May one that isa Herald, and a Prince, That means not, hath not, or is not in love, 
Do a fair meilage to his Kingly ears ? If then one 1s, or hath, or means to be, 
£4, Wirth turety ſtronger than Achilles arm, - | That one meets Hettor, if none, Ple be he. 
Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one yoice Neſ. Tell him of Neſtor, one that was a Man 
Call Az.zmemron Head and General. When Hettor's Granſire ſuckt ; he is old now, 
" ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may But if there be not in our Grecian mould, | 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt Impcrial looks, One Nobleman, that hath one ſpark of Fire -| 
Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? Toanſwer for his Love ; tell him from me, 
Aa. How ? Ple hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beayer, 
ene. 1 : I ask, that I might waken revercnce, And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawn, 
And on the Check be ready with a bluſh And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady > 
Modeit as morning, whea ſhe coldly eycs Was fairer than his Grandam, and as chaſte 
The youthful Phebz : As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
Which is that God ,in Office guiding men ? Ple pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
W hich is the high and mighty A; amemnon ? e/Ene, Now Heavens forbid ſuch ſcarcity of youth, 
Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the men of Troy Ulyſ. Amen. 
Are ceremonious Courrtiers, Aoa, Fair Lord eneas, 
e/Ene. Courtiers as free, as debonair 5 rnarm'd, Let me touch your hand: 
As bending Angels : that's th.ir Fam., © peace : To our Pavillion ſhall I lead you firſt : 
But when they would ſeem Soulicrs, thy ave valls, Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 
Good Arms, ſtrong joynts, true Sw/1 9s, ..4 Jores accord, | So ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent ; 
Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, er cas, Your ſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 
Peace Trojan, lay thy finger on thy lips, And find the welcome of a Noble Foe, [Exeunt, 
: | The worthineſs of praiſe diſtains his wc. th, Manent Ulyſles and Neſtor. 
If that he praisd himſelf, bring the praiie forth : Ulyſ. Neſtor. 
W hat the ns Enemy commends; Nej. What ſays Ulyſſes ? 
| That breath fame blows, that praiſe ſol: ym c 17 ends. | Uly/. I have a young conception in my brain, 
Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your ſelf, «Zneas ? | Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape, 
e/Ene. I, Greek, that is my name.  / What ivt ? 
_ | Aga. What's your Aﬀeair, I pray you ? UVhyſ. This tis : 
e/Ene, Sir pardon, ?tis for Agamemnor's ears. Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the ſeeded Pride 
Aga. He hears nought privately, That hath to this maturity blown up 
That comes from 7roy. In rank Achilles, mult or now be cropt, 
+ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him, Or (ſhedding) breed a Nurſery of like evil 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his ear, To over-bulk us all, 
| To ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent, Neſt. Well, and how ? _ 
And then to ſpeak. F Uly/. This challenge, that the gallant He&or ſends, | | 
Aga. Speak frankly as the wind, However it is ſpread in general Name, 
| It is not Agamemnor?s ſleeping hour ; Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. 
| That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, Neft. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 
He tells thce ſo himſelf. | W hoſe groſlneſs little Characters ſum up, 
| e£re. Trumpet blow lond : And in the publication make no ſtrain, 
| Send thy braſs voice through all theſe lazy Tents, But that Achilles, were his brain as barren, 
| And every Greek of Mettle, Jet him know, As banks of Libya, though (Apollo knows) 
W hat Troy means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke alowd. "Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of judgment, 
' [The Trumpets ſound. | |, with celerity, find Hettor*s purpoſe 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy, Pointing on him. 
'| A Prince call'd Hettor, Priam is his Father * | QUly/. And wake bim to the anſwer, think you ? 
Who in this dull and long continu'd Truce \.czt, Yes, ®tis moſt meet ; whom may you elle oppoſe 
Is ruſty grown, ' he bad me takea Trumpet, That can from Hettor bring his honour off, 
| And to this purpoſe ſpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords, | If not Achilles ,, thougltt be a ſportful Combat, 
1 If there be one amongſt the fairit of Greece, Y.L in this Tryal much Opinion dwells. 
| That holds his: Honour higher than his caſe, For here the 7r0jars taſte our dear*lt repute 
] That ſeeks his praiſe, more than he fears his peril, With ther fin®ſt Palate : and trult to me, Vhyſſes, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, Our imputation ſhall be odly poiz?d 
{ That loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſſion, { In this wild aCtion.* For the ſucceſs | 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves) l / Although particular) ſhall give a ſcantling 
| And dare ayow her Beauty, and her Worth, | Of good or bad, unto the General : 
| in other arms than hers : to him this Challenge. | And in ſuch Iridexes, although ſmall Pricks 
Hettor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, To their ſubſequent Volums, there is ſcen ' | 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it. The baby figure of the Giant-maſs 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, Of things ro come at large. It is ſuppog&d, 
Than ever Greek did compaſs inthis arms, He that meets Ht?or, iſſues from our choice; .. - 
And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, _ 
Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Troy, Makes Merit hereletion, and doth boyl _ ,  : 
To rowze « Grecian that is true in love. | As*twere from forth us all; a man diſtilyd- 4 
Ifany come, He#or ſhall honour him : | Out of our Virtues z, who miſcarrying, . ;; -:-; "RY 
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Should he ſcape Hettor fair. 
In taint of our beſt man. No, make a LotUry, 
' The ſort to fight with Heftor : Among our ſelves, 


For that will Phyſick the great Myrmidon 


 4Hjax imploy*d plucks down Achilles Plumes, 


And | will give a taſt of it torthwith 


What heart from hence receives the conq”ring part 
To ſteel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, 

Which entertain'd, Limbs are his inſtruments, 

In no leſs working, than are Swords and Bows 
Directive by the Limbs. 

Ulyſ. Give pardon to my ſpeech : 

Theretore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hettor : 

Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And think perchance they?ll ſell : if not, 

The luſtre of the better, yet to iliew, 

Shall ſhew the better. Do not conſent, 

That ever Heftor and Achilles mect : 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg?d with two ſtrange Followers. 
Neſt. | ſee them not with my old eyes: What are they: : 
Uly/. What glory our Achlles ſhares from Heetor, 
(Were he not proud) we all ſhould wear with hun : 
But he already 1s too inſolent: 

And we were better parch in Africk, Sun 

Than in the pride and ſalt ſcornot his Eyes, 

If he were foyPd, 

Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 


And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw 
Give him allowance as the worthyer man, 


Who broyls in lowd applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder than blew 1r:s bends. 

If the dull brainleſs 4jax come ſafe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in voices : if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion {till, 

That we have better men. Burt hit or miſs, 

Our projets life this ſhape of ſence allumes, 


Neſt. Now Ulyſſes, 1 begin to reliſh thy advice, 


To Azamemnon, go we to him ſtreight ; 
Two Curs ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Muſt tar the Maſtiffs on as *twere their bone. 
Enter Ajax and Therlites. 
Aja. T herſites. 
Ther. Azamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over 
generally. 
Aja. Therſies ? 
Ther. And thoſe Biles did run, ſay ſo; did not the 
General run, were not that a botchy core ? 
Aja. Dog. 
Ther. Then there would come ſome mattcr from him : 
I ſee none now. 
Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son, canſt thou not hear ? 
Feel then. [ Serikes him, 
Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
beef-witted Lord. 
Aja. Speak then, you whinidſt leaven, ſpeak, I will 
beat thee into handſomneſs. 
Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs : but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration, than thou 


[ Exernt. 


thon ? A red Murren o*thy Jades tricks. 
| Aja. Toads-[tcol, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeſt thou think, I have no ſence thou ſtrik*ſt me 

Aja. The Proclamation. (thus ? 

Ther, Thou art proclain'd a Fool, I think. 

4ja. Donot Porpentine, do not : my Fingers itch. 

Ther. 1 would thou didſt itch from head to foot, and 
I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- 
ſoryſt ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. 1 fay, the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and rayleſt every hour on Achil- 
les, and thou art asfull of envy at his greatneſs, as Cerbe- 
rus is at Proſerpina*s beauty. 1, that thou bark'ſt at him, 

Aja. Miſtreſs TZhryſies. 

Ther, ThouſhoulOt ſtrike him. 
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learn a Prayer without book - Thou canlt ſtrike, canit 


239 | 


Aja. Cobloat. 

Ther, He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt. as 
a Satlor breaks a bisker. : 
Aja. You whorſon Cur. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Aja. Thou ſtool for a Witch. 

Ther. 1, do, do, thou ſodden-witted Lord: thou haſt 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows: An Aſnico 
may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvy valiant Aſs, thou art here 
»ut to threſh 7r0jans, and thou art bought and fold a- 
102g thoſe of any wit, like a BarbarianSlave. If thou uſe 
to bcat me; 1 will b:gin at thy heel, and tell what thouart 
Oy inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou. 

Aja. You dog. 

I her. You ſcurvy Lord. 

Ajz. You Cur. 

1nxr. Mars his Idiot: do rudeneſs, do Camel, do, do. 
—- _ Achilles, and Patroclus. 

2:1, Why how now, 4jax ? wherefore 
How now, Ther ſites ; what's the matter, man : "NL 
{::cr. You ſee him there, do you? 

Aciil, I, what's the matter ? 

Thr. Nay look upon him. 

Aci:l, Sol do, whats the matter ? 

Ther. Nav, but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why | do fo. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: for whoſo- 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Ack. 1 know that fool. 

Ther, 1, but that fool knows not himſelf. 

Aja. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther; Log lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, his 
cvaſions have ears thus long. I have bobb*d his Brain 
more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Spar- 
rows for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not worth theninth 
part of a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) 4jax, who wears 
nis wit in his belly, and his guts in his head, Vle tell you 
what I ſay of him. 

Achil, What? 

Ther. 1 fay, this Ajax 

Achil. Nay, Good Ajax. 

Ther, Has not ſo much wit——— 

Achil. Nay, I muſt hold you. 

Ther.. As will ſtop the Eye of Helens Needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Ach:l. Peace, fool. 

Ther. 1 would have peace and quietneſs, but the fool 
will not : he there, that he, look you there. 

Aja. O thou damn?d Cur, I ſhali—— 

Aclil. Will you ſet your wit to a Fool's ? 

Ther. No I warrant you, fora fools will ſhame it. 

Pat. Good words, Therſites. 

Achil, Whar's the quarrel ? 

Aja. 1 bad thee, vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of 
the Proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. 1] ſerve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. 1 ſerve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, *twas not vo- 
luntary, no man 1s beaten voluntary : 4jax was here the 
voluntary, and you as under an Impreſs. 

Ther. Ene fo, a great deal of your wittoo lies in your 
Sinews, or elſe there be Liars: Heitor ſhall have a great 
catch, if he knock out either of your brains, he were 
as good crack a fuſty Nut with no Kernel. 

Ach;l. What with me too, Therfites ? 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy e're their Granfires had nails on their toes, yoke 


you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the wair, 
Achil. What? what ? 
Ther. Yes, good ſooth, to Achulles, to Hhax, to——— 
Ajax. 1 ſhall cut out your tongue. 
Ther. *Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeak as much as thou 
afterwards. 
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Pat. No more words, T herſites. 

Ther, 1 will hold wy peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me, ſhall ? 

Achil. Therc?s for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. } will ſce you hang'd like Clotpoles, ere I come 


any more to your Tents, I will keep where there is wit 


|tirring, and leave the Faction of fools. [Extt. 


Pat. A good riddance. 
Achil. Marry this,Sir, is proclaim'd through all our hoſt, 
Thar Hedtor by the fifth hour of the Sun, 
Will with a Trumpet, *cwixt our Tents and Troy, 
To morrow morning call ſome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and ſuch a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what : ?tis traſh, Farewel. 
Ajax. Farewel ? who ſhall anſwer him ? 
Achil. 1 know not, *tis put to Lottry : otherwiſe 
He knew his man. 
Aja. ©, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. [ Exit. 


Enter Priam, Heftor, Troilus, Paris, avd Helenus. 


P.;i. After ſo many hours, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Thus once again fays Neſtor from the Grecks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe 
(As honour, loſs of time, travel, expence, 

Wounds, friends, and what elſe dear, that is conſumd 
[n not diſgeſtion of this Cormorant War) 
Shall be ſtruck off: Heftor, what ſay you tot ? 

Heft#. Though no man leſſer fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as touches my particular : yet, dread Priamn, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, W ho knows what follows, 
Than Hettor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 
Surety ſecure: but modeſt doubt is calPd 
The Beacon of the wiſe : the Tent that ſearches 
Toth? bottom of the worſt, Let Helen go. 
Since the firſt Sword was drawn about this Queſtion, 
Every Tithe Soul *mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours : 
If we have loſt ſo many Tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
(Had it our name) the value of one Ten ; 
W hat merits in that feaſon, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 
Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother : 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great is our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters ſum 
The paſt proportion of his Infinite ? 
And buckle in a waſt, molt tathomleſs, 
With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive, 
As fears and reaſons? Fye for godly ſhame ? 

Hcl. No marvel, though you bite fo ſharp at reaſons, 
You are empty of them, ſhould not our Father 
Bear the great ſway of his affairs with reaſons, 

Becauſe your ſpeech hath none, that tells him ſo? 

Troz. You are for dreams and ſlumbers, Brother Prieſt, 
You fur your Gloves with reaſon : here are your reaſons, 
.You know an Enemy intends you harm : 

You know, a Sword imploy?d is perillous, 


| And reaſon flics the object of all harm : 


Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his Sword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of reaſon to his heels : 

Or like a Star diſorb?'d. Nay , if we talk of reaſon, 
And flye like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Let's ſhut our Gates and ſleep: Manhood and Honour 
Shonld have hard hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm?d reaſon : reaſon and reſpect 
Makes lovers pale, and luſtichood deject. 

Hett, Brother, ſhe is not worth, 

What ſhe doth coſt the holding. 

Trei, What's ought, but as ?tis valu*d ? 

Hett. But value dwells not in particular will, 


] 


It holds his eſtimate and dignity, 

As well wherein cis precious of it ſelf, 

As in the prizer : ?Tis made Idolatry, 

To make the Service greater than the God ; 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable | 


To what infcCtioully it ſelf affects, 

Without ſome image of th aftefted merit. 
10. 1 take to day a Wite, and my cleftion 

Is led on in the condutt of my Wall ; 

My Will enkindled by mine eyes and cars, 

Two traded Pilots ®twixt the dangerous ſhores 

Ot Will and Judgment. How may l avoid- 

(Although my Will diſtaſt whart is eleRted) | 

The Wite choſe, there can be no evaſion 

Toblench from this, and to ſtand firm by honour, | 

We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 

W hen we have ſpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 

We do not throw in unreſpettive place, 

Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 

Paris ſhould do ſome vengeance on the Grecks ; 

Your breath of full conſent bellied his Saits, 

The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 

And did him ſervice ; he touch'd the Ports deſir'd 

And toran old Aunt, whom the Grecks held Captive, 

He,brought a Grecian Queen, whoſe youth and treſhneſs 

Wrinkles Apollo*s, and makes ſtale the morning. 

Why keepwe her ? the Grecians keep our Aunt : 

[s ſhe worth keeping ? Why, ſhe is a Pearl, 

W hoſe Price hath launched above a thouſand Ships, 

And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

[f you'l avouch,;*cwas Wiſdom, Paris went, 

(As you mult needs, for you all cry*'d, Go, go: ) 

If you?l confeſs, he brought home Noble Prize, 

(As you mult needs, for you all clapt your hands) 

And cry*d, ineſtimable ; why do you now 

The iſſue of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 

And do a deed that Fortune never did, 

Begger the eſtimation, which you priz'd 

Richer than Sea and Land ? O Theft moſt baſe! 

That we have ſtollen what we do fear to keep. 

But Thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtoln, 

That in their Countrey did them that diſgrace, 

We fcar to warrant in our Native place, 


Enter Caſſandra with her hazr about her ears. 


Crej. Cry. Trojans, cry. 
Priam, What noiſe ? what ſhriek is this ? 


Caſ. Cry, 1rojans, 

Hec. It is Caſſandra. 

Caf. Cry, 1rojans, cry ;, lend me ten thouſand eyes, 
And I will All them with Prophetick rears. 

Hlec, Peace, Siſter, peace. 

Caf. Virgins and Boys; mid-age and wrinkled old, 


———_ 


Tros. *Tis our mad Siſter, | do know her voice. | 


Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 

Add to my clamour : let us pay betimes 

A moicty of that maſs of moan to come. 

Cry, 1r0jans, cry, prattiſe your eyes with tears, 

Troy mult not be, nor goodly /hon ſtand, 

Our Fire-brand Brother Pares burns us all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a woe 

Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. [ Exit, 
Hec. Now, youthſul Trozlus, do not theſe high itrains 

Of Divination in our Siſter work 

Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your Blood 

So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 

Nor fear of bad Succeſs in a bad cauſe, 

Can qualifie the ſame ? 
Troi, Why Brother Heltor, 

We may not think the juſtneſs of each at 

Such and no other than event doth form it; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 

Becauſe Caſſandra's mad, her brainſick raptures 


Cannot diſtaſt the goodneſs of a quarrel, 


Which 
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W hich hath our ſeveral Honours all engag*d { 1 would not with a drop of Trqar blood, 4 
To make it gracious, For my private part, Spent more in her defence. Bur, worthy Heftor, 
I amno more touch'd, than alF Przam's Sons, Sc 15 a Theam of Honour and Renown, 
And Fove forbid, there ſhould be done amongſt us A Spur to valiant and magnanimaus deeds, 
Such things as might offend the weakelt ſpleen, Whole preſent courage may beat down our Foes, 
To fight for, and maintain. Ard Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
Par. Elfe might the world convince of Levity, For | pre:ume, brave Hor would not loſe 
As well my undertakings, as your counſels : S» rich advantaze of a promigd Glory, 
But I atteſt the Gods, your full conſent As ſaules upon the fore-head of this action, 
Gave wings tv my propenfion, and cut oft For the wide V Vorids Revenue: 
All fears attending on fo dire a project. Ft, Llamyour:, 
For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle arms ? You valiant OfF-ipring of great Priamus, 
What propugnation is inone mans valour | have a roiſting challenge ſeat amongſt 
| To itand the puſh and enmity of thoſe I be dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
This quarrel would'excite? Yet, I proteſt, V Vill ſtrike amazementto their drowſie Spirits. 
Were [ alone to pals the difficulties, | was adv<rtis'd, their great General flept, 
And hadas ample Power, as 1 have Will, WhiPlt Emulation in the Army crept : 
Paris ſhould nere retratt what he hath done, T his I preſume will wake him. LExcunt, 
Nor faint in the purſuit. Enter T herſites ſolus. 
Pri, Paris, you ſpeak Now, now, Therſites ? what loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights; Fury ? Shall the El:phant 4jax, carry it thus ? He beats 
' You have the Honey ſtill, but theſe the Gal), me, and I railat him: O worthy ſatisfattion , would it 
| So to be valiant, is nopraiſeat all, were otherwiſe : that I could beat him, whilſt he raiPd 
| Par. Sir, I propoſe not mceecrly to my ſelf, at me : *Sfoot, Plc learn to Conjure and raiſe Devils, but 
The p!caſures ſuch a beauty brings with 1t : Ple ſee ſom- iſſue of my ſpiteful execrations. Then there?s 
But 1 would have the ſoyl of her fair Rape Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not taken till theſe 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her, ewo undermine it, the walls will ſtand till they fall of 
What Treaſon were it to the ranſack'd Queen, themſelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of Olympus, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, forget that thou art Jove the King of Gods : and Mercury, 
Now to deliver her poſſeſſion up, loſe all the Scrpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take 
On terms of baſe compuliion ? Can it be, not that little little leſs than little wit from them that 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain as this, they have, which ſhort-arm'd ignorance it ſelf knows, is 
Should once ſct foot in your generous boſoms ? ſo abundant ſcarce, it will not 1n circumvention deliyer a 
There?s not the meaneſt ſpirit on our party, Fly from a Spider, without drawing the maſlie Irons and 
1 Without a-Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole 
When Helen is defended : Nor none ſo Noble, Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that methinks -is the 
Whoſe Life were ill beſtow*d, or death untanvd, curſe dependant on thoſe that war for a Placket. I have 
Where Helen is the Subjzft. Then (I fay) ſaid my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, ſay, Amen : VVhat 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, ho ? my Lord Achill:s ? 
The Worlds large ſpaces cannot parallel. Erter Patroclus. 
Het. Paris, and Troilus, you have both ſaid well : Patr, VVho'sthere ? Therſtes, Good Therſites come 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in hand, in and rail. 
{ Have gloz?d, but ſuperficially ; not much Ther. 1f1 could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
| Unlike young Men, whom A-:/ocle thought thou would'lt not have ſlipt out of my Contemplation, 
Unfit to hear Moral Philoſophy, but it is no matter, thy ſelf upon thy ſelf. The common 
The Resſons you alledge, do more conduce Curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
1 To the hot paſlion of diſtemper*d blood, Revenue ; Heaven bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline 
Than to make upa free determination come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direction till | 
YT wixt right and wrong : For plcaſure and revenge, thy death, then if ſhe that lays thee out, ſays thou art a | 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice fair Coarſe, Ile be ſworn and ſworn uport, ſhe never | 
Of any true decilion. Nature craves F ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. V Vhere*s Achilles ? | 
All dues be rendred to their Owners ; now Parr. V V hat, art thou devout ? waſt thou in a Prayer ? | 
W hat nearer dedt in all humanity, Ther, I, the Heavens hear me. | 
Than Wife is to the Husband ? 1f this Law Enter Achilles. | 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection, Achil. V Vho's there ? | 
And thatgreat mit.ds of partial indulgence, Putr. Therltes, my Lerd. 
To their bznummed wills relilt the ſame, Achil. V V here, where, art thou come ? why, my cheeſe, 
Thereis a Law in each well-ordercd Nation, ; my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'd thy ſelf into my | 
To curb thoſe razing appetites that are Table, ſo many meals ? Come, what's Azamemnon ? 
Moſt diſobedient and refractory. Ther. Thy Commander, Ackilies, then tell me, Patro- | 
If Helen then be Wife to Sparta's King, ous, whaCs Achilles ? | 
(As it is known ſhe is } theſe Moral Laws Patr. Thy Lord, Therſnes: then tell me, I pray thee, | | 
Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeak aloud what's thy (.1f ? | 
To have her back return*d. Thus to perſiſt Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Parrocius, | 
In doing wrong, extcnuates not wrong, what art thon ? | 
But makes it much more heavy. Hettor's opinion Patr. Thou may*lt tell, that know'lt. 
Is this in way of truth : yet ne're the leſs, Achil. O tell, rcll. | 
My ſpritely Brethren, I propend to you Ther, le decline the whole queſtion : Azamemnon com- | 
In reſolution to kecp ele till ; mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, I am Parroclus's | 
For ®tis a cauſe that hath no mean dependance, knower, and Patroclus isa Fool. | 
Upon our joint and ſeveral Dignitics. Patr. You Raſcal. | 
Troi. Why ? there you touch'd the Life of our deſign : Ther. Peace, Fool, I have not done. | 
Were it not Glory that we more aff<Cted, Achil. He isa priviledg*d man, proceed, Therſies. | 
Than the performance of our hcaving ſpleens, Ther, Aramemnon is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Ther- | 
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fires isa Focl, and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 


— 


Achil. Derive tis : come ? 

Ther. Agamemnen is a Fool to offer to command Achil- 
les, Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamernon, 
Therſi:cs is a Fool to ſerve ſuch a Fool: and Patroclus is a 
Fool poſitive. | 


Pair. Why am Ia,Fool ? 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes , Ajax, 
| and Chalcas. 


; Ther. Make that demand to the Creator, it ſuffices me 


thou art. Look you, who comes here ? : 
! Achil. Patroclus, Vle ſpeak with no body: come in 
with me, Therfites. - [Exit. 


! Ther. Here is ſach Patchery, ſuch Jugling , and ſuch 
Knavery: all the argument is a Cuckold and a W hore, a 
good quarrel to draw emulatious FaCtions, and bleed to 
death upon - Now the dry Serpigo on the ſubject , and 
War and Lechery confound all. 

Agam. W here is Achilles ? 

Patr. Within his Tent, but ill diſpos*d, my Lord. 

Agam. Letit be known to him that we are here. 

He ſent our om 09a and we lay by 

Our appertaiuhents, viſiting of him : 

Let him be rold of, leſt perchance he think 

We dare not move the queſtion of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

' Parr. 1 ſhall fo fay to him. 

 Uly. We'faw him atthie opening of his Tent, 

He is not lick. 

Aja. Yes, Lion-ſick, ſick of a proud heart : you may 
call it Melancholy if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, ?is pride ; but why, why, let him ſhew us the cauſe ? 
A word, my Lord. | 

Neſt. What moves 4jax thus to bay at him ? 

Ulyſ. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him, 

Neſt. Who, Ther ſes ? 

Uly/. He. 

Neſt. Then will 4jax lack matter , if he haye loſt his 
Argument. 

Ulyſ. No, youſec he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 
gument, Achilles, 

Neft. All the better, their fraction is more our wiſh 
than their Faction ; but it was a ſtrong Counſel that a 
Fool could diſunite. 

Ulyſ. The amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly may 
eaſily untye. Enter Patroclus. 

Here comes Parroclus. 

Neſt. No Achilles with him ? 

Ulyſ. The Elephant hath joints, but none for courteſie ; 
His Legs are legs for neceſlity;not for flight. 

Patr, Achill:s bids me ſay, he is much ſorry, 
If any thing more than your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did move your Greatneſs, and this noble State, 
To cail upon kim; he hopes it isno other, 
But for your hcalth, and your digeſtion-ſake ; 
An after Dinners breath. 

Aga, Hear you, Patroclus : 


| We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers : 


But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 


| Cannot outflye our apprenenſions, _ 


Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, - 
Why we aſcribe it to him, yet all his virtues, 

(Not virtuouſly of his own part beheld) 

Do in our Eyes, begin to loſe their gloſs; 

Andlike fair Fruit in an unwholſom dith, 

Arelike to rot untaſted ; go and tell him, 

We come to ſpeak with him, and you ſhall noc fin, 

If you do ſay, we think him over-proud, 

And under-honeſt : in ſelf-aſlumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment: and worthier than himſelf. 
Here tends the ſavage ſtrangeneſs he puts on, 

Diſguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command - 


And under write in an obſerving kind 

His humorous predominance, yea, watch 

His pettiſh lices, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The paſllage and whole carriage of this ation 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if he over-he!d his price ſo mvch, 

We'll none of him ; Þut Jer him, like an Engine 
Not portable, Irc under this report. 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war ; 

A ſtirring Dwarf, we do allowance give, 
Beforea il:eping Gyant : tell hin ſo. 

Pat, I ſhaii, and bring his anſwer preſently, 
Aga. In fecong voice well not be fatisfied, 
We come to ſpcax with him, Ulyſſes, enter you. 

[Exit Ulyſſes. 

Aja. What is he mor? than ancther ? 

Aza. No more than wit ie thinks he is. 

ja. Is he fo much? do you not think, he thinks him- 
ſelf a better Man than I am? 

Aga. No queſtion. 

Aja. V Vill you feb{crids his thought, and fay, he is ? 

Aga. No, Noble 44x, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more trattable. - 

Aja. V \ by ſheula Man be proud ? How doth Pride 
grow ? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer ; he that is proud, eats up himſelf, Pride is his 
own Glaſs, hisown Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and 
what ever praiſes it ſelf but in the deed, devours the deed 
in the praiſe, 

Enter Ulyſſes. f 
ja. 1do hate a proud Man, asI hate the engendring | 
of Toads. = 

Neſt. Yet he loves himſelf : is't not ſtrange ? 

Ulyf. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. | 

Aga, V Vhat*s his excuſe ? & 

Uly/. He doth rely on none, 

But carries on the ſtream of his diſpoſe, 
V Vithout obſeryance or reſpect of any, 
In will peculiar, and infelf-admiſſion. 

Aga. V Vhy, will he not upon our fair requeſt; 
Untent his perſon, and ſhare the Ayr with us ? 

Uly/. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſts ſake only 
He makes important : poſſeſt he is with greatneſs, 

And ſpeaks not to hiraſelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſeli-breath. Imagin'd wrath 
Holds in his blood ſuch ſwoln and hot diſcourſe, 
That *twixt his mental and his ative parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters ?gainlt it ſelf ; what ſhouldI ſay ? 

He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry no recovery. 

Aga. Let 4jax go to him, 

Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent ; 

"T is ſaid he holds you well, and will be led 

At your requeſt a little from himſelf. 
Uhy. O, Azamemnon, let it not be ſo, | 
V Vell conſecrate the ſteps that 4jax makes, | 
V Vhen they go from Achilles ; ſhall the proud Lord, 
That baſtes his arrogance wgth his own ſeam, 

And never ſuffers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, ſave ſuch asdo revolve 

And ruminate himſelf ; Shall he be worſhipt, 

Of that we hold an Idol, more than he ? 

Ng this thrice worthy, and right valiant Lord, 
Matt not ſo ſtaul his Palm, nobly acquir'd, 

Nor by my will aſſubjugate his Merit, 

As amply titled, as Ach:lles is, by going to Achilles, 
That were to efrflard his fat already pride, 

And add more Coles to Cancer, whea he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This Lord go to him ? Jupzter forbid, 


And fay in thunder, Achilles go to him, 
| Neſt. 
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Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him, 
D:0. And how his ſilence drinks up his applauſe. _ 
Aja, 1fl goto him, with my armed Fiſt, le paſh him 
ore the Face. 
Aza. O no, you ſhall not go. LR, 
Aja. And abe proud with me, Ple pheſe his Pride : let 
me go to him. 
Ulyſ. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Aja. A paultry inſolent Fellow. 
Neſt. How he deſcribes himleit, 
Aja. Can he not be ſociable ? _ 
Ulyſ. The Raven chides biacknets. 
Aja. Vle let his humours blood. 
Aa. He will be the Phyſitian, that M14 be the Patient. 
_ Aja. And all Men were a my mind. 
Ulyſ. Wir would be out of faihion. 
Aja. Aſhould not bear it fo, a ſhould eat Swords firlt : 
ſhall pride carry it ? 
Neſt. And twould, yould carry Lalf, 
Uly/. A would have ten ſhares. 
Aja, 1 will knead him, Ple make him ſupple, he's not 
yet through warm. ; | 
et. Force him with praiſes, pour in, pour in, Jus 
Ambition is cry. 
Ulyſ. My Lord, you feed too much on this dillike. 
Nc. Our noble General, do not do fo. _ 
Dio. You mult prepare to fight without Achilles. 
 Vlyſ. Why, ?tis this naming of him doth him harm, 
Here is a man, but tis before his Face, 
[| will be lilent. 
Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles 18, 
Ulyſ. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
ha. A horſon Dog, that ſhall palter thus with us, 
wonld hewerea 7rojan. 
Neſt. What a vice were it in Ajax now 
Ulyf. If he were proud. 
D10. Or covetous of praiſe. 
Ulyſ. I, or ſurly born. 
Djo, Or ftrange, or ſelf-aftefted. 
UL. Thank the Heavens L. thou art of ſweet compoſure 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck - 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam*d beyond, beyond all erudition 3 
But he that diſciplin®d thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Ao his addition yield 
To ſinewy 4jax : I will not praiſe thy wiſdom 
W hich, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts; here's Neſtor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times : 
He mult, he is, he cannot but be wiſe. 
But pardon, Father Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But he as Ajax. 
Aja. Shall I call you Father ? 
Uly/.\, my good Son. 
Do. Be ruPd by him, Lord Ajax. 
Ulyſ. There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket : pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this ſtate of war ; 
Freſh Kings are cometo Troy; to morrow 
We muſt with all out main of power ſtand faſt : 
And heres a Lord (come Knights from Ealt ro Welk, 
And cull their flower) 4jax ſhall cope the beſt. 
As. Go we to Council, let Achilles ileep ; 
Light Boats may ſail ſwift , though greater bulks draw 
decp. f [ Exeunt. Muſick ſounds within, 
Enter Pandarus, and 4 Servant, 
| Par. Friend, you, 'pray youa word : Do not you fol- 
low the young Lord Paris ? 
Ser. I, Sir, when he goes before me. 


Q 


Pan. You depend upon him, I mean ? 

Ser. Sir, I dodepend upon the Lord. 

Pan. You depend upon a Noble Gentleman : 1 muft 
needs praiſe him. 

Ser. The Lord be praiſed. | 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, ſuperficially. 

'Pan, Friend, know me better, I am the Lord P.4r's. | 

Ser, I hope ſhall know your Hononr better; | 

Pan. I dodefire it. 

Ser, You arein the ſtate of Grace ? 

Pan. Grace, not ſo, Friend, Honour ard LerCſhip are 
my Titles: What Muſick is this ? 

Ser, 1 do but partly know, Sir : it is Muſick in parts. 

Pan. Know you the Muſicians ? 

: Ser, Wholly, Sir. 

Par, Who play they to ? : 

Ser. To the hearers, Sir. 

P47. At whoſe plezſare, Friend ? 

Str, Atmine, Sir, and theirs that love Muſick. 

Fen. Command, I mean, Friend. 

Sc. \Vho ſhall I command, Sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another : I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning: At whoſe requeſt do 
chele Men play ? | 

Ser, That's to't indeed, Sir : marry, Sir, at the requeſt | 
of Paris, my Lord, who's there in perſon; with bim the | 
mortal Yer«s,the heart blood of Beauty, loves inviſid!: ſoul. 

Pan. Who? my Couſin Creſſit:. 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen, could you not find out that by her 
attributes ? 

Pan. It ſhould ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Creſſida. 1 come to ſpeak with Paris from the Prince 
Prouus; | will make a'complemental affault upon him, for 
my buſineſs ſethes. 

Ser. Sodden buſineſs, there's a ſtew'd phraſe indeed, 

Enter Paris and Helena. 

Pan. Fair be toyou, my Lord, and toall this fair com- 
pany : fair deſires in all fair mezfure fairly guide "them, 
eos to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair 

illow. 

Hel, Dear Lord, you are fuil of fair words. 

Pan, You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweet Queen : fair 
Prince, here 1s good broken Muſick. | 

Par. You have broken it, Couſin : and by my life you | 
ſhall make it whole again, you ſhall piece ic out with a | 


piece of your performance. Nel;he is full of harmony, 


Pan. Truly, Lady; no. 34 
Hel. O, Sir. | | 

Pn. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Par, Well ſaid, my Lord : well, you ſay fo in fits. 

Pan. | have buſineſs to my Lord, dear Queen : my Lord 
will you vouchſafe me a word ? | 

Hel. Nay, this ſhall not kedge us out, we*l hear you 
ling certainly. | 

Pan, Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me z 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moſt eſtce. 


med Friend, your Brother 7ralus —— 
Hel. My Lord Pandarns, hony<fwreet Lord. 4 
Pan, Go to, iwe2t Queen, go to, 
Commends himſelf moſt aftectionately to you. | 
Hel. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you do, our melancholy vpon your head. | | 
- Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that's a ſweet Queen | 
faith 
Hel. And to make a ſweet Lady fad, is a ſower offence. 
Pan. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve yoor turn, that ſhall it 
not in truth 1a. Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, no. 
And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King call tor 
him at Supper, you will make his excuſe. 
Hel. My Lord Pandarns. | 
Pan, What ſays my fweet Queen, my very, very ſweet 
ueen ? 
Par. What exploit's in hand, where fups he to night ? 
Yy.2 '-. He, 
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Hel. Nay, but my Lord. 
Pin. What lays my ſweet Queen ? my Couſin will fall 
out with you. » 
Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups, 
Par. With my diſpoſer, Creſſida. 
Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, 
your difpoſer 1s ſick. 
Par. Well, Ple make excuſe. 
Pan. I, zood iny Lord : why ſhould you fay, Creſſida ? 
no, your poor Giipoſer?s ſick. 
Par, I 4py | 
Pan, You 'Þ , what Go you ſpy ? Come, give me an 
Inftrament IiuwW, {WceL QWucen. 
Hel. Why this 1s kindly done. 
Pan. My Niece is horriblc in love with a thing you have, 
ſweet Queen. 

E7c/, She ſhall have it, my Lotd, if it be not my Lord 
Pars, 
":» He ? no, ſh} none of himy they two are twain. 
x 2lling aa afrer falling out,imay make them three. 
: #7, © me, cone, I ic hear no more of this, Ple ſing 
YOu © 5. 1:, 2OWs 
Hel. 1, 1. prichee now : by my troth, ſweet Lord, thou 
| 1: Ea fine trore-head. 

'. I, you may, you may. 

Hel. Let thy Song be Love : this Loye will undo us 211. 
Oh, Cupid, Curid, Cupid. 
* Pan. Love! I, that it ſhall faith. 

Par. 1 , good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 

P:;, In good troth it begins ſo, 


"ove, Love, nothing but Love, ſtill more : 
| For 0, Loves Bow 

S%xars vort; Bu, and Doe : 

T ls Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the Sore : 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye ; 

Yer that 1c!» ſeems they wound 10 hall, 
Dotb turn ch bo, to ba habe ; 

Fo dying Io ties ſtill, 

7 1 4 while, but haha ha ; 

O hogroans ou: for ha ha ha——hey ho. 


e!, In Love Pfaith to the very tip of the Noſe, 
| Par. He eats nothin-, but Doves, Love,and that breeds 


| 


| 


hot blood, and hor blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
.*-"ghts beget hot deeds,. and hot deeds is Love. 
Is this the generation of Love? Hor blood, hot 
ts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers, is Love a 
generation of Vipers ? 
Sweet Lord, who's a field to day ? 
Pr. Hcitor, Deiphobas, Helenus, Anthenor, and all thc 
galtantrv of Troy, I would fain have arm?®d to day, but 
my 7-4 would not have it ſo. 


_ [**-w chance wy Brother Troilus went not ? 


Hel. He langs tie lip at ſomething 3 you know all, 

Lord Pn: ut 
Pan. *\ot I, hony-ſweet Queen : I long to hear how 

they {ped to day : 
Yuu'l remember your Brothers excuſe ? 

Par, To a hair. 

Par, Farewel, ſweet Queen. 

Hel. Commend me to your Niece. 
| Pan, 1 will, ſweet Queen. [Sound a Retreat. 
Far. They*re come from Field: let us to Pr:am'”s Hall, 
To pro: the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you, 
To help unarm our Hettor : his ſtubborn buckles, 
Wita theſe your white enchanting Fingers touchr, 
Shall more obey, than to the edg of Steel, 
Or force of Greekiſh ſinews, you ſhall do more 
Than all the Iſland Kings, diſarm great Hedtor. 
Hel. *Twill make us proud tobe your Servant, Paris : 
Yea, what he ſhall reccive of us in duty, 
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| That it inchants ray ſenſe what wiil ic be 


. | 


Gtves us more palm in Bezuty than we have : 
Yea, over-ſhines our felt. 
Sweet above thought, I love thee. 
Enter Pandarus, and Troiluss Man, | 

Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter , at my Couſin 
Crejjida*s ? 

44a, No, Sir, he ſtays for you to condutt him thither. 

Enter Trollus. 
Pzr. O, here he comes : How now, how now ? 
Tra. Sirtin, walk off. 


[ Exeunt, | 


Pan, ive y Ou 1£eN my Couſin ? 
1ro. Y, 4545: 1 ftalk about her door 
Like a fc 1 upon the Stygian banks 


Staying, fc. | O be thou my Charon, 

And gtv«. nic +--1  1tanſportance to thoſe Fields, 

Where 1 ma; vail, inthe Lilly beds 

Propos*d for il: urjerver. O gentle Pandarys, 

From Cup:ds inviider pluck his painted wings, 

And ily with ne .v ©reſſid, 
Pan, Walk hr: 2th? Orchard, Vle bring her ſtraight. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Troi, 1 am giddy ; expeCtation whiries me round, 

TH imaginary rcliſhis ſo ſweet, 


When that the watry palats taſte 11:deed 
Loves thrice reputed 1vetlar ? Death, I fear me 
Spending deſtruftion, or ſome joy too fine, 
0 jubtile, poter.r, and too ſbarp in ſweetneſs, | 
ror the Cap.ity of my ruder powers ; 
[ fear it muc4., and 1 do tear beſides, 
THatl ſhall loſe Gdiſtinction 1in my joys, 
As doth a Battle, when they charge on heaps 
The E:11:y flying, 
Enter Pandarus. 

Par. She's making her ready, ſhe'l come ſtraight ; you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetches her wind } 
ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fraid with a ſprite: Ile fetch her ; | 
it is the pritricſt villain, ſhe fetches her breath fo ſhort as 
a new ten Sparrow. [Exit PanC. 

Tr0i, Even ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſom : 

My Heart beats thicker than a feavorous Pulle, 
And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſlalageat unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majeſty. 

Emer Pandarus and Crellida. 

P:1, Come, come, what need you bluſh ? 

Shame's a Baby ; here ſhe is. now, ſwear the oaths now 
to her, that you have ſworn to me. What are you gone a- 
gain, you mult be watcht ere you be made tame, muſt 
you ? come your ways, come your ways, . and you draw 
backward well put you Pth? Files : why do you not ſneak 
to her ? Come draw this Curtain, and lets tee your Picwre, 
Alas the day, how loath you ar: - 4 Cay light? and | 
'twere dark yowld cloſe ſoon. $0, fo, rub on, and Kits j 
the Miſtrels 3 how now, * Kiis in fee-farm ? build there 
Carpenter; the Ayr is iweet. Nay, you ſhall fight your 
Hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon, as the 1cicel, 
for all the Ducks Pth* River : go to, goto. 

Troi, Ye! have bereft me of all words, Lady. 

Pan. Word: pay nodebts ; give her deeds : but ſhe'll 
bereave you oth” deeds too, if ſhe ca}l your activity un 
queſtion : whart, billing again ? here's in witneſs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably. Come in, come in, Ile go 
get a hre. [Exit Pand. 

Creſ. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 

Trot. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht we thus ? 

Creſ. Wiſht, my Lord ? the Gods grant ; O, my Lord. 

Troi. What ſhould they grant ; what makes this pretty 
abruption : what too curiqus dreg eſpics my tweet Lady in 
the Fountain of our love ? ; 

Creſ. More dregsthan water, if my tears have eyes. 

Tro, Fears make Devils of Cherubins , they never ſee 
truly. 


Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing reaſon leads, finds ſafer 
footing | 
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footing, than blind reaſon, ſtumbling without fear : to 
f:arthz worſt, oft cures the worle, 

Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

[n all Capi4's Pageant there is preſented no Monſter. 

Creſ. Nor nothing monſtrons neither ? 

Trci, Nothing, but their undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Seaslive in Fire,cat Rocks, tame I ygers, think- 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſc impoſition enough, 
than ſor us to undergo any difficulty impoſed. This is 
the monſtroſity in love (Lady,) that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confin'd ; that the dcefire is boundleſs, 
and the act a ſlave to limit. 

Creſ. They fay all Lovers ſwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never perform vowing more than the perfection of ten; 
and diicharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are 
thcy not Monſters ? 

Tr0i, Are there ſuch ? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as we 
are taſted, allow us as we prove : our head ſhall go bare, 
till merit crown it : no perfection in reverſion ſhall have a 
praiſe in preſent : we will not name deſert before his birth, 
and being born, his addition ſhall be humble : few words 
to fair ſaith. Trois ſhall be ſuch to Creſſida, as what En- 
vy can ſay worlt, ſhall be a mock for his truth ; and what 
truth can ipeak trueſt, not truer than rol, 

Creſ. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pan, What, bluſhing ſtill ? have you not done talking 
et? | 
Creſ. Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, Idedicate to 
70U, 

: Par, 1 thank you for that: if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, youl give him me : betrue to my Lord, it he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Troi. You know now your Hoſtages: your Unckle*s 
word and my firm faith. 

Par. Nay, Ple give my word for her too * our kindred 
though they be long &re they are woced, they are con- 
ſtant being won : they are Burs, I can tell you, they'l 
ſtick where they are thrown. 

Cre/. Boldneſs comes tome now, and brings me heart : 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day, for many 
weary Months. 

Troi, Why was my Creſſida then ſohard towin ? 

Creſ. Hard to ſeem won ; butl was won, my Lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever : pardon me, 

If I confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 

| love you now, but not till now ſo much 

But I might maſter it; in faithl lye: 

M; thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 

Tco head-ſtrong for their Mother : ſee we Fools, 

Why have I blab*d ? who ſhall be true to us, 

When weare ſo unſecret to our ſelves ? 

But thoughlI loy*d you well, I wooed you not, 

And yet good faith 1 wiſht my ſelf a Man : 

Or that the Women had mens priviledge 

Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 

For in this rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 

The thing I ſhall repent : ſee, ſee your ſilence 

Ceming in dumbnets, from my weakneſs draws 

\iy Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And ſhall, albeit ſweet Mulick iſflucs thence. 
Pan, Pretty, Ytaith. 

| Creſ My Lord, 1 do beſcech you pardon me, 

| "Twas not my purpoſe thusto beg a kiſs : 

: 1am 2ſham'd ; O Heavens, what have I done ! 

; For this time willl take my leave, my Lord. 
Troi. Your leave, ſweet Creſſid ? 

| Fan. Leave! andyou take leave till to morrow mor- 

UN fenrn—— 


Cref. Pray you, content you, 
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Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Creſ. Sir, mine own company. 
Troi. You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 
Creſ. Let me go and try : 
[ have a kind of iclf reſides with you: 
But an unkind ſe]f, that it ſelf will leave, 
To be anothers Fool. Where is my Wit ? 
| would be gone: I ſpeak I know not what. 
_ Well know they what they ſpcak, that ſpeak ſo 
wiſely. 
Creſ. Perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more craft than love. 
And fell ſo roundly to a large Confeſſion, 
To angle for your thoughts: bus you zre wiſe, 
Or elſe you love not : tor to be wiſe 2nd love, 
Exceeds mans might, that dwells with Gods above. 
Toi. O that 1 thought it could be in a woman; 
And if it can, I will preſume in you, 
To fced for ay her lamp and flames of love, 
To keep her conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth renew {wifter than blood decays: 
Or that perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affrontcd with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in love - 
How were [ then up-lifted ! but alas, 
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; | am 3s true, as truths ſimplicity, | 
| And ſimpler than the infancy of truth. 


Cre/. In that Ple war with you. 

Troi, O vertuous hight, 
When right with right wars, who ſhould be moſt right ? | 
True Swains in love, ſhall in the world tocome 
Approve their truths by Troil«s, when their Rhimes, 
Full of protelt, of oath, and big compare, 
Want ſmilies : truth tir®d with iteration, 
As true as Steel, as plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to day, as Turtle to her mate, 
Aslron to Adamant, as Earth to th* Center : 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, | 
(As truths Authentick author to be cited) 
As true as Trolus, ſhall crown up the verſe, 
And fanQtifie the numbers. 

Creſ. Prophet may you be - 
If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgor it ſelf, 
When water-drops have worn the ſtones of Trop, 
And blind oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, | 
And mighty States charaCterleſfs are grated 
To duſty nothing ; yet let memory, | 
From falſe to falſe, among falſe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my falſehood, when they?ave ſaid as falſe, 
As Air, as Water, as Wind, as ſandy Earth 
As Fox to Lamb ; as Wolf to Heifers Calf; 
Pard to the Hind, or Stepdame to her Sorr; 
Yea, let them fay, to ſtick the heart of falſchood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. ' 

Pand. Go to, a bargaia made: ſeal it, fealir, Ile be, 
the witneſs , here | hold your hand: here, my Couſins, 
if ever you ptove falſe to one another, ſince | have taken 
ſuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers 
between be cald to the worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders; let all conſtant men be Troilufſes, all 


falſe Women Creſſida's, and all brokers between, Panders 
ſay, Amen. 


Troi, Amen. 

Creſ. Amen. 

Pand. Amedh. 
Wherevupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 
cauſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your pretty encounters, preſs it 
to death : away. 
And Cupid grant all Tongue-ty*d Maidens here, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. 


[ Extxort, 


—— 
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Enter Ulyſ:s, Diomedes, Neſtor, Agamemnon, Mene- 
laus, and Calcas. 


Cal. Now. Princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
Th? advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence : appear It to your mind, 
That through the ſight I bear in things to come, 
[ have abandon'd Trey, left my poſlellion, 
Incurr*d a Traytors name, expos'd my ſelf, 
From certain and polleſt conventencies, 
To doubrful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my nature : 
'And here to do you ſcrvice am become 
As new into the World, ſtrange, unacquainted. 
| I do beſeech you, as in way of talte, 
To give me now a little benefit, | 
Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay live to come in my behalf. 
Azga, What would'ſt thou of us, Trojen ? make de- 
mand ? | 
Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, calPd Anthenor, 
Yeſterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you, thanks therefore ) 
Dcfir*d my Creſſid in right great exchange, 
W hom Troy hath ſtill denyd : but this Anthenor, 
| know is ſuch a wrelt in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all muſt ſlack, 
Wanting his manage: and they will almoſt 
Giveus a Prince oth? blood, a Son of Priam, 
Ia change of him. Let him be ſent, great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter : and her preſence 
Shall quite ſtrike off all ſeryicel have done, 
In molt accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creſſid hither : Calcas ſhall have 
Whar he requeſts of us : good Dromeae, 
Furniſh you fairly for this enterchange ; 
With all, bring word, if Hector will to morrow 
Be anſwer*d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This ſhall I undertake, and?tisa burthen 
Which 1 am proud to bear. 


Exit, 


Enter Achilles, and Patroclus in their T ent. 


Uly/. Achilles ſtands Pr entrance of his Tent; 
Pleaſe it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot : and Princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him z 
| will come laſt, ?tis like he?ll queſtion me, 
W hy ſuch unplauſive Eyes are bent? why turn'd on him ? 
If ſo, I have deciſion medicinable, 
To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 
W hich his own will ſhall have deſire todrink ; 
[It may do good, Pride hath no other glaſs 
To ſhew it ſelf, but Pride : for ſupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
Agam. Weel execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A formof ſtrangeneſs as we paſs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elſe diſdaiafully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if not look't on, I will lead the way. 
Achil, What, comes the General to ſpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. I le fight no more 'gainſt roy. 
Ara, What ſays Achilles, would he ought with us 5 
Neſt. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General ? 
Ach:il. No. 
Neſt. Nothing, my Lord. 
A-a. Thehetter. 
Aciil. Good Gay, good day. 
An. How do you? how do you ? 
Achil. W'ar dces the Cuckold ſcorn me * 
| Ajax, How now, Patroclus ? 


Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax. Ha. 
Achil. Gocd morrow. 
ax. 1, and Good next day too. "Exennt, 
Achil, What mean theſe Fellows ? know thcy not A- 
chilles ! 
Parr, They paſs ſtrangely : they were ugd to bend, 
To fend their {miles before them to Ach:lles ; 
To comeas humbly, as they vs'd to creep to holy Altars, 
Achil. What am I poor of late ? 
*T 1s certain, Greatneis once faPn out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too : what the decliwn'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall : for Men like Butter. flies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but tothe Summcr ; 
Ard not a Man, for being ſimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but Honour'd by thoſe Foncurs 
That are without him ; as Place, Richzs, Fayour, 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall (as being flippery ſtanders) 
The lovethat lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the fall : But ?tis not ſo with me, 
Fortune and 1 are Friends, I do enjoy 
Atample point all that I did poſleſs, 
Save theſe men's looks, whodo methinks find out 
Something not werth in me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Hrre is Ulyſſes, 
Ple interupt his reading : How now, Ulyſſes ? 
Uly/. Now, great 1 hbetss Son. 
Achil. W hat are you reading ? 
Uly/. A ſtrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he ows, but by refleftion , 
As when his virtues ſhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firſt giver. 
Achil, This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes, 
The beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The bearer khows not, but commends it (elf, 
Not going from it ſelf, but eye to eye oppos'd, 
Salute each other, with each others form. 
For ſpeculation turns not to it ſelf, 
Till it hath travelPd and is married there 
Where it may ſee it ſelf; this is not ſtrange at all 
Ulyſ. I do not ſtrain it at the Poſition, 
It is familiar; but atthe Authors drift, 
Who in his circumſtance, expreſly proves 
That no man is the Lordof any thing, 
( Though in and of him there is much conliſting, 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th* applauſe, 
W here theyre extended : who like an arch rcverb'rates 
The voice again , orlike a gate of Stcel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 
His Figure, and his Heat, I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 
Heavens, what a man 1s there? a very Horſe, 
That has he knows not what Nature,what thungs there are 
Moſt abjeCt in regard, ard ccar invſe , 
W hat things again moſt dear in the eſteem, 
And poor in worth : now ſhall we ſce to morrow, 
And act that very chance Coth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'c / O Heavens, what ſome men do, 
While ſome men leave to do ! 
How ſome men creep in skittiſh fortunes Hall, 
V Vhiles others-play the Idiots in her eyes; 
How one man cats into anothers Pride, 
V Vhile Pride is feaſting in his wantonneſs 
To ſee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
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They clap the lubber 4jax on the ſhoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hettor's breaſt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking. 

Achil. 1 do believe it, 
For they paſt by me, as Miſers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look : 
| V Vhat, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyſ. Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at hisback, 
V Vherein he puts alms for oblivion - 
A great-ſiz'd Monſter of ingratitudes : 
Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds pal, 
W hich are devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoon as done: perſeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright : to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like aruſty Male, 
In monumental mockry : take the inſtant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight ſo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaſt, keep then the path, 
For Emulation hath a thouſand Sons, 
That one by one purſue; if you give way 
Or hedge aſide from the direct forth-right, 
Like to aneatred Tide, they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmot ; 
Or like a gallant Horſe fal'n in firſt rank, 
Lye there tor pavement to the abject, near _ 
O're-run and trampled on : then what they do 1n preſent, 
Though leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o'retop yours : 
For time is like a faſhionable Hoſt, 
That ſlightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th* hand 
And with his arms out-ltretch*d, as he would flye, 
Graſps in the comer : the welcome ever ſmiles, 
And farewels goes out ſighing : O let not virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was : for Beauty, Wit, 
High-birth, vigor of Bone, deſert in Service, 
Love, Friendſhip, Charity, are ſubjedts all 
To envious and calumniating time : 
One touch of nature makes the whole World kin ; 
That all with one conſent praiſe new-born gauds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paſt, 
And go to duſt, that is a little gilt, 
More laud in gilt o're-duſted. : 
The preſent Eye praiſes the preſent object. 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worſhip 4jax 
Since things in motion ?gin to catch the Eye, 


| Than what not ſtirs , the cry went out on thee, 


And ſtill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou wouldſt not entomb thy felt alive , 


' And caſe thy reputation in thy Tent; 


W hoſe glorious deeds, bur in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions *mongſt the Gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 

Achil, Of this my privacy, 
I have ſtrong reaſons. 

Ulyſ. But *gainſt your privacy, 
The reaſons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
VVith one of Priam?s Daughters. 

Achil. Ha ? known ? 

Uly/. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchful State, 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto?s Gold 3 
Finds bottom in th? uncomprehenſive deeps 
Keeps place with thought ; and, almoſt like the Gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles : 
There is a Myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the ſoul of ſtate, 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than Breath or Pen can give exprellure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfettly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Heftor than Polyxena, 
| But it muſt grieve young Pyrrh«s now at home, 


When Fame ihall in her Land ſound her Ti ump 3 
And all the Greekeſb Girles ſhall tripping tg, 


But our Great Ajax bravely bcat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord : 1, as your Lover, ſpca ; 
The Fool flices ore tte lce that you ſhould break, 
Patr, To this effect, Achilles, have i woy'd \ou; 
A woman impudent and manniſl: grown, 
[s not more Joath'd, than an effeminate nun, 
in time of action : | ſtand condern'd for this ; 
They think my little Non:ach ro the war, 
And your great love to me, 1elitrans you thus: 
Swcet, route your telf: and the week vartor, Cup:a 
Shall from your n«ck unlcoſe his amorous fold, 
And like a dew-drop from the Lions mane, 
Be ſhook to airy air. 
Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Heer ? 
Patr. I, and perhaps receive much Horncur by kim. 
Achil, 1 fee my Repuation is at ſtake, : 
My Fame is ſhrewdly gored. 
Patr, O then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heal ill, that men do give th: mſelves: 
Omillion to do what is neceilary, 
Seals a Commitſion toa blank of danger, 
And danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 


Even then when, we tit idly in the ſun. | 


Ach.l. Go call Ther fires hither, ſweet Parroclus, 
le ſend the Fool ro Ajax, and deſire him 
T'invite the Trojan Lords after the Combat 
Toſee us here unarm'd : | have a Womans longing, 
An appetite that 1 am ſick withall, 

To ſee great Hettor in the weeds of peace. 
Enter TI heriites. 

To talk with him, and to behold his viſage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour ſav'd. 

Ther, A wonder. | 

Achil. What ? | 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Fi:ld, 2sking for. 
himſelf. | 

Achil. How fo ? | 

Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to morrow with #c@or, and 
is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that 
he raves in ſaying nothing» 

Achil. How can that be ? 


ſtride and a ſtand : ruminates, like an Hoſteſs, that hath no 
Arithmetique, but her Brain to ſet Cown her reckoning : } 
bites his lip with a policique regard, as who ſhould lay, 
there were wit ip his head, and *rwoud ont ; and fo there | 
is , butit lies as coldly in him, as Fire ina Flint, which 
will not ſhew without knocking. The man's undone for 
ever ;z for it Heftor break not his Neck th? Combar, hee”) | 
break*c himſelf in vain-glory. He knows not me: I ſaid, | 
good morrow Ajax. And he replies, thanks Azamennon. | 
W hat think you of this man, that takes me for the Gene- 
ral ? He's growna very Land-filh, languageleſ, a Monſter, 
a Plague of Opinion, a man may wear it on both lides lik= 
a Leather Jcrkin, 

Achil. Thou muſt be my Embaſſador to him, Therſices. | 

Ther. Who 1? while hell anſwer no body : he pro-| 
feſles not anſwering ; ſpeaking is for Beggars : he wears his 
Tongue in*s Arms : 1 will put on his preſcace; let Patroclus 
make his demands to me,you ſhall ſee the Pageant of Ajax. 


unarmn®d to my Tent, and to procure fate conduct for his 

perſon, of the magnanimous, and moſt illuſtrious, {ix or ſe- 

ven times honour'd Captain, General of the Grecran Ar- 

| My» Agamemnon, &c. do this. 

Patr, TJove bleſs great Ajax. 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr, 1 come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther, Ha ? 
Patr, Who moſt humbly defires yow to invite Hefor 


to his Tent. Ther 


Great Hettor?s Silter did Achilles vin - | 


Achil. To him, Patroclas, tell him, 1 humbly deſire the } 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valorous Hettor, to come } 


Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a Peacock, a} 
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1huw, bum. 

Pair. And to procure ſafe conduct from Agamemnon. 

Ther. Agamemnon ? 

Patr, ], my Lord. 

Ther, ha ? 

Patr., What ſay you to't. 

Ther, God b?you, with all my Heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. If to morrow be a fair day, by eleven a Clock it 
will go one way or other ; howſoever, he ſhall pay for me 
ere he has me, 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. . 

1hcr, Fare you wel with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not 1n this tune, is he ? 

They* No, but he's out a tune thus : what Muſick wall he 
| be in when #efor has knockt out his brains, I know not: 
but I am fure none, unleſs the Fidler Apello get his Sinews 
to make Catlings on. 

Aciil, Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe, for that's the 
more capable creature. 

Achil, My mindis troubled like a Fountain ſtirr*d, 
And 1 my {lf ſee not the bottom of it. 

Ther, Would the Fountain of your mind were clear 
azain, that I might water an Aſs at it : I had rather be a 
Tick in a Sheep, than ſach a valiant ignorance. 


Frter at one Door Eneas with a Torch, at another Paris, 
Deiphobus, Aathenor, Diomede the Grecian, with Torches. 


Pitr, Sce ho, who is that there ? 

Deip. It is the Lord e/fzeas, 

eAne, Is the Prince there in perſon ? 

Had I fo good occaſion to lie long 
As you Prince Paris, nothing but Heavenly buſineſs, 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my company. 

Diom. That's my mind too : good morrow, Lord </Zneas, 

Par. A yaliant Greek, eAneas, take his Hand, 
Witneſs the proceſs of your ſpeech within ; 
You told how D:omede, in a whole week by days 
Did haunt you 1n a Field. 

ene, Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queſtion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I mcet you arnvd, as black defiance, 
-} As heart can think, or courage execute, 

Diem. The one and other Diomede embraces, 
Our Bloods are now in calm; and fo long health - 
But when contention, and occaſion meet, 

By Jove, Ple play the Hunter for thy life, . 
With all my Force, Purſuit, and Policy. 

re, And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward, in humane gentleneſs : 
W-lceme to Troy ; now by Anchiſes's life, 
Welcome indeed : by Yenus hand I ſwear, 

No Man alive can love in ſuch a ſort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Diom. We ſympathize. Fove let eAxeas live 
(If to my Sword his fate be not the glory) 

A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sun : 

But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 

With every joynt a wound, and that to morrow. 
ene, We know each other well. 

Dio. We do, and long to know each other worſe. 

Par. This is the moſt deſpightfuPlt gentle greeting ; 
The noblcſt hateful love, that ere I heard of. 

Whar buſineſs, Lord, ſo carly ? 

<£ne, 1 was ſent for to the King ; but why, I knownot. 

P.zr. His purpoſe meets you ; it was to bring this Greek 
To Calcha&s houſe : and there to render him, 

For the enfreed Anthenor, the fair Creſſid : 

Lets have your company z or if you plcaſc, 
Haſte there before us, 1 conſtantly do think 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My Brother 7r0:4us lodges there to Night. 


an, 
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Rouſe him, ard give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality, whereof I fear 
We ſhall be much unwelcome, 

FXne. That I aflure you: 
Troilus had rather Trey were born to Greece, 
Than Creſſid born from 7 roy. 

Par. There 1s no hcIp : 


The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo. 


On, Lord, vicel follow you. 


Ane, Good morrow all. [ Exit Encas. 
Par. And tell me, Noble Diomede ; faith tell me true, 


Even in the Soul of ſound good fellowſhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
My ſelf, or Menelays ? 

Diom, Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſeek her, 
Not making any ſcruple ot her foylure, 
With ſucha Hell of pain, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not palating the taſt of her diſhonour, 
With ſuch a coltly loſs of wealth and friends; 
He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
Thnelees and dregs of a flat tamed piece , 
You like a Iztcher, om of whoriſh Loins, 
Are pleas'd to breed our your I[nheritors : 


Both merits poiz'd, each weighs no leſs nor more, 


But heas he, which heavier for a W hore. 


Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her Countrey : hear me, Paris, 


For cvery falſe drop in her baudy Veins 
A Grccians life hath ſunk : for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been ſlain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As for her Greeks and Trojans ſuffred death. 
Par. Fair Diomeae, you do as Chapmen do, 

Diſpraile the thing that you deſire to buy ; 
But wein filence hold this virtue well ; 
We'll not commend, what we intend to ſell. 
Here lies our way. 

Enter Troilus and Creſlida. 


LExeunt. 


Troi, Dear, trouble not your ſelf: the morn is cold. 


Creſ. Then, ſweet my Lord, Ple call my Uncle down: | 


He ſhall unbolt the Gates. 

Troi, Trouble him not; 
To Bed, to Bed: ſleep kill thoſe pretty Eyes, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy Sences, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 

Creſ. Good morrow then. 

Tro. 1 prithee now to Bed. 

Creſ. Are you a weary of me ? 

Troi, O Creſſida | but that the buſy day 


Wak®d by the Lark, has rouz'd the Ribald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer : 


I would not trom thee. 
Creſ. Night hath been too brief, 


(ſtays, 


Troi. Beſhrew the Witch ! with yenemous weights ſhe 
As hideouſly as Hell ; but flies the graſps of love, 
With wings more momentary, ſwifter than thought : 


You will catch cold and curſe me. 


Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 


O fooliſh Creſſida, 1 might have ſtill held off, 


And then you would have tarried. Heark theres one up. 
Pan. within, What's all the doors open here ? 


Troi. It is your Uncle. 
[ Entcr Pandarus. 


Creſ. A Peſtilence on him : now will he be mocking : 


I ſhall have ſuch a life. 


Pan. How now, how now ? how go Maiden-heads ? 


Hear, you Maid : where's my Coulin Creſſid ? 


Creſ. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle ; 
You bring me to do——and then you tlout me too. 
Pan. Todo what ? to do what ? let her ſay, what : 


| W hat have I brought you to do ? 


Cre. | 
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Creſ. Come, come, beſhrew your heart: yowl ne*re be 
good, nor ſuficr others. 

Pan. Ha, ha: alas poor wretch : a poor Chipochia, haſt 
not ilept to night ? would he not (a naughty man) let it 
[leep : a bug-bear take him. [One knocks. 

Creſ/. Did not | tell you ? would he were knock®d 7th? 
head. Who's that at door ? good Uncle, go and ſee. 

My Lord, come you again into my Chamber : 
You {mile and mock me, as if I meant naughrily. 

Troj. Ha, ha. 

Creſ. Come, you are deceiy*d, I think of no ſuch thing, 
How carneſtly they knock : pray you come in. [ Knock. 
| would not for half Troy have you ſeen here. [Exernt. 

Paii, Who's there ? what's the matter ? will you beat 
down the door ? How now, what's the matter ? 

e/Ene, Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who's there, my Lord eas ? by my troth 1 
knew you not : what news with you ſo early ? 

e/Ene, Is not Prince 1Troilxs here ? 

Pan, Here? what ſhould he do here ? 

e£1e, Come, he is hcre, my Lord, do not deny him : 

It doth import him much to ſpeak with me. 

Pn. Is he here ſay you ? *tis more than I know, Ple be 
ſworn : For my own part, I came 1n late; what ſhould 
he do hcre ? 

eEne, Who, nay then : Coine, come, you'll do him 
wrong, Ce're y? are ware : you'll be ſo true to him, to be 
zalſe to him: Do not you know of him, bur yet go fetch 
him gither, £0. 

Enter Troilus. 

Troi, How now, what's the matter ? 

ene. My Lord, 1 ſcarce have leilure to falnte you, 
My matter is ſo raſh : theres at hand, 

Paris your Brother, and Deiphobas, 

The Grecian Dzomede, and our Anthenor 

Deliver*d to us, and for him forth-with, 
E're the firſt Sacrifice, within this hour, 

We muſt give up to Dzemedes hand 

The Lady Creſſida. 

Troi, Is it concluded fo ? 

eEne, By Priam, and the general State of Troy, 
| They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Troi, How many atchieyments mock me ? 
| will go meet them: and my Lord e&neas, 

\We met by chance, you did not find me here. 

ene, Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature 

Have not more gift 1n taciturnity. CExeamt, 
Emer Pandarus and Creflid, 

Pan. Igt poſſible ? no ſooner got but loſt : the Devil 
take Anthenor; the young Prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Arthenor ; I would they had broke's neck. 

Creſ. How now ? what”s the matter ? who was here ? 

Pan, Ah, ah ? 

Creſ. Why ſigh you ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord ? 
gone? tell me, ſweet Uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth, as I am 
above. 

Creſ. O the Gods ! what's the matter ? 

Pan. Prithee get thee in : would thou hadfſt ne're been 
born ; I knew thou wovldſt be his death. O poor Gen- 
tleman : a plague upon Anthenor, 

Creſ. Good Uacle, 1 beſeech you, on my Knees, I be- 
ſeech you, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou muſt be gone, wench, thou muſt be gone ; 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor : thou muſt to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troilus : *twill be his death : *rwifl be 
his bane, he canaot bear 1t. 

Creſ. O you immortal Gods ! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou muſt. | 

Creſ, 1 will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 

I know no touch of conſanguinity : 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul ſo near me, 
As the ſweet Troilns : O you Gods divine ! 

Make Creſſid's name the very crown of falſhood, 
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If ever ſhe leave Traulus: time, and death, 
Do to this body what extremity you can ; 
But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my love 
Is as the very Centre of the earth, 
Drawing all things toic. LI will goin, and weep. 
Pan. Do, do. 
Creſ. L ear my bright Hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 
CRACKS, 
Crack my <car voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With ſoundirg Tro:lus, { will not go from Troy, [Exit, 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Eneas, I-iphobus, Anthenor, 
and Diomedes. 


Par, Itis great morning, and the hour prefixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fait upon : good my Brother 7roz(s, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, 
And haſte hcr to the purpoſe. 
[roi. Walk into her houſe : 
[le bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an Ailrar, and thy Brother Trolus 
A Prieſt, there offering to it his hearr. 
Par. | know, what *tis to love, 
And would, as I ſhall pity, 1 could help. , 
Plcaſe you walk in, my Lords. [E xeurt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creflid. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cref., Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full perfeCt thatI taſte, 
Ard no leſs ina ſenſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How can | mod*rate it ? 
If I could temporiſe with my affeftion, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palat, 
The like allayment could 1 give my grist : 


| My love admits do qualifying crofs. 


Enter Troilus. 
No more my grief, in ſuch a precious loſs. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes, 31+ :et Duck. 

Creſ. O Troilus, Trodus. 

Pan. What a pair of ſpectacles is here ? let me embrace 
too : oh Heart, as the goodly ſaying isz O Hearr, heavy 
Heart, why fitteſt thou without breaking ? where he an- 
ſwers again 3 becauſe thou canſt not caſe thy fmart by 
friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking : there was never a truer time ; 
let us caſt away. nothing, for we may live to have need of 
ſuch a Verſe; we ſee it, we ſeeit: how now, Lambs ? 

Troi. Creſſid, 1 love thee in ſoſtrangea purity; 

That the bleſt Gods, as angry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal, than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities, take thee from me, 

Creſ. Have the Gods envy *? 

Pan, I, LL *tis too plain a caſe. 

Creſ. And is it true, thatl muſt go from Troy ? 

Trci, A hateful truth. 

Creſ. What, and from Troizs tgo ? 

Troi. From Troy, and Tro:lus, 

Creſ. 1-t poſlible ? 

Troi. And ſuddenly, where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
Alltime of pauſe : rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embraſures ; ſtrangles our dear vows, 

Even in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with ſo many thoutand ſighs 

Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell our ſelves, 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one; 
[njurions time, now with a Robbers haſte 

Crams his rich Theevery vp, he knows not how, 
As many farewels as be ſtars 1n Heaven, 

With diſtin&t breath, and conſign'd killes to them, 
He fumbles up in a looſe adien : 


And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſht kiſs, Diſtaſting 
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Diitaiting with thie Salt of broken tears. 
Enter A neas. 
e/Eneas within, My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
7ro. Hark, You are call'd : ſome ſay the Genius ſo 
Cries, came, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 


"| Bid them have patience z ſhe ſhall come anon. 


Pan, Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or 
-my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 

Creſ. I mult then to the Grectans ? 

Tru, No remedy. 

Creſ. A woful Creſid *mongſt the merry Greeks. 

Tro;. When ſhall we ſee again ? 

Hear me, my Love : be thou but true of Heart. 
Creſ. 1 true ? how now? what wicked deem is this ? 
Troi, Nay, we mult uſe expoſtulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: 

[ ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to death himſelf, 

That there's no maculation in thy Heart , 

But be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 

My ſequent Proteſtation : be thou true, 

And]I will ſee thee. 

Creſ. O you ſhall be expos'd, my Lord, to dangers 

As infinite, as imminent ; but Þle be true. 

Troi, And Vie grow friend with danger ; 

Wear this Sleeve. 

Creſ, And you this Glove. 

| When ſhall I ſee you? 
Troi, I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 

To give thee nightly viſitation ; 

But yet be true, 

Creſ. O Heavens, be true again ? 
Troj. Hear why 1 ſpeak it, Love: 

The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

Their loving well compogd, with gift of Nature, 

Flowing and ſwelling o're with Arts and exerciſe i 

How novelties may move, and parts with perſon, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealouſie, 

Which I beſcech you call a vertuous fin, 

Makes me airaid, 

Creſ. O Heavens, you love me not ! 
Tra. Dyel a villain then : : 

In this I do not call your Faith in queſtion 

So mainly as my merit: I cannot ſing, 

Nor heel the high Lavolt 5- not ſweeten talk ; 

Nor play at ſubtle games ; fair Virtues all : 

To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant : 

But I can tell that in each grace of theſe, 


| There lurks a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive devi!, 


That tempts moſt cunningly : bur be not tempted. 
Creſ. Do not think, I will. 
Tra, No, but ſome thing may be done that we will not : 

And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, 

W hen we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 

Preſuming on their changeful potencie. 
e/Eneas within, Nay, good my Lord. 

Troj. Come kiſs, and let us part. 
Paris within, Brother Trolus, 
Tros, Good Brother, come you hither, 

And bring e#neas and the Grecian with you. 
Creſ. My Lord, will you be true ? 

Tros. Whol? alas it is my vice, my fault : 

While others Fiſh with craft for great Opinion, 

1, with great truth, catch meer ſimplicity; 

WhiPſt ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 

With truth and plainneſs I do wear mine bare. 

Enter the Greeks. 

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my Wit 

[s plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 

Welcome, Sir D:omede, here is the Lady 

W hich for Anthenor we deliver you. 

At the Port (Lord) Vle give her to thy hand, 

And by the way poſleſs thee what ſhe is. 

Entreat her fairs and by my Soul, fair Greek, 


[t e're thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creſi4, and thy life ſhall be as fate 
As Priam is in 1hon, 

Diom, Fair Lady Creſſid, 

50 pleaſe you, ſave the thanks this Prince expects: 
The luſtre in your Eye, Heaven in your check, 
Pleads your fair ulage, and to Diomede 

You ſhall be Miſtreis, and command him wholly. 

1764. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly: 
To ſhame the Scal of my Petition towards, 
| praiſing her, I tell thee, Lord of Greece, 

She 1s as far high-ſoaring o're thy praiſes, 

As thou unworthy to be calPd her Scryant : 

| charge thee uſe her well, even for my charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dot not, 
(Though the great bulk Ach:lles be thy Guard) 
[*le cut thy Throat. 

D:iom, Oh be not mov*d, Prince Troilus ; 

Let me be privilegd by my place and meſlage, 
To be a ſpeaker free : when 1 am hence, 

Ple anſwer to my luſt : and kaow, my Lord, 
Plenothing do on charge * to her own worth 
She ſhall be prizd : bur that you ſay, be'c ſo; 
le ſpeak in my Spirit and honour, no. 

Troz. Come to the Port, Ple tell thee, Diomede, 
This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head ; 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walk, 
Toour own ſelves bend we our needful talk. 

[Sound Trumpet. 

Par. Hark, Hettor”s Trumpet. 

e£ne. How have we ſpent this morning ? 

The Prince muſt think me tardy and remiis, 
That ſwore to ride before him in the Field. 
Par, *Tis Troilss fault ; come, come, to Field with him, 


Dio. Let us make ready ſtreight. 

ene, Yea, with a Bridegroom's freſh alacrity 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hettor”s heels : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and fingle Chiyalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemnon, N.2- 
nelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Calcas, &c. 


Aza. Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to 7roy, 
Thou dreadful 4jax, that the appauled-Air 
May plerce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Aja. T hou Trumpet, theres my Purſe; 
Now crack thy Lupgs, and ſplit thy Braſen Pipe : 
Blow villain, till thy ſphered Bias Check 
Out-ſwell the Cholick of puft Aquzlon: 
Come, ſtretch thy chelt, and let thy Eyes ſpout Blood : 
Thou blowelt for Hefor. 
' Uh. No Trumpet anſwers. 

Achul, *Tis but early days. 

Enter Diomede «rd Crellid. 

Aga. Ist not young Diomede with Calcas Daughter ? 

Ulyf. Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 
He riſes on the Toe : that Spirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the Earth. 

Aga, Is this the Lady Creſſid ? 

Dio. Even ſhe. 

Aza. Moſt dearly welcome to the . Grecks, ſweet 
Lady. 

Neſt. Our General doth falute you with a Kiſs. 

Uly/. Yet is your kindneſs but particular ; *twere better 
ſhe were kilt in general. 

Net. And very courtly counſel : Ple begin, So much 
for Neſtor. 

Achil, Ple take that Winter from your Lips : fair Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Aene. 


LOT— 
———.._—_ 


[ Exeunt, 
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The Tragedy of Troilus and Crefſida, 


Men. 1 had good argument for killing once. 
Patro. But that's no argument for kiſhng now ; 
For thus pop'd Paris in his hardiment. 
Ulyſſ. Oh deadly gall, and theam of all our ſcorns, 
For which we loſe our heads, to gild his horns. 
Patro, The firſt was 4£zelaus kiſs, this mine 
Patroclus kiſles you. 
Men, Oh this is trim. 
Patr, Paris and I kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. Vle have my kifs, Sir : Lady, by your leave. 
Cref. In kifling do you render, 'or reccive ? 
Patr, Both take and give. 
Creſ. Ple make my match to give, | 
The kiſs you take is better than you give : therefore no 
kiſs. 
Men. Ve give you boot, Ile give you three for one. 
Creſ. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady ? every man is odd. 
Creſ. No, Paris is not; for you know ?tis true, 
That yon are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men. You fillip me o*ch* hcad. 
Creſ. No, Þle be ſworn. Gn gs 
Uly/. It were no match, your Nail againſt his Horn : 
May I, ſweet Lady, beg a kiſs of you ? 
Creſ. You may. 
Uly/. 1 do detire It. 
Creſ. Why beg then. : 
Ulyſ. W hy then for Yew ſake, give me a kiſs: 
When Hel:n 18a Maid again, and his 
Creſ. 1 2m your debtor, claim it when ?cis due. 
Uly/. Never*s my Day, and then a kiſs of you. 
Djom. Lady, a word, Ple bring you to your Father. 
Neſt. A Woman of quick Sence. 
Ulyſ. Fie, fie upon her : : 
There's language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip; 
Nay, her Foot ſpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
At every joynt, and motive of her Body : 
Oh theſe encounters ſo glib of Tongue, 
That give a coaſting welcome Cre it comes z 
And wide unclaſp the Tables of their thoughts, 
To every tickling Reader - ſet them down, 
For ſluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity 3 
And Daughters cf the game. 


[ Exennt. 


Enter all of Troy, HeQtor, Paris, Xncas, Helenus, and 
Attendants. 


All, The Troja;;zs Trumpet. 
Aon, Yonder comes the Troop. 
SEnc, Bail all vou ſtate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To hi: that Victory commands ? or do you purpoſe, 
A Vidcicr ſhall be known : will you, the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity. 
Purſaz cach other z or {hall bedivided 
By any voice, or order of the Field : Hetor bad ak ? 
Ava. Wiich way would Hettor have 1t ? 
ene. He cares not, hell obey conditions, 
Aza. *Tis done like Hettbr, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal diſpriting 
The Knight oppos'a. ; 
eAfre, If nor Achilles, Sir, what 1s your name ? 
Achil, If not Ach:lles, nothing. 
ene, Therefore Achilles : but what ©re, know this, - 
In the cxtremity of great and little : 
Valour and Pride excel themſelves in Hettor ; 
The one almolt as infinite as all, _ 
The other blank as nothing : weigh him well - 
And that which looks like Pride, is Courtchie : 
This 42x is half made of Hettor's Blood, 
In love whereof, half Hettor ſtay's at home : 
Half heart, half hand, half Hefor, comes to ſeek 
This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek, 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then ? O I perceive you. 


Aza. Here is Sir Divmede ; Go gentle Knight, | 


Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord e£neas 
Conſent upon the order of their hghe, 
So be it ; either to the uttermoſt, 
Or elfe a breach : the Combarants beiog kin, 
Halt !tinrs their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin. 
Uyſ. They are oppogd alrcady. 
44. What Troan is that ſame, that looks ſo heavy ? 
Uly/. The youngeſt Son of Priam, 
And a true Knight , they call him Troilus; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs, firm of word, 
>PcaKing in deeds, and deedleſs in his Tongue 
Not {ocn provok'd, nor being provokd, ſoon ca 
His heart and hand both open, and both free : 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he ſhews; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor Cignifies an impair thought with Breath : 
Man] y as Hettor, but more dangerous ; 
For Hettor in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
Totender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
[s mcre vindicative than jealous love. 
They call him Troilzzs ; and on him eret 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hefor. 
Thus fays ezeas, one that knows the youth, 
Even to his inches: and with privare Soul, 
Did in great 1/93 thus tranſlate him to me. 
Aza. They are in ation. 
Neſt, Now 4ax hold thine own. 
Tron. Heitor thou !l:ep'tt, awake thee. 
Aza. His blows are well diſpos'd there, Ajax. [Trumpets 
Dim. You muſt no more. ceaſe. 
ene. Princes, cnough, ſo plezſe you. 
Aja. 1am not warm yer, let us fight again. 
Diom, As Heitoy pleaſes. 
Feit, Why then will 1 no more: 
Theu art, great Lord, my Father*s Siſter*s Son ; 
A Coutin German to great Prian's Seed : 
The obligation of our Blood forbids 
A gory emulation *twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan ſo, 
That thou couldſt ſay, this hand is Greczan all, 
And this is Trojan: the Sinews of this Leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy : my Mother's Blood 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter 
Bounds in my Father*s : by Fove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not bear from me a Sreekiſh member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreſſure made 
Of our rank fend : but the juſt Gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrow®dſt from thy Mother, 
My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 
Be drain*d. Let me embrace thee, 4jex: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt Iuſty Arms; 
Heitor would have them fall upon him thus, 
Couſin, all honour to thee. 
Aja. 1 thank thee, Hettor : 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. | 
Hett, Not Neoptolemss ſo mirable, 
On whoſe bright Creſt, Fame with her loud'ſt (O yes) 
Cries, This is he, could promiſe to himſclf, 
A thought of added Honour, torn from Hettor. 
eEne., There is expeCtance here from both the ſides: 
What further you will do. 
Hett, Well anſwer it : 
The iſſue is embracement : 4jax, farewel. 
Aja. (if I might in entreatics find ſucceſs, 
As feld 1 have the chance; I would deſire 
My famous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 
Diom, *Tis Agamemnon's wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hettor. 
Het, eAneas, call my Brother Trojlzes to me: 
And ſignifie this loving enterview 
To the expettors of our 7r0jan part : 
Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my Couſin - 


Im'd; 


| 
[ Alarm, 


— 
—_ 


L will goeat with thee, and ſee your Knights. 
Enter Agamemnon and the reſt, 
Aja. Great Azamemnon comes to mect us here. 
Hett. The worthieſt of them, tell me name by namc: 

But for Achilles, mine own ſearching eyes 

Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 

. Aga, Worthy of Arms: as welcome as to one, 

That would be rid of ſuchan Enemy. 

But that's no welcome : underſtan4 more cl-ar, 

What's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with husk's 

And formleſs ruin of oblivion : 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain*d purely from all hollow bias drawing, 

Bids thee with moſt divine integrity, 

From hcart of very heart, great Hor, welcome, 
Hett, I thank thee, molt imperious Agamemnon. 
Aga. My well fared Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brothers greeting, 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Hetft, Whom mult we anſwer ? 
e/Ene, The Noble Menelaus. 

1 Heft. O, you my Lord, by ars his gauntlet, thanks, 

| Mock not, that I affet th? untraded Oath, 

| Your quondam wife ſwears ſtill by Venus Glove 

Shes well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, Sir, ſhOs a deadly Theam. 
Hett. O pardon, I offend. | 
Neſt. 1 have (thou gallant Trojan) ſeen thee ofc 

Labouring for deſtiny, make crucl way 

| Through ranks of Grezkiſh youth, andI have ſeen thee, 

| As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygzan Steed, 

| And ſeen thee ſcorning forfeits and ſubduements, 

'| When thou haſt hang thy advanced Sword Pth* Air, 

| Nor letting it decline on the declined : 

| That I have ſaid unto my ſtanders by, 

4 Lo Japiter is yonder, dealing lite. 

*| And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 

\ When that a Ring of Grecks, have hemnid thee in, 

'| Like an Olympian wraltling. This have I ſcen, 

' But this thy countenance (itll lockt in Steel) 

11 neverſawtillnow. I knew thy Grandliire, 

And once fought with him z he was a Souldier good, 

But by great ar: (the Czptain of us all,) 

Never like thec. Let an Old Manembrace thee, 

1 And-(worthy Warrior) welcome to our Tents. 

| ene. ?Tis the old Neſter. 

H«&, Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 

That haſt ſo long walkt hand 1a hand with time: 

| Moſt Reverend Neſtor. I am glad to claſp thee. 

Neſt. I would my Arms could match thee in contention, 

As they contend with thce 1n courtelie. 

Het. 1 would they could. 

Ne#. Ha? by this white beard Pld fight with thee to 
morrow. W<ll, welcome. welcome : I have ſeen the time--- 

Uly/. 1 wonder now how yonder City ſtands, 

When we have hcre her Baſe and Pillar by us. 

| He. 1 know your favour, Lord Ulyſſes, well. 

Ah, Sir, there's many a Greck, and Trojan dead ; 

| Since firſt I ſaw your ſelf and D:omeae 

In Jon, on. your Greekith Embaſie. 

Ulyf. Sir, 1 forctold you then what would cnſue, 

My Prophecy is but half his journey yet z 

] For yonder Walls that partly front your Town : 

Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the Clouds, 

Muſt kiſs their own Feet. 
| Ae, I muſt not believe you : 
There they ſtand yet : and modcltly I think, 

The fall of every Phrygran Stone will coſt 

A _ of Grecian Blood : the end crowns all, 

{ And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one Day end ir. 

Ulyſ. Soto him we leave it. 

{Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hefor, welcome ; 

After the General, I beſeech you next 
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To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my Tent. 
Achill, 1 ſhail forcſtal thee, Lard Vlyſes, thou : 
Now Hettor | have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
[| have with exact yiew peruy'd thee, Hettor, 
And quoicd joynt by joynt. 
Hectt, Is this Achilles ! 
Achil. 1 am Achilles, 
Hict?. Stand fair, 1 prithce, let me look on th 
Achil. Behold thy fill. 
Hett, Nay, 1 have done already. 


As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 


But there's more in me than thou underſtand?lſt, 
Why doelt thou ſo oppreſs we with thine Eye ? 


Shall I deſtroy him ?. Whether there, or there, or 
That I may give the Local wound a name, 

And make diltiact the very breach, where-out 
Hettors great Spirit flew. Anſwer me, Heavyens. 


To anſwer ſuch a Queſtion : Stand again ; 
ThinKſt thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Acb1l. 1 tell thee, yea. 

Heit, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me ſo, 

PId not believe thee: henceforth guard thee well, 

For Ple not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 

But by the Forge that ſtythied Mars his Helm, 

Ple kill thee every where, yea o're and ore. 

You wiſelt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His inſolence draws folly from my Lips, 

But Ple endeavour Decds to match theſe Words, 

Or may I never- 
Ajax. Do not cbafe thee, Couſin : 

And you Achilles, let theſe threats alone 

Till accident, or purpoſe bring you to't. 

You may have every day enough of Fedor, 

If you have Stomach. The general ſtate, I fear, 

Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

Het. I pray you, letus fee you in the Field, 
We have had pelting Wars ſince you refus'd 
The Grecian's Caule. 

Achil. Do'ſt thou intreat me, Hettor ? 

To morrow dol mect thee, fell as death, 
To Night, all Friends. | 
Hett. Thy hand upon that match, 


There in the full convive you: Afterwards, 

As Hettor's leiſure, and your bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him. 

Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 


Troi, My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me, 1 beſeech you, 
[n what place of the Field doth Calcas keep ? 


There Diomede doth feaſt with him to Night, 
W ho neither looks on Heaven, nor on Earth, 


But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creſſid. 


After we part from Agamemnon”s Tent, 
To bring me thither ? 
Ulyſ. You ſhall command me, Sir : 
As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy, had ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? 
Tri. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their ſcars, 
A mock is due: will you walk on, my Lord ? 
She was beloy?d, ſhe loy?d; ſhe is, and doth. 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 


Achil, Vle heat his Blood with Greckiſh Wine to 


CC, 


Achil. Thou art too brief, I will the ſecond time, 


Hett, O like a Book of ſport thow'lt read me ore: 


Achil. Tellme, you Heaves, in which part of his Body 


there, 


Hett, It would diſcredit the bleſt Gods, Proud Man, 


Aga. Tirſt, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 


That this great Souldier may his welcome know. [| Exexr, 


Uly/. At Menelans Tent, molt Princely Troilus, 


Troi. Shall l (ſweet Lord) be bound fo thee ſo much, 


But ſtill, ſweet love is Food for Fortunes tooth. [Exernt. 


Night, 
Which 


— 
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Patrocls, let us Feaſt him to the height. Afen. Good nite, my Lord. 
[a'r. Here comes Ther ſites. Het, Good nizht;, ſwat Lord AMenelaus, 
Emer T herfſites. | Ther. Sweet Uicught: ſweet quoth a? ſcet Sink, 
Aciul, How now, thou core of Envy ? [WCCt SUrC, 
Thou crulty batch of Nature, what's the news ? Achil. Good night, 2nd welcom, both at once, to thoſe 
Ther. Why, thou Picture of what tliou ſcenyſt and Ido] that go, or tarry, 
of Idiot-worſhippers, here'sa Letter for thee, Ag4. Good night. 
Ach:l. From whence, Fragment * Acrnt, Old Neſtor tarries, and you too, Diomede, 
Thcr. Why, thou full diſh of Fool, from Troy. Keep Hettor company an hour or two. 
Pair, Who keeps the Tent now ? Di. Ilcannet, Lord, I have important buſineſs, 
Ther, The Surgeon's Box, or the Patient's Wound. I ke tide whereof is now , Good night, great Hr. 


Parr, Well faid, Adverlity, and what need theſe tricks? | H&, Giye me your hard. 
Ther. Prithee be ſilent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, Uly/. Follow his Torch, he goes to Calcbas?s Tenr, | 


thou art thought to be Achilles's male Varlet. Ple keep you company. 
Petr, Male Varlet, you Rogue ? What's that ? 1704, Sweet Sir, you honour me. 
Ther, Why, his maſculine Whore. Now the rotten | 4&?. And ſo Gocd nighr. 
diſeaſes of th: South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, | Acial. Come, come, enter my Tent. [ E-xeunt. 


Loads o? gravel Pth? backs, Lethargics, cold Palſies, and the Ther. That fame Diome@'s2 falle-hearted Rogue, a moſt 
like, take ard take again ſuch prepoſterous diſcoverics. | unjuſt Knavez;, I will no more truſt im when he lzers, than 
Patr. Why, thou damnable box of Envy, thou, what |[ will a Serpen: when he hiſſes : He will ſpend his awo2th 


mean'lt thou'ro Curſe thus ? anc promile, like Brabler the Hourd ; but when he p:r- 
Ther. Dol Curſe thee ? turms, A:tronomers torcrtel it, that it is prodigious, there 
Patr, Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whorſon indi. | w+i!; core ome change : The Sun borrows of the Moon, 

ſtinguiſhable Cur. | v1EN 11:2-9%6.42 keeps his word. 1 will rather leave to ſec 

ker. No? Why art thou then exaſperate , thou” i11. ! {+27 +2n not to dog him: they fay, h: keeps a Trojan 
immaterial skein of fleyd Silk ; thou green Sarccnet 1147 | ut uſes the Traytor Calchas his Tent. Plz af. 


for a ſore Eye, thou tcfle! of a Prodigals Purſe, thou ? A'., -Notiuvg but Lechery ? All ircontinent Varlers. 


how the poor World is peſtred with ſuch warter-flies, c:- | Exc, 
minutives of Nature. | Enter Diomede. 

Patr. Our gall, D:0, What are you up here, ho ? ipcak. 

Ther, Finch Egg. Chal. Who calls? 

Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am th*warted quite D:o. Dionede, Calchas, | think, wheres your Daughter ? 

þ From my great purpoſe in to morrows battel : Chal. She comes to ycu. 

Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuva, Emer Trcilus, «and Ulyſks. 
A Token from her daughter, my fair Love, Uly/. Stand where the Torch may nor diſcover us. 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep Enter Creilid: 
An Oath that I have ſworn. I will not break it, T0i, Crefſid come forth to him. 
Fall Greek,, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, Dio. How now, my charge ? 
My major Vow lies here this Ple obey : Creſ. Now my ſweet Guardian: hark, a word with yor; 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, 1:0, Yea, ſo familiar ? 


\This night in banqueting mult all be ſpent. Ulyſ. She will ing any man at firſt fight. 

Away, Patroclus, [Ext.| Ther, Andany man may find her, if he can take her 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, theſe | life : ſhes noted. | 

two may run mad : but if with too much brain, and too | Do. Will you remember ? 

little blood, they do, Ile be a Curer of Mad-men. Here's | Creſ. Remember ? yes. 

Agamemnon,” an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves | Dvo. Nay, but do theng and let your mind be coupled 

Quails, but he has not ſo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the | with your words. 

good transformation of Fapiter there his Brother, the | Tri. What ſhould ſhe remember ? 

Bull, the primitive Statue, and oblique memorial of Cuc- | Uly/. Liſt. 

kolds, a thrifty ſhooing-horn in a chain , hanging at his | Cre. Sweet honey, Greek, tempt me no more to folly, 

Brothers Leg ; to what form, but that he is, ſhould wit | Ther. Roguery. 

| larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him | D:o. Nay, then. 

' to? to an Aſs were nothing, he is both Aſs and Ox; to| Cre. Pletell you what. 

=P an Ox were nothing, he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a | Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forſworn —— 
Dogg, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an| Cre. In Faith I cannot : what would you have me do ? 
Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, I would | Ther. A jugling trick, to be ſecretly open. 

| not care: But to be Menelans, I would conſpire againſt | Dio. Whar did you ſwear you would beltow on me ? 

Deſtiny, Ask me not what I would be, if I were not Ther- | Cre/. 1 prethee do not hold me tomine Oath , 

ſires: for | care not to be the Lowſe ofa Lazar, ſo 1 were | Bid me do afiy thing but that, ſweet Greek, 

not Menelaus, Hoy-day, Spirits and Fires. Dio. Good night. 


' Troi. Hold, Patience. 
: | Enter Hettor, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſl:s, Neſtor, Dio- Ulyſ. How now, Trojan ? 
' mede, with Lights, Creſ. Diomeae. : 
l Dio. No, no, good night : Ile be your Fool no more. 
| Azz. We go wrong, we £0 wrong. Troi, Thy betrer muſt. 
Aja. No, yonder *tis, there where we ſee the Light. Creſ. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
| Het, 1 trouble you. Tres. O Plague and Madneſs ! 
| Ajax. No, not a whit. Uly{. You are moy*d, Prince, let us depart, I pray you, 
Enter Achilles. Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould cnlarge it ſelf 
| Ulyſ. Here comes himſelf ro guide you. To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous z 
| Achil. Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. The time right deadly : 1 beſcech you go. 
Aram. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good night, | Troi, Behold, I pray you. 


| Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. Ulyſ. Nay, good my Lord go off - | 
Hett, Thanks, and good night to the Greeks General, | You flow to great diſtraction : come, my Lord. * | 
SL rot. 


_—_ 
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| Troi. | pray thee tay ? 


T'y/. You have not patience, CaMe. 

' 763. 1 pray you ſtay; by Hell, and all Hells torments, 
[ will not ſpeak a word. 

Div, And ſo good night. 

Creſ. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tr0i. Doth that grieve thee ? O withered truth ! 

Ulyſ. Why, how now, Lord ? 

Trot. By Fove, 1 will be patient, 

Crcſ. Guardian ? why, Greek ? 

Dio. Fo, fo, adiev, you palter. : 

Cre. In faith, I do not : come hither orice again. 
 U!yſc. You ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething z will you go * 
You will break out. 

7 -9;. She ſtroaks his Cheek. 

U!/. Come, come. 

Troi. Nay, tay, by Fove, I will not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my will, and all offences, 

\. zuard of patience, ſtay a little while. 

er. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Pauroto Finger, tickles theſe together : fry, Lechery, fry. 
: -43:0, Buc will you then ? 

Cre. Ia Faith I will gog never truſt meelſe. 

Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 

Cr:/. Iletetchyou one. 

UV!;j. You have ſworn patience. 

Tri. Fear me not, ſweet Lord. 


| 


[! wiiirot bemy ſelf, nor have cognition 


©! what I feel : Iamall patience. 
Enter Creſhd- 
{:r, Now the pledge, now, now, now. 
Cre/. Here, Diomede, kcep this Sleeve. 
701. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith ? 


i Uty/. My Lord. 


770. 1 will be patient, ontwardly I will. 
Creſ. You look upon that Sleeve; behold it wel : 


1Helov'd me : O falſe Wench : give*t me again. 


Dio. Whoſe was'c ? 
Creſ. It is no matter now I have*t again. 

{ will not meet with you to morrow night : 

| prithce, Dromede, vilit me no more. 
Ther. Now ſhe ſharpens : well ſaid Whetſtone. 
Dio. I ſhall haveirt. _ 
Creſ. What, this ? 


| Dio. I, that. 


Creſ, O all you Gods ! O pretty, pretty pledge ; 
Thy Maſter now lies thinking 1n his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kiſles tot : 
As1 kils thee. , 

Dio. Nay, do not ſnatch it from me. | 

Creſ. He that takes that, takes my Heart withall. 

7:1. 1 had your Hcart before, this follows ir. 

Tra, | did ſwear patience. 

Cr:/. You ſhall not have it, Dromede : faith you ſhall not, 
ile give you ſomething elſe. 

Do, I will have this: whoſe was it ? 

Cre. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was ? 

Cref, *Twas one that lov'd me better than you will. 
But now you have it, take It. 

Dio. Whoſe was it ? 

Creſ. By all Diana's waiting Women yonder, 
And by her ſelf, 1 will not tcll you whoſe. 

Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 
Aud grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro:. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'lt it on thy horn, 
[t ſhould be challeng'd. 

Creſ. Well, well, *tis done; 'tis paſt ; 
[ will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then farewels : 
Thou never ſhalt mock Dzomede again. 

Cre. You ſhall not go: one cannot ſpzak a word, 
But it ſtreight ſtarts you. 


and yet it is not, 


— 


Di», 1 do not like this fooling. 
Ther. Nor I, by Pl : but that that likes not me, plea- 
ſes me b:1k, 
Dio. What ſhall I come ? the hour. 
Creſ. .I, come : O, Jove ! do, come : I ſhall be plagwd. | 
Dio. Fareweltill then. Ex) , 
Creſ. Good night : I prithee come : 
Troilus, farewcl z one Eye yet looks on thee, 
But with my Heart, the other Eyc doth ſec-—<—— 
Ah poor our Sex ; this fault inus1 ind, 
The error of our Eye, directs our mind. 

What error leads muſt err : O then conclude, 
Minds ſway*d by Eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit. 
Ther, A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more : 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore. ; 

Uhlſ. AlPs done, my Lord. 
Tra, lt is. | 
Uly/. Why ſtay we then ? | 
1roui, To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke : 
But if I tell how theſe two did co-att ; 
Shall I not lye in publiſhing a truth ? 
Sith yet thereis a credence in my Heart, 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears ; 
As if thoſe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniate, 
Was Creſſid here ? 
Uly/. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
10i. She was not ſure. 
Uly/. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Tr. Why, my negation hath no taſt of madneſs. 
Ulyſ. Nor mine, my Lord : Creſſi4 was here but now. 
Tro. Let it not be beliey*d for woman-hood : 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage | 
To ſtubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex, 
By Creſſia*s rule. Rather think this not Creſſid, 
Uly/. V Vhat hath ſhe done, Prince, that can ſoyl our 
Mothers ? 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe. 
Ther, VVillhe ſwagger himſclf out on's own Eyes ? 
Troi, This ſhe ? no, this is D1omede?s Creſſid : 
If Beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: 
If Souls guide vows, if vows are Sanctimony ; 
If Sanftimony be the Gods delight : 
If there be rule in unity ir ſelf, 
This is not ſhe: O madneſs of diſcourſe / 
That Cauſe ſets up, with, and againſt thy ſelf, 
By foul Authority : where reaſon can revolt 
V Vithout Perdition, and loſs aſſume all Reaſon, 
V Vithout a1 This 1s, and is not Creſſid : 
Within my Soul, there doth conducea fight 
Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſeparate, 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifice for a point as ſubtle, 
As Ariachnes broken woof to enter ; 
Inſtance, O inſtance / ſtrong as Plats Gates ; 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the bonds of Heaven ; 
Initance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as Heaven it ſelf ; 
The bonds of Heaven are ſlipt, diſſoly*d, and loogd : 
And with another knot hve finger'd tied, 
The fraCtions of her Faith, orts of her Love : 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greafie Reliques, 
Of her o're-caten Faith, are bound to Dzcmede, 
Uly/. May worthy Troilzs be half attached 
V Vith that which here his paſllion doth expreſs? 
Tro, 1, Greek,, and that ſhall be divulged well 
In CharaQers, as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Yexws ; never did young man fancy 
With ſo Eternal, and fo fhxt a ſoul. 
Hark, Greek: as much as I do Creſſida love , 
So much by weight, hate I her Dzomede : 


[—— 


Thar| 


— - 


Ft Sleeve 15mine, that hel bear ta hiz Helm :; 
\W.rc it 2 Cazk compoyd by Vulcan's Skill, 
My Swerd ſhould bizzat : Not the dreadful ſpout, 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 
Coaltring'd in mals by the Almiglity Fenn, 
Shall dizzy vith more clamour Neptnc*s ear * 
{1 lits deſcent, than ſhall my prompted Sword 
Failing on Diomede, 
Tir. 21 tickle it for his Concupy. 
[744. O, Crefiid { O falle Creſſid: falſe, falſe, falle: 
Let «!1 untruths ftand by thy Ntained name, 
Aud they?l ſeem glorious. 
U!yſ. O contain your felt : 
Your Paſlion draws ears hither. 
Emer Facas. 
«/£ne, 1 have been ſceking you this hour, my Lord: 
Heitor ty this 1s arming him in Troy. 
Ajzx, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 
T4. Have with you,Prince : my courteous Lord, adicu : 
Farcwel, revoltcd fair : and, Diomede, 
91 .411d fall, and wear a Caltic on thy head. 
Uyſ. Ple bring you to the Gates. 
101. Accept diltracted thanks. 
[Exeunt Troilus, Zneas, and Ulyfles. 
Ther. Would I could mcet that Rogue Diomeae, | 
vould croak like a Raven # I would bode, 1 would bode ; 
P.troclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
thi; \Vhore: the Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious drab : Lechery, Lechery, till 
wars and Lechery, nothing elſe holds faſhion. A burning 
Devil take them, Exit. 


Eiter HeQtor, and Andromache. 


Arid. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper*d, 
To ſtop his Ears againſt admoniſhment ? 
Unarm, unarm, a nd 'donot fight to day. 
Het, You train me to offend you : get you gone. 
By the everlaſting Gods, Ple go. 
And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to the day. 
Hciit, No more, I fay. 
: Enter Caſlandra. 
Caſ. Whcre ismy Brother Hector ? 
Ard, Hcre Silter, arm? d, and bloody 1n intent : 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition : 
Purſne wc himon knees: for have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nothing been bur ſhapes, and forms of ſlaughter. 
C:/. O,2t15 true, 
H:&#. Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. 
C/. No notes of tally, for the Heavens, ſweet Brother. 
Hef, Be gone, I fay : the Gods have heard me ſwear. 
C.:/. The Godsare deaf to hot and peeviſh Vows, 
The; arc pollmed Offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than ſported Livers inthe Sacrifice. 
4, O be perſuaded, do not count it holy, 
To hurt by being jult ; it 1s as lawful : 
For we would count give much to as violent thefts, 
And reb in the bchalt of Charity, 
Caf. It is the purpoſe that makcs ſtrong the Vow; 
Put Vews to cyery purpoſe mult not hold ; 
Unarm, ſweet Hettor. 
Heit, Hold you ſtill, I ſay ; 
Vine Eonour keeps the weatheroof my Pate : 
-, Lifeevery man holds dear, but the dear man 
| Holds Honour far more precious-dear thaa life. 
| Emcr Troilus. : 
tow now. young man ? mecan'ſt thou to fight to day ? 
| Ard. Caſſanere, call my Father to perſuace. 


A 
ts AA EO AA 


| ' [Exit Caſſandra. 
4 #44, No Faith, yeung Trelus ;, Coff thy harneſs, Youth : 
| Iam to Cay FLY vein of Chivalry : 

' Let grow thy Sitews-till their knots be ſtrong z 
' Aud tempe nr yet the bruſhes of tJig war. 


m_—— 


IR he Tragedy of Troilus and Creſfida. 


{ 


 Unarm thee, 


1 | come to lole my Arm, or wiz mySlecve. 


20, 2nd doubt thou not, brave Boy, 

le ltand to day, tor thee, and mc, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you ; 

Which bctter fits a Lion, than a Man. 

Hee, What vic? is that ? good Trolus Chide me for it; 
Tru. When many tunes the Captive Grecian falls, 
Even inthe fan and wind of your fair Sword, 
You bid them riſe, and live. | 
He, O, ?tis fair play. 
Tru. Fools play, by Heaven, Hr. 
Hitt, How now ? how now ? 
1:0. For thi love of all the Gods, 

Lers Icaye the Hermit pity with our *ſothers ; 

And when we have our Armors buckled on, 

The venonr'd vengeance ride upon our Swords, 

Spur thcm to rueful work, rcin them from ruth, 

Flt, Fie, Savage, fie. : 

Troi. Hettor, then tis wars. 

Heep. Troiles, | would not have you fight to Cay. 
Troi, Who ſhould with-hold me ? 

Not Fate, Obedience, nor the hand of Ars, 

Beckning with hery Truncheon my retire ; 

Not Priamus, and Heeubaon knees 

Their Eyes o're-galled with recourſe of Tears ; 

Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 

OppoY'd to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my way ; 

But by my ruin, 

Enter Priam and Caſlandra. 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faſt : 

He is thy Crutch z now if thou lote thy ſtay, 

Thou oa him leaning, and all 7roy on thee, 

Fail all rogether. 

Priam, Come, Heitor, come, go back : | 

Thy Wite hath dreamt, thy Mother hath had viſions 

Caſſandra doth foreſee ;, and I my (elf, 

Am like a Prophet ſuddenly enrapr, 

To tell thee that this day is Ominous : 

Therefore come back. 

Hett, e/Eneags is a-field, 

And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour to appear 

This morning to them. 

Priam, 1, but thou ſhalt not go. 
Hett. I muſt not break my Faith : 
You know medurtiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave 
To take that courſe by your conſent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Prijam. 
Caf. O, Priam, yield notto him. | 
Aad. Do not, dear Father, 
Hett, Andromache, 1 am offended with you : 

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

[Exit Andromache. 

Tr0:, This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious Girl, 

Makes all theſe bodements. 
Caf. O farewel, dear Hettor : 

Look how thou dieſt; look how thy Eye turns pale 

Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents; 

Hark how Troy roars; how Hecubacries out ; | 

How poor 4:4» omache ſhrils her dolour forth ; | 

Behold diſtraCtion, frenzy, and amazement, 

Like witleſs Anticks, one another meer, 

Andall cry, Hettor, Hettor*s dead : O Hettor | | 
Trei. Away, 
Caſ. Farewel : yet, ſoft : Heftor, I take my leave ; 

Thou do'ſt thy ſelf, and all our Troydeceive. Exit, } 
Heit, You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her exclaim : 

Go in and cheer the Town, we'll torth and ſight - 

Do deeds of praiſe, and tell you them at nighr. 
Friam, Farcyel : the Gods with ſafety ſtand about thee, 

[ Alarnm, 
Toi. They are at it, hark : proud Dwomede, belieye 


_ _ > <—_— — _ 
- — _— CO — — — 


J 


44 


£4 3 


— 


Emey 


"= 


— — — — 


——_— 


286 


The Tragedy of Troilus and Crefſida. 


— 


Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord ? do you hear ? 
Troi. What now ? 
Pand. Herels a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 

Ira. Let me read. 
' Pard, A whorſontilick, a whorſon raſcally tiſick, fo 
troubles me: and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leave you one 
 ©'th*days ; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyestoo, and ſuch 
an ach in my Bones, that unleſs a Man were curſt I cannot 
tel] what to think on*t. What ſays ſhe, there ? 
| Tro:, Words, words, meer words, no matter from the 
Heart : 
Ttreffett doth operate another way. 
1Go wind to wind, there, turn and change together : 
My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feeds ; 
Bur edifies another with her deeds. 

Pand. Why, 'but hear you ? 

_ Troi, Hence, brother Lacky ; Ignominy and Shame 

Purſue thy lite, and live aye with thy name. 
Alarum, 
Enter T herfites in excurſion, 
Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another, Þle 


[ Excmnt. 


has gat that ſame ſcurvy, doting, fooliſh young Knaves 
Sleeve of Troy, there in his Helm : 1 would fain fee them 
meet, thar, that ſame young 7rojan aſs, that loves the 
Whore there, might ſend that Greckiſh W hore-malterly 
Villain, with the Sleeve, back to the d:\[embling luxurious 
Drab, of a fleeveleſs errant. O*thtother ſide, the Policy 
of thoſe crafty ſwearing Raſcals; that ſtale old Mouſe- 
eaten dry-cheeſe, Neſtor : and that ſame dog-fox Ulyſſes is 
not prov*d worth a Black-berry. They ſer me up in Poli- 
cy, that mungril Cur 4jax, againſt that Dog of as bad 
a kind, Achilles. And now is the Cur 4jax prouderthan 
the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to day. Whercupon 
the Grecians began to proclaim Barbariſmz and Policy 
grows into an ill opinion. 
Emer Diomede, and Troilus. 

Soft, here comes Sleeve, and th? other. 

Toi. Flynot: for ſhould'lt thou take the River Styx, 
I would ſwim after. 

Diom. Thou do'ſt miſcall, retire : 
I do not flye, but” advantagious care 
With-drew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee. 

Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian : now for thy Whore, 
Trojan : Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 

Enter Hector. 

Hef. W hat art thou,Greek ? art thou for Hefor*s match? 
Art thou of Blood, and Honour ? 

Ther. No, no: I am a Raſcal ; a Scurvy railing Knave; 
a very filthy Rogue. 

Hett. I do beleve thee, live. 

Ther. God a mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; but a 
plague break thy neck——-for frighting me: what's be- 


lowed one another. | would laugh at that miracle——yet 
ina ſort;- Lechery catsitfelf : Fle ſeek them. [ Ext. 
Emer Diomede and Servant. 
D4o. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Tro:l«s's Horſe ; 
Preſent the fair Steed to my Lady Creſſi : 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty : 
Tell her, I havechaſtis'd the amorous 70a, 
And am her Knightby proof. 
Ser. I go, wn, yas Enter Agamemnon. 
4. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamns 
4 Hath beat down Aencr : Baſtard argarelon 
Hath Dorens Priſoner, 
And ſtands, Coloſſus wiſe, waving his beam, 
Upon the paſhed courſes of the Kings, 
| Epiſtropus and Cedus, Polyxines is lain; 
Amphimachus, and Thboxs, deadly hurt , 
Patroclss tzne or ſlain, and Palamedes. 


go look on : that diſſembling abominable yarler, Dromeae, | 


—_ 


come of the Wenching Rogues ? 1 think, they have ſwal- | 


Sore hurt and bruiſed ; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers, haſte we, D:omeac, 
To re-inforcement, or we pcriſh all. 

Enter Neſtor, 

Ns#.- Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles, 
And bid the Snail-pac'd 4jax arm for ſhame, | 
There is a thouſand #etors in the Field : 

Now here he fights on Galathe his Horle ; 
And there lacks work: anon he's there a- foot, 
And there they flye or dye, like ſcaled Sculs, 
Before the belching Whalc : then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Grecks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the Mower*s Swath ; 
Here, there, and every where, he lcaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obeying appetite, 
That what he will, he does, and docs ſo much, 
Thar Proof is calPd Impoſſbility. 

Enter Ulylles, 

Uly/. Oh. Courage, Courage, Princes : great Achilles 
[s arming, weeping, curſing, vowing Vengeance ; 
Patroclus's wounds have rouz'd his drowlie blood, | 
Together with his mangled Afyrmdons, 

That noſelefs, handleſs, hackr, and chipt, come to him 

Crying on Hettor. Ajax hathlolt a Friend, 

And foams at Mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it ; 

Roaring for Troilxs; who hath done to day, 

Mad and fantaſtick execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, 

With ſuch a careleſs Force, and forceleſs Care, 

As if that luck, in very ſpight of cunning,bad him win all. 
Enter Ajax. 

Aja. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. 

Dio. I, there, there. 

Neſt. So, ſo, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Hettor ? c 4 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, ſhew thy Face : 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hettor,, where's Hettoy ? 1 will none but Hettor. 

Enter Ajax. | 
Aja. Troilus, thou Coward Troils, ſhew thy head. 
Enter Diomede. | 
Diom. Troilus, 1 ſay, wheres Troilus ? 

Aja. What would'ſt thou ? 

14. 1 would correct him. 

Aja. Werel the General, 

Thou ſhouPdit have my Office, 
Ee that Correttion : Troilas, I ſay, what, Troilus ? 
Enter Trollus. 
Troi. Oh Traytor Diomede | 
Turn thy falſe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy life, thou oweſt me for my Horſe. 

Dio. Ha, art thou there ? 

Aja. Ple fight with him alone, ſtand, Diomede. 

Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 


Tr0i. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at you both, 
[ Exit Troilus. 


[ Ext. 


Exit, 


[Exit, 


Enter Heftor. 
Het, Yea,Troilus ? O well fought,my youngeſt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now dol ſee thee; have at thze, Hettor. 
Het, Pauſe, if thou wilt. 
Achil. 1 do diſdain thy Courteſie, proud Trojan ; 
Be happy that my Arms are out of ule: 
My reit and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again : 
Till when, go ſeek thy Fortune. 
Fett. Farc thee well : 
[ would have been much more a freſher Man, 
Had I expeCted thee : how now, my Brother ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi, Ajax hath t?ne </&neas ; ſhall it be ? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven, 
He ſhall not carry him: Vle be t2ne too, 
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Or bring him off: Fate, hear me whar 1 ſay ; h 
| wreak not, though thou end my Life to day. [Exit, 
Enter one in Armour. 

Heit Stand, ſtand, thou Greek, 
Thon art a goodly Mark : | 
No? wilt thou nor? Llike thy Armour well, | 
Ple fruſh it, and unlock the Rivers all, 
But Fle be Maſter of it : wilt thou not, beaſt, abide ? 


| Dt. The bruitis, Hettor flain, and by Achilles. 

Aja. It it be fo, yet bragleſs let it be: 
Great Hor was a man as good as he. 

Aga. March patiently along let one be ſent 
To pray Ac#lles ſee us at out Tear. 
If in his death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great 7 roy is ours, and our [Karp Wars are ended. 

[_E xeunt, 


Enter Achilles nich Myrmidons : 

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmiaons : 
Mark what | ſay ; attend m2 where | wheel : 
Strike not a ſtroak, but keep your ſelves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hettor found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about : 
[n felle{t manner execute yonr Arms, 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye ; 
[t is decreed, Hebtor the great mult die. [Exit, 

Emer Therſites, Menelaus, and Paris. 

Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it : 
now Bull, now Dog, 'loo; Paris, *loo; now my double 
hen'd ſparrow ; 2100, Paris, *l00; the Bull has the game: 
*ware Horns, ho. 

[Exit Paris, and Menclaus. 

Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
Ther. What art thou ? 
Baſt. A Baſtard Son of Prian's. 
Ther. 1 am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am a Ba- 
ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard in mind, Baſtard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate : One Bear will not 


Why then fly on, Ple hunt thee for thy Hide. CExit. | 


Enter F.ncas, Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobus. 


ere, Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field, 


| Who ſhall tell Priam fo ? or Hecnuba ? 


Never go home ; here ſtarve we out the night. 
Enter T roilus. 
Tre, Hittor is lain, 
All. Hettor ? the Gods forbid. 
Troi. Þ&s dcad: and at the Murtherers Horſes tail, 
In bealtly fort,cragg*d through the ſhameful Field, 
Frown on, you Heavens, effect your rage with ſpeed : 
S1t GoCs upon your Throns, and ſmile at Troy. 
[ ſay at orce, let your brief Plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtructions on. 
ene, My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the Hoſt. 
Troi, Youunderſtand me not, that tell me ſo: 
[ do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
Addre fs their dangers in. Hettor is gone : 


Let him that will a ſcriech-oul ay be calld, 

Go in to Troy, and fay there, Hector's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to ſtone ; 

Make wells, ard N:0b%s of the Maids and Wives ; 


bite another, and wheretore ſhould one Baſtard ? Take 

heed, the quarrels moſt ominous to us: If the Son of a 

Whore fight for a V V hore, he tempts Judgment : fare- 

wel, Baſtard. 
Baſt. T he Devil take the Coward. [Exenrt, 

Enter HeCtor, 

Hef, Moſt putrificd Core fo fair without : 

Thy goodly Armour thus hath coſt thy Life. 

Now is my days work done ; Þle take good breath : 

Reſt Sword; thou haſt thy fill of Blood and Death: 

Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 


Cool ſtatues of the youth; and in a word, 
Scare Troy out of ſelf. But march away, 
Hettor is dead : there is no more to ſay. 

Stay yet: you vile abominable Tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains : 
Let 7:tan riſe, as carly as he dare, | 
le through,and through you, and thou great ſiz'd coward, 
No ſpace of Earthſhall ſunder our two hates, 

le haunt thee, like a wicked Conſcience ſtill, 

That mouldeth Goblins ſwift, as frenſies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go : 


Achil. Look, Heftor, how the Sun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his heels, 

Even with the veil and darking of the Sun. 

Tocloſe the day up, Hettor*s Life is done. 

Hett. 1 am unarm'd, forgo this vantage, Greek. 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ſtrike, this is the Man 1 ſcek. 
So, lion, fall thou : now, 1 roy, fink down : 
Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews, and thy Bone. 
On, Ayrmidons, cry you allamain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector lain. 

Hark, a Retreat upon our Grec:an part. 

Gree, The Trojan Trumpets ſounds the like, my Lord. 
Achil.The dragon wing of Night,o're-fpreads the Earth. 
And, Stickler-like, the Armies ſeparates 

My half ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleagd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 

Come, tye his Body to my Horſes Tail : 

Along the Field, I will the 7r0az trail. [Exewrt. 
Sound Retreat. Shout. 


[ Retreat, 


Emer Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, 
and the reſt marching. 


Aza. Hark, hark, what ſhout is that ? 


Neſt. Peace Drums. | 
Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Heftor's ſlain, Achilles, 


Hop? of revenge, ſhall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 

P:*nd. But hear you ? hear you ? 

1c. Hence brothel, lacky, ignominy and ſhame 
Purſue thy Life, and live aye with thy name. [Excwnt. | 

Pan.A goodly med*cine for mine aking bones : oh world, 
world, world ! thus is the poor Agent deſpig'd : Oh Trai- 
tors, and Bawds ; how earneſtly are you ſet a work, and 
how 1l] requited ? why ſhould our endeavour be fo de- 
ſir?d, and the performance ſo- loath'd ? What Verſe for 
it? what Inſtance for it ? let me ſee, 
Full merrily, the Humble Beedoth ſing, 
Till he hath loſt his honey, and his ſting 3 
And being once ſubdu'd in armed tail, 
Sweet Honey, and ſweet Notes together fail. | 
Good Traders in the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pandars Hall, 
Your Eyes half our, weep out at Pandar”s Fall, bk 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans; 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bones , 
Brethren and Siſters of the hold-dore Trade, 
Some two months hence, my will ſhall here be made : 
It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this, 
Some galled Gooſe of Wincheſter would hiſs : 
Till then, Vle ſwear, and ſeek about for eaſes; 


And at that time bequeath you my diſeaſes, CExeunt. 
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LANUS. 


Attus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


Enter a Company of Mutinous Citi<ens , with StAVCs, Clubs, 
and other Weapons, 


1 Catizen. 
Efore we proceed any further, hear me ſpeak. 

B All. Speak, Speak. 

1 Cit, Youare all reſoly'd rather to die than to 
famiſh ? : 
All. Reſolv*d, reſolv'd. 
1, Cir. Firſt, you know, Caius Martins is chief Enemy 
to the People. 
All, We know't: 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and well have Corn at our own 
price. Ita Verdict ? 
All. No more talking ont, Let it be done, away, away. 
2 Cit, One word, good Citizens. = 
1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens, the Patrict- 
ans good : what Authority ſurfeits on, would relieve us; 
Lf they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it were 
| wholeſorn, we might gueſs they relieved us humanly : 
But they think weare too dear , the leanneſs that atllicts 
us, the object of our Miſery, is asan Inventory to partt- 
culariſe their abundance, our ſufferance is a gain to them. 
Let us reyenge this with our Pikes, &re we become Racks. 
| For the Gods know, I ſpeak this in hunger for Bread, not 
| in thirſt for Revenge. ; 
' 2 Cit Would you proceed eſpeclaily againſt Caius 
Martins ? 
All. Againſt him firſt : He's a very Dog to the Com- 
 monalty. | 
2 Cit. Conſider you what Services he has done for his 
Country ? EST 
x Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him good 
report fort, but that he pays himſelf with being proud. 

All. Nay, but ſpeak not malicioully. 

1 Cit, I ſay unio you , what he hath done Famouſly, 
he did it to that ead * though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
content to ſay it was for his Country, he did it to pleaſe 
his Mother, and to be partly proud, which he 1s, even to 
the altitude of his virtuc. 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature , you ac- 
counta Vice in him: You mult in no way ſay, he 1s Cove- 
cous. 

1 Cit. If 1 muſt not, I need not be barren of Accuſa- 
tions, he hath faults (with ſurplus) totirc in repetition. 
[Shouts within, 


| What ſhouts are thoſe? The other ſide o*h? City is riſen, 


why ſtay we prating here? To th? Capitol. 
All. Come, come. 
1 Cit, Soft, who comes here ? 
Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa, one that hath always 
lov*d the People. 

1 Cit, He*s one honeſt enough, would all the reſt were ſo. 

Men. What works my Country-men in hand ? 

Where go you with your Bats and Clubs ? The matter, 
Speak, 1 pray you. | 
2 Cit, Our bulineſs is not unknown to th? Senat, they 
have had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
whichnow we?ll ſhew*m in deeds : They ſay, poor Suiters 
have ftrong Breaths, they ſhall know we have ſtrong 

Arms too. 

Men, Why Maſters, my good Friends, mine honeſt 
Neighbours, will you undo your ſelves ? 

2 Cit, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you, for your wants, 

Your ſultering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courſe will on 

The way it takes : cracking ten thouſand Curbs 
Of more ſtrong link*d aſunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 

Your Knees to them (not Arms) mult help. Alack, 
Youare tranſported by Calamity 

Thither, where more attends you, and you ſlander 
The Helms oth State ; who care for you, like Fathers, 
When you curſe them, as Enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us ? True indeed, they ne're cared for ns 
yct. Sufter us to famiſh, and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
with Grain : Make Edidts for Uſury, to ſupport Uſurers ; 
repeal daily any w holeſome AC&t eſtabliſhed againſt the 
Rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to chain | 
up aid reſtrain the Poor. If the Warseat us not up, they 
will, and there's all the love they bear us. 

Men, Either you muſt 
Confeſs your ſelves wondrous Malicwus, 
Or be accugd of Folly. 1 ſhall tell you 
A pretty tale, It may be you have heard it, 
Bur ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will veature 
To ſcale*t a little more, 

2 Cit, Well, 


I'le | 
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, Ple hear it, Sir : yet you mult not think, But make you ready your Ititt Bats and Clubs, 
- [| To fobb off our diſgrace with a tale : Kome, and her Rats, are at the point of Battel ; 
But and”r pleaſe you deliver. The one ſide mult have Bal. 
| Men, There was a time, when all the bodies Members Enter Caius Martius. 
RebelPd againſt the Belly , thus accus'd it, Hayl, Noble 2dartins, 
That only like a Gulf it did remain Mar. Thanks, What's the matter, you diſſentious Rogues ? 
P th' midſt o'th? Body, idle and unactive, That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, 
Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing Make your ſelves Scabs. 
Like labour with the reſt, where th? other Inſtruments 2 Cit. We have ever your good word. 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, walk, feel, Afar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
And mutually participate, did miniſter Bencath abhurring. What would you have, you Curs, 
Unto the Appetite, and aft:ction common T hat like not Peace, nor War? The one affrights you, |} 
Of the whole Body, the Belly anſwer.'d The other makes you proud. He that truſtsto you, 
2 Cit, Well, Sir, what anſwer made the Belly. Where he ſhould find you Lions, finds you Hares: 
Men. Sir, 1 ſhall tell you with a kind of ſmile, Where Foxes, Geeſe you are: No ſurer, no, | 
W hich ne*er came from the Lungs, but even thus : Than is the coal of Fire upon the lce, 
'| For look you, I may make the Belly ſmile, Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Virtue is, 
As well as ſpcak; it tauntingly reply*d To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 
| To tÞ? diſcontented Members, the mutinous parts And curſe that Juſtice did it. Who deſerves Greatneſs, | 
"-- That envied his receit : even ſo moll fitly, Delſerves your Hate : and your AﬀeCtions are 
As you malign our Senators, for that A lick mans Appetite ; who defires moſt that 
They are not ſuch as you. Which would encreaſe his cvil. He that depends 
2 Cit, Your Bellics anſwer : What Upon your tavours, ſwims with finns of Lz ad, 
The Kingly Crown'd head, the vigtlant Eye, And hews down Oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye: truſt ye? 
The Counleilor Heart, the Arm our Souldier, With every Minute you do change a Mind, 
Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpercr ; And call him Noble, that was now your Hate : 
With other Mununents and petty hclps Him vile, that was your Garland. What; the matter, 
| In this our Fabrick, it that they— That 1a theſe ſeveral places of the City, 
| Men, What then? For me, this fellow ſpeaks. You cry againſt the Nuble Senate, who 
W !:4t then 2 What then ? (Under the Gods) keep you in aive, which elſe 
| 2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant B-lly be reitrain'd, Would feed on one another ? Whar's their ſeeking ? 
Whois the fink o*th* body. Men. For Corn at their own rates, whereof they lay 
Men, Well, what then ? The City is well ſtor'd. 8 
2 Cit, The former Agents, if they did complain, Aar. Hang em : They fay, 
What could the Belly anſwer ? They'l fit by th? Fire, and preſume to know 
Men, 1 will tell you, What's done Pth* Capitol : Who's like to riſe, 
oY If yow'l beſtowa ſmall (of what you have little) Who thrives,and wha declines : Side Factions, and give out 
Patience a while ; yow lt hear the Bellies antwer. Conjectural Marriages, making perties {trong, 
2 Cit, Yare long about it. And feebling ſuch as ſtand not 1a their liking, 
Men. Note me this, good Fricnd Below their cobled Shoes. They ſay, theres Grain enough, 
Your molt grave Belly was deliberate, Would the Nobility lay aſide their Ruth, 
Not raſh like his Accuſers, and thus anſwered ; And let me uſe my Sword, Pde make a Quarry 
True is it, my incorporate Friends (quoth he ) With thouſands of theſe quarter*d Slaves, as high 
That I receive the general Food at firlt As I could pick my Lance. 
Which you do live upon : and fit it is, Men. Nay, thele are almoſt throughly perſuaded : 
Becauſe I am the Store-houſe, and the Shop For thovgh abundantly they lack diſcretion, 
Of the whole body. Bur if you do remember, Yet are they paſling cowardly. Bur, I beſecch you, | 
I ſend it through the Rivers of your Blood W hat fays the other Troop ? 
Even to the Court, th* Heart, to th? ſeat o*th* Brain, Altar. They are diſſolv*d : Haag %m ; 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, They ſaid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs, 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves, and ſwall inferiour Veins That Hunger broke Stone walls : that Dogs muſt ear, 
From me receive that natural competency That Meat was made for Mouths. That the Gods ſent not 
| WW hereby they live. And though that all at once, Corn for the Rich men only : With theſe ſhreds 
(You, my good Friends, this lays the Belly) mark me. They vented their Complainings, which being anſwer®d, 
2 Cit, 1, Sir, well, well. And a Petition granted them, a {trange one, 
| Men, Though all at oacc, cannot To break the heart of generoſity, 
| Sce what I do dcliver out to each, And make bold power look pale, they threw their Caps 
| Yet | can make my Audit up, that all As they would hang them on the horns o'th* Moon, 
| From me do back receive the flowr of all, Shooting their Emulation. 
And leave me but the Bran. Whar ſay you tot ? Men, What is granted them ? 
2 Cit. It was an anſwer, how apply you this ? Altar, Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Men, The Senators of Rome, are this gaod Belly, Ot their own choice. One's Funins Brutus, 
F: + And you, the mutinous Members : For examine Sectnins Velutus, and I know not. S'death, 
Their Counſels, and their Care ; diſgeſt things rightly, | The rabble ſhould have firſt unrooſt the City 
Touching the Weal o'th? Common, you ſhall find Ere ſo prevaiPd with me ; it will in time 
| No publick benefit which you receive, Win upon power, and throw forth greater Themes 
But it proceeds, ar comes from them to you, For Inſurrections arguing, 
And no way from your ſelves. What do you think ? Men. This is ſtrange. [ 
You, the great Toe of this Allembly ? Mar. Go get you home, you Fragments. | 
2 Cit. I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? Enter a Meſſenger haſtily. 
1 Men. For that being one o'th? lowelt, baſeſt, pooreſt AMeſ. Wher@s Cains Martins ? e1 
Of this molt wiſe Rebellion, thou goelt formoſt : Mar. Here: what's, the matter? « | 
Thou Raſcal, that art worlit in Blood to run, Meſ. The News is, Sir, the Yolſcies are in Arms. 
d Lead'ſt firlt. to win ſome vantage. Aar. 1 am glad owt, then we ſhall have means to vent: 


| 
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Our muſty ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 
Lucius, with other Senators. 


1 Sen.” Martins, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Yolſcies are in Arms. 
Mar. They have a Leader, 
Twllns Aufidins that will put you to't : 
I ſin in envying his Nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I could wiſh me only, he. 
Com, You have fought together ? 
Mar. Were half to half the World by th* cars, and he 
| Upon my party, Ide revolt to make 
Onely my Wars with him. He1s a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
1 Sen, Then worthy Matris, 
Attend upon Comms to theſe Wars. 
Com. 1t is your former promiſe. 
Mar. Sir, It Is, 
And I am conſtant : -Tirms Lucius, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more [trike at 7 ulu,'s Face. 
What art thou ſtiff ? Standſt our ? 

Tit. No, Cams Maris, 

[le lean upon one Crutch, and fight with Vother 
Ere tay behind tlus buſtaels. 

Men, Oh true-bred, 

Sen, Your company to*h* Capitol, where I know 
Our grearelt Friends attend ns. 

Tit. Lead you on : Follow Cominivs, we muſt follow 
you, right worthy your Prioritie. 

Com. Noble Martins. 

Sen. Hence to your homes, be gone. 

Mar. Nay, let them follow, 

The Yolſcies have much Corn : take thefe Rats thither 

To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipful Mutiners, 

Your valour puts well forth: Pray, follow. [Exennt. 
[Cuizens fteal away. Manent Sicin. and Brutus. 

Sicin, Was ever man ſo proud, as is this Martivs ? 

Bru, He- has no equal, 

Sic. When we were choſen Tribuncs for the People— 

Bru, Mark'd you his Lip and Eyes. 

Sic, Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru, Being mov*d, he will not ſpare to gird the Gods. 

Sic. Be-mock the modeſt Moon. 

Bru. The preſent Wars devour him, he is grown 
Too proud to be ſo valiant. 

Sicin, Such a Nature, tickled with good ſucceſs, diſ- 
dains the ſhadow which he treads on at noon, but I do 
wonder, his Inſolence can brook to be commanded under 
Comms ? 

- Bru, Fame, at the which he ayms, 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd than by 
A place below the firſt : for what miſcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, though he perform 
To ti utmoſt of a man, and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out of arr; Oh, if he 
Had born, the bulineſs. 

Sic. Beſides, if things go well, 

Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Martins, ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Comms, 

Bru. Come : halt all Comininss Honours are to Martins, 
Though Martizs earn'd them not : and all his faujts 
To Martivs ſhall be Honours, though indeed 
in ought he merit not. 

S:c, L<Vs hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made, and in what faſhion, 
'More than his lingularity, he goes 
Upon this preſent Action - 

Bru. Let's along, 
| [ Exent, 


— — 


Emer Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Coriolus., 


1 Sen, So, your Opinion is, Aufidius, 


7 That they of Rome are entred 1n our Counſels, 


And know hov/ we proceed. 

Auf. 1s it not yours ? 
Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
That conld be bronght to bodily act, ere Kome 
Had circumvention ? tis not four Days gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, 1 think 
| have the Lettcr here, yes, here it 1s; 
They have preſt a power, but it is rot known 
Whether for Eaſt or Weſt : the Dearth is great, 
The People Mutinous: And it is rumour'd 
Cominins, Martins your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 
And 7itus Lucius, a molt valiant Roman, 
Theſe three lead on this Preparation 
Whither ?ris bent : moſt likely, ?tis for you : 
Conſider of it. 

1 Sex, Our Army's 1n the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anſwer us. | 

Arxf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veild, ?till when 
They nceds muſt ſhews themſelves, which in the hatching 
[t ſecem*d appen'd to Rome, By the diſcovery, 
We ſhall be ihortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, ©re (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we are a-foot. 

2 Sen, Noble Aufidins, 
Take your Commillion, hie you to your Bands, 
Let us alone to guard Corjolws : 
If they ſet down before?s, for the remove 
Bring up your Army ; But (I think) yow'l find 
Th? have not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubr not that, 
I ſpeak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of thcir Power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. 1 leave your Honours. 
If we, and Cains Aartins Chance to meet, 
'Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike, 
"Till one can do no more. 

All. The Gods afliit you. 

Auf. And keep your Honours ſafe. 

1 Sen, Farewel. | 

2 Sen, Farewel. 


All. Farewel. [Exennt omnes, 


Enter Volumnia ard Virgilia, Mother and Wife to Martius: 
They fet them down on two low Stools, and Sew, 


Volu. I pray you, Daughter, ſing, or expreſs your ſelf 
in a more comfortable ſort: If my Son were my Huſ- 
band, I would freelicr rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
won Honour, than in the embracements of his Bed , 
where he ſhould ſhew moſt love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb; when 
Youth with Comlineſs pluck*d all gaze his way : when 
for a Day of Kings entreaties, a Mother ſhould not 1cl] 
him an hour from her beholding, I conſidering how Ho- 
nour would become ſuch a Perſon, that it was no better 
than Picture-like to hang by th? wall, if Renown made it 
not ſtir, was pleas'd to let him ſeek Danger, where he 
was like to find Fame: Toa cruel War I ſent him, from 
whence he return'd, his Brows bound with Oak. I tell 
thee, Daughter, I ſprang no more In joy at firſt hearing 
he was a Man-child, than now in firſt ſecing he had pro- 
ved himſelf a Man. 

Virg. But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam, how 
then ? 

Lolum. Then his good Report ſhould have been my 
Son, I therein would have found iſſue, Heare me pro- 
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feſs ſincerely, had 1 a dozen Sons each in my love alike, 
and none leſs dear than thine, and my good A1artins, | 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey, than 
once voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of Action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman, 


Gent, Madam, the Lady Yaleria is come to vilit you. 
Virg. Beſeech you, give me Jeave-to retire my ict, 
Yolum, Indeed thou ſhalt not : 
Methinks, I hear hither your Husband*s Drum : 
Sec him pluck Aides down by tl? Hair : 
(As Children from a Bear ) the Yolſcies ſhunning him : 
Methinks I ſce him ſtamp thus, and call thus, 
Come on, ye Cowards, you were got in fear 
Though you were born in Rome ; his bloody brow, 
With his mail'd hand, then wipiag, forth he goes 
Liketo a Harveſt-man, what?s task'd to mow, 
Or all, or loſe his hire. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Jupiter, no Blood. 
Volzm. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilc his Trophy. The breſt of Hecuba 
W hen ſhe did ſuckle Hc#or, look?d not lovelicr 
Than Heitor?s Forehead, when it ſpir forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending - tell Yaleria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Virg. Heavens bleſs my Lord from fell Aſid-us. 
Vol, He'll beat Arfidins's Head below his Knce, 


And tread upon his Neck. 
Enter Valeria with an Uſher, and a Gentleweman,. 


Val, My Ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet Madam. 

Vir. 1 am glad to ſee your Ladyſhip. 

Val. How do you both ? You are manifeſt Houſe-keep- 
ers. What are you ſewing here ? A fine ſpot in good 
faith. How does your little ſon ? 

Vir, 1 thank your Lady-ſhip: Well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather ſee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 
than look upon his Schoolmalſter. 

Val. A my word the Fathers Son : Ple ſwear ?tis a 
very pretty Boy. A my troth1 look'd upon him a Wea- 
neſday half an hour together : tas ſuch a confirm'd coun- 
tenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded Butterfly, and 
when he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again, 
and 0;er and over he comes, and up again, and caught ir 
again : or whether his fall enrag'd him, or how *cwas, he 
did fo ſet his tceth, and tear it. Oh, I warrant how he 
mammockt it. 

Pol. One 0's Fathers moods. 

© Yal. Indeed la, ?tis a Noble Child. 

Virg. A Crack, Madam. 

Val. Come; lay aſide your ſtitchery, I muſt haye you 
play the idle Huſwife with me this afternoon, 

Virg. No(good Madam) 

[ will not out of Doors. 

Val. Not out of Doors ? 

Vol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. 

Vir, Indeed, no, by your patience ; Þle rot over the 
threſhold, till my Lord, return from the Wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine your ſelf moſt unreaſonably : 
Come, you muſt go viſit the good Lady that lies in. 

Virg. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and vilit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot g0 thither. 


Vol, Why, I pray you: 
Virg. Tis notto fave labour, nor that I want love. 


Val. You would be another Penelope : yet they ſay, all 
the Yarn ſhe ſpun in Vlyſcs's abſence, did but fill /rbaca 
full of Mothes. Come, | would your Cambrick were ſen- 
ſible as your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pity. Come, you ſhall gowith vs. 

Virg. No, gaod Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 


forth. 
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Val. In truth la go with me, and Vle tell 
| N _ of your Husband. : —— 
7. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet 
_ Fl. Verily 1 do not jeſt with you; ther 
trom him lalt Night, ; EY 
Fir. Indeed, Madam ? 
/":. In carneſt iVs true; I heard a Senator ſpeak it. 


| vefcre their City Corselss, they nothing doubt preyail- 


r we It is: the Yelſcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Comin the General is gone,- with one part of our Ro- 
"en Power. Your Lord, and Titas Lucins are ſet down 


ng, and to make it brief Wars. This is true on mine 
Honour, and fo, I pray, go with vs. 
Fir. Give meexcuſe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
cvery thing hereafter. 
Vl. Let her alone, Lady, as ſhe is now 
She will but diſeaſe our better mirth, * 
Lal. In troth, I think ſhe would : 
Fare you well then. Come, good ſweet Lady. 
Prithee, Yirgilia, turn thy folenineſs out a Doot, 
And goalong with us. 
At a word, Madam; indeed1 mult not, 
[| wiſh you much mirth:; 


"al, Well, then farewel. [Exennt Ladies. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lucius, with Drum and Colours, 
with Captains and Souldiers, as before the City Coriolus; | 
to them a Meſſe noer, | 


Afart, Yonder comes News : 
A Wager they have mct. 

Luc. My Horſe to yours, no. 

Mar. *Tis done. 

Luc. Agreed. 

Aar. Say, ha*s our General met theEnemy ? 

Ate/. They lye in view z but have not ſpoke as yet. 

Lc. $0, the good Horſe is mine. 

Mart. Vle buy him of you. ' 

Zuc. No,le not ſell,nor give him: Lend him you, I will, 
For half a hundred years; Summon the Town, 

Mar. How far off lies theſe Armies ? 

AMeſ. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then ſhall we hear their Larum, and they Ours. | 
Now, Mars, I prithee make us quick in work : 
Thar we with ſmoaking Swords may march from hence 
To helpour fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaſt. 


They ſound a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walls of Coriolus. 


Tullss Aufidius, is he within your Walls ? 

1 Sear, No, nor a Man that fears you leſs than he, 
Thar's leſler than a little : [Drum afar off. } 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Yauth : We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up; our Gates, ; 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with Ruſhes, | 
They*l open of themſelves. Hark you far off. 

| [Alarumn far off. 

There is Aufidins, Liſt, what work he makes 
Amongſt yonor cloven Army. 

Mar. Oh, they are at it. | 

Luc, Their noiſe be our inſtruction. Ladders, hoe, 


Emer the Army of the Volicies, | 


Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their City. 
Now put your Shiclds before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than Shields. 

Advance, brave Tits, | 
They do diſdain us much beyand our Thoughts, 
W hich makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on, my fellows 
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He that retires, 1'le take him for a Yolſcre, 
And he ſhill feel mine edge. 
Alarum, the Romans are beat ba 4 to their Trenches, 
Ewter Martins Curſins. 
Mar. Al! the contagion of the South, light on you, 
You ſhamcs of Rome : you Herd of Biles and Plagues 
Plaiſter you &*rc, that you may be-abhorr'd 
Farther than ſeen, and cne inteft another 
Azainft the Wind a mile : You Souls of Geeſe, 
Thar bear the ſhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat ? Pluroand Hell, 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear ? mend, and charge home, 
Or by the Fires ot Heaven, Ile leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you * Look to't: Come on, 
If yer?l ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their Wives, 
As they vs to our Trenches followed. 
Arneiver Alarum, and Martivs follows them to 
the Gates, and is ſhut in, 
So, now the Gates are ope : now prove good Seconds, 
'Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Flycrs : Mark me, and do the like. 
Enter the Gates, 
1 Sul, Fool-hardineſs, not I. 
2 Sel, Norl. 
1 Sol. Sec they have ſhut him in. 
All. To tl pot I warrant him. 
Enter Titus Lucius. 
Tit. What is become of Aertivs ? 
All. Slain (Sir) doubtleſs. 
1 Sv, Following the Flyers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who upon the ſudden 
Clapt totheir Gates : he is himſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the City. 
Luc. Oh Noble Fellow! 
Who ſenhbly out-dares his ſenceleſs Sword, 
And when it Bows, ſtand'ſt up: Thouart left, Marrivs, 
A Carbunclc intire, as big as thou art, 
Were not ſo richa Jewel. Thou waſt a Souldicr 
Even to Calves wiſh, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ſtrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
Thou mad'ſt thine Enemies ſhake, as if the World 
Were feavorous, and did tremble, 


[ Alarum cont inues, 


Enter Martius bleeding, aſſaulted by the Enemy, 


1 Sol. Look Sir. 
Luc, O, *tis Martins, 


Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 
[Thy fight, and all enter the City, 


Eitcr certain Romans with ſpoils, 


1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome, 
2 Rom, And 1 this. 
* 3 Rom, A Murrain owt, I took this for Silver. [| Exemnr, 
| | [ Alarum continues ſtill a far off, 


Enter Martius, and Titus with a Trumpet, 


Mir. See here, theſe Movers, that do prize their hours 
At acrack'd Drachm, Cuſhions, Leaden Spoons, 
[rons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe Slaves, 
Ereyet the fight be done, pack up, down with them, 
And hark, what noiſe the General makes: To him, 
T here is the Man of my Souls hate, Arfidins, 
Piercing our Romans : Then Valiant 7:tus take 


| Convenient Numbers to make good the City, 


Whillt I with thoſe that have the Spirit, will haſte 
To help Cominius, 

Luc. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'it, 

Thy exerciſe hath beea too violent, 
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For a ſecond couriecot Fight, 


Afr. Sir, praile me not : 


My we: « hath yet not warmd me. Fare you well : 


The Blocal crep, israther Phyſical 


Than Dangerous to me. To Avrfiazas, thus I will appear } 
[.:c, Now the fair Guddcis Fortune, (and fykt. 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms = 
Vilguide thy Oppoſers Swords, bold Gentleman : 
Proiperity be thy Pape. 
Atar, | hy Friend no leſs, 
I han thoſe ſhe placcrh highefl : So farcwel, 
Lic, Then worthiclt Martins, 
Go iound thy Trumpet in the Market-place, 
Call thither all the Ollicers o*th? Town, | 
Where they ſhall know our mind. Away, "Exeunt.* 


i 


Enter Cominius as it were un reire, with Sonldicrs, 


Com. Breathe you, my friends, well fought, we arc come 
Like Komans, neither Fooliſh in our ſtands, (oil 
Nor Cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sips, 

We ſhail be charg*d again, Whilcs we have ſtruck 

By interims and conveying guits, we have heard 

The Charges of our Friends, The Roman Gods 

Lead their ſucceſles; as we wiſh our own, | 

That both our Powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, | 

May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy news ? | 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 

Af. The Citizens of Coriolus have iſſued, | 
And given to Lucius and to Martins Bartel, 
| ſaw our Party to their Trenches driven, f 
And then I came away. | 

Com. T hough thou ſpeakeſt truth, 

Methinks thou ſpeak'ſt not well. How long jg ſince ? 
Meſ. Above an hour, my Lord. 
Com, *Tis not a mile : briefly we heard their Drums. 

How could”ſt thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy News ſo late ? | 
Meſ. Spics of the Yol/cies | 

Held me in chace, that I was ford to whee] 

Three or four Miles about, elſe had 1, Sir, 

Half an hour ſince, brought my reporr, 

Enter Martius, | 

Com. Whoſe yonder, 

That does appear as he were Flea'd ? © Gods, 

He has the ſtamp of 4artiys, and I haye 

Before time ſeen him thus. | 
Mar, Come l too late ? 
Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber, 

More than I know the Sound of Aartinss Tongue | 

From every mcaner Man, | 
Mar, Come 1 too late ? | 
Com, I, if you come not in the Blood of others, | 

But mantled in your own. | 
Mar. Oh! letme clip ye 

In Arms as ſound, as when I woo'd in Heart ; 

As merry as when our Nuptial Day was done, 

And Tapers burnt to Bedward, | 
Com, Flower of Warriors, how ist with 7s Lucius ? | 
Mar. As with a Man buſied about Decrees : | 

Condemning ſome. to Death, and ſome to Exile, | 

Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th other ; 

Holding Corrolus in the name of Rowe, 

Even like a fawning Grey-hound jn the Leaſh, 

To let him lip at wall. 

Com, Where is that Slave : 

Which toid me they had beat you to your Trenches ? | 

Where is he ? Call him hither. 
Mar. Let himalone, 

He did inform the truth : But for our Gentlemen, | 

The common file, (a Plague Tribunes for them) j 
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From Raſcals worſe than they. 


Com, But how prevail'd you ? 
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Mar. Will the time ſerve ro tell? 1 do not think ; 
Where is the Enemy ? Are you Lords o'th* Field ? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo ? 
Com, Martins, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And tid retire to win our purpoſe, 
M:zr. How lics their Battel * Know you on what ſide 
they have plac'd their Men of trult ? 
Com. As 1 gueſs, Martivs, : 
Their Bands th? Vaward are the Ancients 
Of their belt truſt : O're them Avufid; us, 
Their very heart of Hope. 
Ar. 1 do beſeech you, 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, 
By th Blood we have ſhed together, 
By th' Vows we have made _ 
To endure Friends, that you directly ſet me 
Againſt Aufidius, and his Artiats, 
And that you not delay the preſent (but 
Filling the Air with Swords advanC'd) and Darts, 
We prove this very hour. 
Com, Though I could wiſh 
You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare | never 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. 
Mar. Thoſeare they 
That moſt are willing ; if any ach de here ? 


(As it "twere into doubt) that love this painting 


Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd, if aay fear 

Leſſcr his perſon, than an ill report : | 

If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 

And that his Country's dearer than himſelf, 

Let him alone, (or, ſo many ſo minded) 

Wave thus, to expreſs his diſpoſition, 

And follow Martins. tend. web : 

all ſhout. and wave their Swords, take him up in ther 

Ms "Arms, and caft up their Caps, f 

Oh me alone, make you a Sword of me : 

If theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 

But is four Yolſcies ? None of you, but is 

Able to bear againſt the great Aufidzus. 

A Shield as hard as his. A certain number 

(Though thanks to all) mult I ſelect from all : 

The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſome other fight 

As cauſe will be obey*d: pleaſe you to march, 

And four ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 

Which Men are belt inclin'd. 
Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this oftentation, and you ſhall 

Divide in all, with us. FExeunt, 

Titus Lucius, having ſet 4 Guard »pon Coriolus, going 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius , and Caius 
Martius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Souldiers, and 
a Scout, 


Luc. So, let the Ports be guarded ; keep your Duties 
As I have ſet them down. If I do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe Centuries to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding ; ifwe loſe the Field, 
We cannot keep the Town. 
Lie, Fear not our care, Sir. 
Luc, Hence ; and ſhut your Gates upon's : 


Our Guider come, to th? Roman Camp condut vs. [| Ext. 
[ Alarum as in Battel, 


Enter Martius and Aufidius at ſeveral Doors. 


Mar. Ple fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe than a Promiſe-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike : 
Not Africk owns a Serpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame and Envy : Fix thy Foot. 

Mar. Let the firſt Budger die the others Slave, 


— 
_— 


| Never found more : when Drums and Trumpets ſhall | 


And the God: doom him ater. 
Atrf. If 1 flic, Martins, hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar, Within thete three hours 7 ullus 
Alone I fought in your Coriolus Wall;, 
And made what work | pleay'd : *Tiz not my Blo64 
W herein thou ſeeſt me maskr, for thy Reveys: 
Wrench up thy power to th* higheſt, 
__ Auf. Wer't tliou the Hettor, 
That was the whip of your bragg*d Progeny, 
I hon ſhouldſt not ſcape mc here. 
Here twey firht, and certain Volſcies cone to the aid of 
- Autid. Martius fights ell they be driven in Learn left, 
O'ictous and not valiaut, you have ſhane m2 
In your condemncd Seconds. 


p 


flouriſh, Alarum, A Retreat is ſounded. Erter at ons 
Door Cominius, with the Romans: Ar envther Dux 
Martius, with hus Arm in a Scarf. 


Com. If | ſhould tell thee o're this thy Days work, 
Thowlr rot bclieve thy dezds: but Ple report it, 
Where Senators ſha'l mingle tears with ſmiles, 
Where great Patricians ſhall attend, and ſhrug, 
Pr” end admire : where Ladies ſhall be frightcd, 
And gladly quak'd, hear more: wherethedull Tribunes, 
That with the fuſty Plebeiars, hate thine Honours, 
Shall ſay againſt their hearts, we thank the Gods 
Our Rome hath ſuch a Souldier. 

Yet camſt thou to a Morſel of this Feaſt, 
Having fully din'd before. 


Enter Titus with his Power, from the Purſuit, 


Titus Lucius, Oh General : 
Here is the Steed, we the Capariſon : 
Hadſt thou beheld ———— 
Mar. Pray now, no more : 
My Mother, who has a Charter to extol hcr Blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: 
I have done as you have done, that's what I can, 
Induc'd as you have been, that's for my Country : 
He that has but effefted his good will, 
Hath overta*ne mine Act. 
Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your deferving, 
Rome mult know the value of her own : 
"I were a Concealment worſe than a Theft, 
No leſs than a Traducementr, 
To hide your doings, and to ſilence that, 
Which to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem bur modeſt : theretore, I beſeech you, 
In ſign of what you are, not to reward ; 
What you havedone, before our Army hear me. 
Mar. 1 have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remembred. 
Com, Should they not: 
Well might they felter *gainſt ingratiude, 
And tent themſelves with death- of all the Horſes, 
Whereof we have ta*ne good, and good ſtore of 2ll, 
The Treaſure in this Field atchiev'd, and City, 
We render you the tenth, to b2 ta*ne forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, 
At your only choice. 
Mar. I thank you, General : 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take 
A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I do refuſe it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have beheld the doing, | 


hn. Afi. is. oe ac —— 


A long fouriſh. They all cry, Martius, Martius, caſt up | 
ther Caps and Launces : Cominius and Luciuz fard 
bare. 


Mar. May theſe ſame Inſtruments, which you prophane, 
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Pth? Field prorte flatterers, let Courts and Cities be 
Made of ail *al{e-fac'd ſoothing : 

When S:cel grows ſoft, as the Paraſires Silk, 
Let himbe made an Overture for th? Wars: 
No more, I ſay, for that I have not waſt'd 
My Noſe that bled, or foiPd ſome debile wretch, 
Which without note, here*s many etſe have done, 
You ſhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if 1 loy*'d my little ſhould be dicted 
La praiſes, ſawc*'d with Lics. 
Com, Too mod<clt are you : | 
More cruel to your gcod report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 
if againſt your ſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with you : Therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the World, that Cains Martins 
\Vears this Wars Garland * in token of the which, 
%;y noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give him, 
\MVith all hiz trim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did bzfore Cor:olus, call him, 
\Vith all th? applauſe and clamor of the Hoſt, 
Martins Cains Coriolanus, Bear th? addition Nobly ever * 
Flouriſh. Trumpets ſound, and Drums. 
Omzres. Martms Cains Cortblanus, 
Mar, I will go walh : 
And when my Face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh, or no: Howbeit, I thank you. 
| mean to {tride your Steed, and at all times 
To under-crelt your good Addition, 
| Torh' fairneſs of my power. 
Com. $9, to our Tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſs : you Titus Litcins 
Mult to Coriclus back, ſend us to Rome 
The deft, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Luc. ] ſhall, my Lord. 
Har. The Gods begin to mock me; 
[ that now refus'd molt Princely gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General. 
Cor:, Taker, ?tis yours, what is't ? 
Aar. 1 fomctime lay here in Corzolus, 
At a poor mans Houſe : He usd me kindly. 
He cry*d to me : I ſaw him Priſoner : 
But then Aufid:ns was within my view, 
And wrath o*re-whelm*d my pity: I requeſt you 
To giye my poor Hoſt freedom. 
Ccm. Oh well begg'd : 
Were he the Butcher of my Son, he ſhould 
Be free as is the Wind, deliver him, 7s, 
Luc, Azrtins, his name. 
Atar. By Fujiter, forgot : 
'I am weary, yea my Mcmory is tir'd : 
Have we no Wine here ? 
Com. Go we to our Tent: 
The Blood upon your Viſage dries, ?tis time 
[t ſhonld be look*d too : come. 


— — 


[Exeunt, 


two or three Souldicrs. 


A Flouriſh. Correts. Enter Tullus Aufidius, bloody, with 


Arf. The Town is ta'ne. 
Sol, ?I'will be deliver'd back on good Condition. 
Arf. Condition ? 
I wonld 1 were a Roman, For I cannot, 
Being, a YVolfcre, be, that I am. Condition? 
\Whart good Condition can a T rcaty find 
Pch? part that is at mercy ? five times, Afartius, 
| have fought with thee ; ſooften haſt thou beat me: 
And woulOit do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
As ofcen as we eat. By the Elements, 
If &re again I meet him beard to beard 
He's mine, cr am his: Mine Emulation 
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drous ſingle : your abilities-are too Infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of Pride : Oh, that you could turn 


but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves. 
could ! | 


Hath not that hcnour 1r't it had: For witcre 

| thought to cruſh him; in” an £qual Force, 

True Sword to Sword : Ple potch at tam fore wa: 
Or W1ath, or Craft way gct him. 

Sd. Hes the Devil. 

Axf. Bolder, though not fo ſubtle : my vaior?s poilor''g, 
With only ſuffering tain by him : tor him | 
Shall f!1: out of it {cIf,, nor ll&cp, nor fiotunty, 
Being naked, fick ; nor Phane, 1cr Cupircl, 

I ke Prayers of Pricſts, ncr t me cf Sic it ce : 
Embarquements all of Fury thall litr up 

Their rotten Privil:dge, and Cultom *2aintt 
My hatc ro Artis, Where I tiud him, were it 
Ac home , upon my Brothers Guard, even there 
Againſt the Hoſpitable Cannon, would 1 
Waſh my fierce band in's heart. Go you to the City, 
Learn how ?tis held, and what they arc that mylt | 

Be Hoſtages for Fore. | 

Sal, Will not you go ? 

Auf. 1 am attendcd at the Cyprus Grove. I prar vow 
(Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thitli.r 
How the World goes, that to the pace of it 
| may ſpur on my Journey. | 

Sul, 1 ſhail, Sir. | | 


 A— — 


Attus Serundus. 


Enter Menenius with the two Tribiunes of the People, 
Sicinius and Brutus. 


Atcn, The Augurer teils. me, we ſhail have:News to 
Night. 

Eru, Gocd or bad ? 

Afr, Not according to the Prayer of the People, for 
they love not Martrrs. 1 

Sicin, Nature teaches Beaſts ro know their Friends. 

Men. Pray you, whodoes the Wolf love ? 

Sicin, The Lamb, 

Men. 1, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeizns would 
the Noble 4arrizs. 

Bru, Hes a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear. , 

Men. Hes a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb. 
Yuutwo are Old Men, tell me one thing that 1 ſhall ask 


you. 
Both. Well, Sir. , 
Alen. In what enormity is AZartins poor in, that you 
two have not in abunCance ? 
Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor*d with all. 
Sicin, Eſpecially Pride. 
Bru. And topping all others in boaſt. 
Min. This is ſtrange now : Do you two know , how 
you are cenſured here in the City, I mcan of us o'th” right | 


hand File, do you ? 
Bru. Why ? how are we cenſured ? ' 
Men. Becauſe you talk of Pride now, will you not be 

angry ? 


Both, Well, well Sir, well. 

Men. Why 2tis no great matter; for a very little thief 
of Occaſion, will rob you of a great deal of Patience : 
Give your diſpoſitions the Reins, and be angry at your 
pleaſures (at the leaſt) if you take it as a pleaſure to you, | 
in being ſoz you blame A/artizus for being proud. 

Bru, Wedo it not alone, Sir. 

Afn. | kzow you can do very little alone, for your 
helps are many, or clſe your aftions would grow won- | 


your Eyes toward the Napes of your Necks, and: make 
Olthat you 


Men. What then, Sir ? 
Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of un- 


meriting, | 
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meriting, proud, violent, teſty Magiſtrates ( alias Fools) | the Phytician : The molt Soveraign Preſcription in Galea 
as any in Kome. is but F.mpericktique , and to this Preſervative, of no 


Stein, Menenius, you are known well enough too. better report than a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded 7 
Men. 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and | he was wont to come home wourded 7 
n . WY. ; 
| one that loves a cupof hot Wine withnot a drop of allay- | #7/:4. Oh no, no, no. 


ing Tiber in*r : Said to be ſomething imperfect in favou- | /'/wm. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 
ring the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like upon, ro | | Menen. $249 Ito, it he be not too much : brings a 
trivial motion ; One, that converſes more with the But- | Victory 1 his Pocket ? the wounds become him. L 


tock of the Night, than with the Fore-head of the Mor- | Yolwm. O's Brows : Menmnins, he comes the third 
ning. What I think I utter, and ſpend my Malice in my | time home with the Oaken Garland. 
{ Breath. Meeting two ſuch Weals-men as you are ( I can- Ann, Has he diltiplird Aufdins ſoundly ? 


not call you Licwrguſſes) if the drink you give me, touch | Folum, Tus Lacins writes, they fought together , but 

my Palat adverſly, 1 make a crooked face at it. | can fay, Aufidius got ol. - hi 

your Worſhips have deliver'd the matter well, when} A, And?twas time for him too, le warrant him 

| find the Als in compound with the Major part of | that: and he had itayz*d by him, 1 would not have been 

your Syllables. And theugh I muſt be content to bear | io fiddious'd, for all the Chelts in Corivlus, and the Gold 

with thoſe, that ſay you are Reverend Grave, yet they Iye | thaVsin them. 1s the Senate polle# of this ? 

deadly, that rell you have good Faces z it you fee thts 1! Feltm, Good Ladies, Its go. Yes, yes, yes: The 

the Map of my Microcolm, follows it that | at!; known | Serate has Letters from the General, wherein he £1: 

well cnough too? VVhat harm can your Beſom Con- | ily $5n the whole Name of the War, he hath in this 

ſpettuities glean out of this Charatter, if 1 be known | Action out-doue his tormer Decds doubly. 

well enough too ? F alex. In troth there's wougrous things ſpokeof him. 
Bri, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. Menen. Wondrous ?1, | warraut You, and not wWith- 

i An. You know ricither me, your ſelves, nor any | out his true Pur hating. 

thing : you are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps ai:«| Prrgil. The Gods grant them true. 

Legs : You wear out a good wholeſom Fore-noon , Is Fun, itue? pow waw, 

hearing a Cauſe between an Orange-wite, and a Fauiet- | Af, True 7 I'le be fworn they are true, where. is 

[ ſeller, and then rcjourn the Coutroverhe of three-pence he wound-d, God lave your good Werihips ? Martins 

to a tecond day of Audience. V Vhen you are Hearing a | is comin © 116me : hz has more Caute to be proud: where 

matter between a Party and Party, if you chance to be | is he wwnaded 7 

pinch'd with the Cholick, you make Faces like Mum- | YLulur:; Pip Shoulder, and Pth* lefe Arm, there will 

| mers, ſet up the bloody Flag againſt all Patience, and | be 1ary,c Cicatrices to ſhew the People, when he ſhall ſtand 

| in roaring for a Chamber-por, diſmiſs the Controvcrhie | tor his place : he recciv*d inthe Repulie of 1 Tarquin {even 

bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the | turts Pth? Body. 4 

Peace you make in their Cauſe, is calling both the Parties | A. One th" Neck, and two Pth? Thigh, theres nine 


Knaves. You are a Pair of ſtrange ones. that | know. | 
Bru. Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a | Yolwn. He had, before his laſt Expedition, twenty 
| 


perfecter gyber for the Table, than a neceſlary Bencher | five Wounds upon him. 
in the Capitol. ; Men. Now it's twenty ſeven, every gaſh was an Eac- 
Men, Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they | mies Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjects as you are z, when : [A Shout, ard Flouriſh. 
you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe , it is not worth the wag- | Yom. Theſe are the Uſhers of Aartias: | 
ging of your. Beards, and your Bcards deſerve not 10 | Before him, he carrics Noiſe, 
honourable a Grave, as to ſtuff a Botchers Cuſhion, or to | And behind him,' he leaves Tears : | 
be intomb'd in an Aſſes Pack-ſaddle; yet you mult be | Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy Arm doth lye, 
ſaying, Martins is proud : who in a cheap eſtimation, is | W hich being advanCd, declines, and then Mcn dye. 
-worth all your Predecefiors ſince Dewcalion, though per- 
adventure ſome of the beſt of ?em were hereditary Hang- | A Smet. Trumpers ſound. Enter Cominius the General, and 
men.Good-e'en to your Worſhips, more of your Conver- | Titus Lucius : berween them Coriolanus, C:o7n'd with an 
| ſation would infect my Brain, being the Heardimen of the | OakenG arland, with Captains and Souldiers, md a Herald, 


Bealtly Plebeians, I will be bold to take my leave of you. 
| ; [ Brutus azd Sicinius. Aſide, | Hera. Know, Rome, that all alone Afartins did fight 


Within Cor:olus Gates ; where he hath won, 
Wirth Fame, a Name to Martins Cans : 

Theſe in Honour follows, Martins Cars, Coriolanus. | 
How now(my as Fair as Noble)Ladies,and the Moon were | Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 


ſhe Earthly, no Nobler z whither do you follow your Eyes Sound. Flouriſh. 
All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Corwlarus, 


Enter Volumnia and Valeria. 


ſo faſt * 

Yolum, Honourable Menenius, my Boy, Martins, approa- | Corio. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
ches : for the love of Juno let's go. now no more. _ 

Men. Ha? Martins coming home ? Com. Look, Sir, your Mother. 

Volum.1,worthy Menenins,and with moſt proſperous Ap- | Corio. Oh? you have, I know, petition'd all the Gods 
probation. for my CY: [Kneels, 

Men. Take my Cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee : hoo, | FYolum, Nay, my good Soaldier, up : 


' Martins coming home ? My gentle Martins, worthy Caius, 
2 Ladies. Nay, tis true. And by deed-atchieving Honour newly nam'd, 
Volum, Look, here's a Letter from him, the State hath | What is it (Corzolanzs ) mult I call thee ? 
| another, his Wife another, and (1 think) there's one at | But oh, thy Wife. x 
home for you. ; Corio. My gracious ſilence, hall : 
Menen. I will make my very houſe rect to night: Would'ſt thou have lau ghd, hadI come Coftin'd home, 
| A Letter for me ? That weep'lt toſee me Triumph? Ah, my D-ar, 
Vireil. Yes, certain, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw*t. | Such Eyes the Widows in Corzolus wear, 
Mener. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eltate of fe- | And Mothers that lack Sons. 


ven years health ; in which time, I will make a Lip at | 44. Now _ Gods Crown thee. 
* Aaa Com 


pr INS 


——_— 
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Com. And live you yet? Oh my ſweet Lady, Pardon. 
Volum. 1 know not where to turn. 
Oh welcome home : and w<clcome General, 
And yare welcome all. 
Men, A hundred thouſand Welcomes : 
I could weep, and I could laugh, 
I am light, and heavy; welcome : 
A Curſe begin at very root on*s Heart, 
That isnot glad to ſee thee. 
You are Three, that Rome ſhould dote on : 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Rclilh, 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
We call a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 
And the faults of Fools but Folly. 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menenius, evcr, cver. 
Hera. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 
E'rein our own Houſe I do ſhade my hcad, 
The good Patricians mult be viſited, 
From whom I have receiy*d not only Greetings, 
But with them, change of Honours. 
Volum, 1 have lived, 
To ſee inherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Only there's one thing, wanting, 
Which (1 doubc not) but our Koze 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their S:rvant in my way, 


Than ſway with them in theirs, 
[Flouriſh. Cornet s, 


Com, On, to thz Capitol. 
| CE xecunt in State, as before. 
Enter Brutus axd Sicinius. 
Bru. All Tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpeCtacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurſe 
Into arapture lets her Baby cry, 
While ſhe chats him : the Kitchin 21alkr pins 
Hzr richeſt Lockram bout her reechy neck, 
Ciambring the Walls to cye him : 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are ſmother*d vp, 
Leads fill'd, and Ridges horsd 
V/ith variable Complexions ; all agrceing 
In earneſtneſs to ſee him : ſeld-ſhown Flamins 
Do preſs *mong the popular Throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ftation - our veiPd Dames 
Commit the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to th* wanton ſpoil 
Of Phebnsbarning Kiſles : ſuch a poother, 
As if that whatſoever God, who leads him, 
Were lily crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. 
Sjcin. On the ſudden, I warrant him Conſul. 
Bru. Then our Office may, during his Power, go ſleep. 
Sicin, He cannot temp'rately tranſport his Eonours, 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 
Bru, In that there's comfort. 
Sici, Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new -Honours, 
Which thathe will gtve them, make as little queſtion, 
| As he is prond to do't. 
! ZBru, } heard him ſwear 
| Were he to ſtand for Conſul, never would he 
{ Appear "th? OL nor on him put 
The Nayles Veſture of humility, 
Nor ſewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
To rh? people, beg their ſtinking breaths. 
Sicin, ?Tis right. 
Bru. It was his word : 


deſtruction. 


| were a kindof  ingrateful injury : to report otherwiſe, 


Oh he would miſs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the ſuit of the Gentry to him, 
And tie delire of the Nobles. 

S:cin, 1 wiſh no better, than have 
poſe, and to put it in execution. 

Bru, ?Tis molt like, he will. 

Sicin, It ſhall de to him then, as our good wills, a ſure 


him hold that pur- 


Bru, So it muſt fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 

We mult ſuggelt che People, in what hatrcd 
He ſtill hath held them : that to*s power he would 
Have made them Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, 

And diſproportioned their Freedoms; holding them, 
In humane Aclion, and Capacity, 

Of no more Soul, nor fitneſs for the World, 

Than Camels in their War, who have their Proyand 
Only for bearing Burthens, and ſore blows 

For ſinking under them. 

Sicin, This (as you ſay) ſuggeſted, 1 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence | 
Shall teach the People, which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upont, and that's as caſje, | 
As to ſet Dogs on Sheep, will be his fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble: and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Mc. You are ſent for tothe Capitol : 
'Tis thoughr, that Aarti ſhall be Conſul : 
| have {een the dumb men throng to ſce him, 
And the blind to hcar him ſpeak : Matrons flung Gloves, 
Ladies and Maids theirScarfs, and Handkerchiefs, 
Upon him, as he paſsd : the Nobles bended 
As to Joves Statue, and the Commons made | 
A Showre, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Shouts :- | 
I never ſaw the like. 

Bra. Let's to the Capitol, | 
And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th? time, | 
But Hearts forthe event. 

Sicin, Haye with you, 


[Exeunt,, 


Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions, as it were, in the Capitol. 


1 Off. Come, come, they are almoſt here : how many 
ſtand for Conſulſhips ? 

2 Off. Three, they ſay : but*tis thought of every one, 
Cortolanus will carry It. 

1 Off. That's a brave Fellow, but hes vengeance proud, | 
and loves not the Common People. 

2 Off. *Faich, there have been many great men that 
have flatter'd the People, who nere loved them,and there 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore : 
{o that if they love they know not why , they hate upon 
no better a ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he has in their diſpoſition, and out of his No- 
ble careleſneſs lets them plainly ſer. 

1 Off. If hedid not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he waved indifterently , *twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion,than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing 
undone, that may fully diſcover him their Oppolite. Now 
to ſeem to affe the Malice and Diſpleaſure of the Peo- 
ple, is as bad, as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 
for their love. 

2 Off. He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, 
And his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſie degrees as thoſe, who 
having been ſupple and courteous to the People, Bon- 
netted, without any further deed, to have them at all into 
their eſtimation, and report : but he hath ſo planted his 
Honours in their Eyes,and his Actions in their Hearts,that 
for their Tongues to be ſilent, and not confeſs ſo much, 
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of Coriolanus. 


The 1 raged) 
WEre 2 Malice, that giv 


-iving it ſelf the Lye, would pluck 
reproof and rebuke from every Ear that heard 1t. 

1 Off. No more of him, he's a worthy man ; make 
may, they are coming. 


\ A Sonct, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
ple, Liitors before them ;, Coriolanus, M-nentus , Comi- 
nius the Conſul : Sicinius and Brutus rake their pluces by 
themſelves : Coriolanus ſtanas. 


Men. Having determin'd of the Pol/cies, 
And to ſend for Titus Lucius : it remains, 
As the main Point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratihie his Noble ſervice, that hath 
Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefore pleaſe you, 
Moſt Reverend and Grave Elders, to detire, 
The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, 
In our well-found Succeſles, to report 
A little of that worthy Work perform'd 
By Martins Catus Cortdlanus + whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himſelf. 
1 Sen, Speak, good Commits : | 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our State's defective for requital, 
Than we to ſtretch it out. Maſters o*th? People, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt Ear, and after, 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yicld what paſles here. 
$cin, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty 5 and 
have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the I heam 
of our Aſſembly. | 
Bru, Which the rather we ſhall be bleſt to do , if he 
remember a kinder value of the People, than he hath 
hereto priz?d them ar. 
Men. That's off, that's off: I would you rather had 
been filent : Pleaſe you to hear Cominjus ſpeak ? 
Bru, Moſt willingly - but yet my Caution was more 
pertinent than the rebuke you giver. ; 
Men. He loves your people, but tye himnot to be their 
Bedfellow : Worthy Commins, ſpeak. 
Coriolanus riſes, and offers to 00 away. 
Nay, keep your place. 
Senat. Sir, Coriolanus, never ſhame to hear 
What you have Nobly done. 
Corio. Your Honours-pardon : 
I had rather have my Wounds to heal again, 
Than hear ſay how I got them. 
Bru. Sir, I hope my words diſ-bcnch'd you not ? 
Corio, No, Sir, yet oft, 
When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You ſooth'd not, therefore hurt not : but your People, 
[ love them as they weigh —— 
An. Pray now, fit down. 
Corio. 1 had rather have one ſcratch my Hcad th? Sun, 
When the Alarum were ſtruck, than idly lit 
To hear my Nothings monlter®d. [Exit Coriolanus. 
Men, Maſters of the People, 


Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter ? 

That's thouſand to one good one, when you now ſce 

He had rather venture all his Limbs tor Honour, 

Than one 0's Ears to hear it. Proceed Commus. 
Com, 1 ſhall lack Voice : the Deeds of Corzolanys 

Should not be utter®d fecbly : it is held, 

That Valour is the chiefeſt Virtue, and 

Moſt dignifies the Haver : if it be, 

The man I ſpeak.of cannot in the World 

Be ſingly counter-poys'd. Art fixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought 

Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 

Whom with all praiſe | point at, ſaw him hght, 

When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 

The brizled Lips before him : he beſtrid 

An o're-prelt Roman, and th? ConſuPs view 
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5:ew three oppoſers: Tarqums ſelf he met, 

And itruck him on his Knce: in that days feats, 
When he might act the woman in the Scene, 

He prov*d beſt man Pr Field, and for his meed 
Was Prow-bound with Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-entre1 thus, he waited like a Sea, 

And in the brunt of ſeventeen Batrels lince, 

He lurcht all Swords oth? Garland : for this laſt, 
Before, and in Corrolus, let me ſay 

I cannot ſpeak him home : he ſtopt the flyers, 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
Iurat-rror intoſport : as Waves before 

A V<li-lurd-r fayl, ſo men obeyd, 

And fell below Jus Stem : his Sword (Deaths ſtamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot : 
He was a thing of Blood, whoſe every motion 
Was trimm'd with dying Cries: alone heentred 
The mortal Gate oth? City, which he painted 
With ihunleſs defamy : aidleſs came off, 

And with a ſudden re-inforcement ſtruck 
Coriolur, like a Planet : now all's this, 
When by and by the din of War *gan pierce 

His ready ſence, then ſtre ight his doubled Spirit 
Requickned what in fleſh was fatigate, 

And tothe Bartel came he, where he did 

Run recking o're the lives of Men, as if 

'I were a perpetual ſpoyl ; and till we call'd 
Both Ficld and City ours, he never ſtood 
Toeaſe his Breaſt with panting, 

Ain, Worthy man. | 

Sat, He cannot but with meaſure fit the Honours 
which we deviſe him. 

Com. Our ſpoils he kickt at, 

And look*d upon things Precious, as they were 
The common Muck oth? World: he covets leſs 

| Than Miſery it ſelf would give, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 

To ſpend the time, roend ir. 

Men. Hes right Noble, let him be call'd for; 

Senat, Call Corwlanus. 

Of. He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus- 

Men. The Senate, Coridlanus, are well pleagd to make 
thee Conſul. 

Corio, I do owe them ſtill my Life, and Services. 

en, It then remains that you do ſpeak to the Peo- 
fle. 
Corio. I do b:ſeech you, 

Lct me o're-leap that Cuitom : for I cannot 
Put onthe Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake, to give their ſuffrage: 
Plcale you that I may paſs this doing. 

S:cin, Sir, the People muſt have their Voices, 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony. 

Afſen. Pat them not to't : 

Pray you go fir you to the Cuſtom, 
And take to you, as your Predecellors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 

Corio. It is a Part that I ſhall bluſh in Afting, 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bru, Mark you that. 

Corio. To brag untothem, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th'unaking Skars, whic h 1ſhould hide, 
Asit 1 had receiv*d them for the hire 
Of thcir Breath only. 

Mer, Do not ſtand uporyt : 

We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpoſe to them, and to our Noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all Joy, and Honour. 
Senat, To Corilanys come all Joy and Honour. 
Flouriſh Corners, 
Then Exeunt, Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru, You tee how he intends to uſe the People. 
Sict. May they perceives intent ; he will require them 
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As if he did contemn whar he requeſted, 
Should be in them to'give. 

Bru, Come, we'll inform them 

Of our proceedings here on th* Market place, 
I know they do attend us. 


Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. 
x Cit, Once if he dorequire our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. ; 
2 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. = 
3 Cit. We have power in our ſelves to cot, but it 1s 
2 power that we have no power todo: For , if he ſhew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put onr 
Tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them : So, 1t 
he tell us his noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrous, ard for the 
multitude tobe ingrateful, were to make a Monſter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being Members, ſhould 
bring our ſelves to be monſtrous Members. : 

1 Cit. And to make-us no better thought of a little 
help will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corn, 
he himſelf ſtuck not. to call us the many-headed Multi- 
tude. 
| 3 Cit. We have been calld ſo of many , not that our 
heads are ſome brown, ſome black, ſome auburn, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits are ſodivyerily Colour'd; and tru- 
ly, 1 think, ifall our wits were to ifſue out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and their. con- 
ſent of one dire:t way, ſhould be at once to all the points 
o'th* Compaſs. ; 

2 Cit. Think you ſo ? Which way do you judge my 
wit would flye ? 

3 Cie. Nay your wit will not ſo ſoon out as another 
mans will, ?tis ſtrongly wedg*d up in a Block-head : but 
if it were at liberty, ?rwould ſure Southward. 

2 Cit, Why, that way * 

3 Cit. To loſe itſelf in a Fog, where being three parts 
melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return 
for Conſcience ſake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks, you may, 
| you may. . 

3 Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your Voices ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay. If he 
would incline to the People, there was never a Worthicr 


man. 
Enter Coriolanus #7 a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. 


Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility , mark his 
behaviour : we are not to ſtay all together, but to come 


He's to make his requeſts by particulars, where every one 
of us has a ſingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices 
| with our own Tongues, therefore follow me, and Vledi- 
ret you how you ſhall go by him. 
All. Content, content. 
Mer. Oh, Sir, you are notright; haye you not known 
The worthieſt men have dont ? 
Corio. What mult I fay, I pray, Sir ? 
Plauge upoiyt, I cannot bring 
| My Tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir, my wounds, 
I got them in my Countries Service, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar*d, and ran 
From the noiſe of our own drums. 
Men, Oh me the Gods, you mult not ſpeak of that, 
You muſt deſire them to think upon you. 
Corio. Think upon me ? Hang *em, 
[ would they would forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines loſe by em. 
Men. Yowl mar all, 
Ple leave you: Pray you ſpeak to ?em, I pray you 
In wholeſome manner. [Exit, 
Enter three of the Citizens. 
Corio, Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keep their Teeth clean : So here comes a brace, 


by him where he ſtands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 


You know the cauſe (Sir) of my ſtanding here. 
3 Cit, We do, Sir, tell us what hath brought you to't. 
Corio, Mine own deſert. 
2 Cit. Your own deſert ? 


| 


Corio. I, not mine own deſire. | 


3 Cit. How, not your own deſire ? 

Corzo, No, Sir, *twas never my deſire yct to trouble the 
poor with begging. 

3 Cit. You mult think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Corio, Well then I pray, your price o'th* Conſulſhip. ? 

1 Cit, Thepriceis, to ask it kindly. 

Corio, Kindly, Sir, I praylet me ha*t: I have wounds 
to ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your good 
Voice, Sir, what ſay you ? 

2 Cit, You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Corio, A match, Sir, theres in all two worthy Voices 
begg*d - I have your Alms, Adieu, 

3 Cit, But this is ſomething odd. 

2 Cit, And ®twereto give again : but ®tis no matter, 

Excunt. Enter two other Cit;2e1'5, 

Corio. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune of 
your Voices, that I may be Conſul, I hayc here the Cuſto- 
mary Gown. 

1. You have deſerved Ncbly of your Country, and you 
have not deſerved Nobly. 

Corio. Your Enigma ? 

1. You have been a ſcourge to her Enemies, you have 
been a Rod to her Friends, ' you have rot indeed loved 
the Common People. 

C0740, You ſhould account me the more Virtuous, that 
[ have not been common in my Love; ! will, Sir, flatter 
my ſworn Brother, the People to earn a «learer eſtimati- 
on of them, ?tis 2 condition they account gencle : and ſince 
the wiſdom of their choice, is rather to have my Hat, 
than my Heart, I will practife the inſinuating nod, and be 
olf to them moſt counterfeitly, that is, Sir, I will counter- 
feit the bewitchment of ſome popular man, and give it 
bountiful to the deſires: Therctore, beſeech you, 1 may 
be Conſul. 

2. Wehope to find you our Fricnd : and therefore give 
you our Voices heartily, 

1, You have received many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. 

Corio, I will not Seal your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your Voices, and fo trouble 
you no farther, 

Both. The Gods giveyou joy, Sir, heartily. 

Corio. Moſt ſweet Voices : 

Better it is to dye, better ro ſtarve; 
Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 
Why in this Woolviſh Gown ſhould I ſtand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their necdleſs Vouches? Cuſtom calls me to't : 
What Cuſtoin wills in all things, ſhould we do?t ? 
The Duſt on antique Time would lie unſwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapr, 
For truth to o*re-peer. Rather than fool it ſo, 
Let the high Office and the Honour go, 
Toone that would do thus. I am halt through, 
The one part ſuffer*d, the other wall I do. 

Enter three Cit1Zens more, 
Here come more Voices. 
Your Voices? for your Voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your Voices : for your Voices, bear 
Of Wounds, two dozen odd : Battels, thrice {ix 
I have ſeen, and heard of : for your Voices, 
Have done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more : 
Your Voices ? indeed I would be Conſu). | 

1 Cit, He has done Nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeſt Mans Voice. | ; 

2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conful : the Gods give 
him joy, and make him good Friend to the Feople. 

All, Amen, Aman. God ſavethce, Noble Conſul. 


? # 
as - —_—_— - fs Vw =- _ 
* 


Cor:0, 


| a 
hs. —_— 


A 


md 4 


= — 
w * 


- 


an. 


_ d- _— _-— EIm—— 


— 


ov 


| The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


269 


PIE 


Corio, V Vorthy Voices. 


Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Siciaius. 


Men. You have ſtood your Limitation : 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice, 
Remains, that in th? Official Marks inveſted, 
You anon do meet the Senate, 

Corio. Is this done ? 

Sici, The Cuſtom of Requeſt you have diſcharo?d : 
The People do admit you, and are ſummon'd 
To meet anon upon your Approbation. 
Corio. Where ? at the Senatc-houſe ? 
Sici. There, Coriolanus. 
Cori. May 1 change theſe Garments ? 
Sicin, You may, Sir. 
Corio. That Ple ſtraight do : ard knowing my If again 
Repair to th? Senate-houle. 
Aen, Vic keep you company. Will you along ? 
Bru. We ſtay here for the Peopic. 
| Sicin. Fare you well. LExennt Coriol. and Men, 
He ha's it now : and by his Looks, methinks 
"Tis warm at's heart, 
Bru. With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will you diſmiſs the People ? 

Enter the Plebeians. 

Sici, How now, my Maſters, have you choſe this man ? 
1 Cit, He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2 Cir. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our Voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right. 
1 Cit, No, *tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us. 
2 Cit, Not one amongſt us, ſave your (elf, bur tays 
He vg'd us ſcornfully : he ſhould haye ſhew*d us 
| His Marks of Mcrit, Wounds receiv'd for's Country. - 
Sicin. Why ſo he did, 1 am ure. 
All, No, no; no man ſaw em. 
3 Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 
| Which he could ſhew in private : 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
I would be Conſul, ſays he : aged Cuſtom, 
But by your Voices, will not ſo per:nit me. 
Your Voices therefore : when we granted that, 
Here was, I thank you for your Voices, thank you 
Your molt ſweet Voices : now you have left your Voices 
[have no further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 
Sicin. Why, either were you ignorant to ſee?t ? 
Or ſeeing it, of ſach Childiſh friendlineſs, 
To yield your Voices ? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leſlon'd ; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty Servant to the State, 
He was your Enemy, ever ſpake again ſt 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
Pth* Body of the Weal : and now arriving 
At place of Potency, and ſway o*ch? -State, 
If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt Foe to th? Plebeiz, your Voices might 
Be Curſes to your ſelves. You ſhould have ſaid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no leſs 


| Than what he ſtood for : ſo his gracious Nature 


Would think npon you, for your Voices, and 
Tranſlate his Malice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Sicin, Thus to have ſaid, 

As you were fore-a&vis'd, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try*d his Inclination: from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might 
As cauſe had calld you up, have held him to ; 
Orelſe it would have galld his ſurly Nature ; 
Which caſily endures not Article, 

Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhould have ta*ne th? advantage of his Choler, 


| And pals'd him unel<ctcd. 
Bru, Did you perceive, 
He did folicit you in free Contempt, 
When he did nced your Loves : and do you think, 
I hat his Contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 
Whea he hath Power tocruſh ? Why had your Bodies 
No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Azainſt the Rectorſhip of Judgment? 
9:12. Have you, ere now, deny?d the Asker : 
And now again, of him that did not ask, but mock, 
Beſtow your ſu*d-for Tongues ? 
3 Cir. Hes not confirm®d, we may deny him yer. 
2 Cit. And will deny him : 
"lc have five hundred V aces of that ſound. 
1Cir.Þ;twice hive hundred, and their Friends, to piece %em. 
Bru, Get you hence inſtantly, and telj thoſe Friends, 
They have choſe a Conſul, that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Vcice 
+ I han Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking; 

As therefore kept todo ſo. | 
S:c1, Let them atlemble: and on a fafer Judgment, 
All revoke your ignorant Election : Enforce his Pride, 

And his old Hate unto you : beſides, forget not, 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he ſcornd you: but your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
T appreheniion of his preſent porrance, 
Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 
Bru, Lay a favlt on us, your T ribunes, 
That we labour'd (no impediment between) 
But that you muſt caſt your Election on him. 
S:c1. Say, you choſe him,more aſter our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Aﬀections, and that 
Your minds, pre-occupid with what you rather muſt do 
Than what you ſhould, made you againit the grain 
To Voice him Covſal. Lay the fault on us. 
Bru, |, ſpare us not : Say, we read Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
iow long continued, and what ſtock he ſprings of, 
The Noble Huuiſe o'th* Martians : from whence came 
That Ancizs Martins, Numa?s Daughter's Son : 
Who after great Hoſtsl;us here was King, 
Of the ſame Houſe Publixs and Quintus were, 
That our beſt Water brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenſor, 
Was his great Anceſtor. 
Sici. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perion wrought; 
To be ſet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed Enemy and revoke 
Your ſudden Approbation. 
Bru. Say, you ne*re had don'r, 
(Harp on that ſtill) but by our putting on : 
And preſently, when you have drawn your Number, 
Repair to th? Capitol, ; 
All. We will ſo: almoſt all repent in their Election. 
[Exennt Plebeians, 
Bru. Let them goon : 
This Mutiny were better pat in hazard, 
Thaa ſtay paſt doubt, for greater : 
If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 
With their zefuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
S:icin, Toth*Capitol, come : 
We will be there betore the ſtream o*th* People : 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly *tis, their own, 


Which we have goaded onward. [Exennt, 
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Attns Tertits. | 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenivs, at the Gentry, Co- | 
minius, Titus Lucius, azd other Senators, | 
Corio. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head. 

Lu. Be had , my Lord, and that it was which caus*d 
Our ſwifter Compolition. 
Corio. So then the Yolſcies ſtand but as at firſt, | 
Ready when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 
Com. They are worn (Lord Conſul) ſo, 


For which the People ſtir : 
To where you are bound, you wulſt enquire your way, 
W hich you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, 


Nor yoak with him for Tribune, 


That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſce | 


Their Banners wave again. 
; Corio. Saw you Aufidius ? | 
Ln. On ſafe-gard he came to me, and did curſe 

Againſt the Yo!ſcies, for they had fo vilciy 

Yielded the Town : he is retired to Antiunr, 

Corio. Spoke he of me ? 

Zi. He did, my Lord. 

Cerio, Bow ? what ? 

Li. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 

That of al! things upon the Earth, he hated 

Your Perſcn moſt : That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopzlc& Reſtitution, ſo he might 

BecalPd your Vanquiſher. 

Curio. At. Antium lives he ? 

Lu. At Antium, ' 

Corio. i wiſh] hada cauſe to ſeek him there, 

To oppole iis hatred fully. Welcome home. 
Enter Sictuius, and Brutus. 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o*th? Common Mouth, I dodeſpile them - 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againſt all Noble ſufferance. 
Sicin. Paſs no further. 
Corio, Hah ? what is that ? 
Br#. It will be dangerous to go on— No further. 
Corio, What makes this change ? 
Men, The matter ? 
Com. Hath he not pad the Noble, and the Commons * 
Bru. Commis, no. 
Corio. Have I had Children's Voices ? 
Senit. Tribuncs give way, he ſhall to tl? Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens'd againlt him. 

Sicin, Stop, or all will fall in broyl. 
, Cory. Are theſe your Herd ? 
Maft theſe have Voices, that can yield them now, : 
And ſtraight diſclaim their Tongues? what are your Ofhces/ 
| You bcing their Mouths, why rule you not their Tecth ? 
| Have you not ſet them on ? 

' Men, Be Gaim, becalm. 

Coro. It is a purpogd thing, 
Tocurb the will of the Nobility : 
Sufter®c, and Jive with ſuch as cannot rule, 

Nor ever wili be ruled. 

Bru, Cai! not a Plot : 

The People cry you mock?d them : and of late, 
When Corn was given them, gratis, you repin'd, 
ScandaPd the Suppliants for the People, calPd them 
Time-pleaſers, Flatterers, Fo-s to Noblenels. 

| Cori, Why this was known before. 

Bru, Not to them all. 

Corio. Have you inform'd them ſithence ? 

Bru, How ? 1 inform them ? 

Com. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 

Bru, Not unlike cach way to better yours. 

Corio. Why then ſhould 1 be Conſul £ by yond Clouds 
Let me deſerve ſo il] as you, and make me £ 
| Your fellow Tribune. 

Sicin. You ſhew too much: of that, 


ad grows by Plot, 


—_— Wk. 


| Which they have given to Beggars, 


if youwill paſs 


Or never be io Noble as a Conſul, 


ten. Let's be calm. 
Com, The People are 2bus'd : {ct on, this paltring 
Becomes not Ko : Nor has Corrolans 
Deſerv*d this ſo dilhonourcd Rub, laid ſalſely 
th? plain way of his Merit, 
Corio. Tell me of Corn ! this was my ſpeech. 
And I will ſpeak't again. 
/{:n, Not now, not now. 
Senat, Not in this heat, Sir, now. q 
Corio. Now, as I live, I wall. 
My Nobler Friends, I crave their pardons : 
For the mutable renk-ſcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
Ar: therein behold themſelves : I fay again, 
In ſcothing them, we nouriſh *gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
W hich we our ſelves have plowed for, ſow'd and ſcatter?d. | 
By mingling thzm with us, the honor'd Number : 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 


A1n, Well, no more. 


| Where It is, not poiſon any further. 


Senct, No more words, we beſecch you. 
Cerio. How ? no more ? 
As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fcaring outward force : So ſhall my Lun 
Coin words tUll their decay, againſt thoſe Meazels 
Which we dildain ſhould Tetter us, yet ſought 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. You ſpeak o'tly People, as if you were a God 
To puniſh , not a Man of their infirmity. 
S:cin, ? T'were well, we let the People know't. 
Men, What, what ? his Choler ? 
Cor. Choler ? Were l as Patient as the midnight- 
By Fove, *ewould be my mind. _——_ 
S:ciz1. It 1s a mind that ſhall remain a- Poiſon 


Corio, Shall remain ? 

Hear you this, 7rjton of the Adinnones ? Mark you 
His abſolute Shall ? 

Co, *I'was from the Cannon. 

Corio. Shall ? O God! but moſt unwiſe Patricians : 
You grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an Officer, 

That with hi: pzremptory Shall, being but 

The hory, and aciſe o'th* Moniters, wants not Spirit 
To joy, hell turn your Current in a Ditch, 

And n:ake your Channel his ? if he have power, 
Then vail yourIgnorance : if none, awake 
Your Cangerous Lenity : if you are Learn'd 

2e not as common Eools ; if you are not, 

Lt chem have Cuſhions by you. You are Pleberans, 

It they be Senators : and they are no leſs, 

V V hen both your voices blended, the great'ſt taſt 
Volt palats theirs. They chuſe thcir Magiſtrate, 
And fuch a oneas he, who puts his Shall ; 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 

Than ever frown'd in Greece, By Fove himſelf, 

It makes the Conſulz baſe ; and my Soul akes 

To know, when two Authoritics are up, 

Neither Suprcam, how ſoon Confuſion 

May enter *twixt the gap of Both, and take 

The one by th? other. 

Com. 'V Vell, on tot? Market-place. 

Corio, V Vhoever gave that Counſel, to give forth 
The Corn oth? Store-houſe, gratis, as *twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor, Though there the People had more abſolute power 3 | 
I fay,they nouriſh*d diſobedience, fed the ruin of the State. 
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Bru. Why Iali tc People give 

One that ſpeaks thus, their Voice ? | 
Corto. Ple give my Reaſons, 

More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn Men. On 9th fices more reipect. 

Was not our recompence, reſting vell allur*d S:017, Fares lic, that would take from you all yer 

They ne're Cid ſervice fort; bing preft troti? War, PDOWCEr. a 

Even when the Navel of the State was touch'd, Dru. S&17C 3m, e/Zdjles. 

They would not thred the Gaies : This kind of Service | *: D9wn with hum, Cown with him. 

Did notdeſerve Corn Gratis. Being Pull? War, | 2 venat. \VCupons, Weapons, V Veapons: 

Their Mucinies ard Revolt, whercin they ſh-w2d | [ [hey all buſrls zbour Coritolanus. 
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Moſt Valovr, ſpoke not fr them, Th Accuſation | riounes, Patrictans, Citizens : what hoc :; 

W hich they have oftzn mace 2gainlt ric Senate, | Secanuts, priexs, Cordes, Ciuzens. 

All cauſc unboro, could never be the Native |<, PCaccy Peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace. 

Of our {o frank Doretion., Well, what then ? | % '. VVhactzzLout tobe? lam out of Breath; 

How ſhall this Boſom-multiplicd, digclt Coutuſton's nvzr, 1 cannot ſpeak. You Tribunes 

The Scnates courtelie ? Let deeds expreſs L oi? People : Curilamer, patience : ſpeak, zocd Sicinins. 
W har's Jiketo be their words. We did requelt it, SIEM, 547 mz, People, peace. 

Weare the greater Pole, and 12 tructcar es Lct's hzzr our Tribune : peace, ſpeak, ſpeak, 
They gave us our demands. 1 hus we dcbaie Co. . 

The Nature of our Scats, and make the Rabbie S:c7, You arcat pcint toloſe your Liberties : 


Altius would ! aveall from you ; Afartins, 
V Vhom tate you have awe tor Conſul. 
Ain. Fe, lic, fie, tas is the way to kinele, not to 
quenci, 
Sc 14. Tounbuild the City, and to lay all at. 
91Cz. \ DAL 15 the City, burthe People ? 


Call our Cares, Fears ; wich will in tune 
Break open the Locks och? Senate, and,bring 1 
The Crows to peck the Eagies. 

Aſn. Come, enough. 

Bru, Enongh, with over-m-.ature. 


_” 


Corio. No, take more. . 
b * . " —_ * +, I % 4 4 * 
What may be ſworn by, both Divine and Human, i. Troe,the People are the Cizy. 
Seal what I cnd withal. This double worlhip, bEri, By iz content of all, we were cſt2Lliſhed the 


Peoples Mag:itrates. 
{ll. You to remein. 
Ak:;:, And joarclike to do, 


Whereon part does diſdain with cauſe, the other 

Inſult without all ſeaſon ; where Gentry, Title, Wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude, buc by the Yea and No | 
Of general ignoraice, it mult omit Con, 1 2at 1s the way to lay the City flat, 

| Real Necellities, a1 d give way the while To bring th? Roof to the Feundation, 
To unſtable Slightn>ſs : purpoſe fo berr'd, it follows, AnG bury all, which yet diltiactly ranges, | 
Nothing is done to pvrpole. Therefore, beſcech you, In heaps, and piles of ruin. 

You that will be leſs fearful, than d.ſgrect, S1cs, This deſerves death. 

That love the Fundamental part of State Bru, Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 

More than you doubt the change of*r - chat prefer Or let vs loſe it - wedo here pronounce, | 
A Noble life, before a Long, and wiſh, Upon the part o'r? People, in waoſe power 
| To jump a Body with a dangerous Phylick, \We wereclected theirs, Afartias is worthy 

That's {ure of death withour it :- at once pluck out Ot preſent Death. | 
The Mulcitudinous Tongue, let them not lick S1c:n, Thereiore lay hold of him: 
The ſweet which is their poiſon. Your ciſhonour Bear him to th? Rock Zarpe:an, and from thence 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State lnto Deſtrition caſt him. 

Of that Integrity which ſhonlc. beconyt: Bru. eAales elze him, 

Not having the power to do the good it would All Ple. Yield, Mwrizs, yield. 

Forth? ill which doth controuPt. Atcn. Hear me one word, *beſeech you Tribuncs, hear 


Bru, Was ſaid enough. inc but a word. 


_Y 


Sicin, FPas ſpoken like a Traytor, and ſha'l anſwer eEaules, Per Cy Peace. 

As Traytors do. Men. Be that you feem, truly your Countrics friend, 
Corio. Thoa Wretch, deſpight o*'re-whelm thee : | And tzmprately proceec. to what you would 

What ſhould the People do with theſe bald Tribunes ? Thus viotently redreſs. 


On whom depending, their obedience fails Bru, Sir, thoſe cold ways, 

To th? greater Bench, in a Rebellion : Thar fecm }ikz precent helps, are very poyſonons, 
When what's not mect, but what mult he, was Law, Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 

Then were they choſen - in a better hour, \nd bear him iothe Rock, [Corio, draws his Sword. 
Let what is mcet, be ſaid it muſt be mcer, Corio. No, Pie dye here: 

And throw their power Pc? duſt. | There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 

Bru, Manifeſt Treaſon. Cometry upon your {clv2s, what yoa have icen me. 


Sicin, This a Conſul ? No. Hen, Down wit't that Sword, Tribuncs withdraw a} 
WANG. 
Eater an Edits: | Bru. I.2y nands yh him. | 
| Afen, itvip Gfartizts, help; vou that be nobl:, help 
Bru. The eAdiles, ho ; Let him be apprehended. | hm young; and old. | 
Sicin, Go call the People, in whet: name 1ay Self | Ai, Downwith him, down with him. [Exeunt, | 
| Attach thee 4252 Traitcrous Innovator by | [_In this Alutiny, tive Iribunes, the Adciles, and 
A Foe to th? publick Weal. Obey, I ctarge thee, | the People are be it 191, 
And follow to thine aniwer. . | 24. Go, get you toour E'0u >: be gone, aways [1] 
| 


Corio. Hence old Goat. All v21ll be naught elſe, 
All. We'll Surety him. | 2 Scnat. Ger you gone. 
Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off. | Com, Stard faſt, we have as many Friends as Enemies. 
Corio. Hence rotten thing, or 1 ſhai! ſhaxe thy bones | 47. Shall ir be put to that ? 
Out of thy Garments. | Senat, The Gods fordid : 
S:cin. Help me, Citizens. 1 prithee, noble Friend, home to thy houſe, 
| cave 
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272 The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 
Leave us to cure this Cauſe. Should nor eat up her own. 

Men. For *tis a Sore upon us, Sicin, He's a Diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. | 
You cannot Tent your ſelf : begone, *beſeech you. | At, Oh, he's a Limb, that has but a Diſcaſe ; | | 

Com, Come Sir, along with us. ; Mortal, to cut it off, to cure it, calie. | | 

Men, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, W hat has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? | | 
Though in Rome litter*d : not Romans, as they are not, | Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loſt | 
Though calved th? Porca o? ch? Capitol : (Which I dare vorch, is more than that he hath, | 
Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, | By many an Ounce) ke dropt it for his Country : 1 
One time will owe anotiter. And what is left, to loſe it by his Country, | 

Com. On fair ground, I could beat forty of them. Were tous all that do®r, and ſuffer ir | 

Men. 1 could my ſelf take up a Brace oth” belt of them, | A brand ro th? end o'th? World. | 
yea, the two Tribunes. Sict, This is clean kam. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond Arithmetick, Bru, Meerly awry : 

And Manhood is calPd FooPry, when it ſtands When he did love his Country, it honour?d him. 

Againſt a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, An. The ſervice of the Foot | 
Before the Tag return , whoſe Rage doth rend Being once gangren'd, is not then reſpected 

Like interrupted waters, and ore-bear For what betore it was. 

What they are ugd to bear. | Bru. We'll hear no more : 

Men. Pray you be gone : Purſve him to his Houſe, and pluck him thence, | 
Ple try whether my old Wit be in requeſt Leſt his Infection being of a catching nature, | 
With thoſe thar have but little : this mult be patcht Spread further. | | 
With Cloth of any Colour. Men, One word more, one word : | 

Cem. Nay, come away.  _ |] This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall find l 

LExennt Coriolanus and Cominius: | The harm of unskannd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 

Patri, This man has marr*d his Fortune. Tye Leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by Proceſs, 

Aer. His Nature is too noble for the World: Leſt Parties (as he is beloy*d). break out, 

He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, = And fack great Kome with Romans. F 
Or Fove, for*s power to thunder : his Hearts his Mouth: } Bru. If ft were ſo _ 

What his breaſt forges, that his tongue mult vent, Sicin, What doye talk ? 

And being angry, does forget that ever | Have we not had a talt of his Obedience ? 

He heard the name of Death. [4 oiſe within, | Our Xdiles ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come; 

Here's goodly work. Men, Confider this: He has been bred Pth? Wars 

Patrs, 1 would they were a-bed. Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchooPd 

Men, 1 would they were in Tyber. In boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
What the vengeance, could he not:ſpeak *em fair ? He throws without diſtinCtion. Give me leave, 
| Enter Brutus, ard Sicinius with the Rabble again. Ple goto him, ang undertake to bring him in peace, - | 

Sicin. Where is this Viper, Where he {hail an{wer by a lawful Form 
That would depopulate the City,and be every man himſelf? | (In peace) to his utmoſt peril. | 

Men, You worthy Tribunes. 1 Sen, Noble Tribunes, | 

Sicin, He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock It is the humane way: the other courſe | 
With rigorous hands : he hath reſiſted Law, W1ll prove too bloody, and the end of it 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further Tryal Unknown to the beginning. 

Than the ſeverity of the Publick Power, Sic. Noble ZA4encnine, be you then as the Peoples Officer: 
Which he ſo ſets at nought. Maſters, lay down your Weapons. 
| 1 Cit. He ſhall well know the Noble Tribunes are Bru, Go not home. 
The Peoples mouths, and we their hands. Sic, Meet on the Market-place : well attend you there, 
All. He ſhall ſure out. Where, if you bring not Martizs, well proceed 
| Aden. Six, Sir, In our firſt way. | | 
Sicin, Peace. Men.” Ple bring him toyou. | 

Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt | Let medeſire your company : he muſt come, | 
With modeſt warrant. Or what is worſt will follow. | 

Sicin, Sir, how conſt that you have holp Sena, Pray you let's to him. [ Exeunt omnes, | 

| To make this reſcue ? Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 

Men. Hear me ſpeak; As I do know Corio, Let them pull all about mine Ears, preſent me 
The Conſuls worthineſs, ſo can I name his faults. Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horſes heels, 

Sicin, Conſul ? what Conſul ? Or pile ten Hills on the Zarpeian Rock, 

An, The Conſul Coriolanus, That the Precipitation might down ſtretch 

Bru. He Conſul ? Below the beam of ſight, yet will I ſtill 

All. No, no, no, no, no. Be thus to them. | | 

Men. If by the Tribunes leave, Enter Volumnia. | 
And yours, £42 People, Noble, You do the Nobler. 

I may be heard, 1 would crave a word or two, Corio, I muſe my Mother | 
The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, Does not approve me further, who was wont 
Than ſo much loſs of time. To call them Wollen Vaſſals, things created | 

Sicin, Speak briefly then, To buy and ſell with Groats, to ſhew bare heads | 

For we are peremptory to diſpatch {n Congregations, to yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
| This viperous Traitor : to eject him hence When one but of my Ordinance ſtood up 
{| Were but one danger, and tc keep him here To ſpeak of Peace, or War, I talk of you, 
} Our certain death : therefore it is decreed, Why &did you wiſh me milder ? Would you haye me 
{ He Gies to night. Falſe to my Nature ? Rather ſay, I play | 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, The Man I am. 

That our Renowned Rowe, whoſe gratitude Volum. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sr. 
{Towards her deſerved Children, is enroll'd I would have had you put your power well on, 

In Foves own Book, like an unnatural Dam | Before you had worn it out, Ef | | 
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Corio. Let's go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had bcen 
The things of your diſpoſitions, if _ 

You had not. ſhew'd them how ye were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to crols you. 
Corio. Let them hang. 
Volwn. I, and burn too. 
Enter Menenius with the Senators, 
| An. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſomething 
too rough : you muſt return, and mend it. 

Sen. There's.no remedy, 
Unleſs by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt and periſh. 

Volum. Pray be counſelPd ; 
I have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my uſe of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Men, Well faid, Noble Woman : 

Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th? heart, but that 
The violent fit o'th time craves it as Phyſick 

For the whole State ; I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 

Corio. What muſt I do ? 

Men. Return to th? Tribunecs, 

Corio, Well, what then ? what then ? 

Men, Repent what you have ſpoke. 

Corio, For them ?.1 cannot do it to the Gods, 
Muſt I then dot to them ? 

Volum. You are too abſolute, 

Thovgh therein you can never be too Noble, 

But when extremities ſpeak. I have heard you ſay, 
Honour and Policy, like unſever'd friends, 

Pth* War do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by tlother loſe, 

That they combine not there ? 

Corio, Tuſh, tuſh. 

Men. A good demand. 

Volum, If it be Honour in your Wars, to ſeem 
The ſame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You adapt your Policy : How is it leſs or worſe 
That it ſhall hold Companionſhipin Peace 
With Honour, asia War ſince that to both 
It ſtands in like requeſt. 

Corio. Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becauſe, that 
Now it lies you on to ſpeak to th? People: 

Not by your own inſtruftion, nor by the matrer 
Which your Heart prompts you to, but with ſuch words 
That are but roatcd in your Tongue : 

Though but Baſtards, and Syllables 

Of no allowance, to your boſoms truth. 

Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 

Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your Fortune, and 
The hazard of much Blood. 

I would diſſemble with my Nature, where | 

My Fortunes and my Friends at ſtake, requir'd 

| ſhould doſo in Honour. I am in this 

Your Wife, your Son : theſe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather ſhew our general Lowts, 

| How you can frown, than ſpend a fawn upon em, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and fategard 

Of what that want might ruine. 

Men. Noble Lady, 
Come go with us, ſpeak fair : you may ſalve ſo, 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is palt. 

Yolum. 1 prithee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtretcht it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee bulling the Stones : for in ſuch bulineſs 
Action is eloquence, and the Eyes of th? ignorant 
2988 learned than the ears, waving thy head, 
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Which often thus correcting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 
Thouart their Souldier, and being bred in broyls 
Halt not the ſoft way, which thou do'ſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felf (forſooth) hereafter thcirs fo far, 

As thou aaſt power and perſon. 

Men, T his but done, 

Even as ſhe ſpeaks, why their hearts were yours : 
For they have Pardons, being ask*d, as free, 
As worcs to little purpoſe. 
VOlum, Prithee now, 
Go and beruPd : althongh I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina Fiery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here 15 Commins. 

Com, | have been Pth? Market place, and Sir,tis fit, 
You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſeif 
By calmneſs, or by abſence: alPs in anger. 

An, Only fair ſpecch. 

: Com, 1 think *cwill ſerve, if he can thereto frame his 
pirit. 

Volum. He muſt and will : 

Prithee now ſay you will, and go about it. 

Corio. Muſt I go ſhew them my unbarb'd Sconce ? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give ro my Noble Heart 
A Lye, thatirt muſt hear well ? 1 will do*t- 

Yet were there but this ſinglz plot, to loſe 

This Mould of Aartizs, they to Duſt ſhould grind it,. 
And throw*t againſt the Wind. To the Market place : 
You have put me now to ſuch a part, which never 

| ſhall diſcharge to th? Life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Volum. | prithee now, ſweet Son, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier : ſo 
To have my praiſe for this, performa part 
Thou haſt not done before. 

Corio. Well, I muſt do't: 

Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some Harlots Spirit : my Throat of War be turn'd, 
Which quier'd with my Drum intoa Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voice 
That Babies lull a-ileep : The ſmiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaſſes of my ſight : A Beggars Tongue | 
Make motion through my Lips; and my Arm'd Knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiv*d an Almes. 1 will not Go'r, 
Leſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies Action, teach my Mind 
A molt inherent baſeneſs. 
Volum. At thy choice then : 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſ-honour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſs : For I mock at Death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou liſt, 
Thy Valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck'ſt it from me : 
But own thy Pride thy ſelf. 
Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, I am going to the Market place: 
Chide me no more. Ple Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home beloy'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend ae to my Wife, Ple return Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can do 
Pth? way of Flattery further. 
Volum. Do your Will. [Exit Volumnia. 
Com. Away, the Tribuncs do attend you: Arm your 
To anſwer mildly : for they are prepar*d (ſelf 
With Accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
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Than are upon you yet. 

\ Corio. The word is, Mildly. Pray you let us £0, 
Let them accuſe me by Invention : I 

Will anſwer in mine Honour. 

Men. 1, but mildly. 
Corio. Well, mildly be it then, Mildly. [ Exeunt. 


Entcr Sicinius 47nd Brutus. 


Bru, In this Point charge him home, that he alletts 
Tyrannical Power : if he evace us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Ariars 
Was ne're diſtributed, What, will he come ? 
Entcr an e/Eaile, 
e/Edile. He's coming. 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
dil, With old 7denenins, and thoſe Senators 
That always favour'd him. 
Sicin, Have you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we have procur'd, ſet Cown by th 
eEatle. 1 have: *tis ready. (Pole - 
Sicin. Have you colleCted them by Tribes ? 
eail. | have : *tis ready. 
Sicin. Aſſemble preſently the People hither : 
And when they hear me ſay, it ſhall be ſo, 
Pth? right and ſtrength och? Commons: be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or for Baniſhment, thea let them, 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old Prerogative 
And power th? Truth o'th? Caulc. 
eA4il. I ſhall inform them. 
Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ccaſe, but witha din contusd, 
Inforce the preſent Exccution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
e/Eail. Very well. ES 
Sicin, Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv'c them. 
Bru. Go about it, 
Put him to Choler ſtreight, he hath been usd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of Contradiclion. Being once chafr, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to Temperance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart, and that is there which looks 
With us to break his ncck. 


Enter Coriolanus ,, Meninius, ard Ccminius, with others. 


Sicin, Well, here he comes. 

Aſn, Calmly, I do beſeech you. 

Corio, I, asan Holtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the Knave by th? Volume: 
Th honour*d Gods : ? 
Keep Roe in ſafety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 
Supplied with worthy men, plant love amongit you, 
Through our large Temples, with the ſhews of Pcace, 
And not our ſtreets with War. 

1 Sem, Amen, Amen. 

An. A Noble with. 


Entcr the Aaile with the Plebetans, 


Sicin. Draw near, ye People. 

E£dile. Liſt to your Tribunes : Audience 5 
Peace, I fay. : 

Corio, Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 

Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace: ho. ; 

Corio. Shall I be charg?d no further than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here ? 

S:icin, I dodemand, ; 
[f you ſubmit you to the Peoples Voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful Cenfſure for ſuch faults 


As ſhall be prov?d upon you ? 
Corio, I am content, 
Ze, Lo, Citizens, he ſays he is Content : 

The warlike Service he na's done, conſider; Think 
| Upon the wounds his Body bears, Which ſhew 
Like Graves Pur? Holy Church. yard. 

Corio, Scratches with Bryars, Scars to movye 
Laghtcr on!y, 
Men, _oaligver further : 
That v.h<n he ipecaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Sonldier : do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds : 
But as 1 (++, ſuch as become a Souldier, 
Ratner thai envy you. 
Com, Well, well, no more. 
Corio, What 1s the matter, 
That beirg put for Conſul with full Voice : 

I am ſo diikungur'd, that the very hour 
You take it off agair, ? 

Sit, Anſwer 13 15, 

Corio, Say then : ?1;; true, Iought ſo. 

Sici, Wecharge you, that you kave contriv'd to take 
From Rome all ſealon'd Office, and to wind 
Your ſelf unto a Power Tyrapnical, 
For which you arc a Traytor to the People. 

Corio, How ? Traytor ? 

Mee, Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 

Corio, The Fires Pt? loweſt 'Hell, Fould inthe People: 
Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune. 
\\ ithin thine Eycsſate twenty thouſand Deaths, 
li: thy tans clutcht as many Millions, in 

Thy lying Tongue, both numbers, 1 would ſay 
Thou lyelt unto thee, with a voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. 

Sicin, Mark you this, People ? 

All. To tl Rock with him. 

Sicin, Peace : 
We necd not put new Matter to his Charge : 
What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 

Beating your Officers, curling your ſelves, 
Oppoling Laws with ſtroaks, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great power mult try him, 

Even this ſo Criminal, and in ſuch Capital kind, 
Deierves th extreamelt death. 
Gri:. But ſince he hath jery*d well for Rome 
Corio, What do you prateof Service ? 
Bru, I tak of that, that know it. 
Corio. You ? 
An. Is this the promiſe that you made your Mother ? 
Com, Rnow, 1 pray you. 
Corio, Pie know no farther : 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fieaing, pent to linger 
But witha grain a day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
To hav*t with ſaying, Good morrow. 
S:cir, For that he ha's 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy*d againſt the People z ſeeking means 
Topluck away their Power ; as now at laſt, 
Given Hoſtile {troaks, and that not 15 the preſence 
Of dreaded Jultice, -but on the Minilters 
That do diſtribute it. In the name o*th* People, 
Andin the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Evn trom this inſtant ) baniih himour City 
In peril of Precipitation 
From off the Rock Tarpelian, never more 
To enter our Kome Gates. Pth? Peoples name; 
I fay it ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall beſo: let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Fricnds. 
Sicin, He*sſentenc'd : No more hearing, 
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Com, Let me ſpeak : 
I have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 
Her Enemies marks upon me. 1 do love 
My Countries good, with a reſpeft more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wives eſtimate, her wombs encreaſc, 
And treaſure of my Loyns : then if 1 would 
Speak that 
Sicin, We know your drift. Speak what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſt”d 
As Enemy to the People, and his Country, 
It ſhall be ſo. 
All, It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo. 
Corio. You common cry of Curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
As reek o'th* rotten Fenns : whoſe Loves I prize, 
As the dead Carkaſles of unburied Men, 
That do corrupt my Air : I banith you, 
And hereremain with your uncertainty. 
Letevery feeble Rumour ſhake your Hearts : 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into deſpair - Have the power ſtill 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance-(which finds not till it feels, 
Making but reſervatioa of your ſelves, 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 
As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation 
That won you without blows, deſpiſing 
For you the City. Thus I turn my back ; 


There is a World elſewhere. 
[Excunt Coriolanus, Cominius, cm alits, 


They all Shout, and throw up their Caps. 
eaile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, 1s gone. 
All. Our Enemy 1s baniſh'd, he 1s gone. Hoo, hoo. 
Sicin., Go ſee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow*d you, with all deſpight, 
Give him deſery*d vexation. Let a Guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All. Come, come, lets ſee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. [_Exeunt, 


_— 


Aftus Guartus, 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comint- 
us, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Cor. Come, leave your Tears: a brief farewel : the Beaſt 
With many heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
W here is your ancient Courage ? You were ugd 
To ſay, Extremity was the trier of 'Spirits, 
That common” chances common men could bear, 
That when the Sca was calm, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortuncs blows, 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble-cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts that would make 1avincible 
The Heart that conn'd them. 

Virg. Oh Heavens! O Heavens ! 

Corio, Nay, ] prithee woman. 

Vol. Now the Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades ua Kore, 
And Occupations pcriſh. 

Corio. What, what, what : 
I ſhall be lov*d, © when I am lack'd. Nay, Mother, 
Reſume that Spirit, when you were wont to-lay, 
If you had been the Wife of Hercwles, 
Six of his Labours youl'd have done, andſav'd 
Your Husband ſo much Sweat. Commwes, 
Droop not, Adien : Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
Ple do well yet. Thou old and true Mentsins, 
Thy Tears are falter than a younger Mans, 
And venomous tothine Eyes. My (ſometime) General, 
I have ſeen thee ſtern, and thou halt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpeCtacles. Tell theſe ſad wamen, 


'Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtrokes, 
AsS*us to laugh at *em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ſtill have b2zen your ſolace, and 
Belitev't not lightly, though goalone, 
Like toa lonely Dragon, that his Fen 
Makes fear*d, and talk'd of more thzn ſeen : Yorr 5cn 
W111 or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous bairs and praClice. 

Volem, My firſt Son, 
W hither wall you £0 ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; d-tcrmine on ſome Courſe 
More than a wild cxpoiture, to each chance 
Thar ſtarts PUP way before thee. 

Corwo. Othe Grds |! 

Com. PFle follow thee a Month, deviſe viith thee 
Where thuu ſhalc reſt, that tizou may?!t hear 04 us, 
And we of th:z. So ifthe time thrult {orth 
A cauſe for thy Rep.al, we ſhall nor ſend 
O're the vait worid, to ſeck a fingi2 mar, 

And loicadvaniage, which doth ever cool 
Pth' abſeric< of the ncc&eer. 

Corio. Fare ye well: 

Thou haſt years apon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the Wars ſurteits, to go rove with one 
That's yet uibruisd : bring me bur out at Gate. 
Come my tweet Wie, my dearett Mother, and 
My Friends of Nuble touch : when am forth, 
B1d me Farewel, and ſmile. 1 pray you, come : 
W hileI remain above the ground, you ſhall 
ECear-irom me ill, and ncver of nie ought 

Burt what 15 lik« me formerly. 

Acn, That's worthily 

As any ear canhear. Come, let's not weep, 
If.I could ſhake of but ore ſeven vears 
From theſe old Arms and Lezs, by tie good Gods 
[Pd with thee every. foot. 
Cori, Give me thy hand, come. LE xCnt. 


E::ter the rmvo Tribuncs 'Sicinins and Brutus, with tt oAEd;le. 


S:cin,Bid thern all kewe;hefs genc : and we'll no further, 
The Ncbiliry arc vexcd, whom ve ice ave liGcd 
In his behalt. 

Br, Now we have ſhewn our Power, 
Let us {cem humbicr aft-r it is dunc, 
Than when it was.a Going. 

Sicin, Bid themhome, lay thetr great Encmy is gonc, 
And they !tand in tkcir aniient irength. 

Bru, Ditmifs them home. Here cores his Motier, 


Erter Volumnia, Virgilia, «za Menenius. 


S1ezn. Let's not meet her. 

Bru, Why ? 

Sicin, They ſay, ſhe's mad, 

Bru. They have ne ncie of us : Keep on Four Way. 

Volum. Oh yare well met : 

Th? hoorded plague oth? Gods requite your love. 

Aen. Peace, peace, be not ſo loud. 

Vealkzm. if thatl could for weeping, you ſhovid hear, 
N3y, and you ſhall hear fome. Will yeu be gone * 

V:irg. You ſhall Ray too: 1 would I had the power 
To ſay ſo to my Husband. 

Sin, Are you Maukind ? : 

Volum. 1 Fool, is thag a ſhame ? Note but this Fool, 
Was not a man my Father ? Had'it thou FoxLnp 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows 10r Ace 
Than thou haſt ſpoken words. 

S:icir. Dh blefied Heavens - 

Vol, More neble Blows, than ever thou wite \Words. 
And for Rome's goog, Vle tell thee wiat, yer go 
Nay, but thou ſhale ſay roo: I would ny SON 
Were in Arabia, ard thy Tribe beforc kim, 

His good Sword 1a his haud. 
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Sin, Whar then ? 
Fir +. What then? H&1d make an end of thy poſterity. 
Volum. Baſtards, and all. 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome / 


|  Aſcnrn, Come, come, Pace. 
| Sic, I would he had continued to his Country 

' As he began, and not unknit himſelf 

| The noble knot he made. 
| Br:x. | would he had. 

| Pol. 1 would hc had: ?Twas you incens*d the Rabble. 

Cars, thzt can judge as fitly of his Worth, 

| As I can of thoſe Myſteries which Heaven 

| Will not have Earth to know. 

?}u, Pray let's go. 

' Til, Now, pray Sir, get you gone. 

| Yn have done a brave de:d: Ere you go, 
| As fur a5 doth the Capitol exceed 


hear this : 


4 The meanelt Houſe in R me ſo far my Son 


| This Ladies Husband here ; this (do you ſee) 
Whom you have baniſ'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru, Well, well, weilleave you. 

Sicin, Why ſtay you to be baitcd 
With one that wants her Wits ? 

Von, Take my Prayers with you. 

[| world the Gods had nothing elle to do, 
3ut to confirm my Curſes. CouldI meet *em 

Bur once a day, it would unciog my Heart 

Of what lies heavy to'r. 

Afen, You have told them home, 

And by my troth you have cauſe : you'l ſup with me ? 

Fel. Angers my Meat : 1 ſup vpon my ſelf, 

And ſo ſhall ſtarve with Feeding - Come, lets go, 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as 1 do, 
In Anger, Jr-like : Come, come, come. 

An, Fie, fie, he. . 

Enter a Roman, anda Volſcie. 

Romi 1 know you well, - Sir, and you know me : Four 
Name, I think, is Adria”. 

Volſcie. It is ſo, Sir, truly 1 have forgot you. 

Rum. | am a Reman, and my Scrvices are as you are 
againſt **m. Know you Mex yet ? 
| Velſcte. Nicanor ? no, 

Rom, The ſame, Sir. 

Volſcie. You had more Bzard when I laſt ſaw you , but 
your Favour is well appzar'd by your Tongue. What's 
the News in Rome ? I havea Note from the Yolſcian ſtate 
to find you out here. You have well ſaved me a days 
Journey. 

Ri, There hath been in Rome ſtrange InſurreCti- 
025: the People, againſt the Senators, Patricians, and 
Noblcs, 

11. Hath been; is it ended then ? Our State thinks 
not ſo, they are in a moſt warlike preparation, and hope 
to com? upon them in the heat of their diviſion, 

Rm. 1 he mainblaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
world make it flam2 again. For the Nobles receive ſo 
co hezrt the Baniſhment of that worthy Cor:olanus, that 
th y arc 11a ripe aptnefs, totake all Power from the Peo- 
ple, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
I his lies 2lowing I can tell you, and is almoſt mature for 
© e 7i9Mlent breaking out. 

V4. Cor-iolanus Brniih'd ? 

f:m Baniſh'd, Sir. 

F.. You will be welcome with this Intelligence , \Vi- 


[ Exennt Tribunes, 


LExemnmt. 
[ Ex, 


Fn: Tae day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
it {aic, the fitteſt time to corrupt a Mans V Vife, is when 
ho, faln out with her Husband. Your Noblje Tullus Au- 
ſidracs ill appear well in theſe V Vars, his great Oppoſer 
©cy:{xr:5 being now in no requelt of his Count: y. 

[":1. Fe cannot chuſe: I am moſt fortunate, thus 


iccicentally to enceunter you. You have ended my By- 
inch, and I wil! merrily accompany you home. 
Roi. | fna'l between this and Supper tell you moſt 


| Of theſe fair Edifices for my Wars 


mm 


[trange things from Rome: all tending to the good of 
their Adverſaries. Have you an Army ready, ſay you ? 

Vol. A molt Royal one. The Centurions, and their 
Charges diCtintly billetted already in th? entercainment, 
and to beon foot at an hours warning. 

Kom, 1 am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and: am 
the man I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent Action. 
So, SIr, heart”ly well mct, and moſt glad of your Company, 

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moſt 
cauſe to be glad of yours. 

Kom, Well, let us go together. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difeni”'d and muffled. | 


Corio. A goodly City is this A:tium. City, 
*Tis I that made thy Widows : Many an Heir 


Have | heard groan, and drop : Then know me not, 
Leſt that thy Wives with Spits,and Boys with Stones - 
[n puny Battel flay me. Save you, Sir, 

Enter a CitiZen, 

Cit. And you. 

Corio. DireCt me, if it be your will, where great Afi 
aius lies: Is he in Anrium ? 

Cit. He is, and Feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
Houſe this Night. 

Corio. W hich is his Houſe, beſeech you ? 

Cit. This here before you. 

Corio, TI hank you, 'Sir, Farewel. [Exit Citizen, 
Oh World, thy ſlippery turns / Friends now faſt ſworn, 
W hoſe double boloms ſeem to wear one Heart, 

Whoſe Hours, whoſe Bed, whoſe Meal and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill together : who Twine (as *twere) in Love, 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 
On a diſſention of a Doit, break out 
To bittereſt Enmity. $0 felleſt Foes, 
Whole Paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their ſleep 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some trick not worth an Ege, ſhall grow dear Friends, + 
And inter-joyn their iſſues. So with me, 
My Birth-place have I, and my Lover left ; upon 
This Enemy*s Town Tle enter, if he lay me, 
He does fair Juſtice : if he give me way, 
Ple do his Country Service. 

Muſick plays. Enter a Servingman, 

1Ser, Wine, Wine, Wine: What Service is here ? I 
think our Fellows are alleep. 

Enter another Servingman. 
2 Ser, Where's Cotus? my Maſter calls for him:Cors. 
Enter Coriolanus, [Extt, 

Corio, A goodly Houſe 

The Feaſt ſmells; but appear not like a Gueſt. 
Enter the firſt Serving-man. 

1 Ser, What would you have, Friend ? whenceare you ? 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the Door. [Extt. 

Corjo. 1 have deſery*d no better entertainment, in be- 
ing Coriolans. 


[Exix. 


Enter ſecond Servant, 

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? Has the Porter his Eyes in 
his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. | 

* Corio, Away. | 

2 Ser. Away ? Get you away. Wes 

Corio, Now tÞ art troubleſome. 

2 Ser, Are you ſo brave : Ple have you talkt with anon. 

Enter three Servingmen, the firſt meets him, 

3. What Fellow?s this ? | - 

1. Aſtrange one asever 1 look*d on : I cannot get him 
out o'th? Houſe : Prithee call my Maſter to him. | 

3. What have you to do here, Fellow ? Pray you avoid | 
the Houſe. 

Corio, Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your Hearth, 

3. Whatare you ? 

Corio, A Gentleman, 


— 


— 


3. A marv'llous poor one. 

Corio. True, ſo am. 

3. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome other ſta- 
tion, heres no place for you, pray you avoid : Come. 

Corio. Follow your FunCtion , ' go and batten on cold 
bits. [Puſhes him away from hem. 

3. What, you will not ? Prithce tell my Maſter, what a 
ſtrange Gueſt he has here. 

2. And I ſhall, 

3- Where dwellſt thon ? 

Corio. Under the Canopy. 

3. Under the Canopy * 

Corio. I. 

3. Where's that ? 

Corio. Pty? City of Kites and Crows, 

3. Pt City of Kites and Crows. What an Aſs it is, 
then thou dwelſt with Daws too ? 

Corio, No, I ſerve not thy Maſter. 

3. How, Sir, do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Corio. 1, tis an honeſter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miſtreſs : Thou prat'ſt, and pratſt, ſerve with thy 
trencher : Hence. [_Beats him away. 


[Exit ſecond Servingmar. 


| Enter Aufidius with a Servinzman, 


Arf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2. Azre, Sir, I'de have beaten him like a Dog,but for di- 
ſturbing the Lords within. (Name ? 
| Auf, Whence com'lt thou ? What would?ſt thou ? Thy 
Why ſpeak'ſt not ? Speak man; what's thy Name? 
Corio, If, Twllus, not yet thou know?ſt me, and ſeeing 
me, doſt not think me for the Man I am, neceſſity com- 
mands me name my Self. 
Auf. What is thy Name ? 
Corio. A Name unmuſical to the Yelſcians Ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. 
Auf. Say, what's thy Name ? | 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy Face 
Bears a Command in*'t: Though thy T ackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a Noble Veſſel : What's thy Name ? 
| Corio.Prepare thy brow to frown : know'ſt thou me yet ? 
Auf. 1 know thee not ; thy Name ? 
Corio. My Name is Caius Martins, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Yolſcies, 
Great hurt and miſchief : thereto witneſs may 
My Sir-name, Cor:olanus. The painful Service, 
| The extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
{Shed for thy thankleſs Country are requited : 
But with that Sirname, a good memory 
And witneſs of the Malice and Diſpleaſure Ne 
W hich thou coald'ſt bear me, only that Name remains. 
The Cruelty and Envy of the People, 
| Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 
Bave all forſook me, hath devour®d the reſt : 
| And ſuſfer'd me by ch? voice of Slaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, 
| Hath brought me to thy Hearth, not out of hope 
(Miſtake me not) to ſave my Lite : for if 
[ had fear*d death, ofall the Men Pth* World 
' I would have voided thee. But in meer ſpight 
| Tobe full quit of thoſe my Baniſhers, 
Stand I before thee here : Then if thou haſt 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn : So uſe it, 
That my revengeful Services may prove 
As benefits to thee. For 1 will fight 
Againſt my Cankred Country, with the ſpleen 
Ot all the under Fiends. But if fo be, 
Thou darlt not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Tart tyr*d, then in a word, I alſo am 
| Longer to live moſt weary , and preſent 
; My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice : 


} 
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And take our Friendly Senators by th* Hands, 


Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 
; T hough not tor Rome it ſelf. 


——— 


\V hich not to cut, would ſhew thee but a Fool, 

Sincel have ever tollow?d thee with hate, 

Drawn Tans of Blood out of thy Countries Breaſt, 

And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unleſs 

It be to do thee Service. 
Auf. Oh, Martins, Martins 


7 


Each word thou haſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of Antient Envy. If Fupiter 

Should from yon Cloud ſpeak divine things, 

And ſay, *tis true : de not believe them more 

Than thee, all-Noble Artis. Let me twine 

Mine Arms about that Body, where againſt 

My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 

Ard fcarr*d the Moon with Splinters: here 1 cleep 

The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteſt 4 


As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, | 


Asever in Ambitious ſtrength, I did 

Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 

[ Iov'd the Maid I married : never Man 

Sight'd fruer Breath. But that I ſee thee here, 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 

Than when I firſt my wedded Miltreſs ſaw 

Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why, thou Afars, I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot: and I had purpoſe 

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 

Or loſe mine Arm fort : Thou haſt beat me our 
1welve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 
Dream”t of Encounters *twixt thy ſelf and me: 

We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fiſting each others T hroat, 

And wak*d half dead with nothing. Worthy Aartius, 
Had we no Quarrel elſeto Rome, but that, 

Thouart thence baniſt?d,we would muſter all 

From twelve to ſeventy : And pouring War 

Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o're-beat. Oh come, go in, 


Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 


Corr, You bleſs me, Gods, 

Aiff. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
TH one halt of my Commillion, and ſet down 
As beſt thon art experiencd, ſince thou know?lt 


Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own waies | 
Whether to knock againſt the Gates of Rome, 


Or rudely viſit them 1a parts remcte, 

To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come in, 

Let me commend thee firſt ro thoſe that ſhall 

Say yea to thy deſires. A thouſand welcomes, 

And mere a Friend, than erean Enemy, 

Yer, Martins, that was much. Your hand : moſt welcome. 
[ Excunt. 

Enter two of the Servinomen, 

1. Here's a ſtrangealteration. | 

2. By my hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken him 
with a Cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his cloaths 
made a falſe report of him. 

1. What an Arm he has, he turn'd me about with his} 
Finger, and his Thumb, as one would ſet upa Top. 

2, Nay, I knew by his Face, that there was ſomething 
in him. He had, Sir, a kind of Face methought. I cannot 
tell how to term ir. 

1. Ke had ſo, . looking as it were, would I were hang'd | 
but I thought there was more in him, thanl could think. 

2, Sodid & Ple be ſworn : He is ſimply the rareſt man 
Pth* world. 

1. 1 thinkhe is: but a greater Souldier than he, 
You wot one. 

2, Who, my Maſter ? | 

1. Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2. Worth ſix on him. 


-— 


1, Nay, not ſo neither : but] take him to be the greater | 


Souldier. * Bbb 


Cw 


—— kw 


-- 


2. Faith|_ 
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2. Faith, look you, one cannor tell how to fay that : for | About their FunCtions friendly. 


the Defence of a Town, our General is excellent. : Enter Menenius. 
1, I, arid fer an Aſſault too, Bru, We ſtood tot in good time. Is this Menenins ? 


Enter the third Servingman. Stcin, "Tis he, cis he : O he is grown moſt kind of late: ; 
3. OhSlaves, I can tell you News, News, you Raſcals : Hall, Sir, | Alen. Hail to you both. | 
Both. What, what, what ? Let's partake. Srcim, Your Coriolanus is not much miſt, bur with his | 
3. 1 would not bea Roman of all Nations ; I had as Friends: the Common-wealth doth ſtand, and fo would | 
Lieve b: a condemn'd Man. do, were he more angry at it. 
Both. Wherefore ? Wherefore ? Men. AlPs well, and might have been much better, if 


| 3. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our Genc- | he could have temporiz?d. 
ral, Cams Martins. Sicin, Where is he, hear you ? 
1. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? ev. Nay, 1 hear nothing : ; 
3. I do not ſay thwack: our General, but he was al- His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 


ways gocd enough for him, Enter three or four Citztns, 
2. Come, we are Fellows and Friends: he was ever too | Al, The Gods preſerve you both, 


hard for him, I have heard him fay ſo himſelf. S$:cin. Good-&en, Neighbours. TION 
x . He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the Troth Bru, Good-een to you all, good-c*en to you all, 
on*c before Coriolys 3, he ſcotcht him, and notcht him like 1 Our Szlves, our Wives, and Children, on our knees, 
> Carhodada. | Are bound to pray for you both. 
2: And he had been Cannibally given, he might have Sicin, Live, and thrive, 
boyPd and eaten him too. Bru, Farewel, kind Neighbours ; 
1. But more of thy News. We wilht Corjolanns had lov'd you, as we did, 
3.” Why he is ſo made on h-re within, as if he were All. Now the Gods keep you. 
Son and Ecir to Mars, fer at upper end oth? Table: No| Bath 1ri. Farewel, farcwel. Ex. Citizens, 
Oueſticn askt him by any of the Senators, bur they ſtand Sicin. This is a happier, and more comely time, 


| bald before him. Our General himſelf makes a Miſtreſs | T han whentheſe Fellows ran about the ſtreets, 

| of him, SanCtifies himſelf witt*s Hand, and turns up the | Crying, Confuſion. 

| white oth? Eve to his diſcourſe. But the bortom of the | Bru, Cains Martins was 

\ News is, our General is cut 2th? middle, and bur one half | A worthy Officer ith* War, but Inſolent, 

of what ke was yeilerday. For the other has half by | O'recome with Pride, Ambitious palt all thinking, 

the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. He'll go, he | Self-loving. 

ſays, and ſole the Porter of Kome Gates. by th? Ears. He | Sc. And affeCting one ſole Throne, without aſliſtance, 
will mow all down tefore him, and leave his paſlage | 4/4. I think not ſo. 


pouPd. Siczr, We ſhould by this to all our Lamentation, 
2. And h&s$ as like todo't, asany Man I can imagine. | If he had gone forth Conſul, found ir ſo. 
3. Do*t? he will do't : for look you, Sir, he has as ma- | Bri, The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
ny Friends as Enemies : which Friends;Sir,as'it were,durſt | Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 
not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we term it) his Enter eAille. 
Friends, whil'lt he's in DireCtitude. <Adile. Worthy Tribunes, 
1. DircQitude ? Whats that ? | There is a Slave, whom we have put into Priſon, 
3- But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his Creſt up again, and | Reports the Yolſcies with two ſeveral Powers 
the man in Blood, they will out of their Burroughs (like | Are entred in the Komar Territories, 
Conies after Rain) and revel all with him. And with the deepeſt malice of the War, 
1 , But when goes this forward ? Deſtroy what lies before %em. 


3. To morrow , to day, preſently, you ſhall have the] 2A4er. *Tis Aufidins, 
Drum ſtruck up this afternoon : ?Tis as it were a parcel | Who hearing of our Martjuss Baniſhment, 
of their Feaſt, and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. | Thruſts forth his Horns again into the World, 

2. Why then we ſhall have a ſtirring World again : | Which were In-ſhelPd, when artivs ſtood for Rome, 
This Peace is worth nothing, but to-ruſt Iron, encreaſe | And durlt not once peep out. 
Taylors, and breed Ballad-makers. S:cin, Come, what talk you of Martins ? 

1. Let me have War, ſay I, itexceeds Peace, as far as| Br», Go ſee this Rumourer whipt, it cannot be, 
day does night , it's ſprightly walking, audible, and full | T he Yolſcies dare break with us. 
of Vent. Peace isa very Apoplexy, Lethargie , mulPd, | Aer. Cannot be ? 
deaf, ſleepy, inſcnſible, a getter of more Baſtard Chil. | We have Record, that very well it can, 
dren, than Wars a deſtroyer of Men. | And three Examples of the like have been 

2. ?Tis ſo,and as Wars in ſome ſort may be ſaid to be a | Within my Age. But Reaſon with the Fellow 
Raviſher, ſo.it cannot be denied, but Peace is a great ma- | Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 


ker of Cuckolds. Lelt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 
| 4. 1, and it makes Men hate one another. And beat the Meſſenger, who bids beware | 
3. Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one another : Of what is to be Dreaded. 
The Wars for my Money. I hope to ſee Romans as cheap as | Sic, Tell not me: I know this cannot be. 
' | Volſcians. They are riſing, they are riſing. Bru. Not pollible. 
Both. In, in, in, in.  [Exeunt. Enter a Meſſenger, 
| | Ae. The Nobles in great earneitneſs are going 
Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius and Brutus. All to the Senate-houſe : ſome News is coming | 
| gf fe That turns their Countenances. 
Sicin, We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, | Sicir, ?Tis thisSlave : | 
His remedies are tame, the preſent Peace, Go whip him fore the Peoples Eyes : His raiſing, 
And Quietneſs of the People, which before Nothing but his report. | 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends Mej. Yes, worthy Sir, 
Bluſh, that the World goes well : who rather had, The Slaves report is ſeconded, and more, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by*r, behold More fearful is deliver'd. | 
Diſlentious numbers peltring ſtreets, than ſee Sicin, What more fearful ? 


Our Trades-men linging in their Shops, and going 


Mef. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
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How probable | do not know, that Adartius L he ſecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
Joyn'd with Aufidins, leads a Power ?gainſt Rome, As it he were his Officer : Deſperation, 
| And vows Revenge as ſpacious, as between ls all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
| The youngeſt and oldeſt thing, T hat Rome can make againſt them. 
Sicin. This is mot likely. Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
* Bru. Raigd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh Aten. Here come the Cluſters. 
| Good Martins home again. And is Aufidins with him ? You are they 
Sicin, The very trick ont. T hat made the Ayr unwholſome, when you caſt 
Men. This is unlikely, rour ſtincking, grealie Caps, in hooting 
i He and Aufidins can no more. 2tone At Corivlames Exile. Now he's coming, 
f Than violent'lt Contrariety. And not Hair upon a Souldiers Head 
|; Enter Meſſenger. \\ hich will not prove a whip : As many Coxcombes 
| Aeſ. You areſent for to the Senate : Az you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
; A fearful Army. led by Cains Martins, And pay you for ycur Voices. Tis no matter, 
| Allociated with Aufid:uss Rages If he could burn us all into one Coal, 
Upon our Territories, and have already We have deſery'd ir. 
| O're-born their way, conſum'd with Fire, and took Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News, 
What lay before them. 1 Cr. For mice own part, 
Enter Cominius. When I ſaid baniſh him, 1 ſaid *twas pity. 
Com. Oh, you have made good work. 2. And ſodid I. 
Men, What news? What news ? 3. And ſodid 1 5 and to ſay the truth, ſo did very ma- 
Com, You have holp to raviſh your own Daughters,and | ny of us, that we did, we did for the beit : and though we 
| To melt the City Leads upon your patcs, willingly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet it was 2gainſt 
To ſee your Wives diſhonour*d to your Noles. our will, 
Men. What's the news? What's the news ? Com, Yare goodly things, you Voices. 
Com, Your Temples burned in their Cement , and Attn. You have male you good work, 
Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtcod, contin'd You and your cry. ShalPsto the Capitol ? 
| Into an Augers bore. Cn, Oh I, whatelle ? [Exeunt both. 
Men. Pray now the news ? S:c:4, Go, Malters, get you home, be not diſmaid, 
You have made fair work, 1 fear me: pray,your news ? Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
If Martizs ſhould be joyn'd with Yolſciuns. | This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 
Com, If? Heis their God, he leads them like a thing And ſhew no fign of Fear. 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 1 C:t. The Gods bz good to us: Come, Maſters, lets 
That ſhapes man better : and they follow him home, I ever faid we were Pth? wrong, when we baniſh'd 
; Againſt us Brats, with no leſs Confidence, him- 
p 'Than Boyes purſuing Summer Butter-llics, 2 Cit. So did we all, but come, let's home. [Ex. Cir. 
. Or Butchers killing Flyes. Bru, 1 do not like this News. | 
Men. You have made good work, Sic, Nor I. ; | 
You and your Apron-men : you, that ſtood ſo much Bru, Let's to the Capitol : would half my wealth 
+ Upon the voice of occupation, and Would buy this for a Lye. 
The Breath of Garlike-eaters. 91617." Pray lets go. [ Exeunt Tribunes. 
Com, He'll ſhake your Kome about your Ears. | | | 
Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mcllow Fruit * Enter Aufidins with his Liewenant, 
| You have made fair work. 
Bru, Bur is this true, Sir ? Auf. Do they ſtill flie to th? Roman ? 
Com, I, and you'll look pale | Lien, I do not know* what Witchcraft's in him : but 
Before you find itother. All the Regions Y our Souldiers uſe hita as the grace*fore Meat, 
Do ſmilingly revolt, and who relilts Their talk at Tale, and their Thanks at end, 
Are mock*d for valiant Ignorance, And you are darkned in this aCtion, Sir, 
And periſh conſtant Fools : whoigt canblame him ? Even by your own. _ 
| Your Enemies and his find ſomething in him. Auf, 1 cannot help it now, 
Men. Weare all undone, unleſs | Unleſs by uſing means 1 Jame the Foot 
The Noble man have Mercy. | Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudly, 
Com. W ho ſhall ask it ? Even to my Perſon, than I thought he would 
The Tribunes cannot do'r for ſhame ; the People When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
| Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the Wolt ; [nthat's no Changeling, andI mult excuſe 
| Do's of the Shepherds : For his beſt Friends, if chey What cannot be amended. 
] Should ſay, be good to Rome, they charg'd him even Lien. YetI wiſh, Sir, 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſery*d his hate, | (1 mcan for your particular) you had not 
| And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. ; Joywd in Commillion with him : but either have born 
| Me-Tis true,if he were putting to my Houſe, the brand | The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him nad left it ſolely. 
That ſhould conſume ic, I have not the Face Axf. I underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure, 
| Tofay, beſeech you ceaſe. You have made fair hands, When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not 
You and your Crafts, you have crafted fair. What I can urge againſt him, although it ſeems 
Com. You have brought And ſo he thinks, and is noleſs appargat _ 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never TotlH? vulgar Eye, that he bears ajl things fairly, 
| incapable of help. And ſhews good Husbandry for the / olſcian State, 
Tri. Say not, we brought it. Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 
Men, How ? Wagt we? Welov'd him, As draw his Sword: yet he hath left undone 
| But like Beaſts, and Cowardly Nobles, I hat which ſhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 
Gave way unto your Cluſters, who did hoot When &re we come toour account. 
| Him out o'th* City. Liez. Sir, 1 beſcech you, think you hell carry Rome ? 
Com. But I fear Auf. All places yield to him &re he fits down, 
They'l roar him in again. Tulle Arfidins, And the Nobility of Rome are his : 
| *Bbb 2 Thel 
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The Senators and Patricians love him too : 

The Tribunes are no Souldiers : and their Pcople 
VVillbe as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 

Toexpel him thence. -I think he'll be to Ro e, 

As is the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

B; Soveraignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A Noble Servant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honcurs even + whether *twas Pride 

V Vhich out of daily Fortunz ever taints 

The happy Man ; wh-ther defect of Judgment, 

To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe Chances 

V V hich he was Lord of : or whether Nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From th? Cask to th? Cuſhion : but commanding Peace 
Even with the ſame auſterity and garb, 

As he controll'd the V Var. But one of theſe, 

(As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, 

'For Idare fo far free him, made him fear*d, 

So hated, and ſo baniſt”d : but he has a Merit 

' Tochoak it in theuttrance : So our Virtues, 

Lic ia ttinterpretation oi the time, 

And Power unto it felf moſt commendable, 

' Rath not a Tomb ſocvidentas a Chair 

T'extol what tt hath done. 

| One Fire drives out one Fire; one Nail, one Nail; 
Rizhts by rights fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do ful. 
Come let's away : when, Cas, Rome 15 thine, 

Thou art poor'lt of all;then ſhortly art thou mine. [Ex. 
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Actus umtus. 


Enter Mcnenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, the ewo Tr;- 
| bunes, with others, 


Men. No, Ple not go: you hear what he hath ſaid 
| V V hich was ſometime his General : who loved him 
Ina moſt dear particular. He calPd me Father : 

. But what o*that ? Go you that baniſt*d him 

A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 

The way into: his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 

To hear Cominius ſpeak, Ile keep at home. 

Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 

AMen. Do you hear ? 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 

I urgd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Cor:olanns, 

{ He would not anſwer to : Forbad all Names, 

| He was a kind of Nothing , Titleleſs, 

Till he had forg'd himſelf a Name o*tt Fire 

| Of burning Roe, 

; Aten, Why, ſo: you have made good work - 
A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coals cheap: A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royal *rwas to pardon 
When it was leſs expefted. He reply*d, 

'It was a bare Petition of a State 
'To one whom they had puniſh'd. 

en. Very well, could he ſay leſs ? 
| Com, | offered to awaken his regard 

For's private Friends. His anſwer to me was 
He could not ſtay to pick them, in a pile 

Of noyſome muſty Chaff. He ſaid, ?rwas folly 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburat 
And {till to noſe th? offence. 

Men, For one poor grain or two? 
{1am one of thoſe : his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too : we are the Gralns, 
You are the Muſty Chaff, and you are ſinelt 
| Above the Moon. We mult be burnt for you. : 
' S:cin, Nay, pray be patient : If you refuſe your aid 
lu this ſo never-needed help, yet do not 
| 


Upbraid's with our diſtreſs. But ſure if you 
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Would be your Courtrics Plcader, your good Tongue 
More than the inſtant Army we can make 
Might ſtop our Country-man. 
An. No : Plenot meddle. 
Sicin, Pray you go to him. 
Aten, What ſhould 1 do 7 
Bru. Only make tryal what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Martins, 
Men, Well, and ſay that Afartivs return mes 
As Commins return'd, unheard : what then ? 
Burt as a diſcontented Friend, grief-ſhot 
With his unkindneſs. Say be fo ? 
S.czn, Yet your gocd will 
Mult have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. | 
Acn. Þle undertake*t : 
[ think he*l hear me. Yer to bite his lip, 
And hum at ::00d Cominins, much unhearts me. 
He was not taxcn well, he had not did, 
The Veins unfilPd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ſtuffe 
Thzie Pipes, ard theſe Conveyances of our blood 


With Winear® 4 feeding, we have ſuppler Souls | 
Thz1 in our Prieſt-like Faſts : theretore Ple watch him 
T1! 11. v.dieted to my requelt, 

An' tien Pleſct ypon him, 


Bru, You :i2w the very Rode into his kirtdneſs, 
Ant cannot loie your way. | 

An. Good taiti;, le prove him, 
Speed how it will. 1 hall ere long have knowledge 
Of iny ſucceſs, 

Com, He'll neyer hear him, 

Sicin, Not ? 

Com. I tell you, he does ſit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as*rwould burn Rome : and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity, I kneePd betore him, 
"T was very faintly he ſaid, Riſe : diſmiſt me 
Thus with his ſpeechleſs hand, What he would do 
He tent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yicld to his Conditions : 
50 that all hope is vain, unleſs his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife (who as 1 hear) mean to ſolicite hum 
For Mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on. 


[ Exit. 


[Exeunt, 


Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard, 


1 Wat. Stay : whence are you? 
2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 
Men, You guard like men, *tis well. But by your leave 
| am an Officer of Srate,ard come to ſpeak with Corzolanys. 
1, From witcnce ? Men, From Rome, 
1. You ma :16t paſs, you mult return: our General 
will no more hear from thence. 
2. Yow'll ſee your Rome embrac*d with Fire, before 
Yow'l ſpeak with Coriolans. 
Men. Good my Friends, 
[f you have hcard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath toucht your Ears : It is enenms. 
1, Be it ſo, go back : the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paſlable. 
Men. I tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover : I have been 
The Book of his good Afts, whence Men haye read 
His Fame unparallePd, happily amplified : 
For I haveever verified my Friends, 
(Of whom ic's Chief) with all the ſize that verity 
Would withour lapſing ſuffer ; Nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a ſubti! ground | 
| have tumbled paſt the throw: and in his praiſe 
Have (a'moſt)itampr the Leaſing. Therefore, Fellow, 


[| muſt have leave to pals, ; 
t. Faith, 


| 
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1, Faith, Sir, if you hadtold as many lies 13 his behalf, 
25 you have uttered words in your own , you [nould not 
paſs here : no, though it were as virtuous to Iye, 25 Io 
live chaftly. Therefore go back. : | 

Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my name 1s ers, 
[ always Fattionary on the party of your General, 
0% Howſocver you have been hi; Lyzr, as you ſay you 
have ; I am one that telling true under him, mult tay you 
cannot paſs. Therefore go back. 

Aten, Has he din?d, cawſt tho! tell? Forl would not 
ſpeak with bim, til atter Dinner, 

1. You are a X944n, are you ? 

Aten, 1 amy as thy General is. 


nmy your Shicld, think to front his Revenges with the 


"IT%\.LE, 


)aughtcrs, or with the pallicd inrercellion of ſuch a de- 
ry LDotare, as you ſeem to be ? Can you think to blow 


{uch weak breath as this ? No,you aredecerv?d, therefore 
back to Rome, and prepare for your Execution : you are 
| Condemn'd, our Gen-ral has ſworn you out of Reprieve 
aid Pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if the Captain knew I were here, 
He would uſe me with Eitirmation. 

1. Come, my Captain.knows you not. 

Aſn. 1 mean thy General. 

1. My General cares not for you. Back, I fay, go: leſt 
[ let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, back. 
| en, Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 
Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius, 
| Corio. What's the matter * 
Men. Now you, Companion : Ile ſay an Errant for you : 


| particular proſperity, and love thee no worſe than thy old 


you ſhall know now that I am in Eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from wy | 
Son Coriolanus , gueſs but my entertainment with him : 1t 
thon ſtandſt nor Yth* State of Hanging, or of ſone death 
more long in Spectatorſhip, and Crueller in ſultering, be- 
hold now preſcntly, and ſwoon for what's to come upon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourly Synod about thy 


Father Anenixvs does. O my Son, my Son - thouart pre- 
paring Fire for us : look thee, here's Watcr to quench It. 
L was hardly mov*d to come to th.e : but being aſlured 
none but my ſelf could move thee, I have been blown 
out of our Gatcs with {;zhs, and coiyure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good 
Gods a{lwage thy wrath, and tnrn the dregs of it upon 
this Varlet here : This, who like a Block hath denicd 
my Acceſs to thee. 
Cort, Away. 


_ 
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| Ewmter (.CT1612; {18 aud Ana 5. 
Cor:9, We will before the 5 
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That thovzht them ſure of 709. 

Cor:o. This 1all ( 211 #119 
Lov'd me, above tte nicalcre of : 
Nay, GoCuct me. i::uccd. Th 


. 
"EE 


Was to {cud him, for wnoſe Lov 


That thought he conld do mere : 


haocns ial: 
At ena aiit fo 


My Wife comes formoſt, then the honour?d Mould 
\W herein this Trunk was fram'd, ard in ker hand 
The Grand-child to her blood. But our Aiction 

. * - by 
All bond and priviledge of Nature break ; 
Let it be Virtuous to be Obſtinate. 
What 15 that Curt'fie worth ? Or thoſe Doves Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forſworn ? 1 melt, and ai not | 
Of ſtronger Earth than others : my 9Mother bon s, 


As it Olympus to a Molc-hill ſhou! 


Great Nature cries, Deny not. 


Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 


Afen, How ? Away ? : 
Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affairs | 
Are Trranted to others: 'Ihough 1 owe | 


My Revenge properly, my Remiſlion hes 

Inc: Breaſts. That we have been familiar, 
11/rare forgetfulncſs ſhall poiſon rather 

Than pity : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
\tineErs againſt your Suits are ſtronger than 
Your Gates againtt my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 
utc this along, 1 writ it for thy ſake, 


And would have ſent it. Another word, Menemus, | 


| I will not hear thee ſpeak- This Manz Arfrduus, 


; You know the way home azain. 


2s my belov'd in Keme : yet thou beholIt——- 
17, You keep a conſtant temper. [Exennt. | 
Fluent the Guard azd Menenins. 


| ; = 
I carried from thee 


Makes you think ſo. 


C0710. Like a dull Atornow, I have forgot my part, 
| And 1 amour, even to a ſull difgrace. Belt of my Flzlh, 
| Forgive my I yranny, bur do not fay, 


Af. Only their Eres you have re 
SCOPT your Ears againft the gencral 
Never admitted a private whiſpcr 


2. What cauſe do you think | have to ſwoon 7 
Men, I netther care tor th Wor! 


h think 
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ſo flight. H- that hath a witito dye b 
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a \ our Micry increaſe with 
was ſud to, Away. [ Ext. 


. 1Theworthy Fellow is onr General. 


's Oi Rome tg morrgw 
dT cOwn our Holt. My Parinecr in this Aft "7, 


Find 
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(Though Linew « tow TI) to him) once more ofierd 
The firſt Conditions which they did retu 
And canhot now accept, to grace himonly, 

| | A very lttle 

L have yielded to. Freſh Einbalizs, and Suits, 

Nor from the ate, nor private Friends hereafter 

\V1l] I I-nd Ear to. Ha ? what ſhout is this ? {Shot within, 
Shalll be tempted to infringe my Ve;y 
In the ſame time %is made ? 1 will ror. 


Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Val-ria, yows Martius, i:l 


In ſupplication nod: and my young Boy 
Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 

Let the Fulſcics 
Plough Kome, and harrow Jraly, Plc never 

Be ſuch a Golling to obey Inſtin&t : bur ſtand | 
ASif a man were Author of himſelf, and knew no cther kin. 


Corio, Theſe Eyes are not the fame | wore in Rome, 
F irg. The forrow thatdelivers us thus chang'd, 


For that forgive our Kowans, O aki 
Long as my Exil2, ſwcet as my Revenge! 


T han that olcommon Sons. 
Volt, O ſtand up dlelt * 


| Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kits 

,Dear ; and my true Lip 

| IF 4 : | ” $- 

| Hath Virgind it c're fince. You Gods, I pray, 

| And the moſt Noble Mothcr of the World 

| Leave unſaluted : Sink my knee th? Earth ; FKne's. 
| Of thy deepduty, more imprellion ſhew 


Vow. Sir, is your name Aenenims ? { \VhiPſt withno fotter Cuihion than tho 
| kncel before tiec, anu unproperly 
Shew Duty as miltaken, all this whil:. 


8 ; 
2. ?Jiza fpal you fee of much Power :; 


t. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping your 
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Betwecn the Child and Parenr. 


Cor:v. What's this? your xnevs to ic 7 


*Bbb 3 


pH. 


Fy 
'P 
» 4 


- ”Y 
SUIT OF £572 * 


s LOT YOUr General : 


ther Ss any, y2are 
mm, ICaTsS IL 


95 his worlt, For 


cd. 


ts 


— —_——  ——————__ — 


5 
| 
" 
' 
$ 
# 
> 
z Q 


282 The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


. WAS 7 ME ele A AE, GIA oe 2"; 


; To your Corrected Sou ? To keep your Name living to time. 
| Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach = Boy. A ſhall not tread on me * Ple run away 
Fillop the Stars - Then, let the mutinous Winds Tilllam bigger, but then I'le fight. 
Strike the proud Cedars *gainlt the fiery Sun : Corz0, Not of a Womans tenderneſs to be 
Murd'ring impoſlibility, to make Requires nor Child, nor Womans Face to ſee: 
What cannot be, ſlight work. | have fate too long. / 
Volum. Thou art my Warrior, I kope to frame thee, Yolum, Nay, go-not from us thus : 
|] Do you know this Lady ? [f it were ſo, that our Requeſt did tend 
Corio. The Noble Siſter of Publicola ; To fave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Moon of Rome, Chalt as the liicle The Yelſcies whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
That's curdied by the Frolt from pureit Snow, As poyſonous of your Honour, No, our Suit 
And hangs on D:a#*s Temple : Dear Yzler14. Is that youreconcile them : While the Volſcies 
Volum, This is a poor Epitome of yours, May fay, this Mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romans, 
Which by tWinterpretation of full time, I his werecciv?d, andeach in either fide 
May ſhew like all your ſelf. Glve the All-hatl to thee, and cry, be bleſt 
Corio. The Godof Souidiers, For making up this Peace. Thou know'ſt (Great Son) 
With the conſent of ſupream FJove, inform The end of War's uncertain ; but this certain, 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneſs, that thou mailt prove That it thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
To ſhame unvulnerable, and ſtrike Pth? Wars Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a Name, 
Like a great Sca-mark ſtanding every flaw, Whoſe Repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
And ſaving thoſe that eye thce. W hoſe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was N oble, 
Volum. Your knec, Sirrah. But with his laſt Attempt, he wip'd it out, 
Corio, That's my brave Boy. Deſtroy*d his Country, and his Name remains 
Yolum, Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my felt, | Tothinſuing Age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, Son : 
{ Are Suiters to you. Thou halt aftetted the five ſtrains of Honour, | 
Corio, I b=ſeech you, Peace : To imitate the Graces of the Gods. | 
Or if yowld ask, remember this before ; To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o*tl? Air, 
The thing I have forſworn to grant, may never And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Boult, 
{ Be held by you denial. Do not bid me Thar ſhould butrive an Oak. Why do'ſt not ſpeak ? 
Diſmiſs my Sou'dicrs, or Capitulate | I hink*ft thou it Honourable for a Noble man 
Again with Rozres Mechanicks. Teil me not Still co remember Wrongs ? Daughter, ſpcak you : 
Wherein'I ſecm unnatural : Deſire not Vallay He carcsnot for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy, 
"My Rages and Revenges, with your colder Reaſons. Perhaps thy Childiſhneſs wilt move him more 
Volu;m. Oh, no more : no more : Than can our Reaſons, There is no Man in the World 
You have ſaid you will not grant us any thing : More bound to's Mother, yet here he lets me prate ' | 
For we have nothing elſe to ask, but that Like one Pth? Stocks. Thoy haſt never in thy Life, 
Which you deny already : yet we wlll ask, Shew®d thy dear Mother any curteſie, 
That if you fail in our requelt, the blame W hen ſhe (poor Hen) fond of no ſecond Brood, 
May hang upon your hardneſs, therctore hear us. Has cluck'd thee to the Wars, and ſafely home 
Corio. Arfidins, and you, Yolſcies, mark, for weil Loaden with Honour. Say my Requelt*s unjuſt, 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeſt ? | And ſpurn me back : But if it be not ſo, 
Volum. Should we be filent and not ſpeak, our Raiment | Thou art not Honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what Life | T hat thou reſtraint from me the Duty, which | 
We have led ſince thy Exile. Think with thy felt, To a Mothers part belongs. He turns away - ! 
How more unfortunate than living Women Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our Knees. 


Are we come hither ; {incethat thy fight, which ſtould | To his Sir-name, Coriolanns, ?longs more Pride, 
Make our Eyes flow with Joy, Hearts dance with Comforts, | Than Pity to our Prayers. Down: and end, 
Conftrains them veep, and thake with Fear and Scrrow, | This is the Jaſt. So, we will home to Rome, 


{ Making th: Mother, Wife, and Childto fce, And dye among our Neighbours: Nay, bzhold's 
The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
{ His Countries Bowels out : and to poor we, But kneels, and holds up Hands for Fellowſhip, 

Thine Enmity*s moſt Capital : Thou barrlt us . Does rcaſon our Petition with more ſtrength, 
Our Prayers to the Sods, which is a comfort Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us go : 

Thar all but we enjoy. For how can we ? This Fellow had a Yolſczan to his Mother : 

Alas ! how can we, for cur Country prays His Wife is in Cor:olus, and his Child 

Whereto we are bound ? together with thy Victory, Like him by Chance : yet give ns our difp 1tch :? 

Whereto we are bound ? Alack, or we mult loſe [| amhuſkt until ourCity be akre,and then ile teak alittle, 
The Country, our dear Nurle, or elſe thy Perſon [ Holds her by t/c and, ſilent. 
Our coinfort in the Country. We mult find Corio, O Mother, Mother ! 

An evident Calamity, though we had W hat have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do cope, 
| Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win. For either thou The Gods look down, and this unnatural $ccn 2 

Muſt as a Forcign Recreant be led They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother : G\ ! 

With Manacles through our Streets, or elſe You have won a happy Victory to #9: 

Triumphantly tread on thy Countries ruine, But for your Son, believe it, Oh b.licve ir, 

And bear the Palm, for having bravely thed Moſt dangerouſly you have with him prevail'd, 

Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my ſelf, Son, If not molt mortal to him. Bur ler it come : 

| purpoſe not to wait on Fortune, till Aufidins, though I cannot make true Wars, 

Theſe Wars determine : If I cannot perſuade thee Ple frame conventent Peace. Now, good Ar fidiur, 
Rather to ſhcw a Noble grace to both parts Were ycuin my ſtead, would you hb2ve !1:2rd 

Than ſezk the end of one; thou ſhalt ng ſooner A Mother lef; ? Or granted lefs, 4774;1; 7 

March to aſſault thy Country, than to tread Auf. 1 was mov*d withal. 

(Truſt rot, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mothers Womb Corzo. I dare be ſworn you were : | 
That brought thee to this World. And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 

Virg. 1, and mine, brought you forth this Boy, | Mine Eyes to ſweat Compatlion, But (20d S:r,) | 


What | 


—— 


What Peace you'l make, adviſe me : For my part, 
Plc not to K»me, Ple back with you, and pray you 
Stand to mc in this Cauſe. ' O Mother ! Wite! 

Arf.1 am glad thou halt ſet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
Adifterence ia thee : Out of that Ple work 
My felf a former Fortune. : | 

Corio. I, by and by ; but we will drink together : 

And you ſhall bear 
A better wirneſ; back, than words, whica we 
On like Conditions, will have counter-ſcaPd, 
Come enter with us : Ladies, you delerve 
To have a Temple built you : All the Swords 
In ſraly, and ber Confederate Arms 
Could not have mace this Peace. 

Enter Mencnius and Sicinius. - 

X4.5:2 you yond*Coin o'th? Capitol,yond*Corner ſtone? 

Sicin, Why, what of that ? 

cn, If it be poſlible for you to diſplace it with your 
little Finger, there is ſome hone the Ladles of &Kome, eipe- 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. Bur I fay, there 
is$no hope in't, our Throats are {entenC'd, and ſtay upon 
Execution, | 

Sicin. Is't poſlible, that ſo ſhort a time can ater tic 
condition of a Man. 

Mea. There is difference between a Grub ard a But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub: Tis. 4243745 15 
grown from Man to Dragon : He has wings, he's more 
than a creeping thing. 

S:cin, He lov'd his Motner dearly. 

Ann. So did ke me: and he no more remembers ht: 
Mother now, - than an cight years old Horſe. T he tartnet+ 
of his Face ſours ripe Grapes. When he walks, he- moves 
like an Engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 1 rea- 
ding. He is able to picrcea Corſlet with his Eye : Talks 
like a Knel), ard his hum isa Battery. He ſits un his State 
as a thing made for Alexander. * What he bids be done 15 
finiſtd with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, bur 
Etcrnity, and a Heavento Throne in. 

Sicin, Yes, Mercy, if you report him truly. 

Ac. 1 paint him in the Charatter. Mark what Mercy 
his Mother ſhall bring from him : There is no nivre Ver- 
cy in him; than there is Milk in a Male-Tyger, that faall 
our poor City ſind : and ali this 15 long of you. 

£101, The Gods be good unto us. 
| Z£#. No, in ſich a caſe the Gcds will not be good 
anto us. W hen we baniſid him, we reipected not them : 
and hc returning to break our Necks, they rcjpect not us. 

Enter a Meſſenger, : 

A1'ſ. Sir, if yow!d ſave your Life fiye to your Houte, 
The Plcbciars have got your Fellow Tribune, 
| And halo him up and down 3 all ſwearing, it 
| 1 he Roman Ladics bring not Comtort home, 

They*l give him death by Inches. 
Erter another Meſſenger. 

Sicin, Whats the News ? ; 

/::/.Gucd News,go0d News,the Ladies have prevaiPd, 
The /el/cians are ditlodg?d, and Aarrins gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th? expullion.of the 1 arquins, 
Sicin. Friend, art thou certain this 1s true ? 
[Yr molt certain ? 
Af. As certain asI know the Sun is Fire : 
W here have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it ? 
| NOrethrouzh au Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 
| Asthe recomforted through th? gates. Why , hark you. 
| Trumpet s, Hoboys, Drums beat, altogether. 


[_Excunt, 


The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfaltcries, and Fites, 

Tabors, and Cymbals, and the ſhouting Komars _, 

Make the Sun dance. Hark you. , [A ſhout withyy. 
A{en, I hisis good News : 

| will go mect the Ladies. This Yolumna 

[s worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 

| A City fall: Of Tribunes, ſuch as you, 

| AScaand Land full: you have pray'd well to day: 
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I his Morning, for ten thouſand of your Throats, 
id not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy. 
[Sound ſtill with the Shouts, | 
Sci, Firlt, the Gods bleſs you for your Tidings : 
N.xt , accept my thankfulneſs. 
Atcſ. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks. 
Sicin, I hey are near the City 2? 
Ac}. Almoſt at point to enter. 
v1cin. We I] meer them, and help the joy. 


[E xeunt. 


Exter two Senators, Tith Ladies paſſmg over the Stage with 
other Lords. | 


Senat, Bchold our Patroneſs, the life of Rome: 
Call al: your Tribes tog<ther, praiſe the Gods, 
Ard make I rinmphant Fires, ttrew Flowers before them : 
U:nſhoot the noiſe that baniſl*d Aartins ; 
Rep.al hiw, with the welcome of his Mother : 
ry welcome, Ladies, welcome. 
Al, Welcome Ladies, welcome. CExeunt. 
[4 Flouriſh with Drums and 1 rumpets. 


E:ter Tullus Aufidius, with Artendants, 


Arf. Gote!lthe Lords oth? City, I am here: 
Deliter them this Paper: having read it, 
31d them repair to th? Market-place, where l 
LYN 10 thers, and in the Commons Ears, 
'\ 1: vouch the truth of it. Him I accuſe 
The City Ports by this hath enter'd, and 
[nrends Uappear before the People, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 


Enter three or four C onſpirators of Auafidius's Fattion. 


Moſt welcome. 

1 Con. How 1s It with our General ? 

Auf. Even ſo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy- 
:on'd, and with tis Charity lain. 

2 Con, Moſt Noble Sir, if you do hold the ſame intent, 
\V herein you wilh'd us Parties: Well deliver you 
Ot your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, 1 cannot tell, 
\Ve mult proceed as we do find the People. 

3 Con, Ihe People will remain uncertain, whilſt 
"I wixt you there?s difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. | 
Auf. I know it : 
| And my pretextto ſtrike at him admits 
A good Conſtruction. I raigd him, and | pawn'd 
:\11ne Honour for his Truth : who being ſo heighten'd, 
He watered his new Plants with dews of Flattery, 
ScUucing fo my Friends: and to this end, 
He bow'd his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 
When hedid ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping. 

Auf. That1 would have ſpoke of : 
Being baniſl'd fort, hecame unto my Hear th, 
Preicnted to my Knife his Throat : I took him, 
Made him joynt-ſervant with me : Gave him way 
ln all his owndefires : Nay, let him chuſe 
Out of my Files, his Projects to accompliſh, 
My beſt and freſheſt Men, ſery*d his Deſignments 
In mine own Perſon : hop'd to reap the Fame 
W hich he did make all his; and took ſome Pride 
Todo my ſelf this wrong ; till at the laſt, 
| ſeed his Follower, not Partner ; and 
He wagd me with his Countenance, as if 
| had been Mercenary, 

1 Cor, Sohedid, my Lord: 

The Army marvelPd at it, andin the laſt, 
W hen he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 
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For no Ic Spoil, than Glory —— 


Auf, There was It : 
For which my ſinews ihall be ſtretcht upon hum : 
Ar a few drops of Womens Rheum, which are 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action ; therefore ſhall he dye, 
And Plc renciv me in his fall, Bur hark. 
[ Drims and Trumpets ſound, with great 
ſhouts of the People. 

1 Com, Your Native Town you enter*d like a Poſt, 
And had no Welcomes home, but he returns 
Splitting the Air with noyle. 

2 Con, And paticnt Fools, 

Whoſe Children he hath lain, their baſe throats tear 


{ With giving him Glory. 


3 Coz. Therefore at your vantage; 
Fre ke expreſs himſelt, or move the Pcople 


With what he would ſay, let him fecl your Sword : 


hich we will ſecond, when he lics along, 
Aiter your way. His Tale pronounc'd ſhall bury 
Liis Reaſons, with his Body. 

Arif. Say no more, here come the Lords. 


Enter the Lords cf the City, 


All Lords. You are moſt welcome home. 
Auf. 1 have not delerv*d 1t. 


' But, worthy Lords, have you with heed peruſed 


What I have written to you ? 
All, We have. 
1 Lord. And grieve to heart 
What faults he made before the laſt, I think 
Might have found eaſie Fines: But there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us 
With our own charge, making a Treaty, where 
There was a yielding z this admits no excuſe. 
Arif: He approaches, you ſhall hear him. 


Enter Coriolanus marching with Drum and Colours, the 
Commons being with him, 


Corio. Hail Lords, Iam return'd, your Souldicr : 
No more infected with my Countries love, 
Than when I parted hence , but ſtill ſubliſting 
Und:r your great Command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
W ich bloody paſlage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome : Our ſpoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoiſea full third part 
The charges of the Aftion., We havemade peace 
With no leſs Honour to the Anrtzates, | 
Than ſhame to th* Romans. And we here deliver 
$ubſcrib*d by th? Conſuls, and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o*th' Senate, what 
We have Compounded on. 

Arf. Read it uot, Noble Lords, 
But tell the T raytor in the higheſt degree 
He hath abusd your Powers. 

Corio, Traytor ? How now ? 

Lf. T, Traytor, Martins. 

Corio. Artis ? 

Auf. 1, Martins, Cains Martins ; Do'ſt thou think 
Ple grace thee wi. that Robbery, thy ſtoln name 
Corrlunmms in Corulks ? 

You Lords and Head o'th? State, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up 
For ccrtain drops of Salt, your City Kome, 

I ſay your City, to his Wite and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Reſolution like 

A twilt of rotten Silk, never admitting 


Counicl th? War : but at his Nuries Tears 


He wihind and roar*d away your Victory, 
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That Pages Lluſl'd at him, and Men of heart | 


| 


Look*d wond'ring each at others. 

Corio. Hearlt thou, Mars ? 

Auf, Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears, 

Corio. Ha 7 

Auf. No more. 

Cori0. Meaſureleſs Lyar, thou laſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O Slave. 
Pardon me, Lords, tis the firlt time that ever 


| was forc'd to [could. Your Judgments, my prave Lords, 


Mult give this Cur the Lye : and his own Notion, 
Who wears my {tr!p.s imprelt upon him, that 
Mult bear my beatng to his Grave, ſhall joyn 

To thrult the Lye unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me ſpeak. 

Coro. Cut me to pieces, ”ol/crcs,, Men and Lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. Boy,  talte Hound : 

If you have writ your Annals true, tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I] 
Flutter*d your / ofſcia7:s in Cirrolus, 

AloneT did ir, Boy / 

Auf. Why. Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy Braggart ? 
*Fore your own Eyes and Ears ? 

Al! Con. Lethim dye tort. 

Ali! People, Tear him to pieces, do it preſently : 
He kilPd my Son, my Daughter, he kilPd my Couſin 
Marcus, he killd my Father. 

2 Lord, Peace, hue : no out-rage, peace : 

The Man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o'th? Earth : His laſt Offences to us 
Shall have Judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidrns, 
And trouble nor the peace. 

Corio, O that I had him, with fix Azfidiyfſces, or more : 
His Tribe to uſe my lawful Sword. 

Auf. Inſolent Villain. 
All Con, Kill, Kill, kill, Kill, kill him. 


Draw both the Conſpirators, and kill Martius, who falls, 
and Aufidius ſtands on him, 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My Noble Maſters, hear me ſpeak. 

I Lord, O, Tullus, 

2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whercat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lora, Tread not upon him, Maſters, all be quiet, 
Put up your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 
When you ſhall know, (as in this Rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this mans Life did owe you, you'l rejoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My ſelf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your hcavieſt Cenſure. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidives a great part of blame : 
Let's make the belt of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gone, 
And I am ſtruck with Sorrow : Take him up : 
Help three oth? chiefeſt Souldicrs ; Vle be one, 
Beat thou the Drum that it ſpeak mournfully - 
Trail your ſteel Pikes. Though in this City he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
W hich to this hour bewail the Injury, 
Yet he ſhall have'a Noble memory. Ailiſt, 

LE-xeunt bearing the Body of Martius, 4 dead March 
Sonnded, 
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Atﬀtus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft. And then enter Satur- 
ninus and his Followers at one dovr, and Baſhanus and his 
Followers at the other, with Drum and Colours, 


Saturninus. 

Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the Juſtice of my Cauſe with Arms. 
And Country men, my loving Followers, 
Plead my Succeſſive Title with your Swords. 

| was the firſt-born Son of him that laſt 

Wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome : 

Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 

' Baſſian. Romans, Friends, Followers, 

Favourers of my Right : 

If ever Baſſiunus, Ceſar's Son, 

V Vere gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 

Keep then this paſlage to the Capitol ; 

And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 

Th' Imperial Seat to Virtue , Conſecrate 

[To Juſtice, Continence, and Nobility : 

But let Deſert in pure Election ſhine ; 5 

And Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crown, 

Princes that ſtrive by Factions, and my Friends, 

Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery : 

Know, that the People of Rome, for whom we ſtand 

A ſpecial Party, have by Common Voice 

In Elettion for the Roman Empery, 

Choſen Andronicus, Sur-nan?d Pius, 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome. 

: A Nobler Man, a braver V Varior, 

| Lives not this day within the City V Valls. 

He by the Senate is accited home 

From weary V Vars againſt the barbarous Gothes, 

That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes ) 

Hath yoak*d a Nation ſtrong, train'd up in Arms. 

Ten years arc ſpent, ſince firſt he undertook 

\ This Cauſe of Rome, and chaltiſed with Arms 

Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd 

Bleeding to Rome, bcaring his valiant Sons 

ln Cofhns from the Field. | 

And now at laſt, laden with Honours Spoyls, 

Returns the good Andromens to Rome, 

| Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in Arms, 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 

V 'Vhom(worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 

And in the Capitol and Senates Right, 

V Vhom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 

Diſmiſs your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 

Plead your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſfs. 
Saturnin. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks, 

To calm my thoughts. 

Baſſia. Marcus Andronicus, ſol do affie 

In thy Uprightneſs and Integrity : 
And ſo Love and Honour thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother T:t«s, and his Sons, 
And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome”s rich Ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Cauſe in ballance to be weigh'd. 
[Ex. Souldiers, 

Satxrnin. Friends that have becn 
Thus forward in my Right, 
| thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all, 

And to the Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Self, my Perſon, and the Cauſe : 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 

As 1 am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the Gates, and let me in. 

Baſſia. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 

[They go up into the Senate-Houſe, 
Enter a Captain. 

C ap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Kome*s belt Champion, 
Succeſsful in the Battels that he fights, 

V Vith Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, And then Enter two of Titus's 
Sons : Af er them, two Acn bearing a Coffin covered with 
black, then two other Sons. After them, Titus Androni- 
cus, and then Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, and ber rwo 
Sons, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron the Aoor, and 
others, as many as canbe: They [tt down the Coffin, and 


Titus peaks. 
Androniers, Hail, Rome : 


——__—_— 


— 
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Victorious in thy mourning Weeds : 
Loe as the Bark that hath diſcharg'd her Fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence ac firſt ſhe weigh'd her Anchorage : 
Cometh Andronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 
Toreſalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of true Joy for his return to Rome, 

Thou great Defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we iatend, 
Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 

Half of the number that King Pr:iam had, 

Behold the Poor remains alive and dead ! 

Theſe that- Survive, lct Kome reward with Love : 
Theſe that I bring unto their latelt home, 

With burial amongſt their Anceſtors. 

Here Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my Sword : 
Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer*lt thou thy Sons unburied yer, 

Fo hover 6n the dreadful ſhore of Styx ? 
flake way to lay them by their Brethren. 


FT here greet in ſilence as the dead are wont, 

And ſleep in peace, ſlain in your Countries \Vars : 
O ſacred receptacle of my Joys, 

Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobllity, 

How many Sons of mine halt thon in ſtore, 

| That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudelt Priſcner of the Gerhes, 

That we may hew his Limbs, and on a Pil:, 
Ad manes fratrum, Sacrifice his Flelh, 
Before this Earthly priſon of their Bones, 
That ſo the ſhadows be not unappeavd, 

Nor we diſturb*d with Prodigies on Earth. 

Tit, I give him you, the Nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The Eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conquerour, 
Victorious Titus, true, the Tears I ſhed, 

A Mothers Tears in pallion for her Son : 

And if thy Sons were ever dear to thec, 

Oh think my Sons tobe as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that weare brought to Rowe, 
To beautific thy Triampis, and return 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman Yoak ; 

But muſt my Sons be ſlaughtred in the Streets, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries Caule ? 
O! If to fight for King and Common-weal, 
Were Piety in thine, 1t is ti thele : 

Andi onicus, ſtain not thy Tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the Nature of the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilitics true badge, 
Thrice Noble Titus, ſpare my firſt born-ſon. 

Tit. Patient your ſelf, Madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes behold 
Alive and dead, and for their Brethren lain, 
Religioully they ask a Sacrifice; 

To this your Son is markt, and die he muſt, 
To appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ſtreighr, 
And with our Swords upon a Pile of Wood, 

Let's hew his Limbs till they be clean conſum'd. 
[ Exeur:t Sons with Alarbus, 
| Tam. O cruel irreligious Picty. 

Chi, Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem, Oppoſe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus go to reſt, and we ſurvive, 

To tremble under 7:tas's threatning looks, 

Then, Madam, ſtand reſolv*d, but hope withall, 

The ſelf-ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Trey, 
Wirh opportunity of ſharp Revenge 

Upon the Thraczux Tyrant in his Tent, 

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Corhes, 
(When Gorh:s were Gothes, and Tamora was Queen) 
Toquit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 


Has. =—_ 


[They open the Tomb, 


en 


Enter the Sons of Andronicus again, 


Luc, Se-:, Lord and Father, how we have performd 
Our Reman Rites, Alartu9s Limbs are lopt, 
And Intrals tecd the ſacrificing Fire, 
W hoſe Smoke, like Incenſe doth perfume the Skye. 
Remaineth rought but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome, 

Tit. Let itbe fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his late? farewel to their Souls. 


Then Sound T;, rumpets, and lay the C offins in the Tomb. 


In Peace and Honour relt you here, my Sons, 
Kemes readieſt Champions, repoſe you here in reſt, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Miſhaps : 
Here lurks no Trealon, here no Envy ſwells, 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no ſtorms, 
No no!te, but ſilence and Eternal ſleep : 
In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. In Peace and Honour, live Lord Titas long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame : 
Loe at this Tomb, my tributary Tears 
| render tor my Brethrens Obſequies : 
Andatthy Feet kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Ro-ne, 
O bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
W hole Fortune Komes beſt Citizens applaud, 

Tit. Kind Rome, 
That halt thus lovingly reſery?d 
The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers Gays : 
And Fames Eternal date for Virtues praiſe. 

Mar, Long live Lord 7 its, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 

1:;t. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 
Noble Brother Marcns, 

Air. And welcome Nephews from ſucceſsful Wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in Fame: 
Fair Lords, your Fortunesare all alike in all, 
That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords. 
But ſater Triumph is this Funeral Pomp, 
That hath aſpir'd to Solons happineſs, 
And Triumphs over Chance in Honours bed. 
Titus Andronicas, the People of Rome, 
W hoſe Friend in Juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 
This Palliament of whiteand ſpotleſs Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperours Sons : 
Be Candidates then, and put iton, 
And help to ſet a Head on headleſs Rome, 

Tit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs : 
What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you ? 
Be choſen with Proclamations to day, 
To morrow yield up Rule, reſign my Life, 
And ſct abroach new bulineſs for you all. 
Rome, 1 have bcen thy Souldier forty years, 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſucceſsfully, 
And buricd one and twenty Valiant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, ſlain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country : 
Give me aſtaffof Honour for mine Age, 
But not a Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held ir laſt, 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, can'ſt thou rel! ? 
Titus. Patience, Prince Saturnmnus, 
Sat, Romans, do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords, and ſheath them pot, 
Till Saturrinus be Romes Emperour ; 
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 Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipt to lzeil, lo dy my elf this reaſon, and this right. 

{Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. | Ar. 912% £449%e, 15 OUT Roman Juſtice : 

* Luc. Proud Saturnine, intcrrupter of the good T its Prince in Juſtice ſciſeth bur his own. 31 | 
'That Noble-minded T:tus means to thee. Luc, And that he will, aud ſhall, if Luc live; 

' Tit. Content thee Prince, | will reſtore to thee, ; T it, Tray tors, avant, where is the Empcrours Guard ? 
| The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from thenulelves. Treaſon, my Lord, Lavma is furpris'd. 

Baſs. Andromcus, 1 do not flatter thee, ar, Surpris'd, by whom ? 

But Honour thee, and will do till I die : Baſs. By him that juſtly may - - 
My Fattion, if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friends, Bear his Betroth*d from all the World away. 
| will moſt thankful be, and Thanks to men ut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
Of Noble minds is Honourable Meed. And with my Sword Ple keep the door cloſe. 
Tit, People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes here, 1:t. Follow, my Lord, and Ple ſoon bring her back. 
| ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, Mut. My Lord, you paſs not here. 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Anaronzcrs ? [it, What Villain,'Boy, barrſt me my way in Rome ? 
Tri, Togratifie the good Ardronicys, Aut, Help, Lucius, help. i [ He kills bim. 
And eratulate his ſafe return to Rome, Lu. My L ord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo, 
The People will accept whom h: admits. [n wrongful Quarrel you haye flain;your Son. 
Tir, Tribunes, I thank you, and this ſnit 1 make, Tir. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine. 
Thar you create your Emperours Eldeſt Sun, My Sons would neycr ſo diſhonour me. 
Lord Satur/:4ne, whoſe Virtues will, | 2cpe, Traytor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titans Rays on Earth, Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his VV ife;, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weal : Thar is anothers lawtul promis'd Love. 
Then if you will Elect by my advile, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live oer E:perour. Enter aloffthe Emperonr with Tamcra, and her two Sons, and | 

Mar. An, With Voices and applauſe of every ſort, Aaron the Moor. 

Patricians and Plebeians, we Create | 
Lord Saturninus, Romes Great Emperour. Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 

And ſay, Long live our Emperour, Saturnine. Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock ; 

| [.A long Flour: ſh till they come down, | Plz trult by leiſure him that mocks me once, 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, Theeneyer , nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons, ” 

Tous in our Election this day, Confederates all, thus to dilhbonqur me. 

| give thee thanks in part of thy Deſerts, Was there none elſe in Rome tomake a ſtale of 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs : But Sarurnmne ? Full well, Andronicus 

And for an Onſet, Titus, to advance Agree theſe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 

| Thy Name, and Honourable Family, That ſai1ſ, I begg*d the; Empire at thy hands. 

: Lavinia will l make my Empereſs, Tir, O monſtrous, what reproachful words are theſe ? 
Romes Royal Miſtreſs, Mitltreſs of my Heart, Sat. But go thy ways, go giveithat changing piece, 
And in the Sacred Pantheon her Eſpouſe : To him thar floyriſh*d for her with his Sword ; 

Tell me, Arndronicas, doth this Motion pleaſe thee ? A Valiant Son in Law thou ſhalt enjoy : 

' Ti. It doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, One, fit to bandy with thy lawleſs Sons, 

I hold me highly Honour'd of your Grace, Torutftle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

And here in light of Rome, to Satwrnine, Tir. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, Sar. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Gothes, 
The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Conlſecrate That like the ſtately Phebe *mongit her Nymphs, 
MySword, my Chariot, and my Priſoners, Doſt over-ſhine the Gallanr*ſt Dames of Rome, | 
Preſents well worthy Komes ImperialLord. If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden Choice, 

Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, BeholdI chuſe thee, Tamora, for my Bride, 

Mine Honours Enſignes humbled ar my Feer. And will Create thee Empereſs of Rome, 

Sat. Thanks Noble 7it«s, Father of my Life, Speak, Queen of Goxhes, dolt thou applaud my Choice ? 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, And here 1 ſwear by allthe Roman Gods, | 

| Rome {hall record, and when 1 do forget Sith Prieſt and Holy-water are ſo near, 

The lcaſt of theſe unſpeakable Deſerts, Ard Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 
| Romans forget your Fealty to me. [n readineſs for Hymeneus ſtand, 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you Priſoner to an Emperour, | | will not rc-ſalute the Streets of Rome, 

To him that for your Honour and your State, Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
Will uſe you Nobly, and your Followers. [ lead eſpous'd my Bride along with me. 

Sat. A goodly Lady, truſt me of the Hue Tam. And herein fight of Heaven to Rome | ſwear, 
That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe a new : If Satzrmne advance the Queen of Gorhes, 
Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, She will a Hand-maid be to his deſires. 

Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, | A loving Nurſe, a Mother to his Youth. 
Thou com'ſt not to be madea ſcorn in Romg ; Sat. Aſcend, Fair Queen, 

{ Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. Pantheon Lords, accompan 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent Your Noble Emperour, _ his lovely Bride, 

Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts you, Sent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnize, 
Can make your Greater than the Queen of Gothes ? Whoſe V Viſdom hath her Fortune Conquered; 
Lavinia, you 2renot diſpleagd with this ? There ſhall we Conſummate our Sponſal Rites. 

Lav. Not 1, my Lord, ſith true Nobility LExennt ones, | 
Warrants theſe words in Princely Courtelie. Tit, 1am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 

Sat4 Thanks, ſweet Lavinia, Romans, let us go : Titus when wer*cthou wont to walk alone, 

| Ranſomleſs here we ſet our Priſoners free, Diſhonoured thus, and Challenged of wropgs # 

' Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 

Baſs. Lord Titus by your leave this Maid is mine. Enter Matcus and Titus Sons, 

Tir. How, Sir ? Are you in carneſt then, my Lord ? | | 

| Baſs. I, Noble Titus, and refoly*d withall, | Mar, O Titus fee, O fee what thou haſt done ! gl 
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[na bad-quarrel ſlain a Vertuous Son. Baſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ſeiſe my own, ] 
Tit. No, fooliſh Tribune, no : No Son of mine, My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife? , 
Nor thou, nor theſe Confederates in the deed, Burt let the Laws of Rome determine all, q 
That hath diſhonourcd all our Family, Mean while I am poſleſt of that is mine. 
Unworthy Brother, ' and unworthy Sons. Sat, *Tis good, Sir: you arevery ſhort with us, | 
Luc. But let vs give him Burial as becomes. But if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you. | 
Give utius Burial with our Brethren. Baſ. My Lord, what I have done, asI may, w 
Tit. Traitors away, he reſts not in this Tomb: _ ArſwerI muſt, and ſhall do with my Life, 
This Monument five hundred years hath ſtood, Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
W hich I have ſumpruoully re-edified : ' | By all the duties that 1 oweto Rome, | 
Here none but Souldiers, and Romes Servitors, 1 his Noble Gentleman, Lord Titus here, 
Repoſe in Fam? :- Nene baſely ſlain in Brawls. [s in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 


T hat in thereſcne of Lavinia, 


| Bury him where you tans he come$not here. at In 
With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 


Mar. My Lord, this #Impiety in you, 


My Nephew Mutinr's deddsdo plead for him, | Inzealto yon, and highly mov?d to wrath, 
He mvuit be-buricd with his Brethren. Tobe controlPd in that he frankly gave : 
| | | [Titus's two Sons ſpeak, | Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
2 Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. That hath expreſt himſelf in all his deeds, 


Tit. And ſhall ! What Villain was it ſpake that word ? | A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. | 
: [Tituss Sor ſpeaks. Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my Dceds, 

1 Son, He that wonld vouch it in any place but here. }*T isthou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour*d me, 

Tit. What would you bury him in my deſpight ? Romeand the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, 


—_ 
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Mar. No, Noble Tis, - but intreat of thee, How I have lov*d and honour®d Sz: armne. 

To pardon 4:5, and to bury him. Tam, My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
it. Marcus, even thou haſt ſtruck upon my Treſt, Were gractons in thoſe Princely Eyes of thine, 

And with theſe Boys mine Honour thou haſt wounded, Then heer me ſpeak indifferently for all : 
My Foes, 1 do repute you every one. And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paſt. * | 
So trouble me no mote, bat get you gone. Sat, W hat, Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 

1 Son, He is not himſelf, let us withdraw. And baſely pur it up without Revenge ? 

2-Son, Not I, till 2435 Bones be buried. Tam. Not ſo, my Lord, 


| [The Brother and the Sons kneel, | The Gods of Rome fore-fend, | 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth Nature plead. | [ſhould be Author todiſhonour you, | 
2 Son, Father, and in that Name doth Nature ſpeak. But on mine Honour dare I undertake 4 
Tit, Speak thou no more, if all thereſt will ſpzed. For good Lord 7:itss innocence in all : 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul. *7] Whoſe Fury not diſſembled ſpeaks his griefs : 1 
Luc, Dear Father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all. Then at my Suit look graciouſly on him, 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother Marcus to inter Loſe not ſo Noble a Friend on vain ſuppoſe, | 


His Noble Nephew here in Virtues neſt, Nor with ſowre looks affli*t his gentle Heart. | 
That died in Honour, and Lavinias Cauſe. My Lord, be ruPd by me, be won at laſt, | 
| Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous : Diſſemble all your Griefs and Diſcontents, | 
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax You are but newly planted in your Throne ; [ 
That ſlew himſelf : And LZaertes Son Leſt then the People, and Patricians too, | 
| Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals : Upon ajult ſurvey take Tits part, | 
Let not young utivs then, that was thy joy, And ſo ſupplant us for Ingratitude, q 
Be barr*d his entrance here. W hich Kome repures to be a hainous fin. | 
| Lt. Riſe, Marcus, Tiſe, Yield at intrears, and then let me alone : | 
The diſmallſ day is this that ere I ſaw, le find a day to maſlacre them all, | 


| To be diſhonoured by my Sons in Rome : And raze their Faction, and their Family, 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. The cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, | 
| [They put him in the Tomb, To whom I ſued for my dear Sons Life ; | 

| Luc. There lic thy Bones,ſweet Amine, with thy friends, And make them know what *ris to let a Queen [1 
Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace'ia vain. 


—— — 


[They alt kyeel and ſay. | Come, come, ſweet Emperour, (come Arndroniciis) | 
No Man ſhed tears for Noble Mautivs. Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, | 
He lives in Fame, that di'd in Virtues Cauſe. [Exit, | That dies in tempeſt of thy angry trown. | 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe ſadden dumps, Sat. Riſe, T:tus, riſe, _ 1 
How comes it that the ſubrle Quzen of Gorhes My Emperets hath prevaiPd. 
| Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? Tir. I thank your Majeſty, 
{it. I know not, Marcus - but ] know it is, And her, my Lord. | | 
(Whether by deviſe or no) the Heavens can tell, Theſe words, theſe looks, 
Is ſhe not then beholding to the man, Infuſe new Life in me. 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far ? Tam, Titus, Lam incorporate in Rome, 


A Roman now adopted happily : | 
And mult adviſe the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die, Andromcus, 

And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That I have reconciPd your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Baſſianus, I have palt q | 


Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 


Flouriſh. Enter the Emperour, Tamora , and her two Sons, 
with the Moor at one) Door. Enter at the other- Door Ballia- 
nus ard Lavinia with others. 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have plaid your prize, My word and promiſe to the Emperour, | 
| God give you joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. That you will be more mild and tractable, | 
Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord : I ſay no more, And fear not, Lords : | 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and fol take my leave. And you, Lavinia, | 
Sat. Traitor, .if Rome haye Law, or we have Power, By my adviſe all humbled on your Knees, 
Thou and thy FaCtion ſhall repent this Rape. You ſhall ask Pardon of his Majeſty. - 
| 0, | 


aw. —M. 


The Trapedy of Titus Andronicus. 


Son. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highnels, 
That what he did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Siſters Honour and our own. 
| Mar. That on mine Honour here I-do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 

Tam. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperour, we muſt all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
| will not be denied, Sweet-hearr, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, 
For thy ſake and thy Brothers here, 
And at my lovely 7 amor's intreats, 
| do remit theſe young mens heinous faults, 
Stand up, Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
[ found a Friend, and ſure as death I ſwear, 
| would not part a Batchelor from the Prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my Gueſt, Lavinia, and your Friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love«day, T amora. 
Tir. To morrow, and it pleaſe your Majelty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With Horn and Hound, 
We give your Grace Borr jour, 
Sat. Beit ſo, Tits, and Gramercy too. 


© 


Attus Secundus. 


Enter Aaron alone, 


Aaron, Now climbeth T.wmora Olympus top, ; 
Safe out of Fortunes ſhot, and ſits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flaſh, ' 
Advanc'd above pale Envies threatning reach : 

As when tne golden Sun ſalutes the morn, 

And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 04 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliltring Coach, 
And over-looks the highelt piring Hills : 

So I amora. 

Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait 

And Virtue ſtoops and tremblesat her frown. _ 


| Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 


To mount aloft with thy Emperial Miſtreſs, 
And mount her pitch , whom thou in triumph long 
Halſt Priſoner held, fettred in amorous Chains, 
And faſter bound to Aarons charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty*d to Caucaſus, 

Away with {laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, 

| wilt be bright, and ſhine in Pearl and Gold, 
To wait upon this new made Emperels, 

To wait, 1aid I ? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syrer, that will charm Kome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwrack, and his Common-weals, 
Holla, what ſtorm is this ? 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius braving. 


Dem, Chiron, thy years want Wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to.intrude where I am gra@d, 

And may for cught thou knowſt affected be. 

Chi, Demetrins, thou doſt oyer-ween in all, 

And io in this, to bear me down with Braves, 

"Tis not the difference of a year or two 

Makes me leſs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate: 

[ am asable, and as fit as thou, 

To ſerve, and to deſerve my Miſtreſs Grace, 

And that my Sword upon thee ſhall approve, 

And plead my paſlions for Lavwmze's love. 

Aar. Clubs, Clubs, theſe Lovers will not keep the Peace. 
Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvigd ) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your 1ide, 


1 
[ Exewnt. 


Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your Friends ? 
Go to: have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little skill1 have 
F 4 m _ thou perceive how much I dare. : 

em, 1 Boy, grow ye ſo brave? 

Aar. Why now, pt ? ER Ar 
50 near the Emperours Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a Quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot, the ground of all this grudg. 
| would not for million of Gold, 

The cauſe were known, to them it moſt concerns. 
Nor would your Noble Mother for much more 

| Be ſodiſhonoured in the Court of Rome. 

For ſhame put up. 

Dem, Not I, till I have ſheath*d 
My Rapier 1n his Boſom, and withal 
T hruit theſe reproackful ſpeeches down his Throat 
7908 he hath breatld in my diſbonour here. : 

C1, For that I am prepar'd, and ; 
Foul ſpoken Coward, pies MEE 
That thundreſt with thy Tongue, 


| And with thy Weapon notbing dar'ſt perform; 


Agr. Away, I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gorhs adore, 
This pretty brabble will uado us all: 
Why Lords, and think you not how dangerous 
[t 1s to Jet upon a Princes right ? 
What is Lavinia then become fo looſe, 
Or Aq{[tznns fo degenerate, 
ThatTogher love ſuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
Wichout Controulmegz; Jaitice, or Revenge ? 
Young Lords, beware, and ſhauld the Empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the Muſick would not pleaſe. 
tk care not, iÞ,'kbew ſhe and all the World, 
I love-avin14 more than albthe World. 
© Dem. Youngling,/:.! © 4-5: 
Learn thou ro-m&y fame better choice, _ 
Lavmia 1s thine elder Brothers /hope,->":. | 
Aar. Why.are ye mad ? - Or knoyrye:not' in Rowie 


| How furious and impatient: they be; -! 


And cannot brook Competitors in-love? - ; 

I tell you, Lords, you do but plat your:Deaths 

By this deviſe... -: 1-2701:1102-wIU + 

Chi. Aaron, athouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
Toatchigyc her. whom 1 do love. --, . | 
Aar. (To atchieveherg how ? +. 

Dem. Why makiit ghov-itfo ſtrange? 

She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 

She is a Woman, therefore may bewon, 

She is Lavmia, therefore muſt be loy?d. 

What man, more Water glideth by the Mill 

Than wots the Miller of,” and eaſe it is 

Of a cut Loaf to ſteal a Shive we know: 

Though Baſſ:anns be the Emperours Brother, 

Better than he have yet worn Yalcans badge. 

Aar, I, and as good as Saturnimes may. 

Dem.. Then why ſhould he deſpair that knows to court it 
With words, fair looks, andiliberality ? 

What haſt thou not full ofren ſtruck a Doe, 

And born her cleanly by the Keepers Noſe ? 

Aar. Whytheniar ſeems ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns: ' 

Chi. I, ſothe turn were ſerved. 

Dem, Aaron, thow halt hiv it. 

Aar.. Wonld y6u had hirt it too, - + 


Then. ſhould-not we berird yith this 'ado : 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, and ate yoy ſuch Fools, 
Ta ſquare for this ? Would is offend you then? 


Chi, Faith, not meg.” - 
Dem. Nor me, ſol were one: 
Aar, For ſhame he friends, and joyn for that you jar. 


"Tis policy and ftrat mutt do 
That you affect, and fo mult you reſolve, 
* Ccc That 
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"The jot as you would atchieve, 
You mlbpern zompliſh as you may - 
Take this ce was not more chaſt 
Than'this Lat ws Love, 

A ſpeedier colt ing languiſhment 
Mult we purſuey3 pund the path : 
My Lords, a ſolgal m hand, 


. ;'£ 
There will the {venp# ves troop : 


| The Forreſt walks ar bacious, 
And many unfrequentol are, 
Fitted by kind for Rapey 


Single you thither then cl 
And ſtrike her home by fol 
This way, or not at all, ſtand 
Come, come, our Empreſs W 
To Villany and Vengeance coft 
Will we acquaint with all that y 
And ſhe ſhall file our Engines 'wik 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare 
But to your wiſhes height. advanceF 
| The Emperours Court 1s like the Hox 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eye 
The Woods are rnthleſs, dreadful, de 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave Boys, an 
There ſerve your luſts, ſhadow?d from HE 
| And revel in Lavinias Treaſury, 
Chi. Thy Counſel, Lad, ſmells of no 
Dem. $1 fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtrear 
To cool this heat : a Charm to calm their fits 
Per Styga, per Manes venor. 2,9 HR 


bk. 


Enter Titus Andronicns and his three Sons, 1m the 
| with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. © 


Tit. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gr 
The Fields are fragrant, - and the Woods are grec 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, ''' + 
And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride, ---.. / 
And rouze the Prince-and ring a Hunters peal, | 
That all the Conmtmay Eccho with the noiſe. * 
Sons, let it be your charge, -as it is ours, - y 

To attend the Emperours perſon carefully : \ 
I have been troubled-in wy; fleep this Night, \L 


ww 7 


Wind Horns, Here a cry of Hownds, and wind Horns in 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their: Arrendanss, 


Tit, Many Cood wmorrows to your Majeſty, 
Madam, to you, as many and as good. 
[ promiſed your Gracea Hunters Peal. 
Sat. And you have.rung it luſtily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies. 
Baſ. Lavinia, How ſay you ? 
Lav, 1 ſay, no: 
| have beeu awake two hours and more. 
Sat, Come on then, Horſe and Chariots let us have, 
{And to our ſport : Madam, now ſhall ye ſee 
{ Our Roman Hunting, 
Mar. 1 have Dogs, my Lord, 
| Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
{ And climb the higheſt Promontory top. 
Tit, And I have Horſe will follow, where the Game 
{ Makes away, and run like Swallows o're the plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horſe nor Hound, 
But hope to pluck a dainty. Doe toGround.  [Exewr. 
. Enter Aaron alone. 
Aar, He that:had Wir, would think that I had none, 
[To bury ſo much Gold under a Tree, 
And never after t6 inherit ir. 
Let him that thinksof me ſo abjely, 
| Know that this Gold muſt coin aſtratagem, 
in cyaningly effefted, will beget - 


a 
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The Tragedy of T 1tus Andronicus. 


purns. 


But dawning Day new comfort hath inſpir'd. _ 
| I [T.goyrs; | y J 


Peal, then enter Saturninas, Tamora, 'Baſlianus, Lavinia, Þ 


A very excellent piece of Villany : 

And {o repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 

That have their AJlms out of the Empreſs Clicſt. 

Enter Tamora to the Moor. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, 

W herefore look?lt thon ſad, 

When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaſt ? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 

Thegreen leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 

And make a checquer*d ſhadow on the ground : 

Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us lit, 

And whilſt the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 

Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd Horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their yelping noiſe : 

And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppogd 

Thewandring Prince and Dao once enjoy'd, 

\Wheggwith a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz'd, 

And Caurtain'd with a Counſel-keeping Cave, 

We may each wreathed in the others arms, 

(Our paſtimes done) poſleſs a Golden flumber, 


Be unto us, as is a Nurſes Song 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe aſleep. 
Aar, Madam, 
Though Yeris govern your deſires, 
Saturn is Domanator over mine :, n 
W hat ſignifies:my deadly ſtanding Eye; x 
My lilence, and my Cloudy Melancholy, 
q My Fleece of Woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an Adder when ſhe doth unrowl 
}:Execution ? 
= are no Venercal ſigns, 
wmHeart, death in my Hand, 
#emre hammering in my Head, 
mpreſs of my Soul, 


on Madam, | 


Devin for Baſtian ; 
mer Tongue to Day, 


Fake it up | pray thee. 
atal plotted Scrow!l ; 

100-me no Were. we are cſpicd, 

&s a parcel oBeWhopetul Booty, 

eads not yet thee lives deſtruction. 


{4 | ; 
Enter Lavinia. 
92 


my ſweet door, 
me than Life. 4 

more, Great Empreſs, Baſſianus comes, 
h him, and Ple go fetch thy Sons 
Quaryels whatſoe're they be. 
>m have we here ? 
Empreſs, 
Fof our well-beſecming troop ? 

7 habited like her, 
abandoned her holy Groves, 
> zeneral Hunting in this Foreft ? 

Tart$awcy controller of our private ſteps: 
Had I the Power that ſome ſay Dzan had, 
Thy Temps ſhould be planted preſently 
With Hor as was Atteons, and the Hounds 
Should drifff upon his new transformed limbs, 
UnmerinefAF Intruder as thou art. 
Lav. UWer your Patience, gentle Empreſs, 

'Tis thoug you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be Subred, that your Moor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try Experiments : 
Fove ſhield your Husband from his Hourids to Day, 
"Tis pity they ſhould take him for a Stag, 
Baſ, Believe me, Queeen, your ſwarth Cymmeria 


A. 


W hiles Hounds and Horns, and ſweet Melodious Birds 


wore Heaven, thanreſts in thee, 


n 
Doth 
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Noth make your Honour of his bodies hue, 

Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 

Why are you ſequeltred fromell your train ? 

Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 

And wandred hirher to an obſcure plot, 

Accompanied with a barbarous 4o9r, 

If foul defire had not conducted you ? 

Lw. And being intercepted in your ſport; 

Great reaſon that my Noble Lord be rated 

For SaucineſG 1 pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven-coloured love, 

This valley kts the purpoſe paſling well. | 
Baſ. The King my Brother ſhall have notice of this. 
Lav, 1, for theſe ilips have made him noted long, 

Good King, tobe ſo mightily abuſed. | 
7am. Why have | patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron aud Demetrius. 
Dem. How now, dear Soveralgu 

And our gracious Mother, 

\W hy doth your Highneſs look fo pale and wan ? 
Tam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale ? 

Theſe two have tic*d me hither to tliis place, 

A barren, deteſted vale you ſee it 1s. 

The Trees (though Summer) yet forlorn and lean, 


| O're-come with Moſs, and baleful Mifſelto. 


Here never ſhines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. | 

And when they ſhew*d me this abhorred Pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night 

A thouſand Fiends, a thouſand hilling Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling Toads, as many Urchins, 


| Would make ſach fearful and confuſed cries, 


As any mortal body hearing it, 

Should ſtreight fall mad, or elſe die ſudCenly. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh 1 ale, 

Bur {ircight they told me they would bind me here, 

U::o the body of a diſmal Yew, 

And leave me to this miſerable death. 

And then they call'd me foul Adultereſs, 

Laſcivicus Coth, and all the birtercſt terms 

That ever Ears did hear to ſuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executcd : 

Reveyge it, as you love your Mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth calPd my Children. 
Dem. This 15a witnels that I am thy Son. 
Cit. And this for me, 

Struck home to ſhew my ſtrength. ; 
Lav. 1 come Semirams, nay Barbarous T amora, 

For no Name {its thy Nature but thy Own. 


[ Stabs hin, 


Tam, Give me thy Poygnard : you ſhall know, my Boys, 


Your Mothers hand ſhall right your Mothers wrong. 
Pem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her, 
Firſt thrah the Corr, then aſter burn the Straw : 
This Mitni:n food upon her Chaltity, 
Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, SE 
And with tha: painted hop? ſhe braves your Mightineſs, 
And ſhall ſh: carry this unto her Grave ? 
Cli. Ard if ſh: do, 
[ would 1 were an Eunuch. 
Drag kcnce her Husband to ſome ſccret Hole, 
Ard make his dad Trunk Pillow toour Lult. 
Fam. Bys when ye have the Honey ye delire, 
[ct nct this Vi afp out-live us both to ſting. 
Chis, | warrant you, Madam, we will make that ſure; 
Come Miltrots, now perforce we will enjoy, 
T hat nice-preſerved honeſt y of yours. 
ov. O Tiny, they bcarfit a \vomans Face. 
Fam, | ill not kear hor tpcak, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords,introat h<r rear me but a word. 
Dem. 1iſten, fair Madam, 1-t it be your glory 
To fcc her tears, boi Be your hoart to them 
As unrelenting kits to Crops of rain, 


Lav. When did the Tygers young: ones teach the Dam? 
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() do not learn her wrath, ſhe tavght it thee, 

L he Milk thou ſuckſt from her did turnto Marble, 

{ven ac thy Teat thou had'lt thy Tyranny, 

Yetevery Mother brecds not Sons alike, 

Uo thou mtreat her ſhew a Woman pity. . 
Chi. What, 

Would! thou have me prove my ſelf a Baſtard ? 
Lv. ?I is true, 


The Raven doth not hatch a Lark, 


Yet havel heard, O could 1 fiad it now, 
L be Lion mov'd with pity, did indure 
To hav- his Princely Paws par'd all away. 
>0e lay, that Ravens folter forlorn Children, 
I he whiPit their own Birds famiſh in their neſts ; 
Oh beto me though thy hard heart ſay no, 
Nothing fo kind but ſomething pitiful. 
lam, 1 know not what it means, away with her. 
Lav. Ohlet me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, 
Ttar gavethee life, when w«ll he might have ſlain thee : 
Be not cbdurate, open thy deaf Ears. ' 
{am, Hadlt thou in Perſon ne*re offended me, 
ven for his lake am | now pitileſ; : 
Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
I o fave your Brother from the Sacrifice, 
But ficrce Ardronicus would not relent, 
| herefore,away with her, ard uſe her as you will, 
| he worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 
Lav. O I1amora, 
Be calPd a gentle Quzen, 
And with thine own Hands kill me in this place, 
For *tiz nct life that I have beggd ſolong, 
Poor | was ilata when Baſſianzs dyd. 
1 am. W tat begg?lt thou then? fond Woman, let me go. 
Lav. ?T is preicnt death 1 beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell, 
Oh keep me fromtheir worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me 1nto ſome loathſome Pir, 
\W hcre never mars Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a Charitable Murderer. 
14. SoſhouldT rob my ſweet Sons of their Fee, 
No, lct them fatisfie their Luſt on thee. 
Demu.. Away. 
For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Ly. No Grace ? 
No Woman-hood ? Ah heaftly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy to our general name, 
Confuſion all— . 
Cl:. Nay then Ple ſtop your Mouth, 
Bring thou her Husband, 

[his is the Hole where Aaror bid'vs hide him. [Exean, 
Tm. Farewel, my Sons, ſee that ye make her ſure, 
Nere let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all the Androme: be made away : 
Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Afoor, 
And 1ct my ſpleentul Sons this Trul deflour, 


Ex, 
Enter Aaron with two of Tituss Sons. 


Aaron, Come on, my Lords, the better foot before, | 
Stratght will 1 bring you to the loathſome Pit, 
Whcrel eſpicd the Panther falt alicep. 
Cum, My light 1s very dull what ere it bodes. 
Mr. And mine, I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame 
Well could I leave our ſport to fleep a while. 
Qum, W har, art thou fallen? 
\\ hat ſubtle Hole is this, 
\V hoſe Mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Upon whoſe leaves are drops of new-ſhed-blood, 
As treſh as morning Dew diftilPd on flowers ? 
A vcry faral place it ſeems to me : 
Speak, Brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall ? 
/{:r, Oh Brother, 
\V ith the diſmaPlt object 
That cver Eye with fight made Heart lament. 
tr. Now 
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| {:1t what you cannot 2s you would 2tchi. 
malt pertorce accom plith as you maz 
ve this of me, LZicrace was not more hall 
L 1120 Tins £.ivma, Baſſtaiius®s Love, 
A tncevicr courtethis lingring languiſhment 
Mill we puriuc, andlT have found the pat! 
x, 2 {olenin hunting 1s in hand, 
ore will the lovely Roman Ladics troop : 
| rroft w.lis are wide and ſpacious, 
\id 1920y anfrequented Plots there arc, 
| bitte fry kind for Rape and Villany : 
514+ 1:3008;Unither thei, this dainty Doc, 
| \ nd !\rike tier home by lorce, if not by wor 
1 NiSAvY;: , OT NOL {4 fd, land you In hope. 
| Como, me, our Emprets with her Sacred \\ ii 
> Villany and Venueance conſecrate, 
| WC aCeuaAl t with all that we iatend, 
\ng ite thall file our Envincs with advice, 
| That vill not iter you to ſ:quarc your ſelves, 
 Batio your wiitlcs height advance you both. 
3 Mperonrs Court 15 hike the Houſe of Fame, 
ie t'al.ce tall of Tongncs, of Eycs, of Ears: 
+42 Woods arc ruthlets, dreadful, deaf, and dull : 
Li eak, 3d Itriltes, brave Boys, ard take your th: 
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[Thc i<icerve our Jults, ſhadow?'d from teavens Eye, 
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\ndrevel in Cairns FTreatury. | 
Ch:. Thy Countel, Lad, tmells of 10 Cowardiſe. 
Der. Ss 7. 45, UL T find the {ircams 
Tc cool s heat: a Conarmto calmrtheir 11S, | 
& 8 11 HEETIE'S | [ Exeunt, | 


© (i! $1 5 fc 11d by s three J So Week ng a noiſe 
iti) Hot” AS 1d A Hyuris, and Marcus 
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T he Traged) of Titus Andronicus. 


Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 
That ae thereby may have a likely gueſs, 
How theſe were they that made away his Bretker, 
[Exit Aaron. 
Mar. Why doſt not comfort me and help me out, 
From this unhallow*d and blood-ſtained Hole ? 
Qin, 1-am ſurpriz2d with an uncouth tear, 
A chilling ſweat o're-runs my trembling joynts, 
My heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſce. 
Mar, To prove thou haſt a true divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this Den, 
And ſee a fearful fight of Blood and Death. 
Quin. Aaron is gone, 
And my compaſlionate heart 
Will noz p<rmit mine Eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by ſiirmiſe - 
Oh tell me how it is, for ne're till now 
Was 1 a Child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar, Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap like to the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 
In this detelted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know ?ris he ? 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
ing, that lightens all the Hole : 
W hich like a Taper in ſome Monument, 
Doth ſhine vpon the dead mans earthly Checks, 
And ſheivs the ragged intrails of the Pir : 
So pale did ſhine the Moon on Pyramws, 
When he by night lay batt®d in Maiden blood : 
O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me 1t hath, 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As bateful as Cocyrus miſtie mouth. 
Quin, Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Or wanting ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
I may be pluckt iato the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſiarus Grave : 
I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Aar. Nor l no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 
Quin, Thy hand once more, I will not loole again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or | below: 
Thou can'ft not come to me, I come to thee. 


Enter the Emperour, Aaron the Moor. 


Sat. Along with me, Þle ſee what hole 1s here, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Say, who art thouthat lately diYit deſcend 
[nto this gaping Hollow of the Earth ? 

Mar.. The unhappy Son of old Andronicas, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 
To find thy Brother Baſſianss dead. 

Sat. My Brother dead ? I know thou do'ſt but jelt, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodg, 
Upon the North-ſide of this pleaſant Chaſe, 
Tis not an houtſincel left him there. 
t where you left himall alive, 
But out, alas, here hIve we found him dead. 


AMar. We know 


Eater Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 


Tam. Where is my Lord, the King ? 
Sat. Here Tamora, though griev*d with killing gricf. 
Tam. Where is thy Brother Baſſianus ? 
Szt. Now to the bottom do?lt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poor B:/:ams here lies murthered. 
Tam, Then all too late bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man's Face can fold 
'n pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous T yranny. 
[She gveth Saturnine 4 Letter, 
Saturninus reads the Lerter. 
And if we miſs to meet him handſomly, 
| Smet Huntſman, Baſſianus, *trs we mean, 


Do thou ſo muth as dig the Grave for him, 

T hou know'ſt our meaning, lk for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree : 

Which over- ſtades the mouth of that ſame Pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſanus 3 

Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſtins frutnds. 


Sat, Oh Tamara, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the Par, and this the Elder-tree, 

Look, Sirs, it you can find the Huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthercd Baſſtarus here, 

Har. My gracious Lord, here is the Bagof Gold. 

Sar, Two of thy whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 

Have here bereft my Brother of his lite : 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Priſon, 
There let thc Þide until we have devis'd 
Some never licard-ot torturing pain for them. 

Tam, What arc they in this Pit ? 

Oh wondrous ihing ! 
How eablly Mut der is diſcovered ? 

Tit.  Hizh Emperour, upon my feeble Knee, 

| beg this 503, with tears not lightly ſhed, 
That this fe!! tault of my accurſed Sons, 
Accurſcd, it the faults be prov'd in them 
Sat. 11 it ve prov*d ? you fee it is apparent, 
W ho tound this Letter, Tamora, was it you ? 
Tam, A-4ramcas himielt did take it uP. 
Tit, 1 did, my Lord, 
Yet let me be their ball. 
For Ly my Fathers reverend Tomb I vow 
They ſhall be ready at your Highneſs Will, 
To ag{wer their ſuſpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them, ſee thou follow me : 
Some bring the murthcred Body, ſome the Murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the Guilt is plain, 
For by my Soul, were there worſe end than death, 
That end upoi: them ſhouvld be executed, 

Tam, Andronicis, | will intreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they ſha]l do well enough. 


- 


Tit, Come Lucius, come, 


| Stay not to talk with them. + [ Exeunt. 


Enter the Empreſ”s Sons, with Lavinia, her Hands cut off, and 
ber Tongue cut out, and raviſht. 


Dem. So now go tell, and if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
W ho *twas that cut thy tongue and rayiſhr thee. 
Chi, Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo 
And if thy ſtumps wall let thee play the Scribe. x 
Dem, Sze how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 
Chi, Go homie, 
Call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh. 
And fo let's leave her to her ſilent walks. 
Chi. And®twcre my cauſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 
Dem, If thou had'lt hands to help thee knit the Cord. 
[ Exeunt, 
Wind Horns, Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia. 


Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away ſo fall ? 
Couſin, a word, where is your Husband ? 
[f I dodreaw, would all my wealth would wake me, 
If I do wake, ſome Planet ſtrike me down, 
That I way ſlpmber in cternal ſleep. 


Speak, gentie Niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 


Hath lop'd and hew*d, and made thy Body bare 
"Of her two branches, thoſe ſyvcet Ornaments, 
W hoſe circling ſhadows, Kings have tought to ſleep in, 
And might not gain ſo great a happineſs 
As half thy love? why dot not ſpeak to me ? 
Alas, a Crimſon River of warm blood, 
Like toa bubling Fountain ſtird with Wind, 
Doth rife and fall between thy roſcd lip:, 
Coming and going with thy Honey breath. ” . 

Bur | 
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Burt ſure ſome Terens hath deflour®d thee, [it. Ah Lacixs, for thy Brothers let me plead, 
| And leſt thou ſhould'ſt dereft them, cut thy Tongue » Grave Tribunes, once more ] intreat of yoU—— 
! {| Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy Face for ſhame ! Zu. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears 5 you ſpeak. 
i ' And notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, Tir. Why,tis no matter, Man, if they difhear, 
As from a Conduit with their iſſuing Spoutsz T hey would not mark me : oh if they did hear, 
9 f Yerdo thy cheeks look red as Titans Face, They would not pity me. 
wu | Bluſhing to bz encountred with a Cloud, Therefors | tell my ſorrows bootleſs to the ſtones, 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ? Shall I ſay, *cis ſo ? Who though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Ohthat I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaſt, Yet in ſome ſort they are better than the Tribunes, 
That 1 might rail at him to eaſe my mind. For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ſtopr, Whenl do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Doth burn the heart to Cinders where it is. Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me, 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 


| Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her Tongue, : 
And in a tedious Sampler ſewed her mind. Kome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
A ſtone is as ſoft Wax, 


Bur lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 
A craftier Terexs haſt thou met withall, Tribunes more hard than Stones : 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth not, 


And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off | 
| That coufd have better ſewed than Philomel. And Tribunes with their Tongues doom men to death. 
| Oh had the Monſter ſeen thoſe Lilly hands But wheretore ſtandſt thou wich thy weapon drawn ? 
Tremble like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lurte, £4, To reſcue my two Brothers from their death, | 
And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſs them, For which attempt the Judges have pronounc'd 
{ He would not then have roucht them for his Life. My everlaſting doom of Baniſhment. 
Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 


Or had he heard the Heavenly Harmony, Why fooliſh Lacins, oft th ; 
Which that ſweet Tongue hath made 5 » ot Boos 145, CO! Thou Not perceive, 


| He would have dyppt his Knife and fell aſleep, That Rome is buta Wilderneſs of Tigers? 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. Tigers muſt prey, and Kome afiords no prey 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, me and mine: how happy artthou then, 

For ſuch a ſight will blind a Father's Eye. Froth theſe devourers to be baniſhed ? 

One hours ſtorm will drown the fragrant. Meads, But who comes with our Brother 4arcas, here ? 

What will whole Months of Tears thy Father's Eyes ? | Enter Marcus and Layinia. | 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 


Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery. [Exennt. | Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break : | 
I bring conſuming Sorrow to thine age. 


Tir, Will it conſume me? Let me ſee it then, 
Mar. T his was thy Danghter. 


Aus Tertils. Ti. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Zu. Ay me, this Object kills me. 


Newer the Tudges and Senators, with Titus's two Sons bound, Tit. Fainted-Hearted Boy, ariſe, and look upon her, | 


paſſing on the Stage to the place of Execution, and Titus go- Speak my Lavma, what accurſed hand 
ts Hath made thee handlefs in thy Fathers ſight ? | 


as 


——_— 


ing before, pleading. 
g vef | pleading | W hat Fool hath added Water to the Sea ? 
Tit, Hear me, grave Fathers, Noble Tribunes ſtay, Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? | 
yp pity of mine Age, whoſe youth was ſpent My grief was at the height before thou canvlt, 
| In dangerous Wars, whillt you ſecurely ilept : And now like Alas it diſdaineth bounds : | 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed, Give me a Sword, Ple chop off my hands too, 
For all the froſty Nights that I have watch, For they have fought for Rome, and all in vaia ; 
nd for theſe bitter Tears, which now you ſee And they have nurs'd this woe, | | 
þ iling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, ln feeding Life: | 
e pitiful to my condemned Sons, In bootleis Prayer have they been held up, 


hoſe Souks are not corrupted, as *tis thought : And they have ſery?d me to effeCtleſs uſe. 
or two and-twenty Sons I never wept, Now all the Service | require of them, { 


ecauſe they died in Honours lofty Bed. Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 
Andronicus lyeth down, and the Fudges paſs by him, | 11s well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no Hands, 


For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, in the duſt I write For Hands to do Kome ſervice, is but vain. | 
My hearts deep languor, and my Souls ſad Tears: Lu, Speak, gentle Siſter, who bath martyr*d thee ? 
et my Tears itench the Earths dry appetite, Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
Ay Sons ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh : That blabd them with ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, 
| ) Earth! 1 will befriend thee more with rain, [Exeww. | Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
hat ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient ruins, Where like a ſweet melodious Bird it ſung 
han youthful April ſhall with all his Showers Sweet yarious notes inchanting every Ear, 
Summers drought : Ple drop upon thee ſtill, Lu. Oh fay thou for her, 
1 Winter with warm Tears Ple melt the Snow, Who hath done this deed ? 
p 'nd keep Eternal Spring-time on thy Face, | Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraying in the Park, 
» thou refuſe to drink my. dear Son's Blood, Secking to hide her ſelf, as doth the Deer | 


That hath receiv*d ſome unrecuring Wound, 
Tit. It was my Deer, 


Enter Lucius with his weapon drawn. 


| q And he that wounded her | 
| hReverend Tribunes, oh gentleaged men, Hath hurt me more, than had he kilPd me dead ; 
| nbind my Sons, reverſe the doom of Death, For now I ſtand, asone upon a Rock, | 


[I nd let me ſay (that never wept before ) Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea, 


Tears are now prevailing Orators. _ Who makes the waxing Tide | 
Li, Oh Noble Father; you lament in valn, Grow Wave by Wave, 
| | he Tribunes hear you not, no man is by, Expecting ever when ſome envious Surge 
| id you recount your ſorrows 0.2 Stone, Wull in his briniſh Bowels ſwallow him. ; 
*Ccc 3 This 
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The Tragedy if Titus Andronicus. 


This way todeath my. wretched Sons are gone : 

Here ſtands my other Son, a banilh'd man, 

And here my Brother weeping at my. woes. 

But that which gives my Soul the greateſt ſpurn 

1s dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul. 

Had I but ſeen thy Picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me. What ſhall I do ? 

Now I behold thy lively body ſo ? 

| Thou haſt no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 

| Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 

' Thy Husband he is dead, and for his death 

| Thy Brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 

Look Marcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 

When I did name her Brothers, then freſh tears 

Stood on her checks, as doth the Honey dew, 

Upon a gather*d Lilhie almoſt withered. 

Mar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they kilPd her Huſ- 
band. . - 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knows him innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joytul, 
Becauſe the Law hath ta*ne revenge on them, 

No, no, they would not do ſo foul a deed, 

Witneſs the ſorrow that their Siſter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips, 

Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe : 

Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Zuc:ms, 

And thou and I ft round about ſome Fountain, 

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 

How they are ſtain'd in Meadows yet not dry 

With miery ſlime lefc on them by a flood : 

And in the Fountain ſhall we gaze ſo long, 

Till the freſhtaſte be taken from that clearneſs, 

And made a Brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb Shows 

Paſs the remainder of our hateful days * 

What ſhall we do ? Let us that have our "Tongues 

Plot ſome deviſe of further miſeries 

| To make us wondred at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet Father, ceaſe your tears, for at your grict 
See how my wretched Siſter ſobs and weeps- 

Mar. Patience, dear Niece, good T:tus drie thine 
Eyes. 
Fit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother, well I wot, 
Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou, poor Man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, | will wipe thy Cheeks. 
Tit, Mark, Marcus, mark, I underſtand her ſigns, 

Had ſhea Tongue to ſpeak, now would ſhe fay 

That to her Brother which 1 ſaid to thee. 

His Napkin with his true tears all bewet, 

Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 

Oh what a ſympathy of woe 1s this ! 

As far from help as Limbo is from Bliſs. 

Enter Aaron the Moor alone. 

Moor. Titus Androntcus, may Lord the Emperor, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcns, Lucius, or thy felf, old Tits, 

Orany one of you chop oft your Hand, 

And icnd it to the King : he for the ſame, 

Will ſend thee hither both thy Sons-alive, 

And that ſhall bethe Ranſom for their fault. 

Tir, Ohgracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron. 
Did ever Raven ſing ſo like a Lark, | 
That gives ſweet tydings of the Suns-Upriſe ? 

With 2ll my heart, Vle ſend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it olf ? 

Luc. Stay, Father, for that noble hand'of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many Enemies, 

Shall not be ſent: my hand will ſerve the turn. 

| My youth can better ſpare my Blood than you, 

And therefore mine ſhall ſave my Brothers lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 


And rear*d aloft the bloody Battel-ax,, | 


Writing deſtruftion on the Enemies Caſtle ? 
Oh none of both but are of high deſert : 
My hand hath been but idle, ler it ſerve 
To ranſome my two Nephews from their death, 
Then havel kept itto a worthy end. 
Movr. Nay, come agree, whoſe hand ſhall goalong, 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. 
Mar, My hand ſhall go. 
Luc, By Reaven it ſhall not go. 
11. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither*d herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine, 
Luc, Sweet Father, it 1 ſhall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from death, 
Mar. And for our Fathers ſake, and Mothers care, 
Now let me ſhew a Brothers love to thee. 
Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpare my hand. 
Luc, Then Ple go fetch an Ax. | 
Aar. Butl will uie the Ax. [ Exemnt, 
1it. Come hither, Aarcn, Ple deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine, 
Moor. Ii tha: be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whiPſtI live deceive men o : 
But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 
And that yow'l ſay ere half an hour paſs. | 
[He cuts off Titus's hand. 


Enter Lucius aud Marcus again, 


Tit. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be, is diſpatcht ; | 
Good Aaron, give his Majeſty my hand: 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thonſand dangers, bid him bury it, 
More hath it merited : That let it have. 
As tor my Sons, fay,I acconnt of them, 
As Jewels purchag'd at an eaſie Price, 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own. 
Aaron. | go, Ardronicus, and tor thy hand 
| Look by and by to have thy Sons wit thee : 
Their Heads 1 mean : Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with the very thonght of it. 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. 
Tit, © hear, I lift this one hand up to Heaven, 
| And bow this feeble ruine to the Earth, 
If any Power pitics wretched tcars, 
To that 1 call : what wilt thou knecl with me ? 
Do then, dear heart, for Heaven ſhall hear our Prayers, | 
Or with our ſighs wel breathe the welkin dim, 
And itain the Sun with Fogg, as ſometime Clouds, 
| When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 
Aezr. Oh, Brother, ſpeak with Poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep Extreams. 
Tit. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ? 


LEx1it, 


| Then bz my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 


A1ar. But yet let Reaſcn govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were Reaſon for theſe miſcries, 
Then into limits could 1 bind my woes : 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Earth o're-flow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
 Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwoln Face ? 
And wilt tho have a reaſon for this ccal ? 
1 am the Sea, Heark how her ſighs do blow e 


| She is the weeping welkin, I the Earth: 


Then muſl my Sea be moved with her ſighs, 


Then muſt my Earth wich her continual tears 
Become a deluge, over-flow*dand drown'd : 


For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 

But like a Drunkard muſt 1 vomie them: 

Then give me leave, for loſers wilt have leave, . 
To caſe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 


Enter & Meſſenger with two Heads and a Hand. 
M:/. Worthy Andronicns, ill art thou repay'd, 


EF i 


—_— 
— 


"_—— 


| The Tragedy of Tit us Andronicus, 


— 


For that good hand thou ſent &4he Emperour : 
Here are the heads of thy two Noble Sons. 
And here's thy hand ia ſcorn to thee ſent back : 
"Thy griefs, their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my Fathers death. 
Mar. Now let bot ta cool in S:cily, 
| And be my heart in ever-burning Hell : 
Theſe miſcries are more than, may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth caſe ſome deal, 
But ſorrow flouted at, is double death, 
Luc, Ah that this ſight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrink thereat : 
That ever death ſhould let life bear kis name, 
Wherelife hath no more intereſt but to breathe. 
Aar. Alas poor heart, that kiſs is comforctlels, 
{As frozen Water to a ſtarved ſnake. 
Tir. When will this fearful ſlumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Andromens, 
Thou doſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two Sons heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter here : 
Thy other baniſht Son with this dear hght 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a ſtony Image, cold and num. 
Ah now no more will | coatroul my grieſs, 
Rent off thy Silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal fight 
| The cloſing up of our moſt wretched eyes , 
Now is a time to ſtorm, why art thou {till ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha. 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh? it firs not with this hour. 
Tir. Why | have not another tear to ſhed : 
Beſides, this ſorrow is an Enemy, 
And would uſurpupon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears, 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenges Cave ? 
or theſe two Heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
kAnd threat ra, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
ill all theſe miſchiefs be return®d again, 
ven in their Throats that have committed them. - * 
Come let me ſee what task | have to do; 
| Jrou heavy people circle me about, 
'That I may turn me to each one of you, 


[ Exit. 


And ſwear unto my Soul to right your wrongs. 
The Vow is made, come Brother take a head, 
And in this hand the other will | bear, 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in theſe things : 
ear thou my. hand, ſweet wench, between thy tecth : 
\s for thee, Boy, go get thee from my ſight, 
Chou art an Exile, and thou mult not ſtay, 
lie to the Gothes, and raiſean Army there, 
\nd if you love me, as I think you do, 
ets kiſs and part, for we have much to do. 
Manet Lucius. 

Luc, Farewel Andronicus, my Noble Father ; 
"he woful't man-that ever liv*d in Rome - 
arewel, proud Rome, till Zucis come again, 
le loves his pledges dearer than his lite : 
arewel Lavinia, my Noble Siſter, 

) would thou wert as thou to fore haſt been, 

ut now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives 

ut in oblivion and hateful griefs : 

{ Lucins live, he will requite your wrongs, 
hd make proud Sararnimus and higEmprets 


[Exeunt. 


2g at the Gates-like Tarquin is Queen, 
ow will 1 to the Gatbes and rails Power, : : 
obe reveng'd an Rome and Sargrine. © [Exit Lucius. 
A Banquet. 


Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy, 


\ An. So, ſo, now fit, and look you cat no more 
han will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us, 
| s will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 


by 
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Marcus unknit that forrow-wreathen knot : 
Thy Niece and1-(poor Creatures) want our hands 
And cannot paflionate our ten-fold grief, 
Withfoulded Arms. This poor right hand of taine 
[s left to tyrannize upon my breaſt, 
Who when my heart, all mad with mi 
Beats In this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus | thump it down. 
I hou Map of Woe; that thus doſt talk in ſigns, 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating; 
Thou canſt not ſtrike jt thus to make ic fill : 
Wound it with fighing, Girl, kill it with »! 
Or get iome I'trl- kgitg between thy teeth, 
And juſt 2yainlt thy heart make thy1 a hoje. 
I nat al the tcars that thy poor cy c3 Ict tall 
| Nay run into that fiuk, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the Jamcriting fool in Sea-jalt tcars. 

ter. Fic, Erother, fic, teach her 1108 thusto lay 
Yuch violent hands upon her tender lite. 

A. How now Has forrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, 4ſarcits, no man ſhould be mad but 1 : 
\V hat violcat hands can ſhe lay on ker life ? 
Ah, whcrefore doſt thou urge the name of hands, 
To bid eres tell the izle twice ore, 
How 1roy was burnt, and;ze mae miſerable ? 
O handle not the Theam, to t2ix of hands, 
Leſt we remember {till that we have none. 
Fic, fic, how Frantiquely I (uare my tal: 
As if we ſhould forget we had ho hands, 
If Afarcus did not name the word of hands ? 
Come, let's fall roo, aud gentle Girl cat this, 
Here is no driak': Heart, 44arcn;, what ſhe ſays, 
| can interpret all her martyr*d ſigns, 
She ſays, ſhe drmks Hoether drink but tears 
Prew'd with her ſorrows, mcſh*d upon ber Cheeks, 
Speechleſs complaint, OI will learn thy thought. 
[ln thy dumb at}iop will t be as perfect 
As begging Hermitg in their holy Prayers. 
T hou [halt not ſigh,,not bold.thy ſtumps to Heaven, 
Nor winks nor_ 0d, nor kneel, por makea ſign, 
But (of theſe) will wtettan Alphaber, 
And by tilt Practice, kart to know thy meaning.” 

Boy. Good Grandhre leave theſe birter deep Laments, 
Make wy Augt merzy, with ſome pleating Tale. 

Aar. Alas, vbe teadgr oy, inpation mov*'d, 
Doth weep to ice his Grazdkres heavinels. 

An, Peace tender ſaplibg, thou art made of tcars, 
And tears will quickly melt thy lifz away. 

Marcus /frikgs rhe 4;fb with a Knife. 

What dot thou ſtrike at 4c; withthy Knife ? 

Mar. Atthat thatT have killed, my Lord, a Fly. 

An, Out on thee, Murderer :. thou kill/ſt my heart, 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with iview of Tyranny : 
A decd of death-done-on the, lanoceht 
Becomes not 7 ::#s Brogher, get thee gore, 
I ſee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, (my Lord) + have but kilfd a Fly. 

An. , But, how if that Fly had a Father and Mother ? 
How would he hang his Gender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmleſs Fly : - © +5 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to maxe us merry, ; 
And thou haſt kilPd hun:o 

Mar. Pardon me; Sir, 
[t was a black 1il|-fayour?d Fly, H 
Like to.the Empreſs &decr}, thereforeLkilPd him 

An. O, o, 0, 
Then pardon me for re «4 
For thou haſt donea Chari 
Give tne thyKaife, I wilt wſulton him; * 
Flattering my (clf, as if were the Afoor, 
Come hither purpaſely-to poiſon me. 
| There's for thy felf, and that's for Tamora ; Ah firra, 
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Yer | think we are not brought ſo low, 

But that between us we can killa Fly, 

That comes in likeneſs of a Cole-black Moor. ; 

Mar: Alas poor man, grief has ſo wrought in him, 

He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 

And, Come, take away z Lavinia, go with me, 

leto thy Cloſet, and go read with thee 

Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 

Come, Boy, and go with me, thy ſight is young, 

A nd thou ſhalt read, when mine begin to dazle. [| Exewurr. 


——— — 


C — 


Attus uartus. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him, and the 
Boy flies from her with his Books under his Arm. 
Titus and Marcus. 


Bcy. Help, Grandſire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good Uncle Marsss, ſec how ſwift ſhe comes : 
Alas, ſweet Aunt, 1 know uot what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucins, do not fear thy Aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, Boy, toowellto do thee harm. 
Boy. 1, when my Father was in Rome ſhe did. 
Ma, W hat means my Neece Lavima by theſe ſigns ? 
Tit, Fear not, L«cius, ſomewhat doth ſhe mean : 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee : 
Some whithcr would ſhe have thee go with her. © \ 
_ Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and T ulkes Orator ; z 
Canſt thou not gueſs, wherefore ſhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy, My Lord, 1 know not, nor cant gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit or frenſie do poſleh her: © © 
Forl have heard my Grandlire ſay: full oft, ' 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad. 
And I have read that Heeuba of - Troy | 
Ran mad through ſorrow, that made me to fear, 
Although, my Lord; I know my Noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as'&re my Mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright my Youth, 
Which made me down to throw my Books, and flye 
Cauſleſs perhaps, but pardon me, ſweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle. Marcu/go, 
| moſt willingly attend your Lady-ſhip. | 
Mar. Lucius, | wi (424369 * 
Tit. How now. Lavinia ? Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that ſhe deſires-to ſee, 
W hich is it, Girl, of theſe ?. Open them, Boy, 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill*d, 
Come and take choice of allmy.Library, 
And ſo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed : 
What Book ? | 
Why lifts ſhe pp her Arms in ſequence thus ? 
Azr. 1 think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederarte in the Fatt. 1, more there was : 
Or elſe to Hcaven ſhe heaves them-to revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what Book is that ſhe tofleth ſo? 
Boy. Grandſire, ?tis Ovids Metamorpboſis, 
My mother gave it me. CEL 
| Mar. Forloveof her that's gone, 
Perhaps ſhe culd it from among the reſt. 
Tit. Soft, ſo buſily ſhe turns the leaves. 
Help her, what'idkud ſhe find ?.Laviua, ſhall I read ? 
This is the Tragick tale of Phzlomel, 
{ And treats of TegwdiT reafon-and isRape, 
And Rape | fear was'oot of thine annoy. | 
Mar. See,Brother;ſee, ndte hdiw ſhe.quotes the 1caves. 
Tit. Lavinia, wettithou thus: ſurpriz'd, ſweet Girl, 
Raviſh'd and wrong*d, as Philometawas, 
Forcd in the ruthleſ, valt, : and gloomy woods ? 


Emer 


See, ſee, I ſuch aplace there is, where we did bunt, 
(O had we never, [never hunted there) 
Pattern'd by that the Poet here deſcribes, 
By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes, 
Mar. O, why ſhould Nature build ſo toul a Den, 
Unleſs the Gods delight in Tragedies ? | 
Tir.Give ſigns,ſweet Girl, for here are none butFriends, 
VW hat Roman Lord it was durſt do the deed ? 
Or flunk not Sarurnine, as Tarquin erſt, 
Thar left the Camp to ſin in Lacrece bed ? 
Mar. Sit down, ſweet Neece, Brother, fit down by me, 
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, 
[aſpire me that I may this Treaſon find. 
My Lord, look here, look here, Lavinia. 


He mites his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Feet 
: and Mouth. 

This ſandy Plot is plain, guide if thou canſt 

Thus after me, when 1 have writ my Name, 

Without the help of any hand art all. 

Curlt be that Heart thar forc'd usto this ſhift : 

Write thou, good Niece, and here diſplay at laſt, 

What God will have diſcover'd for Revenge, 

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy Sorrows plain, 

That we may know the Traytors and the Truth. 


She takes the Staff in her Mouth, and guides it with her ſtumps, 
and writes, 


Tit. Oh do youread, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stupriem, Chiron, Demetrins, 

Mar. What, what, the luſtful Sons of Tamors 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 

Tamlentus audis ſeelera | tam lentys vides ! 

Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle Lord : Although I know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, | 
To tir a Mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 

And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. 

My Lord, kneel down with me : Lavinia, kneel, 

And kneel, ſweet Boy, the Roman Hettors hope, 

And ſwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 

And Father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece Rape, 

That we will proſecute (by good advice) 

Mortal revengeupon theſe Trayterous Gothes, 

And ſee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 

Tit. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt theſe Bear-whelps, then beware 

The Dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 

She's with the Lion deeply ſtill in league, 

And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back, 

And when he fleeps will ſhe do what ſhe liſt. 

You area young Huntſman, Aarcrs, let it alone : 

And come, I will go get a leaf of Braſs, 

And with a Gad of Steel will write theſe words, 

And lay it by : theangry Northern wind 

Will blow theſe Sands like Sybils leaves abroad, 

And where's your Leſſon then ? Boy, what ſay yon ? 
Boy. 1 ſay, my Lord, that if I were a Man, 

Their Mothers Bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 

For theſe bad Bond-men to the yoak of Rome. 

Mar. I, that's my Boy, thy Father hath full ofc 
For his ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy, And, Uncle, ſo will 1, and if 1 live. 

Tit, Come, go with me into mine Armory, 

Lucius Ple fit thee, and withall, my Boy - 

Shall carry from me tothe Empreſs Sons, | 

Preſents that I intend to ſend-thetm both, 

Come, come, thou'tt do thy Meſſage; wilt thou not ? 
Boy. I, with my Dagger in their Boſome, Grandlire 
1;t. No, Boy, notſo, 'le teach thee'another Courſe 

Lavinia, come z Marcus, look to my Houſe, 

Lucius and Ple go brave itat the Court, 
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| marry will we, Sir, and weil be walr<d on. [_ E xeant. 
Afar. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man groan, 
And not relcnt, or not compallion him ? 
Marcus attend bim in his extaſie, 
That hath more ſcars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
Than Foe-mens marks upon his battered Shicld, 
Bur yet ſo jult, that he will not revenge, 
Revenge the Heavens for old An romess. [EF xit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door : 4d 4/ 
another Door young Lucius and another , with 4 birdle of 
Weapons, and Verſes writ upon them, 


Chi. Demetrins, her©s the Son of Luctas, 
He hath ſome mcllage to deliver us. 

Aar. I, ſome med Meſlage from his mad Grandfather. 

Boy. My Lords, with all the humElzncts | may, 
| greet your Honours from Aruaroniens, 

' And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 

Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what's the News ? 

By. For Villains mark*d with Rape. May ir pleaſe you, 
My Grandlire, well advis'd hath ſent by me, 
[ he goodlieſt Weapons of his Armory, 

To gratifie your Honourable Youth, 

The hope of Rome, for {9 he bad me fay- 
And ſo 1 do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, whenever you have nced, 
You may be armcd and appointed well, 
ind ſol leave you both, like bloody V ilſains. [ Exit. 

Dem. What's here, a Scrole, and written-round about * 
| Lts fee. | 
| Imever wits ſeeleri/que purus, non eget Mayri jacults nec 
| AT CU 

Chir. O'tisa Verſe in Horace, I know it well : 

[read it in the Grammar long ago. 

Moor. I juſt, a Verſe in Horace: right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it is to be an Aſs ? 

Here's no ſound jeſt, th? old Man hath found their Guilt, 
And ſendsthe Weapons, wrapt about with Lines. 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick : 
But were our witty Empreſs well a foot, 

She would applaud Ardronicus concelt : 

But let her reſt, in herunreſt a while. 

And now, young Lords, wast not a happy Star 
Led us to Rome ſtrangers, and more than lo, 
Captives, to be advanc'd to this height ? 

[t did me good , before the Palace Gate _ 

To brave the Tribune in his Brothers hearing. 

| Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſogreat a Lord 
Bafely inſinuate, and fend us gitts. 

Afowr. Rad he not reafon, Lord Demetrivs ? 
Did you not uſe his Daughter very friendly ? 

Dcm. I would we had a thouſand Roman Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our Lult. 

Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of Love. 

A007. Here lacks but your Mother for to ſay, Amen. 
 - Chi, And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 

Dem, Com, let us ga, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved Mother in her pains. 

Moor. Pray to the Devils,the Gods have given us over. 

[Flouriſh. 
| Dem. Why do the Empzrours Trumpets flouriſh thus * 
} Chi. Belike for joy the Emperour bath a Son. 
Dem. Sofr, who comes here ? 


| Enter Nurſe with a black: a-Aor Child. 


| Nuf-. Good morrow, Lords : 
| O tell me, did you ſee ron the Moor ? 
Azron, Well, more or les, or nere a whit at all, 
| Here 4:r07 is, and what with Aaron now ? 
Nurſe. O gentle Azron, we areall undone. 
i; Now help, or woe betide thee evermore. 
Aaron, W hy, what a Caterwalling doit thou keep ? 


W hat doſt thou wrap and fumblein thine Arms ? 

uſe, O that which 1 would hide from Heavens Eye, 
Our Emprefss thame, and ſtately Komes diſgrace, 
She is d<livered, Lords, the is delivered. 

Amon. To whom ? 
Nurſe, 1 mean, the is brought to bed ? | | 
Aim, Well, Ged give her good relt. 
What hath he ſent her 
Nurſe. A Devil. 
Azr. Why then the is the Devils Dam : a joyful iſſue, 

Nur/e. A joylcls, diſmal, black and forrowtwl iſſue, 

Here 1s the Babe, as loathſome as a Toad, 
Amonylt the tairet! breeders of our clime, 
The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy Seal 
And bids thee Chriſten it with thy Daggers point. 

Azron. Out you Whore, is black ſo baſe a hue ? 
>weet blowſe, vun are a beguteous bloſſom ture. 

Dem, Villzin, hat helt thou done ? 

Azrcn, That whici then can't not undo. 

Ch:. Thou haſt nadone our Mother. 

Dem. Ad therein, helliſh Dog, thou haſt undone—— 
Woe to her char.ce, and dammn'd her loathed choice, 
Accrr?it the cf ſpring of fo foul a Fiend. 

Chz. It ſhall not live. 

4.ir02, Ir ſhall nct dye. 

Leurſe, Aaro /, It malt, the Mother wills it ſo. 

Aion, Win, mutt it, Narſe? Then let no man but 1 
Do Exccution ou my fleſh and blood. | 

Dc. Ple broach the Yadpole oa my Rapiers point : 
Nurſe, give it me, my Sword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 

Azron. Sooner this Sword ſhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother ? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 

That ſhone ſo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dics upon my S:mitars ſharp point, 

That touches this my firſt-born Son and Heir. 

[ tell you, younglings, not Enceladus - " 

With all his threatning band of Typhor?s brood, 
Nor Great Alcides, nor the Godof W ar, : 
Shall ſeize this prey out of his Rdthers Hands : 
What, whar, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearzed Boys, 
Ye white-lind Walls, ye Ale-houſe painted Signs, 
Cole-black is better than another hne : 

[n that ic ſcorns to bear another hue, 

For all the Water in the Ocean 

Can never turn the Swans black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the Fiood. 
Tell the Empereſs from me, I am of age 

To keep mineown, excuſe it how ſhe can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy Nodle Miſtreſs thus ? 

Aaron, My Mittrefs is my Miſtreſs : this, my ſelf, 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 

This, before all the World dol prefer, 
This, maugre all the World, will I keep fafe, 
Or ſome ot you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 

Dem, By this our Mother is for ever ſham'd. 

Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 

Nur. T he Emperour in his rage will doom her Death. 

Chi. 1 bluſh to think upon this Ignominy. 

Aaron. \Why there's the priviledge your beauty bears : 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the Heart : 

Here's a young Lad fram?®d of another leer, 
Look how the black Slave ſmiles upon the Father ; 
As who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine own. 
He is your Brother, Lords, ſenſibly fed 
Of thar ſelf-blocd that firſt gave life to you, 
And from that Womb where you impriſoned were, 
He is infranchiſed and come to l1ghr : 
Nay, he is your Brother by the furer fide, 
Although my Seal be ſtamped in his Face. 
Nurſe Azron, what ſhall I fay untothe Empreſs ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 


Ard we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice : 


| Savel 
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Save thou the Child, to we may all be fate. On him that thus doth Tyrannize o*re me, 
Aaron, Then fit we down, and let us all conſult. Go get you gone, and pray be careful al!, 

My Son andI1 will have the wind of you : And leave you not a man of War unſearch'd, 

Keep there, now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. This wicked Emperonr may have ſhipt her hence, 


Dem. How many women ſaw this Child of his ? And Kinſmen then we may go pipe tor Juſtice. 
Aaron. Why ſo, brave Lords,when we all joyn in league, | 2ar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy calc 


[| am a Lamb : bur if you brave the door, To ſee thy Noble Uncle thus diſtract ? 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lioneſs, Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns 
The Ocean ſwells not fo as Aaron ſtorms : By Bay and Night Vattend him carefully ; ; 
Bur ſay again, how many ſaw the Child ? And fecd his humour kindly as we may, 
Nurſe. Corneliathe Midwife, and my ſelf, Ill time beget ſome careful remedy. 
And none elſe but the delivered Empreis. Mar. Kinimen, his Sorrows are paſt remedy. 
Aaron, The Empreſs, the Midwife, and your ſelf, Joyn with the Gorhs, and with revengeful War, 
Two may keep Counſel, when the third's away : Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, 
* Goto the Empreſs, tell her, this I ſaid, [He kits ber. | And Vengearceon the Traytor Samrnine, 
Week, week, ſocries a Pig prepar*d to th? Spit. Tit, Publins, how now ? how now, my Maſters, | 
| Dem, What meawit thou, Azron ? \W hat have you met with her ? 
'Whcrefore did*lt thou this ? Pub. No, my good Lord, but Plto ſends you word, 
Aaron.” O Lord, Sir. tis a deed of Policy : if you will have revenge from Hell, you thall ; | 
Shall ſhe live to betray this Guilt of ours ? Marry for Juitice ſhe is ſo imploy*d, | 
A long-tongu'd babling Goſlip ? No, Lords, no: / He thinks with Fove in Heaven, or ſome where elſe : 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 5o that perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 
Not far, one 4ulitexs, my Country-man, {:it. He doth me wrong to feed me with dclays, 
His Wife but yeſternight was brought to Bed, Ple dive into the burning Lake below, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are : And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
| Gopack with him, and give the Mother Gold, Alarcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all, No big-boid-men, fram'd of the Cyclops lize, 
And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc'd, But Metal, AZzrcus, Steel tothe very back, 
| And be received for the Empcrour's Heir, Yet wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear. 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, And (ith there*s no Juſtice in Earth nor Hell, | 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the Court, \We will ſolicit Heaven, and move the Gods 
9] And {ct the Emperour dandle him for his own. To ſead down Juſtice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Hark ye, Lords, ye ſee. have given her Phylick, Come to this Gear, you are a good Archer, Marcus, 
Ard you muſt nceds beſtow her Funeral, [He gives them the Arrows. 
The Fields are near, and you are gallant Grooms : Ad Fovem,. that's for you : here ad Apollonem, 
This done, (ee that you take nblonger Days Ad Martem, that's for my ſelf, 
But ſend the Midwife preſently to me- Here Boy, to Pallas, here to Mercury, 
The Midwife andithe Nurſe well made away, To Saturnine, to Cains, not to Satirnine, 
Thea let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. You were as good to ſhoot againſt the Wind. 
Chi. Aaron, Iſee thou wilt not truſt the Air with ſecrets. | To it, Boy, Marcus, Icoſe when I bid : 
Dem. For this'care of Tamora, Of my word, I have written to effect, ' 
Ber ſelf, and hers are highly bound to thee. [Execurnt.| There's not a God left unſolicited. 
Aaron. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as Swallow lites, Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine Arms, We wall affltit the Emperour in his Pride. 
-| And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs Friencs : Tit, Now Maſters, draw, Oh well ſaid, Lucius : 
Come on you thick-lipt-ſlave, Vle bear you hence, Good Boy in Vireo's lap, give it Pallas. 
| For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts: 4 Mar. My Lord, I aim a Mile beyond the Moon. 
['le make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, Your Letter is with 7piter by this, | 
And feed on Curds, and Whay, and-ſuck the Goat, Tit, Na, ha, Publius, Publizs, what halt thou done ? 
And Eabin in a Cave, and bring you up See, ſee, thou haſt ſhor off one of Tauruss Horns. 
To be a Warriour, and command a Camp. LExit,| Aar. T his was the ſport, my Lord, when Publius ſhot, 


| T he Bull being galPd, gave ries ſuch a knock, 
Enter Titus, 1d Marcus, young Lucius, ard other Gentle- I hat down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
| men with Bows, and Titus bears the Arrows with Letters And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs Villain - 


on the end of them. She laugt”d, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his Maſter for a preſent. 
'Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinſmen, this is the way, 7, Why there it goes, God give your Lordſhip joy. 
Sir Boyz now let me ſce your Archery, : | 
Look ye draw home enough, and ?tis there ſtraight : Enter the Clown with a Basket and two Pid7tions, 
Terras Aſtraa reliquit, be you remembred, Marcus. » 
She's gone, ſhe's fled, Sirs, take you to your 1cols, Tit. News, News from Heaven. 
| | You, Couſins, ſhall go found the Ocean: _ Marcus, the Polt is come. 
And caſt your Nets, haply you may find her in the Sea, | Sirrah, what tydings, have you any Letters ? 
Yet there's as little Juſtice as at Land: Shall I have Jultice, what ſays Jupiter ? 
No Publius and Senpronins, you mult do it, Clow, Ho the Gibbert-maker, he ſays that he hath taken 
'Tis you muſt dig with Mattock and with Spade, them down again, for the Man muſt not be hang'd till the 
And pierce the inmolt Center of the Earth : next Week. 
Then when you come to Plato's Region, Tit, Tut, what ſays Juprrer, I ask thee ? 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, Clow, Alas, Sir, I know not Juprrer, 
Tell him it is for Juſtice, and for Aid, | never drank with him in all my Lite. 
And that it comes from old Arnd-onicns, Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungratcful Rome. Clow. I, of my Pidgeons, Sir, nothing elle. | 
Ah, Rome! Well, well, 1 made thee miſerable, Tit, Why, did'ſt thou not come from Heaven ? 
| W hat time I threw the Peoples Sulfrages Clow., From Heaven ? Alas, Sir, I never came there, 
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God forbid | ſhould be ſo bold to preſs ro Heaven in my Cow. Yea forfooth, and your Milterſhip b2 Emperial. 
young days. Why Iam going with my Pidgeons to the | 44. Empreis [ am, but yonder lits the Emperour. 
Tribunal Plebs, to take upa matcer of brawl, betwixt | Cl. ”Tis he: God aid Sair.t Stephen give you good-&en 
my Uncle, and one of the Emperials Men. [ have brought you a Letter, 21:4 a ccuple of Pidgcons here. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit ascan be to ſerve for your [ He reads the Lettcr, 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pidgcons to the Emp2- | Sar. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 
rour from you. Clow, How much Money muſt 1 have 2 : 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Em- 1am. Come, Sirrah, thou mutt ve bangd. 
perour with a Grace ? | _ Chow. Hang'd? by'r Lady, then 1 have brouzht vp a 

Clow.Nay,truly, Sir, I could never ſay Grace in all wy | Neck to a fur end. " -[ Exte. 
Life. Sat. Dcſpigktiul and intolerable wronzs, 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, Shall I endure th.s Monſtrous Villany 7 
But give your Pidgeons to the Empzrour. i know from whence this ſame device proceeds : 
By me thou ſhalt have Juſtice at his Hands. May this be bora ? As if his Trayterous Sons, 
Hold, hold, mean while here*s Money for thy Charges. I hat dy*d by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Give mea Pen and Ink. | 8 Have by my mcans been butcher*d wrongfully ? 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? Go, drag the Villain hicher by the Hair, 

Clow. I, Sir. - | Nor Age, nor Honour, [hall ſhape priviledze : 

| Tit. Then here isa Supplication for you, and when you | For this preud mock, Ple be thy Slayzhter-man : | 

come to him, at the firſt approach you mult kneel, rhen | Sly frantick wretch, that holp'it to make me great, 


| kiſs his Foot, then deliver up your Pidgeons, and then look | In hope thy ielf ſhould govern Fore and me. | 


for your reward. Ile be at hand;Sir, ſee you do it bravely. Enter Nuntius Amilins. 
Claw. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. Sat, What N -ws with thee, eEmilus ? 
Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a Knife ? Come let me ſce it. +l. Arm my Lords, Rome never had more cauſe, 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, | The Gubs have gather? head, and with a Power 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, Ot High reſolved men, bent to the po! 
And when thou halt given it the Emperour, L hey hither march amain, und.t .ouduct 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. Of Lucius, Sonto old Auaromens : 
Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. \W ho threats in courſe of this revenge to do 
Tit, Come, Marcus, let us go, Publius follow m2. As much as ever Corijolans did. 
[Excunt, | Sat, Is warlike Lacius Guueral of the Goths ? 
Enter Emperony and Empreſs, and her two Sons, the Emperony | Theſe tydings nip me, andI hang the head 
brings the Arrows in his hand, that Titus ſhot at hymn. As Flowers with Froſt, or Graſs beat down with Storms. 
Sat, Why Lords, I, now begin our ſorrows to approach, 
What wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſeen "Tis he the common people love ſo much, 
An Emperour in Kome thus over-born, My ſelf hath often heard them fay, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent (Whenl have walked like a private man) 
Of equal Juſtice, us*d in ſuch contempt ? That Zzcias baniſhment was wrongfully, 
My Lords, you know the mightful Gods, And they haye wilt?d, that Lucius were their Emperour. 
(However theſe diſturbers of our Peace Tem, Why ſhould you fear ? Isnot our City ſtrong ? 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paſt, Sat, I, but the Citizens favour Zucius, 
Bu. even with Law againſt the wilfull Sons And will revolt from ime, to ſuccour him. 
Ofold Azdrovicnus, And what and if | 41am. King, bz thy thoughts imperious like thy Name. 
His Sorrows have ſo over-wheln?d his Wits, Is the Sun dim'd, that Gnats do flic ia it ? 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, The Eagle ſutt-rs little Birds to ling, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterneſs ? And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
And now he writes to Heaven for his redreſs. Knowing that with the ſhadow of his Wings, 
See, heres to Jove, and this to Mercury, He can at plcature ſtint their melody. 
This to Apolly, this to the God of War - Even ſo may*lt chou, the giddy men of Rowe ; 
Sw:et ſcrowls toflie about the ſtreets of Rome : Then cheer thy ſpirir, for know, thou Emperour, 
- | What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, | will enchant the old Andromcons, 
| And blazoning our injuſtice every where ? With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous 
A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords? Than baits to fiſh, or honey ſtalks to ſheep, 
As who would ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 
But if live, his feigned Extaſies The other rotted with delicious Food. 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : King. But he will not intrcat his Son for us. 
But he and his ſhall know, that Juſtice lives Tam. If Tamora intreat him, then he will, 
In Satwninus health, whom if he ſleep, For 1 can ſmooth and fill his aged Ear 
He'll ſo awake, as he in fury ſhall With golden promitles, that were his Heart 
Cut off the proudſt Conſpirator that lives. Almoſt impregnable, his old cars deaf, 
Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, Yet ſhould both Ear and Heart obey my T ongue. 
Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, Go thou before to our Emballadour, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Tirus age, Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 
Tiveffects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, Of warlike Lzcins, and appoint the meeting. 
W hoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr*d his Hearty | Ang. eAmilins, do this mellage Honourably, 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, Andit he ſtand on Hoſtage for hts tatety, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt Bid him demand what pledge will plcale him beſt. 
For theſe contempts. Why thus ir ſhall become <Amil, Your bidding ſhall I co eif-ctually. [ Exit. 
High witted Tamora to gloſe with all : Tam, Now willl to that old Ararwcas, 
Bur Tt, 1 havetouch'd thee to the quick, And temper him with all the Art 1 have, 
Thy life-blood ont : if Aaron now be wile, To pluck praud LZucins from the warlike Goths, 
Then is all ſafe, the Anchor?s in the Port. And now, ſweet Emperour, be blith again, 
Enter Clown, And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 
How now. good Fellow, wouldit thon ſpeak with us ? Sat. Then go ſuccellantly and plead for him, [ Exit. 
Acts 
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Aitus umtas. 


Enter Lucius with an Army of Gothes, with Drum and 
: Souldters, 


Lu. Approved Warriours, and my faithful Friends, 
[ have received Letters from Great Rome, 
W hich ſignifies what hatethey bare their Emperour, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they are. 
Thercfore, great Lords, be as your Titles witneſs, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 

Goth, Brave lip, ſprung from the Great Andronicns, 
W hoſe Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whoſe high Exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt : 
Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou leaſt, 
Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Summers day, 
Led by their Maſter to the flowred Fields, 
And be ayeng?*d on curſed Tamora,. 

Omn, And as he faith, ſoſay we all with him. 

Ls. 1 humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a luſty Goth ? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in his arms, 


Goth. Renowned Lacins, from our Troops I ſtraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, 
Andasl earneſtly did fix mine Eye 
Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
[ heard a Child cry underneath a:wall : 
I made untothe noiſe, when ſoon I heard, 
' The crying Babe controlld with this diſcourſe : 
Peace, Tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe Brat thou art, 


| Had Nature lent thee but thy Mothers look, 


Villain, thou might'ſt have been an Emperour. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calt. 
Peace, Villain, peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I muſt bear thee to atrulty Gorh, 
W ho when he knows thou art the Empreſs Babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy Mothers ſake. 
' With this, my Weapon drawn I ruſht upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To uſe, as you think necdful of the Man. 

Lu. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 


—_—<— 


'| That robb*d Ardronicus of his good hand : 


This is the Pearl that pleas'd your Emprels's Eye, 
And here's the baſe Fruit of his burning Luſt. 
Say, wall-ey'd Slave, whither would'ſt thou convey 
Lim growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face ? 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? what deaf? no! Nota word ? 
A Halter, Souldjers, hang him on this Tree, 
And by his ſide his Fruit ot Baſtardy. 
Aaron, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal blood. 
Lu. Too like the Syre for ever being good. 
Firſt havg the Child, that he may ſee ir ſprall, 
A ſight to vex the Fathers Soul withal. 
| DAzron, Getmea Ladder, Lucius, ſave the Child, 
And bear it from meto the Empreſs: 
If thou do this, Vle ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear ; 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
Ple ſpeak no more : but Vengeance rot you all. 

Lu. Say on, and if itpleaſe me, which thou ſpeak'ſt 
Thy Child ſhall live, andI1 will ſee it Nouriſt”d. | 
Aaron. Andif it pleaſe thee ? why allure thee, Lucius, 
"Twill vex thy Soul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak : 

For | mult talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Mallacres, 


— 


Acts of Black-night, abominable Deeds, 
Complots of Michief, Treaſon, Villznies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoully perfor md, 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou ſwear tome my Child ſhall live. 
Lu. Tellon thy mind, 
| ſay thy Child ſhall live. 
Aaron. Swear that he ſhall, and then I will begin. 
Lu. Who ſhould I ſwear by ? 
Thou believeſt no God, 
That granted, how can'ſt thou believe an Oath ? 
Aaron. What if I do not, as indeed 1 do nor, 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haſt athing within thee calPd Conſcience, 
With gwenty Popiſh tricks and Ceremonics, 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve: 
Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that I know 
An Idiot holds his Bauble for a God, 
And keeps the Oath, which by that God he ſwears, 
To that Vle urge him: therefore thon ſhalt vow 
By that ſame God, what God ſo ere it be 
TT hat thou adoreſt and haſt in reverence, 
Toſave my Boy, nouriſh and bring him up, 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 
Lu. Even by my GodlI twear to thee, I will. 
Aaron. Firſt know thou, 
I begot him on thy Empreſs. 
£1, Oh molt infatiarte luxurious Woman /? 
Aaron, Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of Charity, 
To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon, 
* I was her two Sons that murdered Baſſianus, 
They cut thy Siſters Tongue, and Raviſht her, 


| Azd cut her Hands off, and trimm'd her as thou ſawlt. 


Lu. Oh deteſtable Villain / 
CalPſt thou that trimming ? 
Aaron. Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trimm'd, 
And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 
Lu, Oh barbarous beaſtly Villains like thy ſelt ! 
Aaron. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inſtruct them, 
That Codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 
As ſurea Card, as ever won the Set : 
That bloody mind I think they learn'd of me, 
As true a Dog as ever fought at Head. 
Well, let my Deeds be witneſs of my worth : 
I train*d thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Baſſramus lay : 
[ wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the Queen, and her two Sons, 
And what not done that thou haſt cauſetorye, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of Miſchief in it. 
| plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, 
And almolt broke my Heart with extream laughter. 
| pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 
When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 
Beheld his Tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, 
That both mine Eyes were rainy like to his ; 
And when I told the.Empreſs of this ſport, 
She ſwooned almolt at my pleaſing Tale, 
And for my tydings, gave me twenty killes. 
Goth, What canlt thou fay all this, and never bluſh ? 
Aaron. I, like a black Dog, as the ſaying is. 
Lu, Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous decds ? 
. Aaron, |, thatI had notdone a thouſand more. 
Even now lI curſe the day, and yet I think 
Few come within the compals of my Curle, 
Wherein 1 did nor ſome Notorious ill, 
As kill a Man, orelſe deviſe his death, 
Raviſh a Maid, or plot the way to do ir, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear my elf, 
Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, 
Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, 
Set Fire on Barns ard Hay-ltacks in the night, 


And | 
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And bid the Owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have t digg?d up dead men from their Graves, 
And ſet them vpright at their dear Friends Doors, 
Even when their forrow almoſt was forgor, 
And on their Skins, ason the Barque of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your ſorrow dye, though | am dead. 
Tur, 1 have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that 1 cannot do ten thouſand more. 

Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he mult not dye 
So ſiwcet a death, as Hanging, preſently. 

Aaron, 1f there be Devils, would 1 were a Devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting Fire, 
S | might have your company in Het], 
Bur to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 

Luc. Sirs, {top his Mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 


Enter Amilius. 

Goth, My Lord, there is a Meſſenger from Rome 
Delires to be admittcd to your Preſence. 

Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, e/Amlizs, what's the News from Rome ? 

e/E11, Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Goth:, 
The Roman Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underſtands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parly at your Fathers Houſe, 
Willing, you-to demand your Hoſtages, * 
And they ſhall be immediately delivercd. 

Goth, What ſays our General? 

Luc. eAmilins, let the Emperour give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle Afarcus, 
And we will come : March away. 


A 


[ Exennt. 


Entcr Tamora, and her two Sons diſous'd. 


Tam, Thus in this ſtrange and ſad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with Andronicns, 
And fay, 1am Revenge ſent from below, 
To joyn with him and right his heinons Wrongs: 
Knock at his Study where they ſay he keeps, 
To ruminate itrange Plots of dire Revenge, 
T<ll him Revenge is come to joyn with him, 
And work Confuſion on his Encmies. 
They knock, and Titus opens his Study Door. 
Tit. Who doth moleſt my Contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That ſo my ſad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effect ? 
You are deceiv?d,. for what I mean to do, 
Sec here in bloody Lines I have ſet down : 
And what 1s written ſhall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, 1 am come to talk with thee. 
Tit, Nonota word : how can 1 grace my talk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it Attion ? 
Thou halt the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam, If thou diU!t know me, 
Thou wonld*tt talk with me. 
1it; lam not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Wirnels this wretched ſtump, 
Wirnels theſe Crimſon lines, 
Wirneſs theſe Trenches madeby grief and care, 
Wirnels the tyring Day, and heavy Night, 
Witneſs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſs, mighty 7 amor : 
ls not thy coming for my other Hand ? 
Tum. Know thov, ſad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and-1 thy Friend, 
[| am Revenge, ſent from'the infernal Kingdom, 
Toeale the gnawing Vulture of thy mind : 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy Foes: 
' Come down and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
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There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
No valt Obſcurity or Miſty Vale, 
\Vhere bloody Murther or dereited Rape, 
Can couch for tear, but 1 will ſind them our, 
Aud in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake. 
lit. Art thou Revenge ? andart thou ſent to me, 
To be a tormciit co mine Enemies ? 
[:im, 1am, thcrefore come down and welcome mz. 
Tit, Do me {ome Service, rel come to the>: 
Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder itands, 
Now give forme ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tcar them on thy Chariot vv heels, 
And then I'le come and be thy Wazgoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the Globes. 
Provide thee two proper Paltfries, black as Jet, 
Fo hale thy vengeful Waggon ſwift away, 
And {ind out Murder inthcir guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 
| will ciſmouat, and by the Waggon wheel 
Trot like a Servile Footman all day long, 
Even from Hyper109”5 rifing in the Eaſt, 
Until his very downfall in the Sea. 
And day by-day Ple do this heavy task, 
| So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
[.m, Theſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
1ir. Are they thy Miniſters, what are they calPd ? 
Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 
Ti. Good Lord, howlike the Empreſs Sons they are, 
And you the Empreſs : But we Worldly men, 
Have miſerable mad mittaking Eyes: 
Oh, ſweet Revenge, now do 1 come to thee, 
And it one Arms imbracement will content thee, 
[ will imbrace thce in it by and by. 
Tam, This cloling with him fits his Lunacy, 
What cre 1 forge to feed his brain-ſick fits, 
Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speeches, 
For now he firmly takes me tor:Revenge, 
And being credulous in this mad thought, 
Ple make him ſend for L«c:us his Son, 
And whiPitI at a Banquet hold him ſure, 
Ple find ſome cunning Practice cur of Hand 
Fo ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 
Or art the lealt, make them his Egemies: 
| Sce here he comes, and 1 muſt play my Theam. 
[it. Long have l been forlorn, and all for thee, 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my wofal Houſe, 
Rapive and Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Emprets, and her Sons you are, 
Well are you frtted, had you but. a Moor, 
Could not all Hell afford you ſfach a Devil? 
| For well I wote the Emprets never wage, 
But in her Company there 1s a Moor ; 
And would you repreſent our Queen aright 
[t were convenient you had fuch a Devil - 
But welcome as you are, what thall we do ? 
Tam, W hat wouldlt thou have ns do, Anzaronicas ? 
Dem. Shew mc a Murtherer, Ple deal with him. 
Chir, Shew mea Villain, that hath done a Rape, 
| And I am ſent to be reveng'd on. him. 
| Tm, Shewme a Thouſand that have done thee Wrong, 
' And I will be revenged on themati. $ 
| Tit. Look reund about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
| And when thou find'ſt a Man thats like thy felt, 
Good Murder, ſtab him, hes a Murtherer. 
Go thou with him, and when it 1s thy hap 
To hind another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, ſtab him, he is a-Raviſher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor, 
\Vell may'it choa know her by thrown proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth relemble thee, 
I pray thee do on them ſome-violent death, 
| *Ddd 
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They have been violent to me and mine. 
7.4m, Well haſt thou leſlon'd us, this ſhall we do. 


| But would it plaſe thee, good Andronicus, 


To ſend for Luci thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towards Kome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houle. 
Vhen he is here, evenat thy ſolemn Feaſt, 
I will bring in the Empreſs and her Sons, 
The Emperour himſelf, and all thy Foes, 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 


| And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart : 


W hat ſays Anaronicus to this deviſe ? 
Enter Marcus. 

Tit, Marcis, my Brother, *tis ſad Tirws calls, 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy Nephew Zucs, 
Thou ſhalt enquire him ont among the Ceths, 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Goths, 

Bid him encawp his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Emperour and the Empreſs too, 

| Feaſts at my Houſe, and he ſhall Fealt with them ; 
This do thou for my love, and ſo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

Mar, This will 1 do, . and ſoon return again. 
| Tam. Now willI hence about thy buſineſs, 
And take my Minilters along with me. ; 

Tit, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 
Or elſe Ple call my Brother back again, 

And clcave to no revenge but Zncns. 

Tam, What fay you, Boys, will you bide with him, 
W hiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperour, 

How I have govern'd our determined jeſt ? _ 
Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 
And tarry with him till I turn again. 

Tit. 1 kzow them all, though they ſuppoſe me mad, 
And will o're-reach them in their own deviſes, 

A pair of curſed Hell-hounds, and their Dam. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 

Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 
To lay a Complat to betray thy Foes. 

Tir. I know thou doſt, and ſwect Revenge, farewel. 

Ch;. Tell us, Old Man, how ſhall we be employ*d * 

Tir. Tur, 1 have work enough for you to do, 

Publixs come hither, Cars, and YValemine. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

T:r, Know you theſe two ? 

Pub. Lhe Empreſs Sons 
| take them, Chiron, Demetrius, 

_ Tit. Fie, Publins, fie, thou art too much deceiy*d, 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's Name, 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 

C-jus, and Vakntne, lay hands on them, 

Oft have-you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 

And now l find it, therefore bind them fare. 

Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreſs Sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. 
Stop cloſe their Mouths, letthem not ſpeak a word. 

Is he ſure bound? look that ye bind them falt. [| Exenrr. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with 4 Knife, and Lavinia with 
a Baſon. 


Tit, Come, come, Levinzs; look, thy Focs are bound ; 
Sirs, ſtop their Mouths, let them not ſpcak to me, 
But let themthear what fearful words | utter. 
Oh Villains, Chirm, and Demerrins, 
Here ſtands the Spring whom you have ſtain'd with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt, 
You killd her Hasband, and for that vile fault, 
Two of-her Brothers were condemn'*d to death, 
My Hand cut off, and made a merry jelt, 
Both her fweer Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 


"Than Hands or Tongue, her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 


Ichumane Traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc*d. 


W hat would you fay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains, for ſhame you could not beg for Grace: 
Heark Wretches, how | mean to Martyr you, 
This one Hand yet is leſt tocut your Throats, 
WhiPI|t that Zavinia *ween her itumps doth hold, 
The Baſon thatreceives your guilty Blood. 
You know your Mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Heark Villains, I will grind your Bones to Duſt, 
And with your Blood and it le make a Paſte, 
And of the Paſtca Collin will I rear, 
And make two Palties of your ſhameful heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth ſwallow her own Increaſe. 
This is the Feaſt that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on, 
For worſe than Ph:lomel you uPd my Daughter, 
And worlſe than 7rogne, I will be reveng?d, 
And now prepare your Throats : Lavinia come, 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me gogrind their Bones to Powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it, 
And in that Paſte let their wild heads be bakd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this Banquet, which | wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaurs Feaſt. 

: [He cuts their Throats, 
So now bring them in, for Ple play the Cook, 


And ſee them ready *gainſt the Mother comes. [Exeunt. 


* Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goghs, 


| Luc, Uncle Marcus, ſince tis my Fathers mind 
That 1 repair to Kome, I am content. 
Goth. And ours with thine, befal what Fortune will. 
Zxc. Good Uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This Ravenous Tiger, this accurſed Devil, 
Let him receive no ſultenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the Emperours Face, 
For teſtimony of his foul proceedings. 
And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
[ tear the Emperour means no good to us. 
Aaron. Some Devil whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 
And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
The Venemous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. 
| Luc... Away, Inhumane Dog, Unhallowed Slave, 
Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in, [Flouriſh, 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand. 


Enter Emperour and Empreſs, with 


Sound Trumpets. 
Tribunes and others. 


Sat, What hath the Firmament more Suns than one ? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felt a Sun ? 
Mar. Romes Emperour and Nephew break the Parly, 
Theſe Quarrels mult be quietly debated, 
The Fealt is ready which the careful 7 #5 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 
Satur, Marcus, we will. { Hoboys, 


A Table brought in, Fnter Titus. like 4 Cook, placing the 
meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a Veil over ber Face, 


Titus, Welcome, my gracious Lord, 

Welcome, Dread Queen, | 

Welcome, ye Warlike Goths,welcome Zucius, 

And welcome all : although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your Stomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat, Why art thou thus attir*d, Andromcus ? 
Tit, Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 

To entertain your Highneſs, and your Empreſs. 
Tam, Weare bcholding to you, good Ardronicus. 


Ti. 
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Tit, And if your Highneſs knevy my Heart, you were : 
My Lord, the Emperour, reſolve me this, 
Was it well done of raſh Yirginas, 
To ſlay his Daughter with his own Right-hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain'd, and deflour?d ? 
Satur. It was, Andronicus, 
Tit. Your Reaſon, Mighty Lord ?* | 
Sat. Becauſe the Girl ſhould not ſirvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſenceſtill renew his ſorrows. 
Tit, A Reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeftual, 
A pattern, preſident, and lively warrant, 
For me (molt wretched) to perform the like : 
' Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
* And with thy ſhame thy Fathers ſorrow dye. 


Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit. KilPd her for whom my tcars have made me blind. 

I am as woful as Virginins was, 

And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he. 

Sat. What, was ſhe raviſht ? tell, who did the deed ? 
Tit, WiPt pleaſe you cat, 

WiPt pleaſeyour Highneſs feed ? | 
Tam, Why haſt thou ſlain thine onely Daughter thus : 
Tit. Not, *twas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They raviſht her, and cut away her Tongue, 

And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

' Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 

. Tit, Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 

Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, 

Eating the Fleſh that ſhe her ſelf hath bred. | 

"Tis true, *tis true, witneſs my Knives ſharp point. 

[ He ſtabs the Empreſs. 

Sat. Dye, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. +: 7 

Lac. Can the Sons Eyes, behold his Father blecd ? _ 

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. *« >-r 

Mar. You ſad-facd Men, People, and Sons of Rome, 

By uprore ſever'd like a flight of Fowl, 

Scatter*d by winds and high tempeſtuous gults, 

Oh let me teach you how, to knit again 

This ſcattred Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 

Thoſe broken limbs again into one Body. 

Goth. Let Rome her ſelfbe baneunto her ſelf, 

And ſhe whom mighty Kingdoms curthie to, 

Like a forlorn and deſperate caſtaway, 

Do ſhameful execution on her ſelf. 

Mar. But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 

Grave Witneſles of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speak, Rome?s dear friend, avgerit our Anceſtor, 

W hen with his Solemn Tongue he did diſcourſe 

To Love-ſick Didoes ſad attending Ear, 

The ſtory of that baleful burning Night, 

W hen ſubtile Greeks ſurpriz'd King Prian”s Troy: 

Tell us what Sino» hath bewitch*d our Ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal Engine 1n, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. 

My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel, 

Nor can [ utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 

And break my very utterance, even i the time 

When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 

Lending your kind Hand, Commiſcration. 

Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale. 

Your Hearts will throband weep to hear him ſpeak. 

Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 

For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 

Our Fathers tears deſpis'd, and baſely couzend 

Of that true Hand, that fought Rome?s Quarrel out, 

And ſent her Enemies unto the Grave. 

Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly baniſhed, _ 

The Gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 


[ He kills her. 


———— 


OO 


To beg relief among Rame*s Enemies, 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true Tears, 
And op*d their. Arms to imbrace me as a Friend : 
And 1 am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſery%d her welfare in my Blood, 
And from her boſom took the Enemies point, 
>heathing the Steel in my adventrous Body, 
Alas, you know, I am no Vaunter, 1, 
My ſcars can witneſs, dumbalthough they are, 
That my reporr is juſt and full of truth: 
But ſoft, methinks I do digreſs too much, 
Citing my worthleſs praiſe: Oh pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by, Men praiſe themſelves. 
Aar. Noi is my turn to ſpeak : Behold this Child 
Of this was 7.mora delivered, ; 
The iſlue of an Irreligious Advor, 
Chicf Archiret and plotter of theſe woes, 
The Villain isalive in T»#gs Houſe, 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge what cauſe had Titus to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt Patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Romar:; / 
Have we Cone ought amiſs ? ſhew us, wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronicus, 
Will Hand in Hand all headlong calt us down, 
And oa the ragged Stones beat torth our Brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our Houſe ; 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand Lvcins and 1 will fall. 
eEmil;, Come, come, thou reveren'd Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy Hand, 
Zucius our Emperour : For well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it ſhall be ſo. 
Mar. Lncizs, all hail, Komes Royal Emperour, 
Go, gointo Old Tit«s's ſorrowful Houſe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Aoor, 
To be adjudg'd ſome direful flaughtering death, 


As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 

Lucins, all hail to Rome*s gracious Governour. 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Komans, may | govern ſo, 
To heal Romes harms, and wipe away her woe. 

But, gentle People, give me aima-while, 

Fo Nature puts me to a heavy task ; 

Stand all aloof, but, Uncle, draw you near 

To ſhed obſequious Tears upon this Trunk : 

Oh take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold Lips, 

Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy Blood-ſtaind Face, 
The laſt rrue Dutics of thy Nobie Son. 

Mar. A tear for tcar, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy Brother Marcss tenders on thy Lips : 

O werethe ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 

Countleſs and infinite, yet wouldI pay them. 

Luc. Come hither, Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To mclt in ſhowers : thy Grandfire lov'd thee well, 
Many a time he danC'd thee on his Knee: 

Sung thee atleep, his loving Breaſt, thy Pillow : 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thine Infancy : 

In that reſpect then, like a loving Child, 

Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becauſe kind Nature doth require it ſo : 

Friends ſhould aſlociate Friends, in Grief and Woe ; 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the Grave, 

Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grandfire, Grandhre : even with all my Heart 
Would 1 were Dead, fo youdid live again. 

O Lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping, 

My tears will choke me, if 1 ope my mouth. 

Romans, You ſad Andronici, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable Wretch 
'That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Lac. Set him breaſt deep in Earth, and famiſh him : 


| 
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Therelet bim ſtand, and rave, and cry for Food : 
If any one relievcs, or pities hum, 
For the offence, hedics. This is our doom : 
Some ſtay, to ſee him faſtned in the Earth. 
Aaron. © why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? 
[ am no Baby, 1; that with baſe Praycrs 
[ ſhould repent the Evils 1 have done. 
Ten thouſand worſe than ever yetl did, 
Would I perforarait 1 might have my Will : 
If one good Deed in all my life Idid, 
L do repeut ir from any very Soul. 
Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperour hence, 


| And give him burtal-an his Fathers Grave. 
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My Father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument ; 
As for that heynous Tyger Tamora, 


No funeral Rite, nor Manin mournful Weeds, 


No mourgful Bell ſhall ring her Burial : 


But throw her forth to Beaſts and Birds of Prey : 
Her Life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of pity, 


And being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 


See Juſtice done on Aaron that damn*d Moor, 
From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning : 


Then afcerwards, to Order well the Stare, 
That like events may nere it ruinate. 
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SAamp. 


Therefo1 


the Hoaſe 


Enter Sampſon a»d Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, of| 


Greg. But thon art not quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 
Samp. A Dog of the Honte of A011 ague moves me. 
Greg. To move, is toftir : and to be valiant; is to ſtand: 


Samp. A Dog oi that Houſe ſhall move me to ſtand : 
I will take the Wall of any Man or Maid of Motrague*s. 
Greg. That ſhews thee weak, Slave, for the weakeſt goes 


to the Wall. 


Sarp. Tis all one, I will ſhew my ſelf a Tyrant: when 
I have fought with the Men, I will be civil with the 
Maids, and cut off their Heads. 

Greg, The Heads of the Maids ? tek 

San;p. 1, the Heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what ſenſe thon wilt. : 

Greo. They muſt take it in ſenſe that feel it. 

Samp. Me they ſhall feel while I am able to ſtand : 

And *tis known 1 am a pretty piece of Fleſh. 

Greg. ?Tis well thou art not Fiſh : if thou had'ſt, thou 
had'ſt been Poor John. Drawthy Tool, here comes of 


Samp. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I willback thee. 
Gre t_ ? Turn thy back and fun? 4 
Samp. Fear me not. | 
Greg. No, marry : I fear thee. {1 Cop. 
Samp. Let us take the Law of our ſides : let them begin. 
Gre, { will frown as1 pafs by,& let them take 1t as they liſt. 


the Hewſe of Capulet. 


I ſtrike quickly, being mod. 


Samp. Nay, as they dare. I will bite 
which 15a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. 
Abrx. Do you bite your Thiumbat us; Sir ? 
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Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir ? 
Aora. Quarrel, Sir ? no, Sir. 
Sam, If 'you do, Sir, 
Man as you. 


e, if thou art mov?d, thou runtlt away. Abra. No betrer ? 


of the AMonnt ages. 


Enter two other Servinomen, 


Sam, Well, Sir. 


Enter Benvolio. 


Samp. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeſt | Gy. Say better :here comes one of my Maſters kiaſmen 
Veſſels, are ever thruſt to the Wall: therefore 1 will puſh| S-, Yes, better. 4 
Monrtagie?s Men from the Wall, and thruſt his Maids to _ You Lye. 
the Wall. am, Draw if you be Men. Gregory, remember 
Greo, The Quarrel is between our Maſters , and us| waſhing blow. "yy [They fighs. 
their Men. | Gen, Part, Fools, put up your Swords, you know not 


what you do, 


Enter Tybalt. 


Tyb. What art thou drawn, among theſe heartle& 
Hinds ? Turn thee, Bemvolio, look upon thy death. 


Ben, 1 do but keep the Peace, pur up thy Sword, 
Or _ it to part theſe men with me. 

DLC 
As | hate Hell, all Monntagnes, and thee : 
Have at thce, Coward. [Fighr. 


What draw, and talk of Peace ? I hate the word 


Enter three or four Citizens with Clubs, 


Offic. Clubs, Bills, 2nd Partiſans, ſtrike, beat themdown, 
Down with the Capmlcrs, down with the Afounrogues, 


Enter Old Capulet in his Gown, and his Wife, 
What noiſe is this * Give me my long Sword, ho ? 


Wife, A Crutch, a Crutch: why call you fora Sword ? 
Cap. 


- DG09 


I am for you, I ſerve asgood a | 


ny Thumb at them, | 


Samy for. Sam. 1 do bite my thumb, Sir. 
i ory, a'my word wel not carry Coals. Abra." Do you bire your thumb at os, Sir ? 
- * Greg, No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. Sam, 1s the Law of our Iide, if 1 fay 1? 
| Samp. 1 mean, if we bein choter, wel draw. Greg. Noi | 
Greg. 1, while you live, draw your Neck out Sam. No, Sir, Fdo 'not bite my thurb at you, Sir : but} 
o'th' Collar. I bite my Thumb, Sir. 


| 


| 
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_— The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


XL Thiicuriſhes bis Blade in 4 pighr of me. 


Enter Old Mountague, and his Wife. 


A #4our, Thou Villain, Capalcr, Hold me not, let me £0. 


2 Wife. Thou ſhalt not ſtir a foot to ſeek a Foe. 
ce Eskgles with Vis Thin, 


Enemiesfto Peace, 
r-ſtaiged Steel, 6” 
Mett, you Beaſts; 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, | 
With purple Fountains iſſuing trom your Vens : 

On pain ot Torture from theſe bloody hands, 
Throw your miſtemper*d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your mov<cd Prince. 
Three civil Broils\ bred of an Aferyworg”! 

By thee, old Capulet; q Montague, = 

Have thrice diſturb*dThe quiet of our Streets, 

And made Yerona's ancient Citizens 

Caſt by their grave beſeeming Ornaments, 

To weild old Partizans, in hands as old, _ 
Cankred with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate, 
If ever you diſturb our Streets again, 1: ::1. 3b 
Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the Peace. 


} _ OR ——_ _— — 


You, Capuler, ſhall go along with me; 


* | And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 


To know'our Fathges; pleaſure in this galcy cn 
To old Free-towhy;@ur,.common Judgment-place : | -. 
Once more, on, pain-of death,” all, men depart. | [Ext . 


| Moun, Who ſet this ancient Quatrel new. abroach ? 


Speak, Nephew, were you by when it began f 
Ben. Here were the S2rvants of your adverſary, 

And yours, cloſe fighting ere I did approach, 

| drew to part them, in the-initang came - *- 

The fiery 7:balr, with his ſword prepar'd, ., 

Which as he breathd defiance to amy Ears, 

He ſwong about his Head, and cut the Winds, 

Who nothing hurt withall, hiſ?d him in ſcorn, | 


| While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, , 


Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 
Wife. O where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day ? 
Right glad am 1, he was not at this Fray. 
Ben. Mitam, an hour before the worſhipp'd Sun 


| | Pcer'd forth the golden window of the Ealt, 


A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad, 

W here underncath the grove of Sycamour, 

That Weſt-ward rooteth front this City ide, 

So early walking did I ſee your Son 3 

Tewards him 1 made, but he was-ware of me, 

And ſtole into the Covert of the Wood ; 

[1 meaſuring his Aﬀections by my own, _ 

W hich then moſt ſought, where molt might not be found, 

Being one too many by my weary ſclf, 

Purſued my Honour, not purſuing his, 

And gladly ſhun*d,, who gladly ticd from me. 
Att, Many a morning hath he there been ſcens 


! With tears augmenting the freſh morning Dew, 


| Adding to Clouds, more Clouds with his deep highs, 
| «#1 all ſo ſoon asthe all-cheering Sun, 
Should in the fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw 
The ihady Curtains from Aurora's Bed, 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy Son, 
And-private in his Chamber pens himſelt, 
| Shutsup his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, 
And makes bimſclf an artificial Night: 


} Black and portentous muſt this humour prove, 


Unleſs good Counſel may the Cauſe remove. 
' $:n, My Noble Uncle, do you know the Cauſe ? 
Aon, | neither know it, nor can learnof him. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means ? 


b 


Moun, Both my ſelf,” and many other Friends, 
But he his own afteCtions Counſellor, 
Is to himſelf (I will not fay how true) 
Bur to himſelf fo ſecret and ſocloſe, 
So far from ſounding and diſcovery, 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
E're he can ſpread his ſweet Leaves tg the Air, 
Or dedicate his Beauty to thefame, | — 
Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows grow, 
We would as witingly give cure, as know. 

, a” x 

Enter Romeo. 


; Ben. See where he comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 

Ple know his grievance, or be much deny'd. 
own, I would thou wert fo happy by thy ſtay, 

To hear true Shrift. Come, Madam, let's away. [Exewnt. | 
Zen. Good morrow, "Coulin, | | 
Kom. |s the day ſo young ? 

Ben. But new ſtrook nine.” li 

Kom. Ay me, ſad hours ſeem long : | 

Was that my Father that went hence o faſt ? 

Zen, It was, what ſadneſs lengthens Romeos hours ? 

Ko, Not having that, which having, makes them ſhort. 

Ben. In love. 

Rom, Out, 

Ben, Of Love. 

Kom. Out of her favour, where I am in Love. 

Gen, Alas that Love ſo gentle in his view, 

Should be fo Tyrannous and rough in proof. 

Rom. Alas, that Love, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Should without Eyes, ſee path-ways to his will : 
Where ſhall wedine? O me : what fray was here? | 
Yettell me not, for I haye heard it all : 

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : 

Why then, O brawling Loye, O loving Hate, | 

O any thgng of nothing firſt create : 

O heavy lightneſs, ſerious Vanity, 

Miſhapen Chaos of well-ſeeming forms, 

Feather of Lead, bright Smoke, cold Fire, ſick Health, | 

Still-waking Sleep, that is not what it is : 

This Love feel 1, that feel no Love in this. 

Dolt thou not laugh ? 

Gen, No, Couz, I rather weep. 

Rom, Good Heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good Hearts oppreſſion. | , 

Rom. Why luch is loves tranſgreſlion. | 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breaſt, 

W hich thou'wilt propagate to have it prelt 

V Vith more of thine, this Love that thou haſt ſhewn, 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 

Love 1s a ſmoke made of the fume of lighs, 

Being purg'd, a fire ſparling in Lovers Eyes, 

Being vext, a Sea nouriſh'd with loving tears, 

VVhatis itelſe? amadneſs moſt diſcreet, 

A choaking gall, and a preſcrving ſweet : 

Farewcl my CTouz. 

Gen. Soft, 1 will goalong. 

And if you leave me ſo, you do me wrong. 

Kom. But I havegloit my ſelf, 1 am not here, 

This 1s not Romeo, hes ſome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in ſadneſs, who is that you love ? 

Rom. V V hat ſhall I grone and tell thee ? 

Ben, Grone? why no : but ſadly tell mz, who. 

Rom. Aſick man in good ſadneſs makes his will : 
9, word ll urg'd to one that is ſoill : 

In ſadnels, Confin, Ido loyea woman. 

Ben. 1 aim'd ſo near, when 1 fuppos'd you lov'd. ; 

Rom, Artight good Marks-man, and ſhe's fair I love, 

Ben, Aright fair mark, fair Couz, is ſooneſt hit. 

Rom, V'Vell in that hit you miſs, ſhe*l not be hir 
V Vith Cupids Arrow, ſhe hath Dzans wit : 

And in {trong proof of Chaſtity well arard : 

From Loves weak childiſhBow, ſhe lives uncharm?d. 
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Tie Tragrdy of Romeo and Juliet: 


Sh2 will not ſtay the Siege of Loving terms, 
Nor bide th incounter of aſlailing Eyes, 
Nor ope her Lap to Saint-ſeducing Gold : 
O ſhe 1s rich in Beauty, only poor, 
Thar when ſhe dies, with Bcauty dies her ſtore. 
Ben, Then ſhe hath ſworn, that ſhe will ſtill live chaſte ? 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge walte ? 
For Beauty ſtarv*d with her ſeverity, 
Curs Beauty off from all poſterity. 
She is too fair, too wiſe, wiſely-too fair, 
| To merit bliſs by making me deſpair : 
She hath forſworn ro love, and in that Vow 
Do 1 live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben. BeruPd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how | ſhould forget to think. 
| Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 
Examing other Beauties. 
Ro.” Tis the way to call hers (exqu'ſite)in queſtion more. 
Thoſe happy Masks that kiſs fair Ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair : 
He thart is ſtrucken blind cannot forget 
' The precious Treaſure of his Eye-ſight loſt: 
Shew me a Miſtreſs that is paſling fair : 
W hat doth her Beauty ſerve but as a Note, 
| Where | may read who paſt that palling fair. - 
 Farewel, thou cawft not tcach me to forget. 
Ben.\*le pay that doctrine, or clſe dic in debt. [Exewrr. 


Enter Capulet, County Paris, and the Clown, 


Caps. Meountague is bound as well as'l, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I think, 
For Men ſo old as we to keep the Peace. 
Par. Of honourable reckning are you both, 
And pity *tis you liv'd at odds fo long : _ 
But now, my Lord, what ſay youto my ſuit ? 
Cp. But ſaying o're what have ſaid before, 
My Cuild is yet a ſtranger in the World, 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
Ee we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 
Par. Younger than ſhe, are happy Mothers made. 
. Cap. And too ſoon marr*d are thoſe ſo early made: 
Earth up hath ſwallowed all my hopes bur ſhe, 
She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 


þ "EY 


But wooe her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 


. Mywillto her conſent, is but a part, 


And ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice, 

Lies my conſent, and fair according voice : 

This night I hold an old accuſtonyd Fealt, 

W hereto I have invited many a Gueſt, 

Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, 

One more, moſt welcome makes my number more : 

At my poor Houſe, look to behold this night, | 

Earth-treading Stars, that make dark Heaven light, 

Such comfort as do luſty young Men feel, 

When well apparelPd 4pri/ on the heel = 

Of limping Winter treads, even ſuch delight 

Among freſh Female buds ſhall you this night 

Inherit at my Houſe : hear all, all ſee: 

And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be : 

W hich one more view, of many, mine being one, 

May ſtand in number, though in recFning none. 

Come, go with me : go, firrah, trudge about, 

Through fair Yerona, find thoſe Perſons out, 

W hoſe Names are written there, and to them ſay, | 

My Houſe and Welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay. [ Ex. 
Ser. Find them out whoſe Names are written. Here 1t 

is written, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his 

Yard, and the Tayler with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his 

Penſil, and the Painter with his Nets, Buc I am ſent to 

find thoſe perſons whoſe Names are writ, and can never 

fnd what Names the writing perſon hach here writ, (l 

mult to the Learned) in good time, 


Entey Benvolio, and Romeo, 


Ben. Tut man, one Fire burns out anothers burning, 

One pain is leſs ned by anothers anguiſh : 

Turn giddy, and be holpby backward turning : 

One deſperate grief Cures with anothers languiſh : 

Take thou ſome new infection to the Eye, 

And the rank Poyſen of the old will die. 

Kom, Your Plantan leaf is excellent for that. 

ben, For what, 1 pray thee ? 

Kom. For your brokers hin. 

Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Kom, Not mad, but bound more than a Ma& man is; 

Shut up in Priſon, kept without my Food, 

Whip and tormented : and Good-&en, good Fellow. 
Ser; God g? Gocd-e&en, I pray, Sir, can you read ? 
Kom. 1, mine own Fortune in my miſery. 

Ser. Pcrhaps you have learn'd it without Book : 

Bur, I pray, can you read any thing you ſee ? 

Rom, 1, if 1 know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser, Ye ſay honeſtly, reſt you merry. 
Rom. Stay Fellow, I can read. 


Hereads the Letter. 
Ergneur Martinogand his Wife and Daughter : County An- 
lelm and his Beauteons Siſters : the Lady Widow of V itru- 
vio, Sezzneur Placentio, and his lovely Nieces : Mercutio and 
his Brother Valentine, mine Uncle Capulet, his Wife and 
Daughters : my fair Niece Roſaline, Livia, Seignenr Valen- 
tio, and his Couſm Tybalt : Lucio, and the lrvely Helena. 


A fair Aſſembly, whither ſhouid they come ? 

Ser. Up. 
Rom. Whither ? to Su ? 
Ser. Toour Houſe. you” 
Rom, Whoſe Houſe ? 
Ser, My Maſters. 
Rom, Indeed | ſhould have askt you that before. 
Ser, Now VPle tell you without asking. My Maſter is 
the great rich Capuler, and if you be not of the houſe of 
Mountagues, 1 pray come and cruſha cup of Wine. Reſt 
you merry. [ Exit, 
Ben, At this ſame ancient Feaſt of Capwlers, 
Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou ſo loveſt :_ 
With all the admired Beauties of Yerona, 
Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare her Face with ſome tha: I ſhall ſhew, 
And | will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 
Rom, When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Mairtains ſuch falſe-hood, then turn Tears to Fire : 
And thele who often drown'd could never die, 
Tranſparent Hereticks be burnt for Liers. 
One fairer than my Love ! the all-ſceing Sun 
NOre ſaw her Match, ſince firſt the World begun. 

Ben, Tur, tur, you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Her ſelf poys'd with her ſelf in either Eye : 
Burt in that Cryltal ſcales, letthere be weigh'd, 
Your Ladies love againſt ſome other Maid, 
That I will ſhew you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 
And (h-11 ſhew ſcant well, that now ſhews beſt. 
Rom. Ple go along, no ſuch {ight to be ſhewn, 
But to rejoice in ſplendor of mine own. 


Enter Capulet's Wife, and Nurſe. 


Hife.Nurſe,wheres my Daughter ? call her forth to me. 
Nurſe. Now by my Maiden-head, at twelve years old 
| bad her come, what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girl 2 what, Fader ? 
Enter Juliet, 
- Fuliet, How now, who calls ? 
Nurſe. Your Mother. 


| Juliet, Madam, 1 am here, what is your will ? 
Wiſe 
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azedy-of Romeo and Juliet. 


Wife. This is the matter : Nurſe, give leave a while, we 
muſt talk in ſecret. Nunſe, come-back again, I have remem- 
bred me, thou'ſe hear my Counſel : Thou knowelt my 
Deaghar).of a pretty age. 

urſe. Faith | can tell her age unto. an hour. 
Wife. She's not fourteen. 
Nurſe. Ple lay fourteen of my teeth, 
And yet to my teeth bei ſpoken, 
| il have but four, ſhe*s not fourteen ; 
'How long is it 'now to Lammas.tide ? 
Wife. A fortnight and add days. 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come Lam- 
,mas Eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen. S/ax and ſhe, God 
reſt all Ckriſtian'Souls, were of anage. Well, Suſan is wth 
God, ſhe was toe good for me. But as I ſaid, on Lam: 
mas Eveat night ſhall ſhe be fourteen, that ſhall ſhe, mar- 
ry, 1remember it well. ?Tis ſince the Earthquake now ele- 
ven years, and ſhe was wean'd, I never ſhall forget it, of 
all the days inthe year, pon that day : for had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dyg-fitting in the Sun nnder the Dove- 
houſe wall, my Lord and you werethen at ana, nay, | 
do bear a brain. But as1 ſaid, when it did eaſt the Worm- 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, pretty 
fool, to ſee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug, Shake, 
quoth the Dove-houſe, *twas no need 1 trow to bid me 
rrudge: and fince that time it is eleven years, for then ſhe 
could ſtand alone, nay, byth* Rood ſhe could have run, and 
wadled all about : for even the day before ſhe broke her 
Brow, and then my Husband, God be with his Soul, a was 
a merry man, took-up the Child, yea, quoth he, doſtthou 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt 
more wit, wilt thou not, Juliet? And by my Holy-dam, 
the pretty wretch left crying, and ſaid, I : toſee now how 
2 Jeſt ſhall come about. I warrant, and I ſhould live a 
thouſand years, I never ſhould forget it: Wilt thou not, 
Juliet, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ſtinted, and faid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nur. Yes, Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, tothink 
it ſhould keave crying, and fay, I : and yetI warrant it had 
__ Brow a bump as big,asa young Cockrels Stone : A 
perilous knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my 
Husband, fall*ſt upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward 
when thou comelt to age* wilt thou not, Fer ? It ſtinted, 
and faid, I. . 

Juli. And ſtint thee too, I pray thee, Nurſe, fay I. 

Nur. Peace, I.have done: God mark thee to his Grace, 
thou walt the prettieſt Babe that e*re I nurſt, and I might 
live to ſee thee married once, I have my wiſh. 

Old La. Marry that marry 1s the very theam 
I cameto talk of, tell me, Daughter Jalzer, 
How ſtands your diſpoſition to be Married ? 

Ful:. ?Tis an hour that I dream not of. 

Nur. An hour, were not I thine onely Nurſe, I would 
ſay that thou hadſt ſuck*d wiſdom from thy tear. 

Old La. Well think of Marriage now, younger than you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of eſteem, 

Are made already Mothers. By my count, 

[| was your Mother, much upon theſe years, 

| That you arenow a Maid, thus then in brief, 

| The valiant Parzs ſeeks you for his Love. 

#T Nurſe. A Man, young Lady, Lady, ſuch a Man as all the 
world Why be*s a Man of Wax. 

Old La. Verona's Summer hath not ſach a flower. 

Nurſe. Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. V V hat fay you, can you love the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, 

Read ore the Volume of young Pariss Face, 

+ | Ard find delight writ there with Beanrties Pen : 
zine every ſeveral lincament, 
And fee how one another lends content :; 
And what obſcur'd in this fair Volume lies, 

inde written in the Margent of his Eyes. 
This precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover, 
Tobcautife him, only lacks a Corer. 


\ 
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The Fiſh lives in the Sea, and tis much pride 
For fair without, the fair within to hide : 
That Book in manies Eyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That in Gold Claſps locks in the Golden 1tory : 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſleks, 
By having hun, making your {cl no leſs. 
Nurſe. No leſs, nay bigger : Women grow by men, 
Old La. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris love ? 
Juli, Ple look to like, if looking liking move. 
But no more deep will I endart mine Eye, 
Than your conſent gives ſtrength to make it fly. 


Enter a Serumgman, 
Ser. Madam, the Gueſts are come, Supper ferv?d up, you 


Pantry, and evcry thing in extremity: I muſt hence to 
wait, I beſecch you follow ſtraight.” Exit. 
Mo. We follow thee. Fulicr, the County ſtays. 
Nurſe. Go, Girl, ſeek happy nights to happy days. 
[Exennt, 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix other 
Mazhers, Torch-bearers, 


Rom, What ſhall this Speech be ſpoke to our'excuſe ? 
Or ſhall we on without Apology ? 
Ben, .T he date is out of ſuch prolixity, 
Wel have no Cupid hood-winkt with a Scarf, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 
Scaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
Burt ler them meaſure us by what they will, 
Wel meaſure them a Meaſure, and be gone. 
Kom, Give mea Torch, 1 am not for this ambling, 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light, 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance. 
Kom, Not 1, believe me, you have dancing Shoes 
With nimble Soles, 1 have a Sole of Lead, 
SO Stakes me to the ground, I cannot moye. 
Mer. You are a Lover, borrow Cupids Wings, 
And ſoar with them above a common bound. 
. Rom. ] am too ſore impierced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoar with his light feathers, and to bound : 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 
Under loves heavy burden do I ſink. : 
Hora, And to link in it, ſhould you burden love, 
Too great oppreſlion for a tender thing. 
Rom, Is Love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boyſterons, it pricks like Thorn, 
Mer. 1i Love be rough with you, be rough with Loye, 


'». | Prick Love for pricking, and you beat Love down, 


Give me a Caſe to put my Vilage in, 
A Viſor for a Viſor ; what care l 
What curious Eye doth quote deformities, 
Here are the Beetle-brows ſhall bluſh for me. 

Hen. Come knack and enter, and no ſooner in, 
But every man betake him to his Legs. 

Rom, A Torch for me, let Wantons light of Heart 
Tickle the ſenſeleſs Ruſhes with their Heels : 
For I am proverb'd with a Grandliire Phraſe, 
Ple bea Candle-holder, and look on, 
The Game was ne're fo fair, and 1 am Dun. 

Mer. Tut, Dun's the Mouſe, the Conſtables own word, 
If thou art Dun, wel draw thee from the mire. 
Or, ſave your reverence, Love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Up to the Ears : come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that's not ſo. 

Mer, 1 mean, Sir, 1 delay. 
We waſte our Lights in vain, lights, lights, by day 
Take our good Meaning, for our Judgment fits 
Fivetimes in that, ere once in our fine Wits. 

Rom, And we mean well in going to this Mask, 
But *rtis no-wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 


—— 


calPd, my young Lady ask'd for, the Nurſe curſt in the | 


Rom. 1 | 
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 ners Legs : the Cover of the Wings of Graſhoppers z her 
| Trace of the ſmalleſt Spiders Wed z her Collars of the 


the Laſh of filme her Waggoner z 2 ſmall gray coated 


| 


| This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 
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Even now the frozen boſom of the North : 
And being anger*d, puffs away from thence 
| Turning his ſide to the dew-dropping South. 


| Of adeſpiſed Life clogd in my Breaſt, 


| But he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe, 
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Rom. | dreamt a Dream:to Night. 

Aer.” And fodidL 

Rom, "Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That Dreamers. often lie. 1 

Rom. In Bed aſleepwhile they do dream things true. 
Mer. O then I ſee Queen Mab hath been with you: 
She is the Fairies Mid-wifc, and ſhe comes in ſhape no big- 
ger than an Agat-ſtoneon the tore-ſinger of an Alderman, 
drawn with a tecm of little Atomies, over Mens Noles as 
they lic aſleep :. her Waggon Spoke's made of Jong Spin- 


O 


Moon-ſhines watry beams z her. Whip of Creckets bone, 


Gnar, not half ſo big as a round little Worm, prickt from 
the Lazy finger ofa Woman. Her Chariots an empty Ha- 
ſel-aut, made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time out 
of mind, the Fayries Coach-makers ; and in this ſtate ſhe 
gallops Night by Night, through Lovers Brains: and then 
they dream of Love. On Countries Knees, that dream on 
Curſes ſtrait : O're Lawyers Fingers, who ſtrait dream on 
Fees : Ore Ladies Lips, who {trait on Kiſles dream, which 
oft the angry Mab with Bliſters plagues, becauſe their 
Breath with Sweet-meats tainted are. Sometime ſhe gal- 
ops o're a Courtiers Noſe, and then dreams he of ſmelling | 
out 4 Suit : and ſometime comes ſhe with a Tith-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parſons Noſe as he lies aſleep, then he dreams 
of another Benelice. Sometime ſhe driveth o're a Souldicrs 
Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Throats, of 
Breaches, Ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths five 
Fathom deep; and then anon drums in his Ears, at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſwears a 
Prayer or two,and ſleeps again : this is that very Mab that 


locks in foul ſluttiſh Hairs, which once intangled > much 
misfortune bodes. 


That preſſes them, and learns them firſt tobear, 
Making them women of good Carriage : 
This is ſhe—— 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercntio, peace. 
Thou talk of nothing, 
Atr. True, I] talk of Dreams : 
Which are the Children of an idle Brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſie, 
W hich is as thin of ſubſtance as the Air, 
And more unconſtant than the Wind, who wooes 


Ben. This wind youtalk of blows us from our ſelves, 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come too late. 
Kom. | fear tooearly, for my mind miſgives, 
Some conſequence yet hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this Nights Revels, and expire the term 


By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 


Direct my ſate : On, luſty Gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, Drum. 
They march about the Stage, an1 Servingmen come forth with 
their Napkins. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser, Where?s Porpan, that he helpsnot to take away ? 
He ſhift a Trencher ? He ſcrape a Irencher. 

1, When good Manners lie in one or two Mens 
hands, and they unwaſh*d'too, ?tis a foul thing. 

Ser. Away with the Joyn-ſtools, remove the Court- 
cupbord, look tothe Plate : good thou, ſave me a piece of 


--——""_ Tragedy of Romeo and. flier." 


Suſan Grindſtorg, and Nel, Anthony, and Forpen. c 
2. I, Boy, ready, 7G 350 1 
for, in thegreat Chamber. 


1. We cannot be here and there too, chearly Boys, 
Be brisk a while, -and the longer liver take all. 


Enter all the Gueſts and Gentlewomen to the 
Muhers, | 


1 Cap. Welcome, Gentlemen . 
Ladies that have their Toes = 
Unplagu'd with Corns, will walk about with you; 
Ah me, Miſtrelles, which of youall ; 

Will now deny t6 Dance ? She that makes dainty, 
She, Plz ſear, hath Corns 4:Am [ come near: ye now 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have { the day 

Thatl have worna Viſor, ad mos tell 

A whiſpering Tale ina fair Ladies Ear, 

Such as would pleaſe : "cis goyg,: *tis gone, tis gone, 
You are welcome, Gentlemen, come, Muſitians, play: 


A Hall, Hall, give room, and foot it, Girles, 
More light, ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up: : 
And quench the Fire, the Rogm.is grown r00 hot. 
Ah, Sirrah, this ualook*d for ſport comes welt: 
Nay, ſit, nay fit, good Couſin Gapuler, 

For you and I, are paſt our dancing daies : 

How long is now kince laſt your ſelf aad I 

Were in a Mask ? 


2 Cap. By*r Lady, thirty years. 


Come Pentecoſt, as quickly as it will, 

Some hve and twenty years, and then we Maskd. 

2 Cap. *Tis more, tis more, his Son is Elder, Sir ; 
His Son is thirty. 

3 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His Son was but a Ward two years ago. 


of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not, Sir. 

Rom. O ſhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 

Like a rich Jewel in an <Arh:ops Ear : 

Beauty too rich for uſe, for Earth too dear : 

So ſhews a Snowy Dove trooping with Crows, 

As yonder Lady o're her Fellows ſhows : | 
The meaſure done, Ple watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now, forſwear it, ſight, 
For I never ſaw true Beauty till this Night. 

Tib. This by his voice ſhould be a Afountagre. 
Fetch me my Rapier, Boy, what dares the Slave 
Come hither cover*d with an Antique Face, 

To fleer and ſcorn at our Solemnirty ? 

Now by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 

To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 
Cap. Why how now, Kinſman, 

W herefore ſtorm you ſo ? 

Tb. Uncle this is a Mountague, our Foe ; 
A Villain that is hither come in ſpight, 
To Teorn at our Solemnity this Night. 

_, Young Romeo is it ? 
Tib. *Tis he, that Villain Romeo, 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Couz, let him alone, 

A bears him like a portly Gentleman : 

And to ſay truth, Yerona brags of him, 

To be a vertuous and well-goyern'd Youth - 
| would not for the wealth of all the Town, 
Here in my Houſe do him diſparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 


March-pane, and as thou loveſt me, let the Porter let in 


It is my will, the which if thou reſpect, 


Le 


Ser. You are Jook\dfor, call'd for, a3k'd for, and fought 


[ Exeunt, 


| Aamſick. plays : and they dance, 


1 Cap. What, man ! *cis not ſo much, 'is not ſo much, 
' plats the manes of Horſes in the Night: and bakes the Elf- | *Tis iuce the Nuptial of Lucero, 


Rom. What Lady is that which doth enrich the hand 


T 


| 


oy 
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Shew a fair preſence, and put off theſe frowns, 
Anill beſeeming ſemblance for a Feaſt. 
Tib. It fits, when ſuch a Villain is a Gueſt, 
Ple not endure him. 
Cap. He ſhall be indur*d. 
What, goodman-boy. I ſay he ſhall, goto, 
Aml the Maſter here, or you? go to, 
You'l not endure him, God ſhall mend my Soul, 
You'l make a mutiny among the Gueſts : 
You will ſet cock a hoop, you'l be the Man ? 
Tih. Why, Uncle, *tis a ſhame. 
Cap. Go to, go to. 
You are a ſawcy Boy, *tis ſo endeed ? 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you, I know what, 
You mult contrary me, marry *tis time. 
Well ſaid, my Hearts, you are a Princox, £0, 
Be quiet or more light,' for ſhame, - 
I'le make you quiet. What, cheerly my Hearts. 
Tb. Patience perforce, with willful choler meetings 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting : 
I will withdraw, but this intruſion ſhall 
Now:ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rom. If I prophane with my unworthieſt hand, 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle ſin is this, 
My lips two-bluſhing Pilgrims ready ſtand, 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Ful. Good Pilgrim, 
You do wrong your Hand too muth, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this, | 
For Saints have hands, the Pilgrims hand, do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy Palmers kiſs. | . 
Kom. Have not Saints Lips; and holy Palmers too : 
Jud. I, Pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in Prayer, nd 
Rom. © then, dear Saint, let Lips do what Hands do, 
They pray,(grant thou,) leaſt Faith turn to Deſpair. 
- Ful, ry not _— < Boo 
hough grant for Prayers ſake. - 
Row Fhen move _ while my Prayers effect do take : 
Thus from my Lips, by thine my ſin is purg?d. 
Fil. Then have my Lips the lin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my Lips? O treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd : 
Give me my ſin again. I 
Ful, You kiſs by th* Book. : 
Nuy. Madam, your Mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her Mother ? 
Nur. Marry, Batchelor, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the Houſe, 
And a good Lady, and a wiſe, and vertuous, 
| Nurs'd her Daughter that you talk withall : 
{ tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
| Shall have the Chinks. 
. Rom, Is ſhea Capmlet ? 
O dear account ! my Life is my Foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſporrt is at the beſt. 
Ron. 1, fo 1 fear, the more is my unreſt. 
- Cop. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We havea trifling fooliſh Banquet towards : 
Is it e'en ſo? why then, 1 thank you all. 
| thank you, honeſt Gentlemen, good Night: 
More Torches here come on, then lets to Bcd. 
Ah Sirrah, by my Faie it waxes late. 
Ple to my relt. | 
[ Exennt, 
Jul, Come hither, Nurſe, 


| What is yond? Gentleman ? 


Nur. The Son and Heir of old Tyberio. 
Jul. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nur, Marry, that I think to be young Perruchio. 
Yul. What's he that follows here, that would not dance? 
Dur. 1 know not. 
Je. Go ask his Name; if he be Married, 
My Grave is like to be my wedding Bed. 
Nur, His Name is Romeo, and a Morntague, 


| The only Son of our great Enemy. | 


| Sp<ak but one time, and I am fatisficd : 


Fut. My only Love ſprung from my only Hate, 
Too early ſeen, unknown, and known, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, 

{ That I muſt love a loathed Enemy. 

Nur, What's this ? ' what?s this ? 

F*l. A Rhimel learn'd even now 
Of one I dan©d withall, 


| [One calls within, Juliet. 

Nur. Anon, anon 
Come let's away, the Strangers all are gone, 
[Excuas, 


Chorus. 


Now old defire doth in his Death-bed lie, 

And young Aﬀettion gapes to be his Heir, 

That fair, for which Love groan'd for and would die, 
With tender Falzer matcli'd is now not fair, 

Now Romeo is beloved, and loves again, 

A like bewitched by the charm of looks: 

But to his Foe ſuppogd he muſt complain, 

And ſhe ſteal Loves ſweet bait from fearful hooks. 
Being held a Foe, he may not have acceſs 

To breathe ſuch Vows, as Lovers uſe to ſwear ; 
And ſhe as much in Love, her means much leſs, 

To meet her new Beloved any where : 

But paſlion lends them Power, time, means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream ſweet. 


Enter Romeo alone. 


Rom. CanlI go forward, when my Heart is here ? 
Turn back, Dull Earth, and find my Center out, 


Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 


Ben, Romeo, my Couſin Romeo, Romeo. 
Aer. He is wiſe, 
And on my life hath ſtoln him home to bed. 
Ben, He ran this way, and leap'd this Orchard wall. 
Call, good 1, CHt10 : 
Nay, Ple conjure too. 
| Ar. Romeo Humours, Madam, Paſlion, Lover, 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a fight, 


Cry me but aim, Couply but Love and Day, 
Speak to my Goſlip Yenus one fair word, 
One Nick-name for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, 
When King Cophetua lov'd the Beggar-maid, 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not, 
The Ape is dead, and I muſt conjure him, 
I conjure thee by Roſaline*s bright Eyes, 
By her high Fore-head, and her Scarlet lip, : 
By her fine Foot, ſtreight Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
And the Deſmeans that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. : 
Ben, And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger him, *twould anger him, 
To raiſe a Spirit in his MiſtreſYgs Circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange Nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur*d it down, 
That were ſome ſpight. 
My Invocation is fair and honeſt, and in his Miſtreſs%s name, 
I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 
Ben; Come, he hath hid himſelf among theſe Trees 
To be conſorted with the humorous Night : 
Blind is his Love, and beſt befirs the dark. | 
Mer. If Love be bling, Love cannot hit the mark, 
Now will he fit under a Medlar-tree, 
And wiſh his Miſtreſs were that kind of Fruit, 
As Maids call Medlars when they lavgh alone, 
O, Romeo, that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An Open, or thou a Poprin Pear, | 
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Romeo, good night, Ple to my Truckle-bed, 

This Field-bed is too cold for meto lleep : 
Come, ſhall we go ? 

Ben. Gothen, for 'tis in vain to ſeek him here 
That means not to be found. 


[ Excunt. 
Rom. He jeſts at Scars that never felt a wound, 
Bur ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks ?. 
[tis the Eaſt, and Jubet is the Sun, 
Ariſe, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 
Who is already ſick and pale with grict, 
That thou her Maid, art far more fair than ſhe : 
Be not her Maid ſince ſhe is envious, 
Her veſtal Livery is but fick and green, 
And none bur Fools do wear it, caſt it off: 
[t is my Lady,O it is my Love, O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing , what of that ? 
Her Eyediſcourſes, I will anſwer it : 
I am too bold, ?tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks : 
Two of the faireſt Stars in all the Heaven, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her Eyes 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they return. 
What if her Eyes were there, they in her Head, 
The brightneſs of her Cheek would ſhame thoſe Stars, 
As Day-light doth a Lamp, her Eye in Heaven, 
Would through the airy Region ſtream ſo bright, 
That Birds would fing, and think it were not Night : 
See how ſhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand. 
O that I were a Glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that Check. 
Tul. Ay me. 
Rom, She ſpeaks. 
Oh ſpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night being o*'re my Head, 
As isa winged Meſſenger of Heaven 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes 
Of Mortals that fall back to gaze on him, 
W hen he beſtrides the lazy puffing Clouds, 
And fails upon the boſom of the air. 
Tul, O, Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy Father, and refuſe thy name : 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, 
And Vle no longer be a Capuler. 
Rom. Shall I hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? 
Juli, *Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy ſelf, though not a ountague, 
W hat's Mountagwe ? it is not hand nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, O be ſome other name 
Belonging to a man. | 
What's io a name ? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word would ſmell as ſweet, 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo calld, 
Retain that dear perfeCtion which ke owes, 
Without that Title ; Romeo, doff thy Name, 
And for thy Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelf. 
Rom. 1 take thee atthy word : 
Call me but Love, and Ile be new baptiz'd, 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. | 
Ful. What Man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd in Night, 
So ſtumbleſt on my Counſel ? 
Rom. By a Name, 
| know not how to tell thee who I am 
My Name, dear Saint, ig hateful to my ſelf, 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 
| Jul. My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of thy Tongues uttering, yet 1 know the ſound. 
Art thou not Romeo, anda Mount age ? 
Rom, Neither, fair Maid, if either thee dillike. 
Jul. How canvſt thou hither, 
Tell me, and wherefore ? 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard toclimb, 
And the placg Death, conſidering who thou art, 


"OR 


| For what purpoſe, 


If any of my Kinſmen find thee here, 
Rom. With Loves light wings 
Did 1 o*re-perch theſe Walls, 
For ſtony Limits cannot hold Loveout, 
And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt : 
Therefore thy Kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee, 
Rom. Alack there lies more peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords, fook thou but ſweet, 
And 1 am proof againſt their Enmity. 
Jul. 1 would not for the World they ſaw thee here. 
Rom. | have Nights cloak to hide me from their Eyes 
And but thou love me, let them find me here s 
My Lite were better ended by their Hate, ? 
Than Death prorogued wanting of thy Love. 
Jul. By whoſe direction found'ſt thou out this place? | 
Rom. By Love that firſt did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Counſcl, and [lent him Eyes : | 
| am noPilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt-ſhore , waſl'd with the fartheſt Sea 
l + i adventure for ſuch Merchandiſe. ? 
ul, Thou knoweſt the mask of Night is on 
Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my Check, II 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to Night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny * 
What I have ſpoke, but farewel, Complements, 
Doſt thou Love ? O, I know thou wilt ſay, I, 
And I will take thy word, yet if thou ſwear®ſt, 
Thou may*lt prove falſe ; at Lovers perjuries 
T hey ſay Fove laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 
[f thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou thinkeſt 1 am too quickly won, 
Ple frown and be perverſe, and fay thee nay, 
Sothou wilt wooe : But elſe not for the world. 
In truth, fair Aſountagee, | am too fond : 
And therefore thou mayeſt think my haviour light, 
But truſt me, Gentleman, Ple prove more rue, 
Than thoſe that have more coyning to be ſtrang 
| ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt confeſs, 
But that thou over-heard'ſt ere I was ware 
My true Loves paſlion, therefore pardon me, | 
And not impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the dark night hath ſodiſcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon, I vow: 
That tips with Silver all theſe Fruit-tree tops. 
Jul. O ſwear not by the Moon, th*unconſtant Moon 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Leſt that thy Love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rom, What ſhall I ſwear by ? 
Jul, Do not ſwear at all : 
Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 
Which 1s the God of my ldolatry, 
And Ple believe thee. 
Rom, If my Hearts dear love 
Jul. Well do not ſwear although joy in thee, 
| have no joy of this contract to Night, 
[t is too raſh, too unadvisd, too ſudden, 
Toolike the lightning which doth ceaſe to be, 
E're one can ſay, it lightens, Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet : 
Good night : good night, as ſieet repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my breaſt. 
Kom, O wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? * 
Jul. What fſatisfation canſt thou have to Night ? 
Rom, T I exchange of thy Loves faithful Vow of mine. 
Jul. 1 gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it : 
And yet1 would it wereto give again. 
Rom, Would'ſt thou withdraw it ? 


? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again, 


| And yet 1 wiſh but for the thing I have, 


My bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea, 
My Love as deep, the morel giyeto thee, 
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| The morel have, for both are infinite. 
| hear ſome noiſe within, dear Love adicu. 
[Calls within. 
Anon, good Nurſe, ſweet Mountagrue be true : 
1] Stay but a little, 1 will come again. 
Row, O bleſſed, bleſled Night, Iam afcar'd, 
Being in night, all this is but a Dream, 
Too flattering ſwezt to be ſubſtantial. 
| Enter, 
7:1. Three words, dear Romeo, 
And good night indeed, 
[f that thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpoſe Marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ple, procure to come to thee, 
Where, and-what time thou wilt perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunes at thy Foot Ple lay, 
] And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. 
| [Within ; Madam. 
1 come, . anon : but if thou meaneſt not well, 
:] I do beſeech thee, 
| | Within: Madam. 
(By and by, 1 come.) 
Toceaſe thy ſtrife, and leave me to my grief, 
To morrow will I tend. 
Rym, So thrive my Soul. | 
Jul. A-thouſand: times, good Night.  LExm, 
Rem, A thouſind times the worſero want thy light, 
| Love goes toward Love, as School-boys from their Books, 
Burt Love from Love, towards School with heavy looks. 


| . Enter Juliet again, 


Jul. Rilt, Romeo, hiſt : O for a Falkners Voice, 
| Tolure this Taſſel gentle back again, 
Bondage is hoarſe and may not ſpeak aloud, 
Elſe would | tear the Cave where Eccho lies, 
And make herayry Tongue more hoarſe, than with 
The repetition of my Romeo. | 
Rom, It is my Soul that calls upon my Name. 
How ilver-ſweert ſound Lovers Tongues by Night, 
Like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears. 
Ful, Romeo. | 
Rom, My Sweet. 
; Jul, What a Clock to morrow 
| Shall I ſed to thee ? 
| Rym. By the hour of Nine. 
Fl. 1 will not fail, ?tis twenty years till then, 
[ have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom, Let me ſtand here ?till thou remember ir. 
Fa!, 1 ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
| Remembring how 1 love thy Company. 
| Kom, AndPle till ſtay to have thee [till forget, 
| Forgetting any other name but this. 
| Fl. *lis almoſt morning; 'I would have thee gone. 
+ And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his hand, 
| Like a poor Priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
| And with a filken thred plucks it again, 
; So loving jealous of his Liberty. 
| Rom, 1] would 1 were thy Bird. 
7Frl.. Swect, lo-would I, 
Yet | ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing : 
| Good niglit, good night. ; 
Rom. Parting is ſuch ſweet forrow, 
Thar | ſhall ſay Good night, till-it be morrow. 
Jud, Sleep dweilupon thine Eyes, peace in thy gre 
xit, 


. 
—_—_—— 


| The gray-ey*d Morn (miles on the-frowning Night, 
ChecKriag the Eaſtern Clouds with ſtreaks of light, 


| From forth days path-way, made by Titan's W hcels. 
Hence will I to my Ghoſtly Friers cloſe Cell, 
{ lis help tocrave, and iny dear hap totell. LEI. 


— — — 
A —_ ——_—_ _ _— 


1 Rom. Wonld 1 were Slecp and Peace ſo ſwect to relt, - 


Enter Frier alone with a Basket, 


Fri, Now C7: the Sun advance his burning Eye, 

The day to chear, and Nights dank dew to dry, 
| muſt vp-fill this Olier Cage of ours, 

Wirth baletul Weeds, 2nd precious juiced Flowers, 
The Earth that's Natures Mother, is her Tomb, 
Vat is to imry ini; Grave, thatis her Womb: 
Lud 15047 02 Womb Children of divers kind 

\Ve ſucking on her natural Boſom hnd : 

Many tor many Virtues Excellent : 

None bur for ſome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace thar lies 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
But tothe Earth ſome ſpecial good doth give. 
Nor ought ſo good, but ſtraind from that fair uſe, 
Revolts from true Birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 
Vertuc it ſelf turns vice being miſapplied. 
And Vice ſometime by action dighthed, 


Enter Romeo. 


Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 

Poyſon hath reſidence, and nxdicine Power - 

For this being ſinelt, wich that part chears each part, 

Being talted {lays all Senſes with the Heart. 

Two ſuch opposg'd Kings encampthem ſtill, 

in Man as well as Herbs, Grace and rude WAll : 

And where the worſer is predominant, 

Full ſoon the Canker Death cats up that Plant. 

Rom. Good morrow, Father. 
Fri, Benedicice, 

Whatearly Tongue ſo ſweet ſalutethem ? 

Y oung Son, It argues a diſtemper'd Head, 

So 100n to bid Good morrow to thy Bed 

Care keeps his watch in every old Mans Eye, 

And where Care lodgcth, Sleep will never lie: 

But where unbruiſed Youth with unſtuft Brain _ 

Doth couch his Limbs, there golden ſleep doth raign ; 

Therefore thy. earlinels doth me aflure, 

Thou art up-rouz'd with ſome diſtemperature 3 

Or it not ſo, then herel hit it right, 

Our Komeo hath not been in bed to Night. : 
Rom. That laſt is true, the {weeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon lin - waſt thou with Roſalize ? 
Rom. With Roſalive, my Ghoſtly Father ? No) 

[ have forgot that Naine, and that Name's woe. 

Fri. That's my good Son, but where halt thou been then? 
Rom, Ile tell thee ere thou ask it me again - 

[ have been fealting with mine Enemy, 

Where on a ſudden onefhath wounded me, 

Thats by me wounded! both our R<medies 

Within thy help and holy. Phylick lies : 

| bear no hatred, Bleſled man, for lo 

My interceſlion likewiſe ſteads my Foe. _ 
Fri. Be plain, good Son, reſt homely in thy drifr, 

Ridling confeilion finds but ridling ſhritc. 
Rom, Then plainly know my heart's dear Love is fet 

On the fair Daughter of rich Caper : 

As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſct on mine; 

And all combin*d, ſave what thou muſt combine 

By hcly Marriage : when, and where, and how, 

We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 

Ple tell the as we paſs, but this I pray; 

Thaw thou conſent to marry us to day. 

Fri, Holy Saint Francis, what a change is here ! 

Is Roſuline, that thou didſt-love fo dear, 


| So ſoon forſaken ? young mens Love then lies 


| +} And Darkneſs feckePd like a Drunkard reels, 
Jeſu Maria, what a deal of Drine 


Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. 


Hath waſht thy fallow Checks for Reſaline? 
How much ſalt Water thrown away 4n walte, 


CC ——_— —— PCGS i I 


To! 


——_—_——__—y 


CO III V TO  ——_F es 


T's 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


313 


To ſeaſon Love, that of it doth not taſte ? 
The Sun not yet thy ſighes from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient ears ; 

Lo here upon thy cheek the ſtain doth fit, 

Of an old tear that is not waſht off yer. 

If ere thou walſt thy ſelf, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Roſaline. 

And art thou chang?*d ? Pronounce this ſentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 

Rom, Thou chidd*ſt me oft for loving Roſaline. 

Fri, For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 

Rom, And bad'it me bury Love. 

Fri, Not in a grave, ; 

To lay one in, another out to have. _ 

Rom. | pray thee chide me not, her I Love now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love tor Love allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri. Oh ſhe knew well, 

Thy Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell; 
But come young, waverer, come go with me, 
In one reſpect Ple thy aſliſtant be ; 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houſhold-rancour to pure Love. 
Rom, O let us hence, Iſtand on ſudden haſte. 
Fri, Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble that run faſt. 


F Exennt. 


Enter Benvoleo and Mercutio. 


Mer. Where the devil ſhould this Romeo be ? came he 
not home to night ? 

Ben. Not to his Fathers, I ſpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hcarted wench, that 
Roſaline torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 


ter to his Fathers houſe, 

Mer. A Challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anſwer It. 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwer a Letter, 

Ben,Nay he will anſwer the Letters Maſter how he dares, 
being dared. | 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead, ſtabb'd with a 
white whenches black eye, run through the ear with a 
Love-ſong, the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
ELEC EAY and is he a man to encounter Ty- 

alt 

Ben. Why what is Tybalt ? 
Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hes the Couragi- 


ous Captain of Complements : he fights as you ſing prick- 
; ſongs, keeps time, Giſtance, and proportion ; he relts his 


minum, one, two, and the third in your Boſom: the very 
butcher of a (ilk button, a Duelliſt,a Duelliſt : a Gentleman 


immortal Paſlado, the Punto reverſo, the Hay. 
Ben. The what ? 
Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affefting 
ies, theſe new tuners of accent : Jeſu, a very g 


hanta- 
blade, 


with- theſe ſtrange flies, - theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe par- 


cannot fit at eaſe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Withont his Roe, like a dried Herring. O fleſh, 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in : Lara to his Lady was a Kitchen- 
wench, _ ſhe had a better love to berime her: Dido 
a Dowdy, Cleopatra, a Gipſie, Helenand Hero, hildings and 
harlots : Thisby a'gray eye or ſo, but not to the purpoſe. 


| Signior Komeo, Bowjovr, there's a French'ſalutation to your 


| Solcly ſingular,for the ſingleneſs. 


Ben, Tybalt, the kinſman to old Capwler, hath ſent a Let- | 


of the very firſt honſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe : ah the 


a very tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this ala- | 
mentable thing Grandfir, that we ſhould be thus afflicted | 


don-me's, who ſtand fo much on the new form, that they | 


French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairly 1:ſt night. 

Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did 
I give you? 

Mer. The lip Sir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Kom, Pardon Aercutio, my buſineſs was great, and- in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtrain courtehe. 

Aer. That's as much as to ſay, ſuch a caſe as yours con 
ſtrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Kom. Mcaning to courtelie. 

Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly hit ic. 

Kom. A molt courteous expoſition. 

Mer. Nay, 1 am the very pinck of courteſie. | 

Kom. Pinke for flower. | 

Ater, Right. 

kom. Why then is my Pump well flowrd. + 

Afr. Sure wit, follow me this jeſt now til! thou haſt 
worn out thy Pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is } 
_—_ the jeſt may remain after the weariog, ſole-ſingu- 
ar. 
Rom. O (ingle-ſor'd jeſt. 


Mer. Come between ns good Berwelro, my wit faints. 
Rom, Swits and Spurs, 
SW1ts ard Spurs, or Ple cry a match. 

Atr. Nay, it our wits Tun the Wild-gooſe- chaſe, I am 
done : For thou haſt more of the Wild. gooſe in one of 
thy wits, thenlam furel have in my whole fve. Was 1 
with you there for the Gooſe ? 

Rom, 1 hou was never with me for any thinzg, when 
thou walt not there for the Gooſe. . 

Atr. 1 will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt. 

Kom, Nay, good Goole bite not, 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter-ſweeting, | 
Itisa moſt ſharp ſawce. | 

Rom, And 1s it not well ſerv'd in to a ſweet Gooſe ? 

Mer, Oh here's a wit of Cheverell, that ſtretches from 
an inch narrow, to an ell broad. 

Rom. | ſtretch it our for that word, broad, which added 
to the Gooſe, proves the far and wide, a broad Gooſe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now,” then groaning for 
Love ? now art thou ſociable, now art thou Romeo : now 
art thou what thou art, by Art as welt as by Nature, for 
this driveling Love is like a great Natural, that runs lolling 
up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. 

6 (hair + 

Mr. Thou deſireſt me toRtop in my Tale againſt the | 

Ben. Thou would'ſt elſe made thy tale large. | 

Aer. O thou art deceiv*d, | weuld have - made it ſhort, 
for I was come to the whole depth of my Tale,and meant | 
indced to occupy tne argument no longer. | 


Enter Nurſe and ber Man, | 
Rom. Here's goodly gear. 

A ſayle, a fayle. | 
Aer. T wo, two, a Shirt and a Smock. 

Nur. Peter ?! it | 
Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My Fan Peter, 

Mer. Good Feter,to hide her face : 

For her Fan's the fairer face ? 
Nur.God ye good morrow Gentlemen. { 
Mer. God ye gooden fair Gentlewoman. | 
Nur. |s it gooden ? Me | 
Mer. Tis no leſs | tell you; for the bawdy hand of the | 

Dyal is now upon the prick of Noon. | 
Nur. Out upon you : what a man are you ? 
Rom, One, Gentlewoman, 

That God hath made himſelf to mar. S 
Nur. By my troth it is fad, for himſelf to mar,quotha ? | 

Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where | may had | 

the young Komeo ? 


Romeo, | can tell you: but young Rameo will be older | 
Eee when | 


—_ 


| that is ſomething Stale and Hoar ere it be ſpent. 


| But a Hare that is hoar, is too much for a Score, when it 


| Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. 


lt. 


314 _ 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. - 


S————_ 


when you have found him, than he was when you ___ 
him : 1 am the youngeſt of that Name, for fault of a worlc- 
Nur. You ſay well. 

Mer. Yea, isthe worlt well? 

Very w:ll took, Ifaith, wiſely, wiſely. 

Nur. If you be he Sir, 

1 deſire ſome Confidence with you. 

Ben. She will invite him to ſome Supper. 

Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haſt thou found ? 

| Mer. No Hare Sir, unleſsa HareSir in a Lenten Pic, 


An old Hare hoar,and'an old Hare hoar is very good meat 
in Lent. 


hoars ere it be ſpent. . 
Romeo, will you come to your Fathers ? Wee'l to Dinner 
thither. 

Rom. 1 will follow you. 

Mer. Farewel ancient Lady : 


[Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio. 

Nur, 1 pray you Sir, what ſawcy Merchant was this that 
was ſo full of his Roguery ? 
Rom. AGentelman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf 
talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute, than he will ſtand 
to in a Month. 
Nur. And a ſpeak any thing againſt me, Ple take him 
down, anda were luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch Jacks: 
And if I cannot, Ile find thoſe that ſhall: Scurvy Knave, 
| am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skains-Mates. 
And thou muſt ſtand by too, and ſuffer every Knave to uſe 
me at his Pleaſure, ; 
Pet, 1 faw no Man uſe you at his-Pleaſure : if I had, my 
| Weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant you, I 

dare draw as ſoon as another Man, if I ſee occaſion in a 
good Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 
Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext, that every part 
about me quivers : ſcurvy Knave : Pray you Sir a Word : 
And asI told you,my young Lady bid me enquire you \out 
what ſhe bid me fay, I will keep tomy ſelf : But firſt let me 
tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her in a fools Paradiſe,as they ſay, 
it were a very groſs kind of behaviour, as they ſay : For 
the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore, if you ſhould 
deal double with her, truly it were an ill thing to be. of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 
Rom. Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady and Miltreſs, 1 
proteſt unto thee 
Nur. Good heart, and I faith I will tell her as much: 
Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joyful Woman. 
Rom. W hat wilt thou tell her, Nurſe ? Thou doſt not 
mark me ? 
Nur. 1will tel} her, Sir, that you do proteſt, which, as 1 
take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. 

Rom, Bid her deviſe ſome means to come to ſhrifrt this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell (afternoon , 
Be ſhriv*d and married : here is for thy pains. 

Nur. No truly Sir, not a penny. 

Rom, Go to, I ſay you ſhall. 

Nur. This afternoon Sir ? Well, ſhe ſhall be there. 

Rem, And ſtay thou,good Nurſe,bebind the Abby-wall, 
Within this hour my Man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled Rair, 
W hich to the high top-gallant of. my joy 

Muſt be my Convoy in the ſecret Night. 
Farewel, be truſty, and Ple quite thy pains : 
Farewel, commend me to thy Miltreſs. 

Nur. Now God in Heaven bleſs thee : Hark you Sir. 

Rom, What faiſt thou, my dear Nurſe ? 

Nyr.1s your man ſecret?did you ne're hear ſay, Two may 
keep Counſel, putting one away ? 

Kem, | warrant thee my man as true as Stcel. 
Nur, Well Sir, my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt Lady;Lord, 


ble man in Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Knife a- 


Toad, as fee him : Ianger her ſometimes, and tell her that 
Paris is the properer man, but Ple warrant you, when I ſay 
ſo, ſhe looks as pale as any Clout in the: verſal World. 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both with a letter ? 
Kom, 1 Nurſe, what of that? Both with an R. 
Nur. A mocker that's the Dogs name. R. 1s for the no, 
I know it begins with ſome other Letter, and ſhe hath the 
prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary, that it 
would do you good to hear it, 

Rom, Commeud me to thy Lady. 

Nur, 1 a thouſand times. Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. | 

Nur. Before, and apace. [ Ex. Nurſe and Peter. 


Enter Julict. 


Fal. The Cleck ſtrook nine,when I did ſend the Nurſe: 
In halfan hour ſhe promiſed to retutn, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him : That's not ſo : 
Oh ſhe is Lame, Loves Heraulds ſhould be thoug hts, 
Which ten times faſter glide than the Suns Beams, 
Driving back ſhadows over lowring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble Pinnion'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Capid Wings : 
Now is the Sun upon the highmoſt Hill 
Of this days journey, and from nine till twelye, 
I three long hours, yet ſhe is not come : 
Had ſhe affeCtions and warm youthful Blood, 
Sheld be as ſwift in motion as a Ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweet Loye, 
And his tome; but old Folks, 
Many fain as they were Dead, 
Unwieldy, ſlow, heavy, and pale as Lhad. 


Enter Nurſe. 


O God ſhe comes. O honey Nurſe, what News? 
Haſt thou met with him ? Send thy Man away. 
Nur. Peter ſtay at the Gate. 
Ful:,. Now good ſweet Narſe : 
O Lord why look®ſt thou ſad ? 
T hough News be ſad, yet tell them merFily. 
If good, thouſhanvlt the Muſick of ſweet News, 
By playing it to me with ſo ſower a Face. 

Nur. 1 am a weary, give me leave a while ; 
Fie, how my Bones ake, what a Jaunt have I had ? 

Fubi, 1 would thou hadſt my Bones, and1 thy News : 
Nay come, I pray thee ſpcak, good Nurſe ſpeak. 

Nur. Jeſu, what haſte ? cap you not ſtay a while ? 

Do you not ſee how Fam out of breath ? 

Juli, How art thou out of breath, when thou halt breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? | 
The Excuſe that thou doſt make in this delay, 

Is longer then the Tale thou doſt excuſe. 

Is thy News good or bad ? Anſwer to that, 
Say either, and Ile ſtay the Circumſtance: 
Let me be ſatisfied, is't good or bad ? 

Nur. Well, you have made a ſimple choice, you know 
not how to chuſe a man : Romeo, no not he, though his Face 
be better than any mans,yet his Legs excell all mens, and 
for a Hand and a Foot,and a Bawdy, though they be not to 
be talk*d on, yet they are paſt compare: He isnot the Flower 
of Courteſie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lamb: Go thy 
waies Wench, ſerve God; what have you din'd at home ? 

Fult. No, no: Butall this did I know before : 

W hat ſaies he of our Marriage ? Whatof that ?. 

Nur. Lord how my Head akes, what a Head havel ? 
It beats as it would fall in twenty Peices. 

My back a tother ſide : O my back, my back: 

Beſhrew your Heart for ſending me about 

To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 
Fuli, 1 faith 1am forry that thou art ſo ill, 


| Lord, when *&was a little prating thing. O, there is a No- 


Fd 
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board : But ſhe, good Soul, had as live ſee a Toad, a very| 


Sweet, | 


| 
| 


| 
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3weet, ſweet, ſweet Nurſe, tell me what ſays my Love? 


Nar. Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſom, 
And 1 warrant a vertuous; where is your Mother ? 

Fuli, Where is my Mother ? 
Why ſhe is within, where ſhquld ſhe be ? 
How odly thou reply*lt / 
Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman : 
Where is my Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady dear, 
Are you ſo hot ? marry come up I trow, 
ls this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Hence forward do. your meſlages your ſelf. 

Tuli. Here's ſuch a coil, come, what ſays Romeo ? 

Nur. Have you got leave to go to ſhrift to day ? 

Juli. 1 have. 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ſtaiesa Husband to make you a Wife : 
Now.comes the wanton blood up in your Cheeks, 
They?l be in Scarlet ſtraight at any news: 

Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To tetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 
Muſt climb a Birds neſt ſoon, when it is dark : 
| arn the drudge, and toil in your delight: 
But you ſhall bear the Burthen ſoon at night. 
Go I'ie to Dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
741, Hie to high Fortune, honeſt Nurſe farewell. 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri. So ſinile the Heavens upon this holy at, 
That after hours with ſorrow chide us not. 

Rom. Amen, amen : but come what ſorrow can, 
[t cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
L hat one ſhort minute gives me in her'ſight : 

Do thon but cloſe our Hands with holy words, © 
Th. Love-devouring Death do what he dare, 
It is cn0:27h 1 may but call her mine. 

{1j, Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in :|;cir rrinmph die like Fire and Powder, 
W l:ich 25 they kifs conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
is loathſom in his own deliciouſneſs, 

And in the taſte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth ſo, 
Too {wift arrives as tardy astoo ſlow. 


_ Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady. ' Oh ſo light a foot 
Will ne*er wear out-the cverlaſting flint 3 
A Lover may beſtride the Goſſamour 
That idles in the wanton Summer Air, 
And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 
Juli, Gaod-even to my ghoſtly Confeſlor. 
| Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee Daughter for us both. 

Fuli, As much to him, elſe is his'thanks too much. 

Rom. Ah Fulict, it the meaſure of thy joy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blaſfon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Air, and let rich Muficks Tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happineſs that both 
Receive incither, by this dear encounter. 

F«li. Conceit more. rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his Subſtance, not of Ornament * 

They are but beggars that can count their worth, 
But my true Love is grown to ſuch exceſs, 
| cannot ſum. up ſome of halt my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort work, 
For by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, L330 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. ' - 6AL 

4 [ Exennt, 
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| 
Enter Mercutio, Bcnvolio, and 44:1. 


hen, 1 pray thee good Aderemio lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Capnlers abroad ; 
And it we meet, we ſhall nor:ſcapea brawl, for now theſe 
hot days is the mad blood ſtirring. .- ,- 
Atr, Thou art like one of thoſe Fellows, that when 
he enters the confines of a Tavern, claps me'his ſword up- 


| on the table, and faies, Godſend me noneed of thee : and 
by the operation of the ſecond Cup, draws him on the 
Drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Aml1 like ſuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come; thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood, 
as any in {ray ;, and as ſoon moved to be moody, and as 
ſoon moody to be mov'd. 

Ben, And what too? -, 

Mer. Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly;for one would kill the other : thou, why thou 
wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair 
leſs in his Beard than tho haſt : thou wilt quarrel with a 
man for cracking Npts,-having no other reaſon, but be» 
cauſe thou, haſt haſel Eyes; what eye, but ſuch an eye, 


| 


would ſpy out ſuch a quarrel ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, asan Egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath been 
beaten as addle asan Egg for quarrelling :ithou haſt quar- | 
rclPd with a man forCoughing in the ſtrezr,becauſe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath lain aſleep in the Sun. Did'ſ ; 
thou not fall out with a Taylor for wearing his new Doub- 
let before Eaſter ? with another, for tying his new Shoes 
with old .Ribband ? and yer thou. wilt Tutor me from 
quarrelling | 

Fen. And | were ſoapt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ſhould bny:the Fee-ſimple' of my Life for. an hour and 2 
quarter. 

Ater. The Fee-ſimple 2? O fimple ! 


Enter Tybalkt, Petruchio, 47d others, 


Ben, By my head here come the Capz/ers. 

Mer. By my heel | care nor. 

Tyb. Follow me cloſe, for | will ſpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, Good-den;'a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word withone of us? couple it with 
ſomething, make it a word and a blow. - 

Tyb. You ſhall find me apt enough to that Sir, and you 
will give me occaſion. 

| Mercn, Conld you not take ſome occalion without 

giving ? | 

Tyb. Mercurio, thou confortit with Rees. 

Ar. Conſort ? what doſt thon make us Minſtrels ? and 
thou make Minſtrels of us,d4ook to hear nothing but Dif- 
cords : here*s my Fiddleſtick ; here's that ſhall make you 
dance. Come conforr. 

Ben, We talk here in the publick haunt of men : 
Either withdraw unto fome private place, - - * 
Or reaſon coldly of your grigvances, 
Or elſe depart; here all Eyes gaze on us. 

Mey. Mens Eyes were madeto look, and let them gaze, 
[ will not budge for nomans/plecaſure I. 


TY 


Enter Romeo. 
\ 


Tyb. Well, peace be with you Sir, here comes my man, 
Mer, But Vie be hang'd Sir if he wear your Livery : 
Marry go before to field, heel be your follower, | 

Your Worſhip in that ſenſe may call him ran. .- 
Tyb. Romeo, the love | bear thee, can attord 

No Cner tern than this ; T houart a Villain. 
Rom. Tybalr, the reaſon that I have to love thee, - 

Doth much excuſe the appertataing rage 1 !! 

To ſuch a greeting : "1 L400 be 

Therefore farewell, I ſee thowknowlt me nor;' 
Tyb. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
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That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and Draw. | 


Rom, 1 do proteſt I never injur*d thee, 


But lov*d thee better than thou can'ſt deviſe ; 
| Till thou ſhalt know the Reaſon of my Love. 
{| And fo good Capulct, which Name I tender 
Asdearly as my own, be ſatisfied. 


Mer. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion ! 


Allaſtueatho carries it away. 


Tybalt, You Rat-catcher, will you walk ? 
Tib. What wouldſt thou have with me ? 


| Mer. Good King of Cats, —_—_— one of your nine 
T) 


and as you ſhall 
Willyou 


Lives, that I mean to make bold w 
uſe me hereafter dry beat the reſt of the ejght. 


plack your Sword out of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make 
haſte, leſt mine be about your Ears ere it be our. 


Tib. 1am for you. 

Rom. Gentle Mercatio, put thy Rapier up. 

Aer. Come Sir, your Paſlado. 

[Rom.' Draw Benvolio, beat down their Weapons : 
Gentlemen, for ſhame forbear this outrage, 

Tybale, Aercutio, the Prince expreſly hath 


| Forbidden bandytng in Verona Streets, 
Hold Tybalr, good Aerontro. 


CExit Tybalt. 
Mer. 1 am hurt. 


A Plague of both the houſes, Iam ſped - 
Ishe-gone and hath nothing * 


Ben. What art thou hurt ? ; 

Aer. 1, 1, a Scratch, a Scratch, marry *tis enough, 
Where is my Page ? Go Villain fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, *tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide as a 


| Church-door, but *cis enough, *will ſerve : ask for me to 


morrow,and you ſhall find me a Grave Man. I am pepper'd 
I warrant for this World : a Plague of both your Houſes. 
What, a Dog, aRat, a Mouſe, a'Cat toſcratch a Man to 
Death ! a Braggart, a Rogue; a Villain, that fights by the 


| book of Arithmetick. Why the Div'l came you between us ? 
11 was hurt under your Arm. 


Rom. 1 thought all for the beſt. 
Mer. Help me into ſome Houſe Benvolio, 


| Or I ſhall faint : a Plague o*both your Houſes, 
| They have made worms-meat of me, 


I have it, and ſoundly too, your Houſes. | 
[_Exit. 
Rom. This Gentleman, the Princes near Allie, 


! My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 


in my behalf, my Reputation ſtain'd 

With Tybalr*s ſlander, Tybalr, that an Hour 
Hath been my Cozen : O Sweet Fazer, 
Thy Beaity hath made me Effeminate, 
And in my Temper ſoftned Valour's Steel. 


Enter Benvolio. 


Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave MerentiOs dead, 
That Gallant Spirit hath aſpir*d the Clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the. Earth. | 

- Rom, This days black Fate, on more days does depend, 
This but begins the Woe, 'others muſt. end. | 


Emer Tyvalt, 


Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. He gone in Triumph, and Meremci0 Slain ? 
"Away to Heaven reſpettive Lenity, 
And Fire, and Fury be-my Conduct now : 
Now Tybalc take the. Villain back again 
That late thou gav*ſt me, for Adercario's Soul 
Isbut a =_ way above our Heads, 
Staying, for thine to keep- him-Company : | 
Either thou or [, or both, muſt go with hum. | 
Tyb. Thou wretched Boy that didft conſort him here, 


Shalt with him hence. 


Rom, This ſhall determine that. 
They fight. Tybalt falls. 
Ben, Romeo, away, be gone: 
The Citizens are up, and Tybalr ſlain, 
Stand not amaz'd, the Prince will doom thee Death 
If thou art taken : ' Hence, be gone, away. 
Rom. O! I am Fortunes Fool. 
Bey, Why doſt thou ſtay ? 


Enter Cititens. 


Citi, Which way ran he that killd Aercntio 7 
Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Ben, There lics that Tybalr, 

Citz, UpSir, go with me : 
| charge thee in the Princes Name obey. 


Enter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet, their 
Wives and all. 


Prin, Where are the vile beginners of this Fray ? 

Ben, O Noble Prince I can diſcover all 
The unlucky of this fatal Brall : 

There lies the man {lain by young Romeo, 
That ſlew thy Kinſman brave AMercwrio. 

Cap. Wi. Tybale my Cozen ? O my Brothers Child, 
O Prince, O Cozen, Husband, O the Blood is ſpilPd 
Of my dear Kinſman. Prince as thou art true, p 
For Blood of ours, ſhed Blood of Mountagze. 

O Cozen, Cozen. 

Prin, Benvolio, Who began this Fray ? 

Ben. 1ybalt here Slain, whom Romeo's hand did Slay 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink , 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg*d withal 
Your High Diſpleaſure : All this uttered, 

With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow?d, 
Could not take Truce with the unruly Spleen 

Of Tybalt, deaf to Peace, but that he Tilts 

With Piercing Steel at bold Mercutios Breaſt, 

Who all as hot, turns deadly Poiat to Point, 

And with a Martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 

Cold Death aſide, and with the other ſends 

It back to Tybalt, whoſe Dexterity 

Retorts it : Komeo he cries aloud, 


His able Arm beats down their fatal Points, 

And twixt them Ruſhes, underneath whoſe Arm, 
An envious thruſt from Tybale, hit the Life 

Of ſtout Mercntio, aodrken Tybalt fled. 


| But by and by comes back to Romeo, 


Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 
Anto't they go like Lightning, fore're 1 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybalr Slain : 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn and Fly : 
This is the Truth, or let Benvoko Die. 
Cap. Ws. He is a Kinſwan to the Aountagre, 
Aﬀection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 


And all thoſe twenty could but kill one Life. 
I beg for Juſtice, which thou Prince muſt give : 
Komeoſlew Tybalt, Romeo mult not Live. 
Prin. Romeo ſlew him, he flew Afercntia, 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe, 
Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was; Mercxtio*s Friend, 
His Fagk concludes but what the Law ſhoyld end, 
The Lifeof Tybalt, 
Prin, And for that Offence, 
Immediately we do Exile him hence : 
| have an Intereſt in your hearts Procceding, 
My Bleod for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding. 
ButI'le amerce you with fo aFine, 
That you ſhall al}, Repent the loſs of Mine, 
I willbe deafto Pleading and Excuſes, 
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Exit Romeo. 


Hold Friends, Friends part, and ſwifter than his Tongue, 
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Playd for a pair of ſtainleſs Maidenheads, 


Poor Bankrupt break at once, 


Nor Tears, nor Prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes. 
Therefore uſe none, let Komeo hence in haſte, 
Elſe when he is found, that hour is his laſt, 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will : 
Mercy but Murders, pardoning thoſe that Kill. 


——— 


[ Exennt. 


Enter Juliet alone, 


Juli. Gallop apace, you hery footed Steeds, 
Toward Phebus lodging, fuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Welt, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately, 
Spred thy cloſe Curtain, Love-performing night, 
That run-aways eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to theſe Arms, untalkr of and unſeen, 
Lovers can ſee to do their Amorous Rites, 
By their own Beauties : Or if Lovebeblind, 
It beſt agrees with night : Come civil night, 
Thou ſober-ſuted Matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to loſe a winning Match, 


Hood my unmann'd Blood baiting in my Cheeks, 
With thy black Mantle, till ſtrange Love grow bold, 
Think true Love ated ſimple Modelly : 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie upon the Wings of night, 

W hiter than new Snow on a Ravens back : ; 
Come gentle night, come loving black-brow'd night, 
Give mie my Romeo, and when I ſhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 

And he will make the Face of Heaven fo fine, 

That all the Workl will be in Love with night, 

And pay no Worſhip to the Gariſh Sun. 

O I have bought the Manſion of a Love, 

But not poſle(&d it, and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enjoy*d, ſo tedious is this Day, 

As is the night before ſome Feſtival, 

To an impatient Child that hath new Robes 

And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurſe : 


Enter Nurſe with Cords. 


And ſhe brings news, andevery Tongne that ſpeaks 
But Romeo's name, ipeaks Heavenly Eloquence : 
Now Nurle, what News? What halt thou there ? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 
Nur. I], I, the Cords. 
Juli, Ay me, what News ? 
Why doſt thou wring thy Hands. 
Nur. A weladay he's dead, he's dead, 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone. 
Alack the day, he's gone, he's kilPd, he's dead. 
Juli. Can Heavn be ſo envious ? 
Nur. Romeo can, 
Though Heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
W ho ever would have thought it, Romeo ? 
Fuli. What Divel art thou, 
That doſt torment me thus? 
This Torture ſbould de roar'd in diſmal Hell, 
Hath Romeo (hin himſelf ? Say thou butl - 
And that hare Vowel 7 ſhall poyſon more 
Than the Death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
| am not 7, if there be ſuchan 7. 
Or thoſe Eyes ſhot that makes the anſwer I, 
[f he be ſlainſayl, or if not, no. 
Brief ſounds determine of my weal or woe. 
Nur. 1 ſaw the Wound, I ſaw it with mine Eyes, 
God fave the Mark here on his manly Breaſt. 
A pitteons Coarſe, a bloody pitteous Coarle 3 
Pale, pale as Aſhes, all bedawb'd in Blood, 
All in gore Blood, I ſwooned at the light. 
Fuli, O break my heart, 
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To Priſon Eyes, n©:e look on Liberty, 
Vile Earthto Earth reſign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo prels one heavy Beer. 

Nur, O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt Friend 1 had : 
O courteous Tybalt , honeſt Gentleman, 
Thatever [ ſhould live to ſee thee Dead. 

Juli. What ſtorm is this that blows ſo contrary fk 
Is Romeo flaughterd ? and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dearelt Cozen, and my dearer Lord : 
The dreadful Trumper ſound the general Doom, 
For who is living, if thoſe two are gone ? 

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniſhed, 
Romeo that kilPd him, he is Baniſhed. 

Juli, O God! 
Did Komeo*s hand ſhed Tybalr*s Blood ? 

Nur. It did, it did, alas the diy, it did. 

Fali, O Serpent Heart, hid with a flowring face, 
Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave ? 
Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelical, 
Ravenous Dove, feather*d Raven, 
Wolviſh-ravening Lamb, 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow : 
Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem'ſt, 


| A damaed Saint, an Honourable Villain : 


O Nature ! What hadlſt thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradiſe of ſuch ſweer fleſh ? 

Was ever Book containing ſuch vile matter 
So fairly bound ? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur, There's no Truſt, no Faith, no honeſty in 
All perjur*d, all forſworn, all rought, all diſſemblers, 
Ah where's my man? Give me ſome Aqua-vite? 
Theſe Griefs, theſe woes, thele ſorrows make me old / 
Shame come to Romeo, 

Juli. Bliſter*d be thy Tongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not born to ſhame : 

Upon his Brow ſhame is aſhanr'd to fit : 

For *tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the Univerſal Earth : 

O what a Beaſt was 1 to chide him ſo ? 

Nur, Will you ſpeak well of him 
Thar kilPd your Cozen ? 

Jul, Shall I ſpeak ill of him that is my Husband ? 
Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When l thy three hours Wife have mangled it ! 
But wheretore Villain didſt thou kill my Cozen? 
That Villain Cozen would have kilPd my Husband : 
Back fooliſh Tears, back to your native Spring, 
Your Tributary drops belong to Woe, 

Which your miſtaking offer up to Joy : 

My Husbanid lives that Tybale would have Slain, 
And Tybalt dead that would have kilPd my Husband, 
Allthis is Comfort, wherefore weep 1then ? 

Some word there was worſer then 7 ybal:*s Death 
Thac Murdered me, I would forget it fain, 

But oh it preſſes tomy Memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to ſinners minds, 

Tybalt is dead, and Romeo Baniſhed : 

hat Baniſhed, that one word Baniſhed, 

Hath flainten thouſand Tybalts: Tybalr”s death 

Was woe enough if it had ended there : 

Or if ſower woe delights in Fellowſhip, 

And needly will be rank*d with other Griefs, 

Why followed not, when ſhe ſaid Tybal:*s dead, 

Thy Father, or thy Mother, nay or both, 

Which modern Lamentation might have mov*d. 

But with a Rere-ward following 7ybal:*s death, 

Romeo is baniſhed, to ſpeak that word, 

Is Father, Mother, Tybalr, Romeo, Juliet, 

All Slain, all Dead : Romeo is baniſhed, 

There is noend, nolimit, meaſure, bound, 

[n that words death, no words can that woe ſound. 

Where is my Father and my Mother, Nurſe ? 
*Eeec3 


Nur. 
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Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalrs Coarſe. 

Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

Fuli. Waſh they his wounds with tears: mine ſhall be ſpent 
When theirs are dry for Romeor Baniſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords, poor Ropes you are b:guiPd, 
Both you and I, for Romeois Exil'd : 
He made you for an High-way to my bed, 
But 1a Maid, . dye Maiden widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, ile to my Wedding-bed, 


And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 


Nur. Hie to your Chamber, vle find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wor well where he is : 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be hereat Night, 
Vle to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
Fuli. O find him, give this Ring to my trve Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laſt Farewel. | 
[_Ex:t., 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Ronieo, come forth, 
Come forth, thou fearfol Man, 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy Parts : 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. 
Rom. Father, what News? 
What is the Princes Doom ? 
W har Sorrow craves admittance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? 
Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear Son with ſuch ſowr Company : 
| bring thee Tydings of the Princes Doom. 
Kom, What leſs than Dooms-day, 
Is the Princes Doom ? 
Fri. A gentle Judgment vaniſht from his Lips, 
Not Bodies Death, but Bodies Baniſhment. 
Kom. Ha, Baniſhment ? Be merciful, fay Death : 
For Exile hath more terror in his look, 
Mach more than Death, do not ſay Baniſhment. 
Fri. Here from FYerona art thou baniſhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world without Yerona-walls, 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it ſelf : 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the World, 
And worlds Exile is death. Then baniſhed 
ls Death mis-term'd, calling Death Baniſhed. 
Thon cur'lt my Head off with a Golden Ax, 
And ſmiPſt upon the ſtroak that Murders me. 
Fri, O deadly fin, O rude unthankfulneſs ! 
Thy fault our Law calls Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the Law, 


And turn'd that black word Death, to Baniſhment, 


This is dear Mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 

Rom. ?Tis Torture and not Mercy, heaven is here 
Where Jet lives, and every Cat and Dog, 
And little Mouſe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 

But Romeo may not. More Validity, 

More honourable State, 'more Courtſhip lives 

[n Carrion Flics, than Romeo: They may ſeize 
On the white wonder of dear Faults hand, 

And [teal immortal — from her lips, 
Who even in pure and Veſtal Modeſty 

Still bluſh, as thinking their own kiſles ſin. 

This may Flies do, when I from this muſt fly, 
And faiſlt thou yet, that Exile is not Death ? 

But Romeo may not," he is baniſhed, ' 

Hadit thou no poiſon mixt, no ſharp-ground knife, 
No ſudden mean of Death, though nere ſo mean, 
Butbaniſhed to kill me ? Baniſhed ? 

O Frier, the Damned uſe that word in Hell: 
Howlings attend it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being a Divine, a Ghoſtly Confeſlor, 

A Sin-Abſolver, aad my Friend'profeſt, 

To mangle me with that word Baniſhed ? 


| 


41 come from Lady Flier, 


Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me ſpeak. 
Rom, O thou wilr ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
Fri. Ple give thee Armour to keep off that word, 
Adverſictes ſweet milk, Philoſophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 
Rom, Yet, baniſhed ? Hang up Philoſophy, 
Unleſs Philoſophy can make a F alzer, 
Diſplant a Town, reverſe a Princes Doom, 
[t helps not, it prevails not, talk no more : 
Fri. O then 1 ſee, that mad-men have no cars, 
Rom. How ſhow'd they, 
When wiſe-men have no eyes ? 
Fri. Let me deſpair with thee of thy Eſtate. 
Rom, Thou canſt not ſpeak of that thou doſt not feel, 
'Wert thou as young, as Faber my Love : 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed. 
Then mightſt thou ſpeak, 
Then. migh'ſt thou tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade Grave. 


Enter Nur ſe and knocks. 


Fri. Ariſe, one knocks, 
Good Romeo hide thy ſelf. 

Rom. Not I, 
Unleſs the breath of Heart-ſick groans 
Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 


| [Knock, 
Fri. Hark, how they knock, 
(Who's there) Romeo, ariſe, 
Thou wilt be taken, ſtay a while, ſtand up : i 
["Knock, 
Run to my ſtudy : By and by, Gods will ? 
What Simplencſs is this : 1 come, I come. 
[Knock, 


Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you? what's your Will ? 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nur. Let me come in, 
And you ſhall know my Errand: 


Fri, Welcom then. 

Nur, O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 
Wher's my Ladies Lord ? wheres Romeo. 

Fri. There on the ground, 
With kis own tears made drunk. 

Nur. © he is even in my Miltreſfs caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe, O woful Sympathy ! 
Piteous predicament, even ſo lies ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand up, ſtand up, ſtand and you be a Man, 
For Fulet*s fake, for her fake riſe and ſtand : 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an O. 

Rom, Nurſe. | 

Nur, Ahfir, ah fir, death*s the end of all. 

Rom, Spcak*ſt thou of Flier ? How igt with her ? 
Doth not ſhe think me anold Murtherer, 
Now | have ſtain*d the Child-hood of our joy 
V Vith blood, removed but little from her own ? 
Where is ſhe ? and how does ſhe ? and what ſays 
My conceal'd Lady to our concealPd Love ? 

Nur. Oh ſhe ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and we2ps, ! 
And now falls on her bed, andthen ſtarts up. 
And Tybalt calls, and then Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. | 

Ro. Asif that Name ſhot from the deadly level of a Gun | 

Did murder her, as that Names curſed hand 
Murdered her Kinſman. Oh tell me, Frier, tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anat omy 
Doth my Name lodge ? Tell me, that I may ſack 
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Jul:, No, Madam, we have culld ſuch neceſſarics 
As are behoveful for our ſtate to morrow : 
So pleaſe you, . let me now be left alone ; 
And let the Nurſe this night fit up with you, 
Forl am ſure you have your hands full all, 
In this ſo ſudden buſineſs. 
A. Goodnight, 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt necd. 
[ Exennt, 
Juli, Farewel : 
Ged knows, when we ſhall meet again. 
| have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of Fire : 
Ple call them back to comfort me. 
Nurſe, what ſhould ſhe do here ? 
My diſmal Scene, I needs mult a& alone : 
Come Vial, what if this mixturedo not work at all ? 
Shall I be married to morrow morning ? 
No, no, this ſhall forbid it. Lie thou there, 
What if it be a Poyſon, which the Frier, 
Subrtilly hath Miniſtred to have me Dead, 
Leſt in this Marriage he ſhould be diſhonour®d, 
Becauſe he Married me before to Romeo ? 
[ fear it is, and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill been tryed a Holy Man. 
How, if when | am laid into the Tomb, 
| wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? Theres a fearful Point : 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault ? 
To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome Air breaths in, 
And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes. 
Qr if 1 live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of Death and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the Place, 
As in a Vault, an ancient Receptacle, 
Where for theſe many hundred years the Bones 
Of all my buried Anceſtors are packt, 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, 
Lies feſtring in his Shrow'd, where, as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night, Spirits reſort : 
Alack, alack is it not like thar I 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
Thar living Mortals, hearing them, run mad. 
Or if 1 walk, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
Inviron'd with all theſe Hideous fears, 
And madly play with my fore-fathers joynts ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ſhrow'd ? 
And in this rage, with ſome great Kinſmans Bone, 
As (with a Club) daſh out my deſperate Brains. 
O look, methinks I ſee my Cozens Ghoſt, 
Seeking out Romeo that did ſpit his Body 
Upon his Rapiers point: Stay, 7ybale ſtay; 
Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, here*s drink : Idrink to thee. 


Enter Lady of the houſe and Nurſe. 


Lady. Hold, 
Take theſe Keies and fetch more Spices, Nurſe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paſtry. 


Enter old Capulet. 


Cap. Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, 
The ſecond Cock hath Crow?d, 
| The Curphew Bell hath rung, ?ris three a Clock: 
Look to the Bak?'d Meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for coſt. | 

Nur. Go, you Cot-quean, g0 
Get you to Bed, faith yow'l be ſick tomorrow 
For this nights Warhing, 

Cap. Nonot awhit, I have watch'd e're now 
| All Night for a leſs Cauſe, and ne&re been ſick. 
La. 1, you have been a Mouſe-hunt in your time, 


But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 
[Exit Lady and Nurſe. 
Cap. A jealons-hood, a jealous-hocd, 
Now, Fellow, what's there ? 


Enter three or fuur with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets. 


Fel, Things for the Cook, Sir, but I know not what. 
Cap. Make haſte, make haſte, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Fel. I have a head, fir, that will find out Logs. 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Maſs and well faid, a'merry Horſon, ha. 
Thou ſhalt be Logger-head, good Faith, tis day. 
[Play Muſick, 
The County will be here with Muſick ſtraight, 
For ſo h2 ſaid he would, I hear him near, 
Nurſe, Wite, what ho ? What, Nurſe, I ſay ? 


Enter Nurſe. 


Go waken Juliet, go and trim herup, 
Ple goand chat with Paris : Hie, make haſte, 
Make haſte, the Bridegroom, he is come already : 
Make haſte, I ſay. 

Nur Multreſs, what Miſtreſs ? Frlter ? Faſt I warrant her. | 
Why Lamb, why Lady ? Fie you flug-a-bed, 
Why Love, | ſay ? Madam, Sweet-h art : Why Bride ? 
What, not a word ? You take your Penniworths now, 
Sleep for a week, for the next night 1 warrant 
The County Paris hath ſet up his reſt, 
T hat you fhall reſt but little, God forgive me : 
Marry and Amen : How ſound is ſhe aſleep ? 
| muſt needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I, let the County take you in your Bed ; | 
HeeLfright you up yfaith. Will it not be ? 
What dreſt, and in your Cloths, and down again ? 
| muſt needs wake you : Lady, Lady, Lady? 
Alas, alas, help, help, my Lady's dead. 
Oh wel-a-day, that ever I was born, 
Some Aqua-vite ho, my Lord, my Lady ? 


Enter Mother. 


Mo. What- noiſe 1s here? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Ao. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Look, look, oh heavy day. 

Ao. O me, O me, my Child, my only life ; 
Revive, look up, or l will die with hee : 
Help, help, call help. 


Emer Father. 


Fa. For ſhame bring Falter forth, her Lord is come. 
Nur. She's dead : Decealt, ſhe's dead : Alack the day. 
Mo. Alack the day, ſhe's dead, ſhe*s dead, ſhe's dead. 
Fa. Ha? Letmeſceher : Our alas, ſhes cold, 
Her blood is ſetled, and her joynts are ſtiff : 
Life and theſe Lips have long been ſeparated : 
Death lies on her like an untimely Froſt 
Upon the ſweeteſt flower of all the Field. 
Nur. O lamentable day! 
Mo. O woful time. 
Fa. Death that hath ta'ne her hence to make me waile, 
Ties up my Tongue and will not let me ſpeak. 


Entey Frier and the County. 


Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Charch ? 
Fa. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O Son, the night before thy Wedding day, 


Hath Death lain with thy Wife : Sce, there ſhe oy 
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Flower as ſhe was, Deflowr*d now by him, 
Death is my Son in Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And Icave him all Life living, all is Deaths. 
Pa. Have I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a ſight as this ? 
An. Accurit, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 
Mott miſerable Hour, that &re time ſaw 
In laſting Labonr of his Pilgrimage. 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
And cruel Death hath catchtit from my ſight. 
Nur. O wo, O woful, woful, woful Day, 
Moit lamentable Day, molt woful Day, 
That cyer, ever, I did yet behold, 
9 day, O day, Oday, O hateful day, 
Never was fecn ſo bl:ck a day as this: 
O wotul day, O woful day. 
Pa. BeguiPd, divorced, wrongcd, ſpighted, ſlain, 
Moſt deteitable death, by thee beguiPd, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown : 
O love, O life; not Life, but Love in Death. 
Fa. Deſpigd, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, kilPd, 
Uacomfortable time, why canyit thou now 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? 
O Child, O Child ; my Soul and not my Child, 
Dead art thon, alack my Child is Dead, 


| And with my Child, my joys are Buried. 


Fri. Peace ho for ſhame, Confulions : Care lives not 
[In theſe Confuſions, Heaven and your ſelf 
Had part in this fair Maid, now Heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid - « 
Your part in her, you could not keep from Death, 
But Heaven keeps his part in Eternal Life : 
Tae moſt you ſought was her Promotion, 
For *twas your Heaven that ſhe ſhould be advanc'd 
And weep ye now, ſceing ſhe is advanc'd 
Above the Clouds, as high as Heaven it ſelf? 
O in this love, you love your Child fo ill, 
Thar you run mad, ſecing that ſhe is well, 
She's not well marricd, that lives married long, 
But ſhes beſt marricd, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tcars, and ſtick your Roſemary 
On this fair Coarſe, and as the Cuſtom is, 
And in her belt Array, bear her to Church : 
For though ford Nature bids all us lament, 
Yer Narures te rs are Reaſons merriment. 
Fa. All things that we ordained Feſtival, 
Turn from their Office to black Funeral : 
Our [nſtruments to-melancholly Bells, 
Our wedding Chear, to a ſad burial Feaſt : 
Our ſolemn Hymns, to ſullen Dyrges change , 
Our Bridal Flowers ſerve for a buried Coarſe, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
-Frs. Sir go you in, and Madam, go with him, 
And go Sir Paris, every one prepare 
To follow this fair Coarſe unto her Grave : 
The Heavens do lowre upon you, for ſome ill : 
Move th:m-no more, by croſſing thcir high Will. 
. [ Exeunt, 
Me. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeſt good fellows - Ah put up, put up, 
For w:{] you know this is a pittiful Caſe. 
Ms. I by my Troth, the caſe may be amended. 


Enter Peter. 


Pet. Muſitians, oh Maſitians, 

Hearts eaſe, hearts eaſe, - 

0, and you will have me live, play hearts eaſe. 
Mu, Why hewrts caſe ? 
Pet. O Muſitians, 

Becauſe my heart it {elf plays, my heart is full. 
As. Not a dump we, *cis no time to play now. 


——_—C. 


| I hen have at you with my Wit. 


Per, You will not then ? 

Au, No. 

Pet, 1 will then give it you ſoundly. 

Au. Whart will you give us ? 

Pet. No Money on my Faith, but the Gleek. 

I will give you the Miniltrel. 

Mn, Then willl give you the Serving Creature. 

Pet, Then willl lay the ſerving Creatures Dagger on 
your Pate. I will carry no Crotchets,lle Re you,Vle Fa you, 
do you Note me ? 

Mu, And youRe us, and Fa us, you Note us. 

2 Mu, Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your Wit. 


Pet, 1 will drie-beat you with an Iron Wit, 
And put up my Iron Dagger. 
Anſwer me like Men : 
When griping griefs the Heart doth wound, then Muſick 
With her ſilver ſound. 
Why Silver ſound ? V Vhy Muſick with her Silver ſound ? 
What ſay you Simon Cathng ? 

Mu. Marry Sir, becauſe Silver hath a ſweet ſound. | 

Pet. Prateſt, what ſay you Hugh Rebick ? 

2 Mu. 1 ay Silver ſound, becauſe Muſitians ſound for Sil. 

Per. Prat:|t too, what ſay you James Sownd. Poſt ? (ver. 

3 4s. Faith I know not what to ſay. 

Pet. Ol cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 
I will fay for you, it is Muſick with her Silver ſound, 
Becauſe Muſitians have no Gold for ſounding : 
Then Muſick with her Silyer ſound, with ſpeedy help doth 
lend redreſs. 
[ Exit, | 
Ma, What a peſtilent Knave is this ſame ? 

2 Mu. Hang him Jack, come we'll in here, tarry for 
the Mourners, and ſtay dinner, 

[ Exit, 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. If I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleep, 
My Dreams preſage ſome joyful news at hand : 
My boſoms Lord tits lightly in his Throne : 
And all this winged unaccuſtom?d Spirit, 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful Thoughts. 
| dreamt my Lady came and fouhd me Dead, 
(Strange Dream that givesa dead man leave to think) 
And breath*d ſuch life with Killes in my lips, 
That I reviv'd, and wasan Emperour, 
Ah me, how ſweet is Love it ſelf poſſeſt, 
When but Loves Shadows are fo rich in Joy. 


Enter Romeo's Man. 


News from Verona, how now Balthazar ? 
Doſt thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 
How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well ? 
How doth my Lady,Juliee ? ThatI ask again, 
For nothing can, be ill, if ſhe be well. 
Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill.' 
Her Body ſleeps in Capaler?s Monument, 
And her immorrtal. part with Angels lives, 
[ ſaw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And preſently took Poſt to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill News, 
Since you didleave it for my Office, Sir. 
Rom. 1s it even ſo ? 
2508 Loy ou Stars. 
hon knowelt my Lodging, get me Ink and Pa 
And hire Poſt. Horſes, 1 Si Lance to Night. uh: 
Man. 1 do beſeech you, Sir, have Patience : ' 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some miſadyenture. 
Rom, Tuſh, thou art deceiy'd, 
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Leave me, and dothe thing 1 bid thee do : 
Halt chou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 
Aim. No, my good Lord. 


= — — 


Rom. No matter : Get thee gone, 
And hire thoſe Horſes, Ile be with thee ſtreight. 
Well Fuliet, 1 will lie with thee to Night : 
Let's ſee for means: O miſchief thou art ſwift 
Toenter in the Thoughts of deſperate Men : 
I do remember an Apothecary 
And hereabouts he dwells, wh 
In tatter*d Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
Culling of Simples, Meager were his Looks, 
Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones : 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 
legator ſtuft, and other Skins 
Of ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes, and about his Shelves 
Abeggarly Account of empty Boxes ; 
Green carthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Remmants of Packthred, and old Cakes of Roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make up a ſhew. 
Noting this Penury, to my Self I ſaid, 
And it a Man did need a Poyſon now, 
W hoſe ſale is preſent Death in Mantaa, 
Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would ſell it him. 
O this ſame Thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this ſame needy Man mult ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the Houſe, 
Being holy day, the Beggars Shop Is ſhut. 
W hat ho ? Apothecary * 


Enter Apothecary, 


ich late I noted 


-- " _ 
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Ap. Who call*s ſo lowd ? 

Rom, Come hither Man, I ſee that thou art Poor, 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 

A Dram of Poyſon, ſach ſoon-1} 
e it ſelf through all the Veins, 
That the Life-weary-taker 
And that the Trunk may be diſcharg'd of Breath, 
As violently, as haſty Powder fir*d 

Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons Womb. 

Ap. Such Mortal Drugs I have, but Manua"s Law 
Is Death to any he that utrers them. 

Rom, Art thou ſo bare and full of Wretchedneſs, 
And fear'it to die ? Famine is in thy Cheeks, | 
Need and Oppreffion ſtarveth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back : 

The world is not thy Friend, nor the world's Law : 
The world affords no Law to make thee Rich. 
Then be not Poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My Poverty, but not my Will conſents. 

Rom. | pray thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 

Ap. Put thisin any Liquid thing you will, 

And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtreight. 

Rom. Theres thy Gold, 

Worſe Poyſonto 
Doing more Murder in this loathſom World, 

Than theſe poor Compounds that thou maiſt not ſell : 
| I ſell thee Poyfon, thou haſt ſold me none. 

Farewel, buy Food, and get thy ſelf in Fleſh, 

Come Cordial, and not Poyſon, go with me 

To Jules Grave, for there mult I ofe thee. 


'| The Boy gives warning, ſomethingdoth approach, 


Enter Frier John to Frier Lawrence. 
Fohn. Holy Franciſcan Frier, Brother, ho ? 


Emer Frier Lawrence. | In whatI 


Law. This ſame ſhould be the Voice of Frier John, 
| Welcome from Mania, what ſays'\Romeo ? 


Orit mind be writ, giveme his Letter. 

Joh, Going tofind abare-foot Brother out, 
One of our Order, to aſſociate me, 

Here in this City viſiting the Sick, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Town 
SuſpeCting that we both were ia a Houſe 

W here the infe(tious Peſtilence did reign, 

| SeaPd up the Doors, and would not let us forth 
So that my ſpeed to' Mantua there was ſtald. * 
Law, Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 
Fob. I could not ſend it, here it is again, 

Nor get 2 Meſlenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful were they of InfeCtion. 

Law. Unhappy Fortune ! by my Brot herhood 
The Letter was not nice, bur full of charge 

Of dear Import, and the neglefting it 

May domuch Danger : Frier Fob», go hence 
Ger mean Iron Crow, and bring it ſtreight : 
Unto my Cel. 

John. Brother, Ple go and bring it thee. 


Law. Now mult I tothe Monument alone, 

V Vithin thisthree Hours will fair Jaler wake, 

She will beſhrew me much that Romeo 

Hath had no notice of theſe Accidents : 

But I will writeagain to Aſantna, 

And keep her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poor living Coarſe, clos'd in a dead Man's Tomb. 

[Extt. 


| 


Emer Paris and his P age, 


Par, Give me thy Torch, Boy, hence and ſtand aloof: 
Yet put it out, for | would not be ſeen : | 
Under yorld'young Trees lay thee all 

Laying thy Ear cloſe to the hollow gr 
$o ſhall no foot upon the Church-yard treads 
Being looſe, unfirm, with digging up of Graves, 
But thon ſhalt hear it: VV then to me, 
As ſignal thatithou heareſt ing approach. 
Give me thoſe Flowers. . Do as Ibid thbe, go. 
Pag. 1 am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone - 

Here 1n the Church-yard; yet1 will adventure, 


Ext. 
Pa. Sweet Flower,with Flowers thy Bridal bed I = 1 
O woe, thy Canopy is duſt and ſtones, | 
V Vhich with ſweet V Vater nightly will dew, 
Or wanting that, with tears diſtilPd by Mones 
The Obſequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrew thy Grave and weep. 
[W/bsjHe Boy. 


V Vhat curſed Foot wanders this way. to night, 
Tocroſs my Obſequies, and trueLoves Righr,? 
V Vhat with a Torch? Muffle me Night awhile. 


Emer Romeo and Peter. 
Rom, Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Ir 
Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning PRA 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 
Give methe Light : thy Life 1 charge thee, 
What-e're thou hear®lt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 
And donot interrupt me in my Courſe. 
Why 1 deſcend into this Bed of Death, 
[s partly to behold my Lady*s Face : 
But chiefly to take thence her dead finger, 
A precious Ring, A Ring thatl muſt uſe 
In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone : 
But if —_ Jealous, dolt return to Pry 
ſhall intend to do, 
By Heaven will tear thee joynt by joynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry Charch-yard with thy Limbs : 
The time, and my intents are Savage Wild: 
More 


' 


Þ-7 | For I come hither Arm'd againſt my ſelf : 
' | Stay not, be gone, Live, and hereafter ſay, 
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| Death that hath ſackt the Honey of thy Breath, 
| Hath had no Poweryet upon thy Beauty : 
'{ Thonart not Conquer'd, Beautics Enſign yet 


—_ ow - 
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| _ © Par. This is that Baniſhr haughty Mount ague 


'| And here is come to do ſome Villanous Shame 
-| To the Dead Bodys : I will apprehend him. 


| >< -<qypm ty Villain, Ido apprehend thee ; 


i Fly hence and leave me, think upon thoſe gone, 


' | By urging me to-Fury. O be gone, 


—m—_— a - 


'|'To think it was o ?' O give me thy Hand, g 
| Ple bury thee in a Triumphant. Grave. 


| How oft when Men-are at the Point of Death, 
'| Have they been /Metry ? Which their Keepers call 


# Tybalt, 1y'ſt thou there in thy Bloody Sheet ? 
{ O what more Favour can I do to thee, 


| Forgive me Cozen,. Ah dear Jubet : 
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More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty Tygers, or the Roaring Seca. 
Pet. 1 will be gone Sir, and not trouble you, 
Ro. So ſhalt thou ſhew me Friendſhip : Take thou that, 
Live and be Proſperous, and farewcl 'good Fellow, 
Pet. For all this ſame, Ple hide me here about, 
His Looks I fear; and his Intents 1 doubt. 
| HOW E [ Exit. 
Rom, Thou deteſtable Maw, thon Womb of Death, 
Gorg*d with the dearcit Morſel of the Earth : 
Thus I enforce thy rotten Jaws to open, 
Ard in deſpight, Ple cram thee with more Food. 


That murdre&my Loves Cozin z' with which Gricf, 
It is ſuppoſed the Fair Creature died, 


Stop thy unhallowed Toyl, vile Afonntagne : 
Can Vengeance be purſued further then Death ? 


Obey, and go with me, for thou muſt Die. 
Rom. 1 muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
| Good gentle Youth, tempt not a deſperate Man, 


Let them affrightthec.-. I beſeech thee Youth, 
Put not another Sin upon my Head, 


By Heaven'l Love thee better than my ſelf, 


| Amad Man's Mercy bid thee run away. 
Par. I do defie thy Commiſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? Then have at thee Boy. 
Pet. O Lofdthey fight, 1 will gocall the Watch. 
Pa. Ol am Slain; if thou be Merciful, | 
Open the Tomb, / lay me with Fulzer. ; 
Rom, In Faith I will : let me peruſe this Face, 
Mercutio's Kirffman, Noble County Parzs. | 
W hat ſaid my Man, when my betoſled Soul £ 
Did not attepd:Kit as we Rode ? 1 think 
He told me Paris ſhould have Married Fuljer. 


Or am I Mad, hearing him talk of J«ber, 
One writ with me in ſowr Misfortunes Book, 


A Grave, O noa.Lanthorn, flaughter'd Youth: 
For here lies Ful:ef;) and her Beauty makes - 
This Vaulta Feaſting preſence full of Light.. 
Death, be thon there by a Dead Maa intrer'd. 


A Lightning before Death ? Oh how may [ 
Call this aLightaing?- O my Love, my Wife, 


Is Crimſom in thy Lips, . and in thy Cheeks, 
And Deaths pale Flag is not advanced there. 


Then with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thy Enemy ? 


Why art thou yet ſo fair ? I will-believe, 

Shall I believe, that unſubſtantial Death is Amorous ? 
And that the lcan abhorred Monſter. keeps 

Thee herein Dark to be his Paramour ? 

For fear of that, I ſtill will tay with thee, 

And never from this Palace of dim Night 

Depart again : Come lic thou in my Arms, 

Here's to thy Health, where &re thou tumbleſt in, . ' 


| Thy Drugsare quick, Thus witha Kiſs 1 Die, 
Depart again ; here, here wil!I remain, 

With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids : 
Willl ſet up my Everlalting rett : 

And ſhake thy Yoak of. inautpicious Stars 
From this Worlds wearied Fleſh : Eyes look your laſt : 
Arms take your-laſt Embrace: And Lips, O you 

The Doors of Breath, ſeal with a;Righteous Kiſs 

A datcleſs Bargain to engroſling Death : 

Come bitter Conduct, come unſavoury Guide, 

Thou deſperate Pilot, now at once run on 

The daſhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary Bark - 

Here's tomy Love.. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a-Kiſs I Die. 


O here 


Enter Frier with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade, | 


Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to Night 
Have my old Feet {tumbled at Graves ? Who's there ? 


Fri, Bliſs be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
Whar Torch is yond, that vaiuly lends his Light 
To grubs and eyeleſs Sculls? As1 diſcern, | 
[t burneth in the Capulet*s Monument. 

Man. It doth ſo, Holy Sir. 

And theres. my Malter, one that you Love. 

Fri, Whois it ? 

Man, Romeo. 

Fri, How long hath he beca there ? 

Max, Full balf an hour. 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. | dare not, Sir. 

My Maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did Menace me with Death, 
[t 1 did ſtay to look on his Intents. 
F;i. Stay, then Ple goe alone, , fears come upon me, 


| O mnci I fear-ſome 111 unlucky thing. 


Mm, As 1 did fleep under this young Trec here, 
| dreamt my Maſter and another fought, 
And that my- Maſter flew him. | 

Frier, Romeo. _ 

Alack, alack, what Blood is this which ſtains 


Said he not ſo-?:Or did I Dreamit fo ? | - ©] The ſtony cutrance of this Sepulchre ? 
| What mean theſe Maſterleſs and Goary Swords 
| Tolic diſcolour'd by this place of Peace? 


Romeo, oh pale ! Whoelſe ? What Paris too ? 


| And ſteep'd in Blood ? Ah what an unkiad Hour 


Is guilty of this Lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ſtirs. 
Juli. O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord ? 


-| I do remember well where 1 ſhould be : 


And there I am, where is my Komeo ? 
Fri, I hear ſome noiſe Lady, come from that Neſt 
Of Death, contagion, and unnaturalSlcep z 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents z come, come away 
Thy Husband in thy Boſome there lies Dead, 
And Paris too : Come Ple diſpoſe of thee, 
Among a Siſterhood of Holy Nuns : | 
Stayniot to queſtion, for the Watch 1s coming, 
Come, go good Jwiet, I dare no longer ſtay. WR 
= xit, 
Juli. Go, get-thee hence, for I will not away. 
What's here ? A:Cupclogd in my true Loves hand ? 
Payſon I ſee hath been his timeleſs End. 


| O Churle, drink all, arid left no Friendly drop, 


To help me after ? I will Kiſs thy Lips, 
Haply ſome Poyſon yet doth Hang on them, 
To make me Die with a Reſtorative. 

Thy Lips are warm, 


| Enter Boy and Watch, 
Watch. Lead Boy, -which way ?, 


O true Apothecary ! 


| Ut Fils, 


—_— 


A———_— 4 


Man. Here's one,a Friend,and one that knows you well. | 
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Fuli, Yeay noiſe ? 
Then Vle be brief. O happy Dagger, _ 
Tis in thy ſheath, there rutt and let me die. 


Boy. This is the place, 
There were the Torch doth burn. 

Watch, The ground is bloody, 
Search about the Churchyard. 
Go ſome of you, whoe're you find attach. 
Pittyful ſight, heres lies the County lain, 
And Fulict bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two daies Buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run tothe Capmlers, 
Raiſe up the Mountagres, ſome others ſearch, 
We ſee the Ground whereon theſe Woes do lye. 
But the true Ground of all theſe piteous Woes 
We cannot without Circumſtance deicry. 


Enter Romeo's an. 
Wat. Here's Romeo*s Man, 


We found him in the Churchyard. 
Con, Hold him in ſafety, «ill the Prince comes hither. 


Enter Frier and another Watchman, 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, 
As he was coming from this Church-yard fide. 
Con, A greatSuſpicion, ſtay the Frier too. 


Enter the Prince. 


Pri. What miſadventure is ſo early up, 


| That calls our Perſon from our Mornings Reſt ? 


Entey Capilet and his Wife.” 


C4p. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrick abroad ? 
Wife. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 

Some Fuliet, and ſome Paris, and all run 

bs or, Sd toward our Monument, 

Pri: What Fear is this which ſtartles in your Ears ? 
Wat. Soveraign, here lies the County Pars ſlain, 
And Romeo dead, and Julict dead before, 

Warm and new kilFd. 

Pri. Search, 

Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 

Wat. Here is a Frier, and flanghter'd Rome's Man, 
With Inſtruments upon them fit ro open 

Theſe Dead mens Tombs. 

Cap. O Heaven! 

O Wife, look how our Daoghter Bleeds! 

This Dagger hath miltaine, for loe his Houſe 


- Is empty on the back of Mountague, 


And is miſ-ſheathed in my Daughters Boſom. 
Wife. O me, this ſight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Age toa Sepulcher. . 


Enter Mountague. 


Pri, Come Mountague, for thou art early up 

To ſee thy Son and Heir now early down. 
Moun. Alas my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Sons Exile hath ſtopt her Breath : 
What further Woe conſpires againſt my Age ? 

Pri. Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. FT NE 
Momun. O thou untaught, what Manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy Father to a Grave ? : 

Prz. Seal up the Mouth of out-rage for a while, 
Till we can clear theſe Ambiguities, _ 

And know their Spring, their Head, their true Deſcent, 
And then will I bz General of your Woes, 

And lead you even to Death ; mean time forbear, 


3. Wat, Here is a Frier that trembles, ſighs,and weeps: 


———— 


And lee Miſchance be Slave ro Pauiciice. 
Bring forth the Parties of ſaſpicion. 
Fri, 1 am the greateſt, able 10 do leaft, 


[Kills hey ſeife. | Yet moſt ſuſpetted, as the Time and Plc: 


Doth make againſt me, of this direful Murther : 
And here | ſtand both to Impeach and Purge 
My ſelf Condemned, and my ſelf Excug'd. 
Pri. Then fay at once what thou doſt know in this ? 
Fri, I will be bricf, for my ſhort date of Breath 
[s not ſo long as is a tedious Tale. 
Romeo there Dead, was Husband to that Fulier, 
And ſhe there Dead, that's Romeo's faithful W ife : 
[ Married them : and their ſtoln Marriage Day 
Was 1ybalt*s Dooms-day, whoſeuntimely Death 
Baniſh'd the new-made Bridegroom from this City : 
For whom (and not for Tybalt ) Fuliet pin'd. 
You, to remove that Siege of Grief from her, 
Betrotlvd, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 


| And (with wild Looks) bid me deviſe ſome means 


Torid her from this ſecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſelf, 

Then gave l her (fo tutor'd by my Art) 

A ſleeping Potion, which ſo rook Effet 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The Form of Death. Mean time I writ to Romeo, 
T hat he ſhould hither come, as this dire Night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grare, 


But he whuch bore my Letter, Frier Fohn, 

Was ſtay*d by accident, and yeſternight 

Return'd my Letter back ; then all alone, 

At the prefixed Hour of her waking, 

Came I ro take her from her Kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keep her cloſely at my Cell, 

TillI conveniently could ſend to Romeo. 

But when came (ſome Mine ere the time —— 

Of her awaking) here untimely 1a 

The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, andl intrcat her to come forth, 

And bear this Work of Heaven with Patience : 

But then, a Noiſe did ſcare me from the Tomb, 

And ſhe (toodeſperate) would not go with me, 

But (as it ſeems) did Violence on her ſelf. 

All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurſe is privy : 
And if ought inthis miſcarricd by my fault, 

Let my old Life be ſacriſic'd ſome Hour before the time, 
Unto the Rizor of ſevereſt Law: ma 
Pr;. We till have known thee for an Holy man. 
Where's Rome/s Man ? What can he ſay to this ? 

Boy. I brought my Maſter News of Falets Death, +» 
And then in Poſte he came from Afantna 

To this ſame place, to this ſame Monument. 

This Letter heearly bid me give his Father, 

And threatned me with Death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed rot, and left him there. 

Prin, Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais*d the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your Maſter in this Place ? 

Pag. He came with Flowers to ſtrew his Ladies Grave, 
And bid me ſtand aloof, and ſo 1 did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 

And by and by my Maſter drew on him, 

And then I ran away to call the Watch, 

Priz, This Letter doth make good tte Friers words, 
Their Courſe of Love, the tydings of her Death : 

And here he Writes, that he did buy a Poyſon _ 

Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal 

Came to this Vaultto die, and lie with Jalzer. 

Where betheſe Enemies ? Capuler, Mountagae, 

See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 

Thar Heaven finds means to kill your Joyes with Love; 
AndI, for winking at your diſcords too, 


Have loſt a brace of Kiaſmen : All are puniſt”d. 


— _ —_— 


an 
— 
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— ——— 


Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. by 
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* Cap. © Brother Mownague, give me thy Hand, 
This is my Daughters Joynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his Lady lie, 
Poor Sacrifices of ouc Enmity, 
Prin, A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings, 


Moun. But I can give thee more, 


For will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whiles Verona by that Name is known, 
There ſhall no Figure at that rate be ſet, 

As that of true and faithful Fulzer, 


—_— 


_—__ 
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The Sun for Sorrow will not ſhew his Head; 
Go hence to have more talk of theſe ſad things, . 
Some ſhall be pardon*d, and ſome puniſhed, 
For never was a Story of more woe, 
Than this of F #1icr,, and her Romeo, 


LExteunt omnes. 
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LIFE 


TIMONo ATHENS. 


 * 


Timon of Athens. 
_ \Two flattering Lords. 
Apemantus, « Churliſh Philoſopher. 
Sempronius, another flattering Lord. 
 Alcibiades, ar Athenian Captain. 
Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. 

Certain Senators, 

Certain Maskers. 

Certain Thieves. 


The Actors Names. | 
. 


Flaminius, oe of Timon's Servants. 
Servilius, another. 

Caphis, 
Varro, 
Philo, 
Titus, 
Lucius, 
Hortenſ1us. 
Ventidius, oze of Timon's falſe Friend;, 
Cupid. 

Sempronius. 

With divers other Servants and Attendants. 


$ everal Servants to Oſarers. 


OY 


« 


Enter Poet, Painter, ſeweller, Merchant, and Mercer at 
ſeveral doors 
Poet. Ood day, Sir. 
Pain. | am glad ye are well, 
Poet. I have not ſeen you long, how goes 
the World ? | 
Pain. It wears, Sir, as it grows. 
Poet. I, that's well known. 
Burt what particular Rarity ? What ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches : See 
Magick of Bounty, all thele ſpirits thy power 


| Hath conjur'd to attend. ' 


| know the Merchant. 

Pain. | know them both, tl?ather's a Jeweller 

Mer. Oh *cis a worthy Lord. 

Jew. Nay, that's moſt fixr. 

Mer. A moſt incomparable man, breath'd as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodneſs: 
He paſles, 

Jew. I have a Jewel here. 

Mer. O pray let's ſec? i. For the Lord Timon, Sir ? 

Zew. If he will rouch the eſtimate, but for that—— 

Poet, When we for recompence have prais'd the vild, 
[r ſtaines the Glory in that happy Verſe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 

Mer. *Tis a good farm, 

Few. Andrich: here is a Water, look ye. 

Pain. You are rapt, Sir, in ſome work, ſome Dedication 
to the Great Lord. 


eAftus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Poet. A thing lipt idly from me. 
Our Poeſic is as a Gown, which uſes 
From whence tis nourithe : The fire "th* Flint 
Shews not "till it be ſtruck : Our gentle Flame 
 Provokes it felf, and like the current flies 
Each bound it chaſes. What have you there ? 
Pain. A Pifture, Sir : When comes your Book forth ? 
Poet. Upon the Heels of my preſentment, Sir. 
Ler's ſee your piece. 
Pain, "Tis a good Piece, 
Poet. So *tis, this comes off well, and excellent: 
Pain. Indifterent. 
Poet. Admirable ! How this Grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding : what a mental power 
[his eye ſhoots forth ? How big imagination 
Moves in this Lip; toth* dumbaeſs of the geſture, 
One might interpret. 
Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life : 
Here is a touch : Is't good ? 
Poet, I will fay of it, 
[t tutors Nature, Artificial ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches livelier than life. 


Enter cert ain Senators. 


Pain, How this Lord is followed ! 

Poet The Senators of «Athens, happy ifieft; 

Pain. Look moe. : 

Poet. You ſee this confluence, this great flood of Vilitors, 
[ have in this rough work ſhap'd out a man, 


Aaa Whom j 


OT” EY CES? nt A 


ts gy 0 EO 


" 


<4 


2 Timon of Athens. 


Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg 
With ampleſt entertainment : My free drifc 

Halts not particularly, but moves it ſelf 

-In a wide Sea of Wax, nolevelPd malice 

infets one comma in the courſe I hold, 


Leaving no Tract behind, . 

Pain. How ſhall | underſtagd yay ? 

Poet, 1 will unbolt to you. | 

You ſce how all Conditiong, how al Minds, 


Of grave and aultere quality, tender down 
Their ſervices to Lord Timon : His large Fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All ſorts of hearts; yea'fgom the glaſs facid Flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few Things loves betref | 
Than to abhor himſelf, even he drops down 

The knee before him, and returns in peace 

Moſt rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. | 

Poet, Sir, 1 have upon a high and pleaſant hull 
Feign'd Fortune to be taron'd. 

The Baſe o'th* Mount 

Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of Natures 
That labour on the boſom ot this Sphere, 

To propagate their ſtates; amanglt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 

One do 1 perſonate of Lord, Twmer's frame, 

Whom Fortune with her [vory hand wafts to her, 
Whoſe preſent grace, to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Tranſlates his Rivals. 

Pain. *Tis conceiv'd, to ſcope | 

This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill methinks 
With one man beckn'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againlt the ſteepy Mount, 

To climb his happineſs, would be well expreſt 

[n our Condition. 

Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on : 

All thoſe which were his Fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value z on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his Lobbies fill with readance, 
Rain Sacrificial whiſperings in his ear, 
Make Sacred, even his Stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free Air. 

Pain, 1 marry, what of theſe ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late beloved ; all his Dependants 
Which labour'd after him to the Mountains top, 
Even on their knees and hands let him fit down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. *Tis common : 

A thouſand moral Paintings I can ſhew, 

That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
To ſhew Lord Timor, that mean eyes have ſeen 
The foot above the head. 


Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord Timon, addreſſing himſelf courteouſly 


to every Suit ore 


Tim. Impriſoned is he, ſay you? _ 
Meſ. 1 my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, 
His means moſt ſhort, his Creditors molt ſtraight : 
Your honourable Letcer he deſires _ ; 
To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 
Tim. Noble Yentidins, well : 
| am not of that Feather, to ſhake off ; 
My friend when he moſt needs me. I do know him 
A Gentleman, that well deſerves a help, _ 
Which he ſhall have. 1'11 pay the debt, and free him. 
Meſ, Your Lordſhip ever binds him. 


1 


But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, — 


As well of glib and ſlipp'ry Creatures, as — 


—_— 


—— 


Tim, Commend me to him, I will fend hi 
And being enfranchized, bid him come to = _ 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 

Mej. All happineſs to your Honour, 


4 Enter an Old Athenian. uy 


0. Ati Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 
Tim, Freely, good Father, 


O. Ah.” Thou haſt a ſervant nam'd Lucilius. 
Tim. - have ſo: What of him ? 
. ©. Ath, Moſt Noble Timon, call the ma 
Tim, Attends he here, or no? Landis, - ——_ 
Luc. Here, at your Lordſhips ſervice, 
-O. Ath. This fellow here, L. Timor, this thy Creature 
By night frequents my houſe. 1am a man 
That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift 
And my cltate deſerves an Heir more rais'd. * 
Than one which holds a Trencher. ; 

Tim, Well : What further ? 

0, Ath, One only Dayghter have, no Kin elſs 
On whom [ may confer what I have got : : 
The Maid is fair, a'th?youngeſt for a Bride 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coll, x 
In Qualities of the beſt, This man of chile 
Attempts her Love: I pray thee (Noble Loc) 
Joyn with me to forbid him her reſort, 

My ſelf have ſpoke in vain. 

Tim, The man is honeſt. 

O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon, 
His Honeſty rewards him in it ſelf, 

[t muſt not bear my Daughter, 

Tim, Does ſhe love him ? 

O. Ath. She is young and apt : 

Our own precedent paſſions do inſtruCt us 


} What levity's in Youth. 


Tim. Love you the Maid ? | 

Lucs, 1 my good Lord, and ſhe accepts of it. 

O. Ath. If in her Marriage my conſent be miſſing 
[ call the Gods to witneſs, I will chuſe : 
Mine Heir from torth the Beggars of the World, 
And diſpoſleſs her all. 

Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
If ſhe be mated with an equal Husband ? 

0. Ath. Three Talents on the preſent, in future, all. 

Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ferv*d me long : 
To build his Fortune [ will ſtrain a little, 
For *tis a Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What you beſtow, in him 111 counterpoize, 


| And make him weigh with her, 


0. eAth. Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your Honour, ſhe is his. 
Tim, My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promiſe. 
Luci. Humbly I thank your Lordſhip, never may 
That State or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to you, Exit, 
Poet. Vouchſafe my Labour, . 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
Tim, | thank you, you ſhall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. What haye you there, my Friend ? 
Pain, A piece of Painting, which I do beſeech 
Your Lordſhip to accept. 
Tim, Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoſt the Natural Man - 
For ſince Diſhonour trafficks with mans Nature, 
. He is but outſide : The Penfil'd Figures are 
Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work, 
And you ſhall find I like it : Wait Attendance 
Till you hear further from me 
Pain, The Gods preſerve ye. 


Tim, Well fare you Gentleman : Give me your hand, 
We 


— 


out co. . 


——C 


— — 


:| my heart. 


Timon of Athens. ' 3 


We muſt needs dine together : Sir, your Jewel 
Hath ſuffered under praiſe. 
7ew. What my Lord, diſpraiſe? 
Tim. A cer ſatiety of Commendations, 
If | ſhould pay you for't as *tis extolPd, 
[t would unclew me quite. 

Zew. My Lord, *tis rated 
As thoſe which ſell would give : But you well know, 
Things of like value differing in-the Owners, 

Are priz'd by their Maſters. Believ't, dear Lord, 
You mend the Jewel by the wearing It. 

Tim, Well mock'd. : [Enter Apemantvs. 

Mer. No, my good Lord, he ſpeaks the common tongue 
Which all men ſpeak with him. ; 

Tim, Look who comes here, will you be chid ? 

7ew. We'll bear with your Lordſhip. 

e Mer. He'll ſpare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, 

Gentle Apemantwe. 

Apem. Till 1 be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good morrow, 
When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe Knayes honeſt. | 

Tim, Why doſt thou call them Knaves, thou know'ſt 
them not ? 

Apem., Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes, 

Apem. Then [repent not. 

Few. You know me, Apemantus ? | 

Apem. Thou know'lſt I do, 1 call'd thee by thy name, 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantas. | 

Apem. Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not like T5mon, 

Tim. Whither art going ? , : 

Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenians brains, 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for, | 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by th' Law. 

Tim. How lik'ſt thou this Pifture, Apemantus ? 

Apem, The belt, for the Innocence. _ 

Tim, Wrought he not well that painted it ? 

Apem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and yet 
he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. Y'are a Dog. ; 

Apem. Thy Mother's of my generation: What's ſhe, 
[f I be a Dog ? 

Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem, No, I eat not Lords. ; 

Tim. And thou ſhould'ſt, thou'd'ſt anger Ladies, 

Apem, O they eat Lords. 

So they come by great bellies. 
Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Apem. So thou apprehend'ſt it. 

Take it for thy labour, 

Tim, How doſt thou like this Jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which will not 
coſt a man a Doit. 

Tim. What doſt thou think 'tis worth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking, 

How now, Poet ? , 

Poet. How now, Philoſopher ? 

Apem, Thou lieſt. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem, Yes. 

Poet, Then I lic not. 

Apem, Art not a Poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lieſt : Feng 
Look in thy laſt work, *where thon haſt feign'd him a 
worthy Fellow, 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo. 

Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o'ch? 
flatterer, Heavens, that I were a Lord. | 

Tim. What wouldſt do then, Apemantns ? — 

Apem. E'en as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with 


| 1s but his Steward ; no meed but he repaies 


|| All uſe of quittance. 


Tim, What thy (elf? 


Apem. |. 
Tim, Wherefore ? 
Apem. That | had no angry wit to be a Lord: 
Art not thou a Merchant ? 
Mer. 1, Apemantus, 
Apem, Traffick confound thee, if the Gods will nor, 
Mer. If Tcaflick do it, the Gods do it, 
Apem, Traffick's thy God, and thy God confound thee, 


Trumpet ſounds, Enter a Mcſſenger, 


Tim, What Trumper's that ? 

Meſ. "Tis Aibiades, and ſome twenty Horſe, 
All of Companionſhip. 

Tim. Pray entertain them, give them guide to us, 
You mult needs dine with'me : Go not you hence 
Till l have thankt you; and when dinner's done 
Shew me this piece, 1am joyful of your ſights, 

Entr Alcibiades with the reſt. 

Moſt welcome Sir, | 

Apem. Solo, their Aches contract, and ſtarve your ſup- | 
ple Joynts: That there ſhould be ſmall love amongſt theſe 
iweet Knaves, and all this Courteſie, The ſtrain of man's 
bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

cAlci. You have ſav'd my longing, and | feed 
Moſt hungerly on your ſight. 

Tim, Right welcome, Sir. . 
E're we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous tinge 
ln difterent pleaſures. 
Pray you let us in, [Exemnt. 
Enter two Lotds. 


1. Lord. What time a day is't, eApemantus ? 
Apem. Time to be hone, ; 
I. That time ſerves ſtill. 
Apem, The moſt accurſed thou that ſtill omit t'ftit. 
2, Thou art going to Lord Timers Feaſt, 
Apem. I, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools. 
2, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
Apem. Thou art a Fool to bid me farewel twice. 
2. Why, Apemantiis ? 
Apem. Should'ſt have kept one to thy ſelf, for I mean to 
give thee none. 
1. Hang thy ſelf. | 
Apem. No, Iwill do nothing at thy bidding: 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend. 
2, Away unpeaceable Dog, 
Or Il ſpucn thee hence. . 
Apem, | will fly like a Dog, the heels a'th' Aſs. 
1, He's oppoſite to humanity. 
Come, ſhall we in, 
And taſte Lord Timon's Bonnty ? He outgoes 
The very heart of kindneſs. 
2, Hepours it out: Plurxs, the God of gold, 


Seven-fold above it ſelf: No gift to him, 
But breeds the givera return : Exceeding | 


1, The Nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 
2, Long may he live in Fortages: Shall we1n ? 
Pl keep you company, [Exeunt, 
| 


Hoboyes playing, Loud Muſick = | 

A great iy ar in; _ then enter Lord Timon, the | 
States, the Athenian Lords, Ventidius which Timon re- | 
deemed from priſon. Then comes dropping after all, Apeman- | 
tus dſcontentedly like himſelf. | 


Venzgid, Moſt honoured Timon, | 
[t hath pleas'd the Gods ta remember my Father”; age, 
And call bim to long peace : 


He is gone ha and has left me rich: 
8 "_ Aaa 2 Then, 
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Then as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I doreturn thoſe Talents 
Doubled with thanks and ſervice, from whoſe help 
| deriv'd liberty. | 
Tim, O by no means, 
Honeſt Yentidius : You miſtake my Love, 
| gave it freely ever, and there's none 
Can truly ſay he gives, if he receives : 
[f our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them, Faults that are rich are fair. 
Ventid A Noble Spirit. 
Tim, Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
To ſct a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomcs, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere 'tis ſhown - 


'But where there is true friendſhip there needs none. 


Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunes to me. 
_ 1 Lord My Lord, we alwaies have confeſt it. 
Ap:m. Ho, ho, confeſt it? Hang'd it? Have you not ? 
Twn. O eApemantus, you are welcome. 
Apem. No: You ſhall not make me welcome. 
[ come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 
Tim. Fye, tart a Churle, ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, *tis much to blame : 
They ſay, my-Lords, Ira furor brevs eft, 
But yond man is very angry. 
Go, let him have a Table by himſelf : 
For he does neither affeft company, 
Nor is he fit for't indeed. 
eApem. Let me ſtay at thine apperil, T:mor, 


| come to obſerve, 1 give thee warning on't. 


Tim. | take no heed of thee ; Th'art an Athenian, there- 
fore welcome : I my ſelf would have no power, prethee 
let my meat make thee ſilent. 

Apem. 1 ſcorn thy nieat, *twould choak me : For I ſhould 
ne*er flatter thee, Oh you Gods ! What a number of men 
cats Timon, and he ſees *em not? It grieves me to ſee fo 
many dip their meat in one mans blood , and all the mad. 
neſs is, he cheers them up too. 
| wonder men dare truſt themſelves with men. 

Methinks they ſhould invite them without knives, 

Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 

There's much example for't, the fellow that ſits next him 
now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught: is the readieſt man to kill him. *T has 
been proved, if I were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink 
at meals, leſt they ſhould ſpy my wind-pipes dangerous 


| notes, great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their 


throats. 

Tim. My Lord in heart: and let.the health go round, 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way , my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way ? A brave fellow; be keeps his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make thee and thy ſtate look 
ill, Timon. ; 

Here's that which is too weak to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which ne'er left man 'th'mire: 
This and my food are equa], there's no ods, 
Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. 


Apemantus's Grace. 
Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf, 
I pray for no man but my ſelf, 
Grant I may never prove ſo fond, 
To truſt man on bus Oath or Bond : 
Or a Harlot for her weeping - 
Or a Dog that ſeems a > 16.5 y 
Or a Keeper with my F reedom : 
Or my Friends'if 1 ſhould need "em. 
Amen, So fall too't : : 
Rich men ſin, and I eat root, 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus. 
Twn, Captain, 
eAlcibiades, your heart's in the field. now. 
eAlci, My heart is ever at your ſervice, my Lord. 


Tim, You had rather beat a breakfaſt of Enemies, than 
a dinner of Friends, 

Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there's no 
meat like *em, I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a Feaſt, 

Apem, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might'ſt kill 'em : And bid me to*em. 

1 Lord, Might we but have that happineſs, my Lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might ex 
preſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think our ſelves 
for ever perfect. 

Tim. Oh no doubt, my good Friends, but the Gods 
themſelves have provided that I ſhall have much help from 
you: How had you been my Friends elſe ? Why have you 
that Charitable title from thouſands? Did not you chiefly 
belong to my heart? Ihave told more of you to my ſelf 
than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your own behalf, 
And Thos far I cofirm you. Oh you Gods (think I) what 
need we have any Friends if we ſhould never have 
need of 'em? They were the moſt needleſs Creatures li- 
ving, ſhould we ne'er have uſe for *em. And would moſt 
reſemble ſweet Inſtruments hung up in Cales, that keep 
their ſounds to themſelves. Why I have ofcen wiſht my 
ſelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you : We are 
born to do benefits. And what better or properer can we 
call our own, than the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a 
precious comfort *tis to have ſo many like Brothers com- 
manding one anothers Fortunes ! Oh Joys, &en made a- 
way e're't can be born, mine eyes cannot hold out water 
methinks, to forget their faults. Idrink to you. 

Apem. Tnou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon. 

2. Lord Joy hadthe like conception in our eyes, 

And at that inſtant like a Babe ſprung up. 
eApem. Ho, ho, 1 laugh to think that Babe a Baſtard. 


3 Lord I promiſe you my Lord you moy'd me much, 
Apem., Much, 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Maskers of «Amazons with 
Lites in their hands, dancing and playing. 


Tim, What means that Trump? How now? 
Enter Servant. 


Ser, Pleaſe you, my Lord , there are certain Ladies 
Moſt deſirous of admittance. 

Tim, Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Ser. There comes with them a Fore-runner, my Lord, 
which bears that office to ſignifie their pleaſures. 

1m, 1 pray let them be admitted, 


Enter Cupid with the Mask of Ladies, 


Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all that of his 
Bounties taſt : The five beſt Senſes acknowledge thee their 
Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous Boſom. 
There taſt, touch all, pleas'd from thy Table riſe : 

They only. now come but to feaſt thine eyes. 

Tim.They're welcome all ; let *em have kind admittance. 
Muſick make their welcome. 

Luc. You ſee, my Lord, how ample you are beloy'd. 

Apem. Hoyday ! 

What a ſweep of vanity comes this way. 
They dance, they are mad Women. 
Like Madneſs is the Glory of this life, 
As this pomp ſhews to a little oyl and root. 
We make our ſelves fools , to diſport our ſelves, 
And ſpend our flatteries todrink thoſe men, 
Upon whoſe Age we void it up agen, 
With poyſonous Spight and Envy. 
Who lives, that's not deprav'd, ar depraves ? 
Who dies, that bears not one ſpurn to their graves 
Of their friends gift ? 
| ſhould fear, thoſe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ſtamp upon me : *T'as been done, 
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Men ſhut their doors againſt a Setting Sun, 


The Lords riſe from T able, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to ſhew their loves, each ſingle out an Amazon, and all 
dance, Men with Women, 4 lofty ſtrain or two 
to the Hiboyes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done your pleaſures, 
Much Grace (Fair Ladies) ; | 
Sets a fair faſhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half ſo beautiful, and kiud : 
You have added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device. 
| am to thank you for it. 
1 Lord. My Lord, you take us even at the beſt. 
Apem. Faith for the worlt is filchy, and would not hold 
taking, | doubt me, 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle Banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpole your ſelves. 
All La. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. Exeunt, 
Tim. Flavinis, 
Flav, My Lord. 
Tim, The little Casket, bring me bither, 
Fla, Yes, my Lord. More Jewels yet ? 
There is no _—_ him in*s humour, 
Elſe I ſhould rell him well, i faith 1 ſhould, 
When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then, and he could : 
'Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, 
That man might ne'r be wretched for his mind. 
1. Lord, Where be our men ? 
Serv, Here, my Lord, in readineſs, 
2. Lord. Our Horſes. 
Tim, O my Friends! 
[ have one word toſay to you: Look you, my good Lord : 
[ mult entreat you, honour meſo much, : 
As to advance this Jewel, accept, and wear it, 
Kind my Lord. ; 
1. Lord. lam ſo far already in your Gitts, 
All. So are we all. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vilit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome, 


Enter Flavius. 


Fla. I beſcech your Honour, vouchſafe me a word, it 
does concern you near, 
Tim. Near ! Why then another time I'll hear thee. 
[ prethee let's be provided to ſhew them entertainment. 
Fla, 1 ſcarce know how. 


Enter another Servant. 


Ser. May it pleaſe your Honour, Lord Lucins 
(Out of his free Love) hath preſented to you 
Four Milk-white Horſes trapt in Silver, 

Tim. I ſhall accept them fairly : Let the Preſents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 

Enter a third Servant. 

How now? What News? 

3 Serv. Pleaſe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow, 


| to hunt with him, and tas ſent your Honour two brace of 


Grey.Hounds. 
Tim. I'll bunt with him. 
And let them be received, not without fair Reward. 
Fla. What will this come to? 
He commands us to __ and give great gifts, and all 
out of an empty Coffer : 
Nor will he know his purſe, or yield me this, 
To ſhew him what a Beggar his heart is, 


Rs 


Being of no Power to make his wiſhes good, 
His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, 

Chat what he ſpeaks is all in debt, owes for ev'ry word : 
He is ſo kind, that he now payes intereſt for't; ; 
His Land's put to their Books. Well, would | were 
Gently put out of Office, &er 1 were ford : 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

Than ſuch that do e'en Enemies exceed. 

[ bleed inwardly for my Lord. [Exi. 

Tim. Youdo your ſelves much wrong, 

You bate too much of your own merits. 
Here, my Lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord With more than common thanks 
[ will receive it. 

3 Lord. O ha's the very ſoul of Bounty. 

Tim. And now | remember, my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courſer | rode on. 'Tis yours 
becauſe you lik'd it. 

1 Z. Oh, I beſech you, pardon me, my Lord, in that, 

Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: 1 know no 
man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affe&. 1 weigh 
my friends affeftion with my own? 1?.] tell you true 
[*ll call to you. ; 

eAll Lords. O none ſo welcome. 

Tim. I take all, and your ſeveral viſitations 
So kind to heart, *tis not enough to give : 

Methinks | could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne'er be weary. Alcrbrades, | 
Thou art a Souldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 

It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 

Is *monglt thedead ; and all the Lands thou haſt 
Lie in a Pitcher Field, 

Alci. 1 defie Land, my Lord. 

1 Lord, We are fo vertuouſly bound. 

Timm, And ſoam1T to you. 

2 Lord, So infinitely endear'd. 

Tm, All to yo you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 

1 Lord, The belt of Happineſs, Honour and Fortunes, 
Keep with you, Lord Timon. 

Tim, Ready for his Friends. CExennt Lord;. 

Apem. What a coils here, ſerving of becks and jurtiog 
out of bumms, Idoubt whether their Legs be worth 
the ſummes that are given for 'em, 

Friendſhip's full of Dreggs : 
Methinks falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on Court'hes. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus (if thou wert not ſullen) 
| would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing; for if I ſhonld be.brib'd too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thon 
wouldlſt fin the faſter. Thou giv'lt ſo long, Timer (1 fear 
me) thou wilt give away thy ſelf in paper ſhortly. What 
need theſe Feaſts, Pomps, and Vain-glories? 

Tim, Nay, and you begin to rail on Society once, 1] 
am ſworn not to give regard to you. Farewell, and come 
with better Muſick. LExit. 

Apem. So: Thon wilt not hear me now, thou ſhalt not 
then. PI] lock thy Heaven from thee : 

Oh that mens ears ſhould be 
To Counſel deaf, but not to flattery. [Exi. 


Enter a Senator. 

Sen. And late five thouſand: to Yarro and to Ipdore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſumme, 
Which make it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, ir will nor. 

If I want Gold, ſteal but a Beggar's Dog, 

And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold, 

If I would ſell my Horſe, and buy rwenty more 
Better than he ; why give my horſe-ro Tumor. 
Ask nothing, give ic him, it foals me ſtraight 
An able Horſe: No Porter at his gate, 

But rather one that ſmiles and ſtill invites 


All that paſs by. It cannot hold, no reaſon | 
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Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety. Caphu, hoa. 
Caphs 1 lay. 


Enter Caphis. 


Caph. Here, Sir, what is your pleaſure ? 


Sen. Get on your Cloak, and haſte you to Lord Timon; 


lImportune him for my monies, be not ceaſt 
With flight denial; nor then filenc'd, then 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 


Plaies in the right hand, thus : But tell him, firrah, 


My uſes cry to me; 1 mult ſerve my turn 


Out of mine own, his dayes and times are paſt, 


And my reliances on his fraCted dates 
Have ſmit my credit. I love and honour bim, 


But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger. 


Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
But find ſupply immediate, Get you gone, 
Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, 
A viſage of demand: ForlI do fear 
When every Feather ſticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flaſhes now a Phcenix, get you gone. 
Caph. 1 go, Sir. | 
Sen. 1 go, Sir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Come. 
Caph. | will, Sir. 
Sen. Go. 


CExeunt, 


Enter Steward , with many Bills in bis hand. 


Stew. No care, no ſtop, ſoſenſeleſs of expence, 


That he will know neither how to maintain it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no account 
How things go from him, nor reſume no care 
Of what is to continue: Never mind 

Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 


What: ſhall be done, he will not hear; till feel : 


[ muſt be round with him, now he comes from 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. 


Enter Caphis, Iſidore, and Varro. 


hunting. 


Caph. Good even, Yarro, what, you come for money ? 


Var. Is't not your bulineſs too ? 
Caph. It is, and yours too, 1/idore ? 
Ifid. It is fo. 

Caph. Would we were all diſcharg'd. 
Var, I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the Lord, 


Enter Timon, and buy Tran. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinners done, we'll forth again , 


My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will ? 


Caph. My Lord, here is a note of certain dues, 


Tim, Dues? Whence are you ? 
. Of Athens here: My Lord. 
Tim, Go to my Steward. 


Caph. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he kath put me off 


To theducceſſion of new dayes this month : 
My Maſter is awak'd by great occalion, 
To call upon his own, and humbly prays you, 
That with your other Noble parts, youll ſuit, 
[n giving him his right. 
Tim, Mine honeſt Friend, gs 
| prethee but repair to me next morning. 
Caph. Nay, good my Lord. 
Tim, Contain thy ſelf, good Friend, 
Var. One Yarro's ſervant, my good Lord. 
Iid. From 1ſidore, he humbly prays 
| ment. | 
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ſpeedy pay- 


Ceph. If you did know, my Lord, my Maſter's wants. 
Var. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, ſix weeks, and 


1/id. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and I 
Am ſent expreſly to your Lordſhip. 
Tim, Give me breath : 
[ do beſeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 
1'11 wait upon you inſtantly. Come hither, pray you 
How goes the world that I am thus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention, long ſince due debts 
Againſt my Honour ? 
Stew. Pleaſe you, Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs : 
Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 
Tim, Do ſo, my Friends, ſee them well entertain'd. 
Stew, Pray draw near. [ Ext, 


Enter Apemantus and Fool, 


Caph, Stay, ſtay, here comes the Fool with Apemantns. 
let's have ſome ſport with *em. 


Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us 

1/id. A plague upon him dog. 

Var, How doſt, Fool ? 

eApem, Doſt dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 

Var. I ſpeak not to thee. 

Apem, No , *tis tothy ſelf. Come away. 

Ifid. There's the Fool hangs on your back already, 

Fpem.. No, thou ſtandſt ſingle, thou art not on him yer 

Caph. Where's the Fool now ? 

Apem, He laſt ask*d the Queſtion, Poor Rogues and 
Uſurers men, Bawds between Gold and want. 

All. What are we, Apemantu: ? 

Apem. Aſſes. 

All. Why ? | 

eApem. That you ask me what you are, and do not know 
your ſelves. Speak to *em Fool. 

Fool. How do you, Gentlemen ? 

All, Gramercies, good Fool : 
How does your Miltrefs ? 

Fool, She's &en ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch Chickens 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 

Apem, Good, Gramercy. 


Enter Page. 


Fool. Look you, here comes my Maſter's Page. 

Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you in this 
wiſe company ? 
How doſt thou, Apemantus ? 


Apem. Would 1 hada Rod in my mouth , that I might 


anſwer thee profitably: 

Page. Prethee, eApemantss, read me the ſuperſcription 
of theſe Letters, I know not which is which. 

Apem, Canſt not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem, There will little learning die then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades. Go 
thou waſt born a Baſtard and thou'lt die a Bawd. 

Page, Thou waſt whelpt a Dog, and thou ſhalt famiſh a 
Dogs death. 

Anſwer not, I am gone, [Ext. 
E'en ſo thou out-runſt Grace, 
Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timons. 
Fool. Will you leave me there ? 
If Timon ſtay at home. 
You three ſerve three Uſurers ? 

All. 1 wou'd they ſerv'd us. 

Apem, So would 1: | 
As good a trick as ever Hangman ſery'd Thief, 

Fool. Are you three Uſurers men ? _ 
Alt. | 
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eAll 1; Fool. | 

Fool, | think no Uſurer but has a fool to his Servant. 

My Miſtreſs is one, and 1 am her fool: when men come 
to borrow of your Maſters, they approach ſadly, and go 
away merrily : but they enter my maſters houſe merrily, 
and go away ſadly. The reaſon of this? 

Yar. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
maſter, and a Knave, which notwithſtanding thou ſhalt 
be no leſs eſteemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-maſter, Fool? 

Fool. A Fool in good cloaths, and ſomething like thee. 
Tis a ſpirit, ſomtime *r appears like a Lord, ſometimes 
like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with two 
[tones more than's artificial one, He is very often like a 
Knight; and generally, in all ſhapes that man goes up 
and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen, this Spirit 
walks 1n. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man, 

As much foolery as I have, ſo much wit thou lack'ſt. 
Apem. That anſwer might have become eApemantus. 
All. Aſide, aſide, here comes Lord Timon. 


-w 


Enter Timon and Steward. 


Apem, Come with me (no) come, 

Fool. 1 do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Womap, ſometime the Philoſopher. 

Stew. Pray you walk near, 

PIl ſpeak with you anon. [Exennt, 
Tim, You make me marvel wherefore c'er this time 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me, 

That 1 might ſo have rated my expence, 

As I had leave of means: * 

Stew. You would not hear me : 

At many leiſures I propos?d. 

Tm, Go to: 

Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you took, 

When my indiſpoſition put you back, 

And that unaptneſs made you miniſter 

Thus to excuſe your ſelf. 

*rew. O my good Lord, 

At many times 1 brought in my accompts, 

Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And ſay you found them in mine honeſty, 

When for ſome trifling Preſent you have bid me 
Return ſo much, 1 have ſhook my head, and wept ; 
Yea againſt th* Authority of manners, pray'd you 

To hold your hand more cloſe : 1 did endure 

Not ſeldom, nor no flight checks, when | have 
Prompted you in the Ebbe of your Eſtate, 

And your great flow of Debts; my dear lov'd Lord, 
Though you here now ( too late) yet now's a time 
The greateſt of your having, lacks a half, 

To pay your preſent debts. 

Tim, Let all my Land be ſold. 

Stew. *Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the month 

Of preſent dues; the future comes apace : 

What ſhall defend the interim, and at length 

How goes our reck'ning ? 

Tim, To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
Were it all yours, to give-it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone ? 

Tim, You tell me true ? 

Stew, If you ſaſpe&t my Hasbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me before the exacteſt Auditors, 

And ſet me on the proof. So the Geds bleſs me, 
When all our Offices have been oppreit 

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid with Minſtrelfie, 


I have retir'd me to a walteful cock, 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tiwm, Preethee no more. 

Stew, Heavens have I faid , the bounty of this Lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have Slaves and Peazants 
This night englutted ! who is not 7imor's ? 

What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is L. Timon's ? 
Great Timen, Noble, Worthy, Royal Timor's : 

Ab, when the means are gone, that buy this-praiſc 

The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made: ; 
Feaſt won, Falt loſt, one cloud of winter ſhowres, 
Theſe flies are couchr. 

Tim, Come ſermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty yet bath paſt my heart; 
Unwiſely not ignobly have I given, 

Why doſt thou weep, canſt thou the conſcience lack, 
To think I ſhall lack Friends? Secure thy heart 

If I would broach the Veſſels of my Love, : 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 

Men and mens Fortunes could 1 frankly uſe, 

As I can bid thee ſpeak. 

Stew. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts. 

Twm. And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd 
That I account them Bleſſings. For by theſe : 
Shall I try Friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes : 
| am wealthy in my friends, 

Within there, Flavinme, Servilnu ? 


Enter three Servants. 


Ser, My Lord, my Lord. | 

Tim, I will diſpatch you ſeverally. 

You to Lord L«cws, to Lord Lacilku you, Ihunted with 
his Honour today; you to Sempromus ; commend me to 
their loves, and I am proud, fay, that my occaſions have 
found time to uſe *em toward a ſupply of money : let the 
requeſt be fifty Talents. 

Flam, As you have ſaid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lucww and Lucius ? Humb, 

Tim. Go you, Sir, tothe Senators ; 

Of whom, even to the States beſt health, I have 
Deſerv'd this hearing ; bid *«m ſend o'th? inſtant 
A thouſand Talents ro me. 

Stew. | have been bold 

(For that 1 knew it the moſt general way ) 
To them to uſe your Signet and your Name, 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am here 

No richer in return, 

Tim. Is't true? Can't be? 

Stew. They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would, are ſorry : You are Honourable, 
But yet they could bave wiſht, they know not, 
Something hath been amiſs; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were well; *tis pity, 
And ſo intending other ferious matters, 

After diſtaſtful looks, and theſe hard FraQtions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into ſilence. 
Tm, You Gods reward them: 
Prethee man, look cheerly. Theſe old Fellows 
Have their I[ngratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their dlood is cak*d, *tis cold, it ſeldom flowes, 
"Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind , 
And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
[s faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Yentidius (prethee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeſt ; ingenuouſlly I ſpeak, 
No blame belongs to thee :) Yentiains lately 
Buri'd his Father, by whoſe dearth he's ſtepp'd 
Into a great eſtate; when he was poor, 
[mpriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 
| clear'd him with five Talents. Greet him from wo 
! 
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3 | Timon of Athens. : 


Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſſity 
Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thoſe five Talents ; that had, giv't theſe Fellows 


"To whom 'tis inſtant due. Nev*c {peak, or think, 


That Timor's fortunes ?mong his Friends can fink. 
Stew. 1 would I could nor think it : 
That thought is bounties Foe : 
Being free it (elf it thinks all others ſo. LExeunt. 
Flaminius waiting to ſpeak with a Lord from his Maſter : 
| enters a Servant to him. 


| Ser. I have told my Lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. ; 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir. 


Enter Lucullns. 


Ser. Here's my Lord. 

Lac. One of Lord Timer's men? A Gift I warrant. 
Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a Silver Baſon and 
Ewre to night. Flaminius, honeſt Flaminius, you are Ve- 
ry reſpeCtively welcome, Sir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 
how does that Honourable, Compleat , Free-hearted 
Gentleman of efthens, thy very bountiful good Lord 
and Maſter. 

Flam. His health is well, Sir, 

Luc. I am right glad that his health is well, Sir; and 
what haſt thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flaminins ? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which in 
my Lords behalf, I come to intreat your honour to ſupply, 
who having great and inſtant occaſion to uſe fifry Talents, 
hath ſent to your Lordſhip to furniſh him, nothing doubt- 
ing your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 

Luc. La, la, la, la: Nothing doubting, ſays he? Alas, 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis, if he would not keep 
ſo good a houſe, Many a time and often I ha? din'd with 
him, and told him on't, and come again to ſupper to him 
on purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs, and yet he would em- 
brace no counſel, take no warning by my coming, every 
man hath his fault, and honeſty is his. 1 ha* told him on't, 
but I could never get him from't. 


Enter Servant, with Wine, 


Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the Wine. 

Luc, Flaminins, I have noted thee always wile. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam, Your Lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure. 

Luc. 1 have obſerved thee alwaies for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the time well, if 
the time uſe thee well. Good parts in thee z get you gone, 
Sirrah. Draw nearer, honeſt Flaminius. Thy Lord's a boun- 
tiful Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thou knoweſt well 
enough (although thou comeſt to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, eſpecially upon bare! Friendſhip 
without ſecurity. Here's three Sobidares for thee, Good 
Boy, wink at me, and ſay thou ſaw*lt me not. Fare thee 
well, 

Flam. Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 
And we alive that liv'd? Fly damned baſeneſs 
To him that worſhips thee. 

Luc. Ha? Now I ſee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Maſter. | [Exit Lucullus, 

Flam, May theſe add to the number that may ſcald thee : 
Let molten Coyn be thy damnation, 

Thou diſeaſe of a Friend, and not himſelf - 

Has Friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 

[t turns in leſs than two nights? O you Gods ! 

| feel my Maſters paſſion. This Slave unto his honour 
Has my Lords meat in him : 

Why ſhould it thrive and come to Nutriment, 

When he is turn'd to poyſon ? 


O may diſeaſes only work upon't : 

And when he's fick to death, let not that part of Nature, 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power, 

To expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour. [ Exit. 


Enter Lucius, with three Strangers, 


, Luci, Who, the Lord Timon? He is my very good 


Friend, and an honourable Gentleman. 

I. We know him for no leſs, though we are but ſtran- 
gers to him, But I can tell you one thing, my Lord, and 
which I hear from common rumours, now Lord Timor's 
happy hours are done and paſt, and his eſtate ſhrinks 
from him. | 

Luci. Fye, no, do not believe it: He cannot want for 
Money. 

2, But believe you this, my Lord, that not long ago, 
one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow ſo 
many Talents, nay, urg'd extreamly for't, and ſhewed 
what neceſſity belong'd to't, and yet was deny'd, 

Luci. How ? 

2. Itell you, deny'd, my Lord. 

Luci. What a ſtrange caſe was that? Now before the 
Gods I am aſham'd on'r. Deny'd that honourable man ? 
There was very little honour ſhew'd in that, For my own 
part, I muſt needs confeſs, I have received ſome ſmall 
kindneſſes from him, as money, Plate, Jewels, and ſuc! 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his: Yet had he 
miſtook him, and ſent him to me, I ſhould ne'er have 
denyed his occaſion ſo many Talents. 


Enter Servilius. 


Servil. See, by good hap yonder*'s my Lord, I haye 
ſwet to fee his honour. My honout?d Lord. 

Luci, Servslius? You are kindly met, Sir, Fare thee 
well, commend me to thy honourable yertuous Lord, my 
very exquiſite Friend, 


Servil. May it pleaſe your honour, my Lord hath ſent 


Luci, Ha ! What hath he ſent? 1am ſo much endeared 
to that Lord ; he's ever ſending : How ſhall I thank him, 
think*ſt thou ? And what has he ſent now ? 

Servil, H'as only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 
Lord; requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe, 
with ſo many Talents. 

Luci. | know his Lordſhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. 

Servil. But in the: mean time he wants leſs, my Lord. 
If his occaſion were not vertuous, 
| ſhould not urge it half ſo faithfully. 

Lucs. Doſt thou ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilins ? 

Servil. Upon my Soul 'tis true, Sir. 

Luci. What a wicked Beaſt was 1, to disfurniſh my 
ſelf againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha' ſhewn 
my ſelf honourable ? How unluckily it hapned, that I 
ſhould purchaſe the day before for a little part, and undoe 
a great deal of honour ! Servilius, now before the Gods I 
am not able to do (the more beaſt I ſay) 1 was ſending 
to uſe Lord Timon my ſelf, theſe Gentlemen can witneſs ; 
but I would not for the wealth of «Athens 1had don't now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordſhip, and I 
hope his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſe 
I have no power to be kind, And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greateſt afflictions, ſay, that | can- 
not pleaſure ſuch an honourable Gentleman. Good Servs- 
kus, will you befriend me ſo far, as to uſe my own words 
ro him ? 

Servil, Yes, Sir, I ſhall. [Ex Servilius. 

Luce. Pll look you out a good turn, Servilins, 

True as you ſaid, Timor is ſhrunk indeed, 

And he that's once deny'd will hardly ſpeed, CExt. 
1. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtslins ? 
2, I, too well. 


1, Why 
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Timon of Athens. & 


1, Why, this is the worlds ſoul, 
And juſt of the ſame piece 
[s every flatterers ſport: Who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the ſame diſh? For in my knowing, 
Timon has been this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with bis purſe : 
Supported his eſtate, nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's Silver treads upon his lip; 
And yet Oh ſee the monſtrouſneſs of Man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape : 
He does deny him (in reſpect of his) 
What Charitable Men afford to Beggars, 

3. Religion groans at it. 

1. For mine own part I never taſted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his Friend, Yet I proteſt, 
For his right Noble Mind, liluſtrious vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, 
[ would have put my wealth into Donation, 
And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart : Burt I perceive, 
Men muſt learn now with Pity to diſpence. 
For policy fits above Conſcience, [Exeunt. 
Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, another 

of Timon's Friends, 


Semp. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? Humb, 

*Bove all others £ 

He might have tried Lord Luci, or Lucullus, 

And now Ventzdius is wealthy too. 

Whom he redeem'd from priſon. All theſe 

Owe their Eſtates unto him. ) \ 

Ser. My Lord, y © 
They have all been touch'd, and all are found baſe Mettal, 
For they have all deny'd him. 

Semp. How ? Have they deny'd him ? 
Has Yertidizs and Lucullus deny'd him ? 
And does he ſend to me? Three? Humb. 
It ſhews but little love or judgment in him. 4 
Mult I be his laſt Refoge ? His Friends (like Phyſicians) 
That thriv'd, give him over. Mult | take th*Cure upon me? 
Has much diſgrac'd me in't, Pm angry at him, 

That might have known my place, I ſee no ſenſe for't 
But his occaſions might have wooed me firlt : 

For in my conſcience I was the firſt man 

That eer received gift from him. 

And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 

That Il requite it laſt? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To th'reſt, and *mongſt Lords | be thought a fool : 
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 

H'ad ſent to me firſt, but for my minds ſake : 

['d ſuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 
And with their faint reply this anſwer joyn 

Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my Coyn. [_Exz. 

Ser. Excellent : Your Lordfhip's a goodly Villain, the 
Devil knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
tick; he croſſed himſelf by't: And I cannot think, but 
in the end the villanies of man will ſet him clear. How 
fairly this Lord ſtrives to appear foul? Takes vertuous 
Copies to be wicked : Like thoſe that under hot, ardent 
zeal, would ſet whole Realms on fire, of ſuch a nature is 

11s politick love. 

This was my Lord's beft hope, now all are fled, 

Save only the Gods, now his Friends are dead, 

Doors that were ne'*er acquainted with their Wards, 

Many a bounteous year, muſt be imploy'd 

Now to guard ſure their Maſter, 

And this is all a liberal courſe allows; : | 

Who cannot keep his wealth, mult keep his houſe, R 
Ex, 


' 


Enter Varro's man, meeting others, All Timon's Creditors to 
wait for bu coming ont, Then enter Lucius 


and Hortenſjus, 


Var. man. Well met, good morrow, Titxs and 

Tit. The like to —_ kind YVarro.. OO 

Hort. Lucius, what do we meet together ? 

Luc. I, and 1 think one buſineſs do's command vs all. 
For mine is money. 

Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 


Enter Philotus. 


Luci, And Sir Philotxs too. 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luci. Welcome, good Brother, 
What do you think the Hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Lucs, So much ? 

Phil. Is not my Lord ſeen yet ? 

Lucs. Not yet. 

Phil. | wonder on't, he was wont to ſhineat ſeven. 

Lucs. 1, but the days are wax'd ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider that a prodigal courſe 
Is like the Suns, but not like his recoverable, I fear : 
'Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord Timon's purſe, that is : One 
may reach deep enough, and yet find little. 

Phil. | am of your fear for that. 

Tit, PII ſhew you CVobſerve a ftrange event ; 
Your Lord ſends now for money ? 

Hort, Molt true, he does. 

Ti, And he wears Jewels now of Twmer's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hort. It is againſt my heart. 

Luci. Mark how ſtragge it ſhows, 
Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes: 
And e'en as if your Lord ſhould wear rich Jewels, 
And ſend for money for *em. 

Hort. I'm weary of this Charge, 
The Gods can witneſs : 
I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timer's wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worſe than itealth. 

Var. Yes, mine's three thouſand Crowns : 
What's yours ? 

Luce. Five thouſand mine, 

Var. 'Tis much deep, and it ſhould ſeem by th' ſum, 
Your Maſter's confidence was above mine, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall?J. 


Enter Flaminius. 


Tit. One of Lord Timon's men, 

Luc. Flaminius? Sit, a word: Pray is my Lord ready 
to come forth ? 

Flam, No, indeed he is not. 

Tit. Weattend his Lordſbip: Pray ſignifie ſo tnuch, 

Flam. | need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
diligent. 


Enter Steward 5 4 Cloak, muffled. 


Lacs. Ha! Is not that his Steward muffled (o ? 
He goes away in a Cloud : Call him, call him. 

Tir. Do you hear, Sir ? 

2+ Varro. By your lieve, Sir. 

Stew, What do you ask of me, my Friend ? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sir. 

Stew, If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'Twere ſure enough. 

Why then preferr'd yot! not your Sums and Bills, 
When your falſe Maſters eat of my Lords. meat ? 
Then they would ſmile and fawa upon his debts, 


- 


And take down tlintereſt into their glutt'nous _ 
ou 
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Timon of Athens. 


You do your ſelves but wrong to ſtir me vp, 
Let me pals quietly : 
Believ'c, my Lord, and [ have made an end, 
lhave no more toreckon, he to ſpend. 

Luci. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 

Stew. It *rwill not ferve, *cis not fo baſe as you, 
For you ſerve Knaves. | 

1. YVarro. How? What does his caſhier'd worſhip mut- 

ter? 

| 2. Yarro, No matter what, he's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough. Who can ſpeak broader, than he that has 
no houſe to put his head in ? Such may rail againſt great 


buildings. 
Enter Servilius, 


Tit. Oh, here's Servilu,, now we ſhall know ſome 
anſwer. : 
Servil. If 1 might beſeech you , Gentlemen, to repair 
ſome other hour, I ſhould derive much from't. For tak't 
of my Soul, my Lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent : His 
comfortable temper has forſook him, he's much out of 
health, .and keeps his Chamber. 
Luci, Many do keep their Chambers, are not {ick : 
And if it be ſo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
| And make a clear way to the Gods. 
Servil. Good Gads / . 
Tit. We cannot take this for anſwer, SIr. /. 
Flaminius within, Servilius, help, my Lord, my Lord. 


Enter Timon sn 4 rage. 


Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſſage ? 
Have [ been ever free, and mult my houſe | 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Gaol? | 
The place which 1 have feaſted,: does1t now 
(Like all Mankind) ſhew me an Iron heait ? 

Luci. Put in now, Titus. 

Tit. My Lord, here's my Bill... 

Luci. Here's mine. 259 | 

1. Varro, And mine, my Lord. r 

2. Varre. And ours, my Lord. 

Philo, All our Bills. .” 

Tim, Knock me down with *em, cleave me to the 
Girdle, 

Luci, Alas, my Lord. 

Tim, Cut out my heart in ſums: - 

Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 

Tim. Tell out my Blood. | 

Luc;. Five thouſand Crowns, my Lord. 

Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that, 
What yours? And yours ? 

i. YVarro. My Lord, 

2. Varro. My Lord, | 

Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you. 

Exit Timon. 

Hort.Faith, I perceive our Maſters may throw their caps 
at their money, theſe debts may well be call'd deſperate 
ones, for a mad man owes 'em, [Exennt. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, They have e'ne put my breath from me, the ſlaves. 
| Creditors? Devils 
Stew, My dear Lord. 
Tim, What if it ſhould be ſo ? 
Stew, My Lord. 
Tim, Ill haveit ſo, My Steward ? 
Stew, Here, my Lord. : ; 
Tim. So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius : All, 
['ll once more Feaſt the Raſcals. ; 
Stew. O my Lord, you only ſpeak from your diſtracted 


— 


ſoul; there's not ſo much left to furniſh out a moderate 
Table. 
Tim. Be it not in thy care: 
Gol charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more: My Cook and Il! provide, Exennt 


Emter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades meeting 
them, with Attendants. 


I, Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to't, 
The fault's bloody 
*Tis neceſſary he ſhould die : 
Nothing emboldens fin ſo much as Mercy. 
2. Moſt true ; the Law ſhall bruiſe *em. 
Alcs. Honour, health and compaſſion to the Senate. 
1, Now, Captain. | 
Alci. 1 am an humble Suitor to your Vertues 
For pity is the Vertue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants uſe it cruelly. 
It pleaſes Time and Fortune to lie heayy 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot bloud 
Hath ſtept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that (without heed) do plunge into't. 
He's a man (ſetting his Fate aſide) of comely Vertues, 
Nor did he ſoyl the fat with Cowardiſe. 
And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury and Fair Spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, . 
He did oppole his Foe ; 
And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 
He did behoove his anger ere *ewas ſpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an Argument. 
7. Sex. You undergo too ſtrict a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your wards have took ſuch pains, as they labour'd 
To bring Man-ſlaughter into form, and ſet Quarrelling 
Upon. the head of Valour ; which indeed 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the world, 
When SeCts and Factions were newly born. 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breath, 
And make his wrongs his Out-ſides, 
To wear them like his Rayment, careleſly, 
And neer prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What Folly *tis to hazzard life for ill. 
eAlci, My Lord. 
I, Sen, You cannot make groſs ſins look clear, 
Torevenge isno Valour, but to bear. 
cAlci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; 
[f I ſpeak like a Captain. 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to Battel, 
And notendure all threats? Sleep upon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That: ſtay at home, if bearing carry it : 
And the Aſs, more Captain than the Lion ? The Fellow 
Loaden with [rons, wiſer than the Judge? 
If Wiſdom be in ſuffering. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good, 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood ? 
To kill, 1 grant, is ſins extreameſt Guſt, 
But in defence, by Mercy 'tis moſt juſt. 
Tobe in Anger, is impiety : 
But who is man, that is not Angry ? 
Weigh but the Crime with this, 
2. Sen. You breath in vain. 
Alci, In vain? | 
His ſervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantinm, 
Werea ſufficient Briber for his life, 
1. What's that ? . 
Alci, 
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Timon of Athens. T 
eAlcib. Why, | ſay my Lords t' as done fair ſervice, | off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 1 muſt 
And lain in Fight magy of your Enemues : | needs appear, 
How full of. Vaiour d1d he bear himſelf 2. In like manner was I in debt to my importanate bu. 
[n the laſt Conflit, and made plenteous Wounds ? lineſs, but he would-not hear 'my excuſe. I am ſorry 
2, He has maue too much plenty with *em, when he feat to borrow of me, 'that my Proviſion was 
He's a ſ\wora Rioter, he has a fin our. 
That often drowns him, and takes his valour Priſoner. 1. I am ſick of that grief too, as | underſtand how all 
If there were no Foes, that were enough things go. 
To overcome bim. In that beaſtly fury, 2. Every man here's ſo : What wou'd he haye borrow. 
He has been known to commit outrages, ed of you ? e206 | 
And cheriſh Factions. *Tis inferr*d to us, 1, Athouſand'Pieces, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 2, A thouſand Pieces ! 
1. He dyes. 1, What of you? 
Alceb. Hard Fate! He might have dy'd in War, 2, He ſent tome, Sir—— Here he comes. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, f 
Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, Enter Timon and Attendants. 
And'be in debt to none: yet more to move you, | 
Take my deſerts to his, and joyn *em both, | Tim, With all my heart, Gentlemen both ; and how 
And for 1 know, vour Reverend Ages love Security, fare you ? 
| 1'1] pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 1, Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 
Upon his good returns. 2. The Swallow follows not Summer more willingly, 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, Than we your Lordſhip. 
Why let the War receive 't in valiant Gore, 'Twm, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Summ-i- 
For Law is ſtrict, and War is nothing more. Birds are men. Gentlemen, our Dinner will nor recom 
c 1. We are for Law, he dyes, urge it no more pence this long ſtay : Feaſt your cars with the Muiick a | 
f ")n heighth of our diſpleaſure: Friend, or Brother, while : if they will fare ſo harſhly o' ch* Trumpets ſound : 
; Je foi tcits his own bloud, that ſpills another, we ſhall to't preſently. 
Alcib. Muſt it beſo? It muſt not be: 1. | hope it remains not unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
- My Lords, I do beſeech you know me. tharl return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 
2. How? T wm. -O Sir, (let it not trouble you. 
Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 2. My Noble Lord. 
| 3. What! Tim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer ? 
Alcib, 1 cannot think but your Age hath forgot me, The Banquet brought in, 
s It could. not elſe be, I ſhould prove fo baſe, 2. My moſt honourable Lord, Iam een iick of am”, 
| To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common Grace. that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to me, 1 was 
, My Wounds ake at you. ſo unfortunate a Beggar. 
| 1, Do youdare our anger ? OE Tim. Think not ont, Sir, 
; 'Tis few wards, but ſpacious in elfeft, 2. If you had ſent but two hours before—— 
We baniſh thee for ever. Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Alcib, Baniſh me, baniſh your dotage, baniſh Uſury, | Come,; bring in all together. 
That makes the Senate ugly. { 2. All cover? Diſhes! 
1, If after two days ſhine, Athens contain thee, 1, Royal Chear, | warrant you. 
, Attend our weighticr Judgment. 3. Doubt not that, if Money and the Seaſoacan yieldit, 
And, not to ſwell our Spirit, I. .How do you ? What's the News? 
He ſhall be executed preſently, Exeunt, | 3- Alcibiades is banifht : Hear you of it ? 
, Alcib. Now the Gods keep you old enough, Both, Alcibiades baniſh'd ! 
That you may live 3. ?Tis ſo, be ſure of ir. 
\ Nnly in Bone, that none may look on you. 1, How? How? 
| I'm worſe than mad : I have kept back their Foes 2. I pray you upon what ? 
iy © While they have told their Money, and let out Tim. My worthy Friends will you draw near ? 
's Their Coin upon large Intereſt, 1 my ſelf 3. Plicell you more anon. Here's a Noble Feaſt toward. 
c ; Rich only in large hurts; All thoſe, for this? 2, This isthe Old man till, 
is this the Balſom that the uſuring Senate 3. Will*t hold ? Will *t hold? 
Pours into Captains wounds ? Ha / Baniſhment ?! 2. It does, but time will, and ſo— 
[: comes not ill : I hate not to be baniſht, 3. I do conceive, | 
| [t is a Cauſe worthy my Spleen and Fury, Tim Each man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
That | may ſtrike at Athens. I'll cheer up to the Lip of his Miſtris : Your Diet ſhall be in all places a- | 
| my diſcontented Troops, and lay for hearts : like, Make nor a City»Feaſt of it, to let the Meat cool, e're 
'Tis honour with moſt Lands to be at odds, we can agree upon the firſt place, Sir, Sir. 
Sou!diers thould brook as little wrongs as gods. Exit. | The Gods require our thanks. * 
; ; You great Bentf attors, ſprinkle our Society with Thankful- 
| | Enter divers Friends at ſever: Doors. « þ. x Fer your f = mn ex ſive: praiid: _ p 
; erve ſtill to pwve, left your Denies be deſpiſed. Leydioe 
I, The good time of day to you, SF |  tman enough, a os of. not lend to vw F ts of 
2. Jalſowiſhit toyou: 1think this honourable Lord did | godheads to borrow of men, men would forſaks the gods, Mak: | 
but try us this other day. T% the meat be beloved, more than the man that grvernt, Ler > 
1. Upon that were My thoughts tiring when we encoun- | Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a Score of Villuns. If the 
tred. | hope IT 1s not ſo low with him as he made it ſeem fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Dozen of them be as the 
in the tryal of his ſeveral Friends. are—— The reſt of your Fees, O gods. the Senators of A 
_— It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new Feaſt. thens, together with the common ler of People, what is amiff ; 
ng. : them, you gods, make ſutable for deſtruttion. For thele mw 
| 'T, I ſhould think ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt invi- | pyeſent Eriends, _ 4 abs US I ſo in x otheing ble 
| ting, which many my near occaſions did urge me to put | chem, and to nothing are they welcome. 
Lincov 
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Timon of Athens. 


Uncover Dogs, and lap.' 
Some ſpeak, What docs his Lordſhip mean ? 
Some ther, | know not. 
Tim, May you a better, Feaſt never behold, 
You Knot of Mouth Friends: Smoke,end lukewarm Water 
[s your perfeftion. This is T*mor's laſt, 
Who ſtuck and ſpangled yu with flatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. ., Live loart'd; aud long 
Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, dereſted Paraſites, 
Courteous D-ſtroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears: 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Time-flics, 
Cap and Knee Slaves, Vapaurs and Minute Jacks 
Of Man and Beaſt, the inbnite Malady 
Cruſt you Guite o'r. What dolt thou go? 
Sofc, take thy Phyſick firſt ; thou too, andithou 
Stay, | will lend thee Money, borrow none. 
What ! all iv mocion ? - Henceforth be no Feaſt, 


| Whereat a Villain's not a welcome Gueſt. * 


Burn houſe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Twon, Man, and all humanity, Exit. 
Erter the SecGators, with ber Lords, 


. How now, my Lords? 
. K1ow you the quality of Lord Timon's 
. Puih, did you fce my Cap ? 
| have loſt my Gown. 
. He's but a mad Lord, and nought but humour ſways 
him, He gave me a Jewel th* other day, and now .he has 
beat it out of mv Hat. 
Did you ſee my-Jewel ? 
2, Did you ſre my Cap ? 
3. Here 'tis. 4 
4 Here lyes my Gown. 
1. Let's make no ſtay. 
2. Locd Timor''s mad, 7 
3. | teel't upon my Bones. , 1-8 
4. One day he gives us Diamondy, , next day Stones. 
Exeunt the Senators. 
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Tim. Let me look back upon thee, -Q thou Wall, 
Thar girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not eAtrhe: s.  Matrons, ,curn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in Ctldren : Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads to general Fiiths, 
Convert 0? th' inſtant green Virginity, 

Do't in you; Parents eyes.  Bankrupt:s, bold faſt, 
Rather than render back ; out with your Knives, 
And cut your Truſters throats. Bound Servants, ſteal, 
Large-handed Robbers you: grave Maſters are, 
And Pill by Law. Maid, to thy Maſters Bed, 
Thy Miltreſs is o'th* Brothel. Son of ſixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it, beat out his Brains Piety, and tear, 
Religion to the gods, Peace, Juſtice, Truth, 
Domeſtick awe, Night-relt, and Neighbourhood, 
[nſtrution, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſervances, Cuſtoms, and Laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And yet confuſion live : Plagnes incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers, heap 

On: Athens ripe for ſtroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. Lult and liberty 
Creepin the Minds and Marrows of our Youth, 
That 'gainſt the Stream of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in Riot, Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leproſie : Breath infe@t breath, 

That their Society (as their friendſhip) may 


_ |;Like empty Purſes picker, 


Be meerly Poyſon. Nothing II] bear from thee, 
But Nakednels, thou deteſteble Towg. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns : 
Timon will to the Woods, where he ſhall fiad 
Th' unkindeſt Beaſt much kioder than Mankind, 
The gods confound (hear me you good gods all) 
Ti” Athenians both within and out that Wall; 
And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. Exit. 
Enter Steward with two or three Servants. 


1, Here you, Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter ? 
Are we undone, Caſt off, nothing remaining ? 
Stew, Alack, my Fellows, what ſhould | ſay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
lamas poor as you. 
I. Such a Houſe broke? 
So Noble a Maſter faln, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the'Arm, 
And goalorg with him. 
2. As wedo turn our Backs 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slink all away, leave their falſe Vows with him 
And his poor ſelf 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Air, 
With his Diſeaſe, of all ſhun'd poverty, 
Walks like contempt alone, More of our Fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin'd Houſe. 
3. Yet doour hearts wear Trmor's Livery, 
That ſee I by our faces : we are Fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow: Leak'd is our Bark, 
And we poor Mates ſtand on the dying Deck, 


Hearing the Surges threat: we muſt all part 


[nto this Sea of Air. - 
Stew, Good Fellows all, 
Tae lateſt of my wealth 1'Il ſhare amongſt you. 


| Whereever we ſhall meet, for Timon's ſake, 


Let's yet be Fellows. Let's ſhake our heads, and ſay, 
As *cwere a Knell unto our Malters Fortunes, 
V'Ve have ſ[cen better days. Let each take ſome : 
Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 
Embr «ce, and part ſeveral ways. 
Oh the fierce wretchednels tnat Glory brings us! 
Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt ? 
V Vho would be ſo mock*d with Glory, or to live 
But in a Dream of Friendſhip, 
To have his Pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But only painted like his varniſht friends: 
Poor honelt Lord, brought low by his own heart, 
Undone by goodneſs : itrange unuſual blood, 
V Vhen man's worſt ſin is, he does too much good. 
V Vho then dares to be half ſo kind agen ? 
For Bounty that makes gods, does ſtill mar men, 
My deareſt Lord, blelt ro be moſt accurſt, 
Rich only to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chief aſflitions. Alas (kind Lord) 
He's flung in Rage from chis ungrateful Seat 
Of movſtcous Friends : | 
Nor has he with him to ſupply his life, 
Or that which can command it : 
[Il follow and enquire him out. 
PIl ever ſerve his mind, with my belt will, 
Whilſt I bave Gold, 1'll be his Steward ſtill. 
Enter Timon * the Woods. 
Tim. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the Earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy Siſters Orb 


Exvut. 
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Infect the air. T win'd Brothers of one womb, 
Whoſe procreation, relidence, and birth, _ 

Scarce is dividant; touch them with ſeveral fortunes, 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not Nature 

(To whom all ſores lay Siege) can bear great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature, 

Raiſe me this Beggar, and deny't that Lord, 

The Senators ſhall bear contempt Hereditary, 

The Beggar Native honour. 

[t is the Paſtor Lords, the Brothers ſides, 

The want that makes him lean ; who dares ? who dares 
[n purity of Manhood, ſtand upright 

And ſay, this man's a Flatterer ? If one be, 

Sa are they all, for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 

Ducks to the Golden Fool. AlPs obliquy : 

There's nothing level in our curſed Natures 

But direct Villany. Therefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His ſemblable, yea himſelf Timon diſdains, 
Deſtrution phang mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſawce his pallate 
With thy moſt operant poiſon. What is here ? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No gods, I am no idle Votarilt, 

Roots you clear Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Black, white ; fowl, fair; wrong, right ; 

Baſe, Noble z Old, Young ; Coward, Valiant. 

Ha you gods! why this? what this you gods? why, this 
Will lug your Prieſts and Servants from your ſides : 
Pluck ſtout mens Pillows from below the Heads. 
This yellow Slave 

Will knit and break Religions, bleſs th*accurſt, 
Make the hoar Leproſie ador'd, place Thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation 

With Senators on the Bench ? This is it 

That makes the wapen'd Widdow wed again 

She, whom the Spictle-Houſe, and ulcerous Sores, 
Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalms and Spices 
To th' eApril day again, Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common Whore of Mankind, that puts odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right Nature. e March afar off. 
Ha! a Drum? Tt art quick, 

But yet ['ll bury thee : Thou'lt go (ſtrong Thick ) 
When Gouty Keepers of thee cannot ſtand : 

Nay ſtay thou ont for earneſt, 


Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrinia , and Timandra, 


Alci. What art thou there? ſpeak. 

Tim, A Beaſt as thou art, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me again the Eyes of man. 

Alci. What is thy name? is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thy (elf a man ? 

Tim, | am Mſanthropos , and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a Dog, 
That | might love thee ſomething. 

Alci. 1 know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange. 

Tim, I know thee too, and more than that | know thee 
| not deſire to know. Follow thy Drum, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 
Religious Cannons, civil Laws are cruel, 
Then what ſhould War be? This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin look. 

Phrin, Thy Lips rot off. 

Tim, I will not kiſs thee, then the rot returns 
To thine own Lips again. 

'ci, How came the Noble Timon to this change ? 

Tim, As the Moon do's, by wanting light to give : 

But then renew I could not, like the Moon, 


There were no Suns to borrow of. 
Alct. Noble Timon, what Friendſhip may 1 do thee ? 
Tim, None, but to maintain my opinion. 
Alct, What is it Timon ? 
Tim. Promiſe me Friendſhip, but perform none. 
[f thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man: if thou doſt perform, confound thee, for thou 
art a man. 
Alci, | have heard in ſome ſort of thy Miſeries. 
Tim, Thou ſaw'ſt them when [ had proſperity. 
Alcs. 1 ſee them now, then was a bleſſed time. 
Tim, As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 
Timan. Is this th* Athenian Minion, whom the World, 
Voic'd 1o regardfully ? 
Tim. Artthou Timandra ? Timandra Yes, 
| Tim, Be a Whore ſtill, they love thee not that uſe thee, 
give them Diſcaſes, leaving with thee their Luſt. Make 
uſe of thy ſalt hours, ſeaſon the Slaves for Tubs and 
Baths, bring d&wa Roſe-cheek'd Youth to the Fubfaſt, 
and the Diet, 
Timan. Hang thee Monſter, 
Alci. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his Wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his Calamities. 
| have but little Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 
[n my penurious Band. I have heard and griev'd, 
How Curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ſtates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 
Tim, | prethee beat thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Alcs, | am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
1mm. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt trouble, | 
[ had rather be alone. 
Alci. Why fare thee well : 
Here is ſome Gold for thee. 
Tm, Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alcs, When bave laid proud ethers on a heap. 
Tim. Wac'ſt thou *gainſt Athens ? 
Alcs. I, Timon, and have cauſe. 
Tim, The gods confound them all in thy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, when thou haſt conquer'd, 
Alci, Why me, Timon ? 
Tim, That by killing of Villains 
Thou was't born to conquer my Country, 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, here's Gold, goon; 
Be as a Planetary plague, whom 7ove 
Will o're ſome high-vic'd City hang his poiſon 
[n the ſick air : ler not thy Sword skip one. 
Pity not honour'd Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Ufurer. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 
[c is her habit only, that is honeft, 
Her felf's a Bawd, Let not the Virgins cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant Sword : for thoſe Milk-Paps 
That through the Window Barn bore at mens Eyes, 
Are not within the Leaf of pity writ, 
But ſet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fools exhauſt their mercy ; 
Think it a Baſtard , whom the Oracle 
Hath doubrfully pronounced, the throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againſt ObjeRs, 
Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, 
Whoſe proof, -nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor ſight of Prieſts in holy Veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confuſion : and thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thy ſelf. Speak not, be gone. 
Alci. Haſt thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thon giveſt 
me, not all thy Counſel. 
Tim. Doſt thov, or doſt thou not, Heavens Curſe upon 
thee. 
Both. Give us ſome gold, good Timon, haſt thou more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forſwear her Frade, 
And to make Whores a Bawa. Hold up, you Siuts, 
Your Aproos Mountant, you are not Othable, 
Bbb Although 
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A'trough 1 know you'l ſwear, terribly ſwear 
into {trong ſhudders, and to Heavenly Agues 
Tn? immoital gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths : 
!lz truit ro your conditions, be V Vhores ſtill, 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
3e ſt-ong in VVhore, allure him, burn-him up. 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoak, 
And bz zo Turn-Coats: yet may your pains ſix months 
3- quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poor thin Rooſs, with burthens of the dead, 
[Some that were hanrg'd) no matter : 
VVcar them, betray with them; VVhore lil]. 
Paint till a Horſe may mire upon your face : 
A Pox of witnklcs. 
Both, VV<ll, more Gold, what then ? 
Belicv'rthat we'l Co any thing for Gold, 
Tim. Conſumprions low 
[In ho!low boncs of man, ſtrike their ſharp ſnins, 
And mar mens {purring. Crack the Lawyers Voice, 
That he may never more faiſe Title plead, 
Nor ſound his Quillets ſhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, 
That fcold'{t againlt the quality of fleſh, 
And not believes himſelt, Down with Noſe, 
Dowa with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to forelee (bald 
Smells from the general weal. Make curPd pate Ruſhans 
And let the unſcarr'd Braggarts of the War 
Drive ſome pain from you. Plague all, 
That you aCtivity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all Erection. There's more Gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this dama you, 
And D.tches grave you all, 
Bith. More counſel with more Money , bounteous 
Timon. s 
Jim. More Whore, more miſchicf firſt, I have given 
you ecarnelt. 
Alci, Strike up the Drum towards Athens, farewel 


1 Timon : if | thrive well, Pll viſit thee again. 


Tim. If L hope well, I'll never ſee thee more, 

Alci. 1] never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'it well of me. 

eAlci. Call'ſt thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away, 
And take thy Beaglcs with thee. 

Alci. We but offend him, ſtrike. [ Excunt. 

7im, That Nature being lick of mans unkindnets 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mather, thou 
Whoſe Womb unmea{urable, and infinite breait 
Teems and fecds ail: whoſe ſelf ſame mcttle 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puir, 
Engenders the black Toad, and Adver blew, 
The gilded Newt, and Eyelefs venom'd Worm, 
With all th* abhorred Births below Criſp Heaven, 
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth ſhine : | 
Yield him, who all the humane Sons do hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root 
Enſcar thy Fertile, and Conceptions Womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateſu] man. 
Go great with Tygers, D:agons, Wolves, and Bears, 
Tecm with new Monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath tothe Marbled Manſion all above 
Never preſented. O, a Root, dear thanks: 
Dry up thy Marrows, Vines, and Plough-torn Leas, 
Whereof ingrateful man with Liquoriſh dravghts 
And Morſels UnCtious, greaſes his pure mind, 
That from it all conſideration flips —— 


Enter Apemantus. 


More man ? Plague, Plague. 
Ape. | was direfted hither, Men report, 
Thou doſt affeft my Manners, and doſt uſe them, 
Tw, *Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keepa Dog 
VVhom I would imitate, Conſumption catch thee, 


Ape. This is 1n thee a Nature but infected, 
A poor unmanly Melancholly ſprung 
From change of future, VVhy this Spade ? this place ? 
This Slave-like Habit, and theſe looks of Care ? 
Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink VVine, lye ſoft, 
Hug their diſeaſed Perfumes, and have forgot ' 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe VVoods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper, 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that winch has undone thee; hindge thy Knee, 
Ard let his very breath whom thou'lt obſerve 


| Blow off thy Cap: praiſe his molt vicious ſtrain, 


And call it excellent: thou walt told thus : 
Tnou gav'It thine Ears (like Tapſters, that bid welcome ) 
To Knaves, and all approachers: *Tis moſt juſt 
That thou turn Raſcal, hadſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould hav't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 
Tim. V Vere I like thee, I'de throw away my ſelf. 
Ape. Taou halt caſt away thy ſelf, being like thy ſelf 
A Madman fo long, now a Fool : what think*ſt * 
That the bleak Air, thy boiſterous Chamberlain 
V Vill put thy Shirt on warm ? VVill theſe moiſt Trees, 
That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip when thou point'it out ? VVill the cold Brook 
Candicd with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning taſte 
To cure thy o're-nights ſurfeit ? Call the Creatures, 
V Vhoſe nak«<d Natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wreekful Heaven, whoſe bare unhouſed Trunks, 
To the conflicting Elements expos'd 
Anſwer meer Nature: bid them flatter thee. 
O thou ſhalt find. 
Tim. A Fool of thee: depart. 
Ape, | love thee better now than ere I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worſe. 
Ape, VVhy? 
Tim, Thou flatter'ſt miſery, 
pe. | flatter not, but ſay thou art a Caytiff. 
1im, VVhy doſt thou ſeek me out ? 
Ape. To vex thee. 
Tim, Always a Villains Office, or a Fools. 
Dolt pleaſe thy ſelf inc? 
Ape. |. 
Tim, VVhat, a Knave too ? 
Ape. 1t thou didſt put this ſowre cold habit on 
To caſtigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou 
Doſt it enforcedly : Thou'dſt Courtier be again 
V Vert thou not Beggar : willing miſery 
Ourt-lives : in certain pomp, is crown'd before : 
The one is filling itil], never compleat : 
The other, at high wiſh : belt ſtate Contentleſs, 
Hath a diſtrafted and moſt wretched being, 
V Vorſe than the worſt, content. 
Thou ſhouldiſt delire to die, being miſerable. 
Tim, Not by his breath, that is more miſerable, 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tender arm 
V Vith favour never claſpt : but bred a Dog. 
Hadſt thou like us from our firſt ſwath proceeded, 
The ſweet degrees that this brief V Vorld affords, 
To ſuch as may the pallive drugs of it . 
Freely command'ſt : thou wouldſt have plung'd thy felt 
In general Riot, melted down thy youth 
[n different beds of Luſt, and never learn'd 
The lcy ptecepts of reſpect, but followed 
The Sugared Game before thee, But my ſelf 
VVhohad the world as my ConfeCtionary, 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men, 
At duty more than | could frame employments : 
That numberleſs upon thee ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the Oak, have with one Winters bruſh 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open bare, 
For every ſtorm that blows. 1 to bear this, - 
That never knew but better, is ſome burthen 
Thy Nature did commence in ſufterance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhouldlt thou hate =_ ? 
| They 
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They never flatter'd thee, What haſt thou given ? 
if chou wilt Curſe : thy Father (that poor rag) 
Mult be thy Subject ; who ia ſpight put ſtuff 

To ſome She-Begger, and compounded thee 

Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone, 

If chou hadit not been born the worſt of men, 
Thou hadſt been a Knave and Flatterer. 

Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim, |, that I am not thee. 

Ape. I, that I was no Prodigal, 

Tim, I, that Il am one now, 

Were all the wealth I have ſhut up in thee, 
"ld give thee leave to hang it, Get thee gone : 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, 

Thus would l eat it. 

Ape. Here, I will mend thy Feaſt. 

Tw. Firſt mend thy Company, take away thy ſelf. 

Ape. So 1 ſhall mend mine own, by ttflack of thine, 

Tim. *Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht 
lf not, I would it were. 

Ape. What wouldit thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a Whirlwind : if thou wilt, 

Tell them there I have Gold, look, ſo I have. 

Ape, Here is no uſe for Gold, 

Tim, The beſt, and trueſt : 

For here it ſleeps, and do's no hired harm. 

Ape. Where ly'ſt a nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed*ſt thou a daies, Apemantus ? 

Ape. 'Where my ſtomach finds meat, or rather where 
[ cat if, 

Tim, Would poiſon were obedient, and knew my mind, 

Ape. Where wouldlt thou fend it ? 

Tim, To ſawce thy Diſhes. 

Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou walt in thy Gilr, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curio- 
ſity: in thy Rags thou knoweſt none, but art deſpis'd for 
the contrary. There's a Medler for thee, eat it. 

Tim, On what I hate, 1 feed not. 

Ape. Doſt hate a Medler ? 

Tim, I, though it look like thee. 

*Ape. And th'had(t hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
have loved thy ſelf better now. What man did'ſt thou ever 
know unthrift, that was beloved after his means ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? 

Ape. My ſelf. 

Tim. l underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome means to keep 
a Dog. 

p What things in the World canſt thou neareſt com- 
pare to thy Flatterers? 

Tim. Women neareſt, but men: men are the things 
themſelves. What wouldſt thou do with the World Ape. 
mantws, if it lay in thy power ? 

Ape. Give it the Beaſts, to be rid of the men, 

T:m, Wouldſt thou have thy ſelf fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remain a Beaſt with the Beaſts. 

Ape. 1 Timon, 

Tim, A beaſtly ambition , which the Gods grant 
thee Cattain to, If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee: if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would 
eat thee : if thou wert the Fox, the Lyon would ſuſpect 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Aſſe : 
If thou wert the Aſſe, thy dulneſs would torment thee : 
and ſtill thou liv'dſt but as a Breakfaſt to the Wolf. If 
thou wert the Wolf, thy greedineſs would afflict thee, 
and oft thou ſhouldſt hazard thy life for thy Dinner. Wert 
thou the Unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, 
and make thine own ſelf the —_ of thy fury, Wert 
thou a Bear, thou wouldſt be kild by the Horſe : wert 
thou a Horſe, thou wouldſt be ſeiz'd by the Leopard : 
wert thou a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lion, and 


the ſpots of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy life. All 


thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence abſence. What 
Beaſt couldſt thou be, that were not ſubje&t to a Beaſt : 
and what a Beaſt art thou already, that ſceſt not thy loſs 
1g transformation. 
Ape. 1f thou couldſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking to me thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon it here. 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A Foreſt of Beaſts. 
Tim, How has the Aſs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City, 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The Plague of Company light upon thee : 
I will fear to catch it, and give way. 
When 1 know not what elſe to do, 
lle ſee thee again, 
Tim. VVhen there is nothing living but thee, 
oy ſhalt be 0630 7—ana 
ad rather be a Beggars 
Than Apemantu. TY 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools alive. 
Tm. VVould thou wert clean enough 
To ſpit upon. 
Ape. A Plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to Curſe. 
Tim, All Villains 
That do ſtand by thee, are pure, 
Ape. There is no Leproſie, 
But what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim, If I name thee, 11] beat thee 
But I ſhould infeft my hands. 
Ape. 1 would my tongue 
Could rot them off, 
Tim, Away thou ilſue of a mangy Dog. 
Choler does kill me, 
That thou art alive, I ſwound to ſee thee. 
Ape. VVould thou would'ſt burſt. 
Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am ſorry I ſhall loſe 
a ſtone by thee. 
Ape. Bealt. 
* Tim. Slave. 
Ape. Toad. ; 
Twm. Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
[ am ſick of this falſe VVorld, and will love novght 
But even the meer neceſlities upon't : 
Then Timon preſently prepare thy Grave : 
Lye where the light Foam of the Sea may beat 
Thy Grave-ſtone daily, make thine Epitaph, 
That Death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet King-Killer, and dear divorce 
Twixt natural Sun and Fire: thon bright defiler 
Of Hymens purelt Bed, thou valiant ears, 
Thou ever, young, freſh, loved, and delicate wooer, 
VVhoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians Lap. 
Thou viſible God, 
That ſouldreſt cloſe Impoſlibilities. 
And mak'ſt them kiſs; that ſpeak'ſt with every Tongue 
To every purpoſe; O thou touch of hearts, 
Think thy flave-man Rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding odds, that Beaſts 
May have the VVorld in Empire. 
Ape. V Vould *twere ſo, 
But not till ] am dead, lle fay th'haſt Gold ; 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortly. 
Tim, Throng'd too ? 
Ape. I. 
Tim, Thy back I prythee. 
Ape. Live, and love thy miſery. ; 
Tim. Long live ſo, and ſo die. I am quit. 
Ape. Mo things like men ; 
Eat, Timor, and abhor then. [ Exiz, Apeman, 


Bbb2 Enter 


16 Timor of Athens. 
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| What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 
Enter the Banditti. Who can bring Nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely does it meet with this times guiſe, 
1. Where ſhould he have this Gold ? It is ſome poor | When man was wiſht to love his Enemies : 
Fragment, ſome lender Ort of his remainder: the meer | Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friends, drove | Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do. 
him into this Melancholy. H'as caught me in his Eye, 1 will preſent my honeſt grief 
2, It isnois'd Unto him ; and as my Lord, ſtill ſerve him with my life. 
He hath a Maſs of Treaſure, My deareſt Maſter. 
3. Let us make the aſſay upon him, if he care not for't, | Tim. Away : what art thou? | 
he will ſupply us eaſily: if he covetouſly reſerve it, how | Srew. Have you forgot me, Sir ? 
ſhall's get it ? 1:m, Why dolt ask that? I have forgot all men. 
2. True : for he bears it not about him : Then if thou grunt*ſt th* art a man, 
Tis hid. I have forgot thee. 
i. Is not this he ? Stew. An honeſt poor Servant of yours, 
All. Where ? 7im, Then I know thee not : 
2. *Tis his deſcription. | nev'r had honeſt man about me, I, all 
3. He? 1 know him. | kept were Knaves, to ſerve in meat to Villains. 
eAll. Save thee, Timon. Stew. Tht Gods are witneſs, ; 
Tim, Now Thieves, Never did poor Steward wear a truer grief 
All. Souldiers, not Thieves. For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 
Tim. Both too, and Womens Sons, Tim. What doſt thou weep ? 
All. We are not Thieves, but men Come nearer, then I love thee 
That much do want. Becauſe thou art a Woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Tim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of meat: | Flinty Mankind : whoſe Eyes do never give, 
Why ſhould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Roots: | But through Luſt and Laughter: pitie's ſleeping : 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs: Strange times that weep with laughing, not with weeping. 
The Oaks bear Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, Stew. I beg of you to know me, good my Lord, 
The bounteous Huſwife Nature, on each Buſh, T® accept my grief, and whillt this poor wealth laſts, 
Lays her full Meſs before you. Want ? why want? To entertain me as your Steward ſtill, 
1, We cannot live on Graſs, on Berries, Water, Tim, Had I a Steward 
As Beaſts, and Birds, and Fiſhes. So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo comfortable ? 
Tim. Nor on the Beaſts themſelves, the Birds and Fiſhes, | It almoſt turns my dangerous Nature wild, 
You mult eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
That you are Thieves profeſt ; that you work not Was born of Woman. 
ln holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft Forgive my general, and exceptleſs rafhneſs 
[n limited profeſſions. Raſcal Thieves, You perpetual ſober Gods, I do proclaim 
Here's Gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o'th Grape, One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, but one : 
Till the high Feaver ſeth your Blond to Froth, No more l pray, and he's a Steward. 
And ſo ſcape hanging, Truſt not the Phyſician, How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
His Antidotes are poyſon, and he flayes And thou redeenvſt thy ſelf : But all fave thee, 
More than you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, [ fell with Curſes. 
Do Villain do, ſince you proteſt to do't. Me thinks thou art more honeſt now than wiſe : 
Like Workmen, lle Example you with Thievery : For, by oppreſling and betraying me, 
The Sun's a Thief, and with his great attraftion Thou might'ſt haye ſooner got another Service : 
Robs the vaſt Sea, The Moon's an Arrant Thief, For many ſo arrive at ſecond Maſters, 
And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the Sun. Upon their firſt Lords neck. But tel] me true, 
The Sea's a Thief, whoſe liquid Surge reſolves (For I muſt eyer doubt, though ne?ce ſo ſure) 
The Moon into Salt tears. The Earth's a Thief, [s not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſtnre ſtoln If not a Uſuring kindneſs, and as rich men deal Gifts, 
From gen'ral Excrement : Each thing's a Thief. Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
* The Laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power Stew. No, my moſt worthy Maſter, in whoſe breſt 
Ha*s uncheck'd theft, Love not your ſelves, away, Doubt and ſuſpect (alas) are plac'd too late : 
Rob one another, there*s more Gold, Cut-Throats ; You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did Feaſt. 
All that you meet are Thieves: to eMthens go, Suſpect ſtill comes where an eſtate is leaſt. 
Break open Shops, nothing can you ſteal That which I ſhew, Heaven knows, is meerly Love, 
But Thieves do loſe it : ſteal leſs, for this I give you, Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, 
And Gold confound you howſoere : eAmen. Care of your Food and Living, and believe it, 
3. H'as almoſt charm'd me from my Profeſſion, by per- | My moſt honour*d Lord, 
ſwading me to it. For any benefit that points to me, 
1. *Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus adviſes us | *ither in hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 
not to have us thrive in our myſtery. For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 
2, lle believe him as an Enemy, To requite me, by making rich your ſelf. 
And give over my Trade. Tim, Look thee 'tis ſo : thou ſingly honeſt man, 
1. Let us firſt ſee peace in Arhers,there is no time ſo mi. | Here take : the Gods out of my miſery, 
ſcrable but a man may be true. [Exeunt Thieves. | Ha's ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich and happy. 
3ut thus condition'd : Thou ſhalt build from men : 
Enter the Steward to Timon. Hate all, Curſe all, ſhew Charity to none, 
But let the famiſht fleſh flide from the bone, 
Stew, Oh you Gods! Fre thou relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs 
ls yond deſpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? What thou denyeſt to men, Let Priſons ſwallow *em, 
Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument Debts wither *m to nothing, be men like blaſted Woods 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! And may Diſeaſes lick vp their falſe blouds, 


| What an alteration of honour has deſp'rate want made ? ' And ſo farewel, and thrive. 
| ew, 
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Timon of Athens, 


Stew, O let me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter : 
Twn, If thou har'ſt Curſes, 

Stay not: flee, whil*ſt thou art bleſt and free ; 
Ne're ſee thou man, and let me ne*ce ſee thee. 


Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pain, As 1 took note of the place, it cannot be far 
Where he abides. 
Poet, What's, to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he's ſo full of Gold? 
Pain. Certain, 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrinia and Timandre 
Had Gold of him, he likewiſe enrich'd 
Poor ſtragling Souldiers,. with great quantity, 
'Tis ſaid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mignty Summ. | 
Poer. Then this breaking of his, 
Has been but a try-for his Friends, 
Pain. Nothing elle : 
You ſhall ſee him a Palm in Athens again, 
And flouriſh with the higheſt : 
Therefore, *tis not amiſs, we tender our loves 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſs of his : 
[t will ſhew honeſtly in us, 
And is very likely to load our purpoſes 
With what they travail for, _ . 
If it be a juſt and true report, that goes 
Of his having. | 
Poet. What have you.now 
To preſent uato him? _ 
Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Viſitation : only I will promiſe him 
An excellent Piece, 
Pact. | muſt ſerve him fo too z 
Tell him of an intent that's coming toward him, 
Painter, Good as the beſt, 
Promiſing is the very Air o'th' Time; 
[t opens the Eyes of Expectation, 
Performance is ever the duller for his a, 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
The deed of Saying is quite ouc of uſe. 
To promiſe, is moſt Courtly and faſhionable , 
Performance is a kind of Will or Teſtament, 
Which argues a great ſickneſs in his judgment 
\ That makes it, ; 


Enter Timon from bis Cave. 


Timon, Excellent Workman, 
Thou canſt not paint a man ſo bad 
As is thy ſelf. 
Poet, I am thinking 
What [ ſhall ſay | have provided for him : 
lc muſt be a perſonating of himſelf: 
A Satyre againſt the ſoftneſs of Proſperity, 
With a Diſcovery of the infinite Flatterics 
That follow youth and opulency. 
Timon, Muſt thou needs ; 
Stand for a Villain in thine own Work ? 
Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do ſo, I have Gold for thee. 
Poet, Nay let's ſeek him. 
Then do we ſin againſt our own eſtate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Painter, True: 
When the day ſerves before black corner'd night ; 
Find what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light. 
Come, 
Tim, Ile meet you at the turn : 
What a Gad 's Gold, that he is worſhipt 
In a baſer Temple, than where Swine feed ? 
Tis thou that rigg'ſt the Bark, and plow'ſt the Fome, 
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Setleſt admired reverence in a Slave, 
To thee be worſhip't, and thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown d with Plagues, that thee alone obey. 
Fit 1 meet, them. -;; 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon. 

Pain, Qur late Noble Maſter; 

Timon. Have I once liv'd 
To ſee two honeſt, men ? 

Pazer: Sir : 


Having often of your open Bounty taſted, 


Hearing you were retir'd, your Friends fain off, 
Whoſe thankleſs Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Not all the 'Whips of Heaven are large enough, 
What, to you, , 
Whoſe Star-like;Nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ? 1 am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrous bulk of this lograticude 
With any ſize..of words. ' 

Timon, Let it go, 
Naked men may lee't the better ; 


'You that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
' Make them beſt ſeen, and known. 


Pain. He, and my felf 
Have travel'd in the great ſhowre of your gifts; 
An4 (weetly felt it. 
Timon, |, you are honeſt men, 
Paint, We ate hither come 
To offer you our ſeryice, 
Timgn, Moſt honeſt men : 
Why how ſhall I requite you ? 
Can you eat Roots, and drink coid Water, no ? 
Both. What we'ean do, 
Wee'l do, to do you ſervice. 
Tim. \*are honelt men, ._ 
Y'have heard that I have Gold, 
l am ſure yau' haye, ſpeak truth; y*are honeſt men. 
Pain. $0 it js ſaid, my Noble;Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 
' Tim. Good honeſt man: thou 
Beſt in all Athens, tha'rt indeed the beſt, 
Thou counterfeit'ſt moſt lively. 
Pain, Sp, {0, my Lord. jo 
Tim. Ene ſo, Sir, as | ſay. And for thy fiftion, 
Why thy Verſe ſiyells with ſtuff ſo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art; 
But for all this (my honeſt Natur'd Friends) 
| muſt needs ſay you have a little fault, 
Marry 'tis not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh 1 
You tak? much pajns to mends 
Both, Beſeech yapr Honour 
To make it known to vs. 
Tim, You'l take it ill. 
Both. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Will you indeed ? 
Both, Doubt it not, worthy Lord; 


That mightily decetves you. 
Both, Do we, my Lord ? 
Tim, þ, and you hear him cogge, 
See him diſſemble, , 
Know his groſs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in your boſom, yet remain aſſur*d 
That he's a made-up Villain. 
Pain. | know none ſuch, my Lord. 
Poet, Nor I. 
Tim, Look you, 
[ love you well, ile give you Gold, 
Rid me theſe Villains from your Companies z 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in draught, 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
lle give you Gold enough - | 
Both, Name them, my Lord, let's know them. 
Tim, You that way, and you this : 


But two in Company : 
EP Bbb 3 


draw'ſt a counterfeit 


Tim. There's never a one of you but truſts a Knave, 


Each 
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Each man apart, all ſingle and alone, 

Yet an arch Villain keeps him _—_— p 

If where thou art, two villains ſhall not be 

Come not near him. If thou would'ſt not recide 

But where one villain is, then him abandon. 

Hence, pack, there's Gold, ye came for Gold ye Slaves : 
You have work for me; there's payment, thence, 

You are an Alchymiſt, make Gold 6f that: 

Out Raſcal Dogs. [ Exvvimt 


Enter Steward, 4nd two Senators, 


Stew. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Timqs : 

For he is ſet ſo onely to himſelf — 
That nothing but himſelf, which looks like man, 
ls friendly with him. 
'1 Sen. Bring us to his Caye. 
[t is our part and promiſe to th* <thinians 
To ſpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike | | 
Men are not ſtill the ſatne : *tivas Tine and Gtiefs 
That fram'd him chus, - Time with his fairet hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former days, 

The former man may make him : bting bs to him 
And chance it as it may, 

Stew, Here is his Cave: | 
Peace and content be here, Timon, Timon, 

Look out, and ſpeak to Friends : Th Athenians 
By two of their moſt reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speak to them, Noble Timor. 


Enter Timon out of bis Cave. 


Tim. Thou Sun that comfort burn, 

Speak and be hang'd: _ | 

For edch-true word; a bliſter, and eactsfalſe 

Be as a CatheriZziing-to the'ro0t o'rh tongue. - 

Conſuming it with ſpeaking, 
jo ny Timon. , 

Tim, Of none but ſich as yoo, 

And you of Timor. 42, 
1. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timor, 
Tim. 1 thank them. 

And would ſend-them back'the /plague, 


Could | but catch it for them: ſ 
I. O forget 
What we are ſorry for our ſelves in thee : 


| The Senators, with one conſent of love, 


[ntreat thee back to Athens, who have thivoglit / 


| On ſpecial Dignities, which vacant lie 


For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 
2, They confeſs | | 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſs Too geheral groſs; 
Which now the publick Body, Which doth ſeldom, 
Play the Re-canter, feeling/in it ſelf 
A lack of Timons aid, hath fince 'withal 
Of it own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon, 
And ſend forth us to make their ſorrowed' render, 
Together, with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the Dram, 
I even ſuch heaps and ſums of Love and Wealth, 
As ſhall to thee bot our, what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee, the Figures of their Love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch me in it ? 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears; 
Lend me a Fools heart, and'a Womans Eyes, 
And ile beweep theſe comforts, worthy Senators, 
1. : Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine 'ahd ours to take 
The Captainſhip, thou ſhalt be mer with thanks, 
Allowed with abſolute power, and thy:good name 
Live with authority : ſo fobn we ſhall drive'back 
Of Alcetbiades approaches wild 
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Who like a Boar too ſayage, doth root up 
His Countreys Peace. | 

2, And ſhakes his threafning Sword 
Againſt the Walls of Arbens. 

1. Therefore, Timon. 

Tim, Well Sir, 1 will : therefore I will Sic thus : 
If Alcibiades kill my Countreymen, 
Let «eAliibiates know this of Timon, 


. | That Timon Cares not, But if he ſack fair ethers, 
- | And take our goodly aged men by th'Beards 


Giving our holy Virgins to the ſtain : 

Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad. brain'd War : 
Then let him know, and tell him Timon ſpeaks it. 
In pitty of ouraged, and onr youth, 

I cannot chuſe bur tell him that | care not, 

And let him tak'r at worſt: For their Knives care not, 
While you have throats to afſwer. For my ſelf, 
There's not a whittk in th'unruly Camp, 

Burt I do prize it at my love, before 

The reverendſt Throat in Athens, So I leaye you 
To the proteftion of the proſperous Gods, 


As Thieves to Keepers, 


Stew, Stay nof, all's in vain. 
' Tim, Why I'was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be ſeen to Morrow. My long ſickneſs 
Of Health, and Living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live {til}, 
Be A'cibiabes your plague; youtis, 
And laſt ſo long enough. 
1, We ſpeak in vain. 
Tim, But yet I love my Countrey, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wrack, 
As common bruit doth put it. 
1, That's well ſpoke. 
Tim. Commend me to my loving Conntrey men, 
| 1. Theſe words become your Lips as they paſs thorow 
them, 
2, And enter into our Ears, like great Triomphers 
In their applauding Gates. 
1m, Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to caſe'them of their griefs, 
Their fears of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches,loſſes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throes 
That Natures fragile Veſſel doth ſuſtain 
In lifes uncertain Voyage, 1 will ſome kindneſs do them, 
Ile teach them ro prevent wild Alcrbiades wrath. 
1. [like this well, he will return again. 
Tim, I have a Tree which grows here in my Cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me tocut down, 


| And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tell my Friends, 


Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, | 
From high to low throughout, that who ſo pleaſe 
To ſtop Aﬀittion, let him take his haſte ; 

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 

And hang himſelf. I pray yon do mygreetin 


| Timon hath made his Ever 


Stew, Trouble him no further, thus you NA ſhall 


'| Find him. 


Tim. Comenot to me'again, but [ay to Arbens, 
ing Manſron 

Upon the Beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed Froth 

The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my Grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 


Graves onely be mens works, and Deaththeir gain; 
Sun, hide thy beams, Timon hath done his Reign. 
CExit Timon 
1, His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na. 
ture, 


Lips, let four words go by, and Language end : | 
What is amiſs, Plague and Infe&ion mend, | 


2. Our hope in him is dead : let vsreturn, © | | 
And ſtrain what other means is left-unto us | 
In our dear peril. 

1. It requires ſwift foot. 


| VB eiane 
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Timon of Athens. | 19 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


I. Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd: are his Files 

| As full as thy report? - | 

; Meſ. | have ſpolk thekaſt. EF: 3 

' Beſides, his expedition promiſey preſent ap ' 

' 2. Weſtand mucivBazard, * they brin mon. 
'  Meſ. I meta Currize, one mitre encient"Friend, 

| Whom though in general part we were oppos'd, 

| Yet our old love made a particular force, 

' And made us ſpeak like Friends, This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 

With Letters of intreaty, which imported 

His Fellowſhip i'tfcauſe againſt your City, 

In pact for his ſake mov'd. 


Enter the other Senators. 
1 Here come our Brothers. 
3. No talk of Timon, nothing of him k 
The Enemies Drum is heard and fearſul ſcouring 
Doth choak the air with Duſt: In, and prepare, 


Ours is the fall I fear, our Foes the Snare. [Exeunt. 
Enter a Souldier in the Woods ſeeking Timon. 


Sol. By all deſcription this ſhould be the place. 
Who's here ? Speak ho. No anſwer ? What is this? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ſtretcht his ſpan, 

Some Bealt read this ; There do's not live a Man. 

Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what's on this Tomb ? 
[| cannot read : the Charatter ile take with Wax, 

Our Captain bath in every figureskill, 


cw. 


F 


An ag'd interpreter, th young in days: 
Before prond Athens hes fet down by this, 
Whoſe fall the mark of his #mbition is. [Extt. 


Trumpets ſound, Emer Alcibiades with his Powers 
before Athens. 


Alc. Sound to this Coward and lafcivious Town, 


q 


[Shagke (that they wanted cunning in exceſs) 


2. Nor are they living 
| Whg were the motives that you firſt went out, 


Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 
| Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 


decimadpn and a tgthee death ; 
If thy Rewenges hun that F 
\Mich Matting loaths, fakethou the deſtin'd tenth, 
' And by the hazard ofthe ſported die, | 
Let die the ſpotted. 


i- All have not offended : 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then dear Countryman, 
Bring in thy{ankſ but leave wichgut thy cage, 
Spare thy AtheniaſJ Cradle, and Kin 
Winch in the blaffer of thy wrath mult fall 
With thoſe that have offended, like a Shepherd, 
Approech the Fold, and-cull tt+nfeQted 
But kill gat all together. 
2. What thay wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy Sword. 
1, Set but thy foot ' - neg 
Againſt our rampyr'd Gates, and they ſhall ope : 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart befgre, 
To fay thouPe enter Friendly. 
2. Throw thy Glove, 
Or any token of thine hononr elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the Wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our Confofion : All chy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Town till we 
Have ſeaPd thy full deſire, 
eAlc. Then there's my Glove, 
D:ſcend and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thoſe Enemies of Trimons, and mine own | 
Whom you your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, | 
Fall Ing nomore; and ro atone your fears 


With wy more Noble meaning, por a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, pr offend the ſtream | 
Of Regular Juſtice in your Cities bounds, f 
But ſhall be remedied by your publick Laws | 


Our terrible approach, 
| Sound: a parley 

The Senators appear upon the Walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and H1Pd the time | 

With all Licentious meaſure, making your wills 

The ſcope of Juſtice. Till now myſelf and ſuch 


As ſlept within the ſhadow of your power 

Have wander'd with our traverſt Arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly. Now the time is fluſh, 

When — Marrow in the bearer __ 

Cries (of it ſelf) no'more : Now breathleſs wrong, 
Shall fic and pant inyour great Chairs of caſe, 


- — - 


| And purſy Inſolence ſhall break his wind 
| With fear and horrid flight. 


I, Sen. Noble and young ; 
When thy firſt griefs were but a meer conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear, 


with Loves 


| We ſent tothee, to give thy rages Balm, 
I 


To wipe out our ingratitu 
Above their quantity. 

2. Sodid we wooe 
Transformed Timon to our Cities love 
By humble Meſſage, and by promis'd'means : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of War. 

1, Theſe Walls"of ours 
Were not ereCted: by their hands, from whom 


| You have receiy'd your grief : Nor are they ſuch, 


That theſe great Towres, Trophees,andSchoolshould fall 
For private faults in them, | 


| 


| Paſs by, and cmrſe thy fill, but ſtay not here thy gate, 


'| Though thou abborrdſt in us our humane griefe, 


At heavieſt anſwer, 
Both, 'Tis moſt Nobly ſpoken. 
Alc. Deſcend, and keep your words. | 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


ates My Noble General, Timon is dead, 

Entomb'd upon the very hem o'rh” Sea, 
And on his Graveſtone, this Inſculptore which | 
With Wax [ brought away : whole ſoft Impreſſiont 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance. 


Alcibiades reads the Epitaph. 
Here lies a wretched Coarſe, of wretchetl Soxd bereft, 
Seek, not my name : A Plague conſume you Catiffs leſt : 
Here lie I Timon, who all _lwving men did hate, 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits : 


Scornd?ſt our Brains flow, and thoſe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make valt No weep for aye 

On thy low Grave ; on faults forgiven. Dead 

[Is Noble Timen, of whoſe Memory _ 

Hereafter more? Bring me into your City, 

And 1 will ofe the Olive with my Sword : 

Make War breed Peace; make peace ſtint War, make each 
Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach; 


Let our Drums ſtrike. CExe:nt 


THE 
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JULIUS 


Enter Flavius, Mwellus, and certain Commoners over 
the Stage, 


Flav Ence : home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holy. day > What, know you not 


(Being Mechanical)' you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day, without the ſign 
Or your Profeſſion ?, Speak, what Trade art thou ? 

Car, Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

. Mar, Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
\What doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on ? | 
You lir, what Trade are you ? 25s if 

Cob, Truly Sir, in reſpect of a fine workman, I am but 
as you would ſay, a Cobler. | 

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anſwer me direCtly. 

Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may uſe with a. ſafe 
Conſcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad ſoals. 

Fla. What Trade thou Knave ? Thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade? ... | 

Cob. Nay | beſcech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be our Sir, | can mend you. - - 

Mur. What meai.?ſt thou by that : Mend me, thou 
ſawcy fellow ? 

Cob. Why Sir, Cobble you. 

Fla, Thou art a Cobler, art thou ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, all that | Jive by is with the Awl : 1 
meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor Womans mat- 
ters; but withal, Iam indeed, Sir a Surgeon to old Shooes, 
when they are in great Canger, I recover them. As. pro- 
per men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up. 
on my handy work. | 

Flz. But whetcfore art notin thy Shop to day ? 

- Why dolt thou le:d theſe men about the ſtreets ? 

Cab, Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
ſe!f into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to ſee Ceſar, and to rejoyce in his Triumph. 

Mur, Wherefore rejoyce ? | 
What Conqueſt brings. he home ? 

What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? | 
You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs things : 
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Kaew you not Pompey many 4 time and. oft ? 

Have you climb'd vp to Walls and Battlements, 

To Towers and Windows? Yea to Chimney tops, 

Your [nfants in your Arms, and there have fate 

The live-long day with patient expeCtation, 

To ſee great Pompey paſs the ſtreets of Rome : 

And when you re his Chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an Univerſal ſhout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 


»eATus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


To hear the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shores ? 
And do you now put on your belt attire ? 
And do you now cull out an Holy-day ? 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes iv Triumph over Pompey's blood ? 
Be gone, 
Run to your Houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague 
That needs mult light on this ingratitude. 
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Aſſemble all the poor men of your ſort ; 
D:aw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
lato the Channel, till the loweſt ſtream 
Do kils the moſt exalted Shores of all. 
LExennt all the Commoners. 
See where their baſeſt mettle be not moy'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in their guiltineſs : 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I : Diſrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck'd with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do ſo? 
You know It isthe Feaſt of ZLupercal. 
Fla. It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with the Czſar's Trophies : PII about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ſtreers ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluck*d from Ceſar's wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, 
Whoelſe would ſore above the view of men. 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſs. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Czſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska , 4 Sooth- 
ſayer : after them Murellus and Flavius. 


Caf. Calphurnia. 

(ah. Peace ho, Caſar ſpeaks, 

Ceſ. Calphurmia. 

Calp. Here my Lord. 

Gf Stand you direEtly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courſe. eAntomo. 

Ant, Ceſar, my Lord. 

Ceſ. Forget not in your ſpeed, Antomo, 
To touch Calphurnia : tor our Elders ſay, 
The barregn.touched in this holy chaſe, 
Shake off their ſteril curſe, 

Ant. 1 ſhall remember 
When Ceſar ſays, Do this; it is perform'd. 

Ceſ. Set on, and leave no Ceremony our, 


Sooth, Ceſar. 
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The Tragedy of Julius Czar. 21 
Ceſ. Ha! Who calls? | do fear the people chooſe Ceſar 
Ca k. Bid every noiſe be ſtill : peace yet again. For their King, 
Ceſj. Who is it in the preſs, that calls on me ? Caſſe. I, do you fear it ? 
| hear a tongue ſhriller than all the Muſick Then mult I think you would not have it ſo. 
| Cry, Ce/ar : Speak, Ceſar is turn'd to hear. Bru. | would not, Caſſizs, yet | love him well : 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of Marche But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
Ceſ. What man is that ? What is it, that you would impart to me ? 
| Br. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March. | If it be ought toward the general good, 
| Ceſ. Set him before me, let me fee his face, Set Honour in one eye, and Dcath i'th'other, 
| Caſſi, ' Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Ceſar. | And | will look on both indifferently : 
Ceſ. What lay'lt thou to me now? Speak once again. | For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as | love 
| Sooth, Beware the ldes of March. The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
, Ceſ. He is a Dreamer, let us leave him : Paſs. Caſſe. I know that vertue to be in yon, Brutus, 
Senates Exeunt. Manent Brut. & Caſſi. | As well as I do know your outward favour, 
Caſſe. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? Well, Honour is the Subjett of my Story :; 
| Brut. Not I. | cannot tell, what you and other men 
| Caſſi. | pray you do. Think of this life : But my ſingle ſelf, 
| Brut, l am not Gameſom : I do lack ſome part | had as lief not be, as live to be 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony : + In awe of ſuch a thing, as I my ſelf. 
Let me not hinder Caſſi, your delires ; | was born free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 
['1] leave you. We both have fed as well, and we can both 
+ Caſſi. Brutus, 1 do obſerve you now of late : Endure the Winters cold, as well as he, 
| have not from your eyes that gentleneſs For once upon a Raw and Goſty Day, 
| And ſhew of Love, as | was wont to have : The troubled Tyber chafing with her Shores, 
You bear too ſtubborn, and too ſtrange a hand Ceſar ſays to me, dar'ſt thou Caſſius now 
Over your Friends, that love you. Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 
Bru. Caſſus. | And ſwim to yonder Point £ Upon the word, 
Be not deceiv'd - if I have veiPd my look, Accounted as | was, I plunged in, 
| | turn the trouble of my Countenance And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did. 
| Meerly upon my ſelf. VexedI am The Torrent roar'd, and we did bnffer ic 
\ Of late, with paſſions ot ſome difference, With luſty Sinews, throwing it aſide, 
| Conceptions only proper to my ſelf, And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverkie, 
Which give ſome ſoil (perhaps) to my Behaviours : But e*re we could arrive the Point propos'd, 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd Ceſar cry'd, Help me Caſſws, or I ſink. 
(Among which number Caſſs be you one) | (as «/£neas, our great Anceſtor, 
Nor conſtrue any further my neglect, Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
= Than that poor Brutw with himſelf at War, The old <Ancbiſes bear) ſo, from the Waves of Tyber 
' Forgets the ſhews of Love to other men. Did I the tired Ceſar : And this Man 
Caſſi. Then Brutw, 1 have much miſtook your paſſion, | [s now become a God, and Caſſivs is 
By means whereof, this Breaſt of mine hath buried A wretched Creature, and muit bend his body, 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. if Ceſar careleſly but nod on him. ' 
| Tell me good Brutws, can you fee your face ? He had a Feaver when he was in Spar 
| Bri. No Caſſix : And when the Fit was on him, 1 did mark 
| For the eye ſees not himſelf : but by reflection, How he did ſhake : 'Tis true, this God did ſhake, 
| | By ſome other things. His Coward lips did from their colour flye, 
Caſſi. *Tis juſt, And that ſame eye, whoſe bend doth awe the World, 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, Did loſe his Lultre : I did hear him groan : 
That you have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn I, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books, 
That you might ſee your ſhadow: Alas! it cryed, Give me ſome drink, Titimeas, 
| have heard, As a ſick Gir]: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
Where many of the beſt reſpeft in Rome, A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 
(Except Immortal Ceſar) ſpeaking of Brutus, So get the ſtart of the Majeſtick World, 
| And groaning underneath this ages yoak, And bear the Palm alone, 
Have wiſh'd that Noble Br had his eyes. Shout, Flouriſh. 
Bru, Into what dangers would you Bru. Another general ſhout ? 
| Lead me, Caſſins ? [ do believe, that theſe applauſes are 
| That you would have me ſeek into my elf, For ſome new Honours that are heap'd on Ceſar. 
For that which is not in me ? Caſſi. Why man, he doth beſtride the narrow VVorld 
(aſſi. Therefore good Brutus be prepar'd to hear Like a Coloſſus, and we petty men 
And ſince you know you cannot ſee your ſelf V Valk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
So well as by refleftion ; I your Glaſs, To find our ſelves diſhonourable Graves. 
Will modeſtly diſcover to your ſelf Men at ſome time, are Maſters of their Fates. 
That of your felf, which yet you know not of, The fault (dear Brutas) is not in our Stars, 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus, But in our ſelves, that we are Underlings. 
Were | a common Laughter, or did uſe Brutus and Ceſar : VVhat ſhould be in that Cefar ? 
To ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Love Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours ? 
To every new Proteſtor : if you know, Write them together : yours is as fair a Name: 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well, 
And after ſcandal them : or if you know, VVeigh them, it isas heavy : Conjure with 'em man, 
That I profeſs in Banqueting Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoon as Ceſar. 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangerons. Now in the names of all the Gods ar once, 
Flouriſh and Shout. | Upon what meat doth this our Ceſar feed, 
Bru. What means this Shoifting ? That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art _ 
ome, 
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Rome, thou baſt loſt the breed of noble Blouds. 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Floud, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they ſay (till now) that talk®d of Rome, 
That her wide walks incompaſt but one man ? 

Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 

When there is in it but one only man. 

O ! you and 1, have heard our Fathers ſay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Ti;? eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 

As eaſily as a King. 

Bru. That you dolove me, I am nothing jealous : 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times 
| ſhall recount hereafter : For this preſent, 
| would not ſo (with love I might entreat you) 

Be any further moy'd : What you have ſaid, 

[ will conſider : what you have to ſay 

[ will with patience hear, and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 

Than to repute himſelf a Son of Rome 

Under theſe hard Conditions, as this time 

ls like to lay upon us. 

Caſſi. 1am glad that my weak words 
Have ſtruck but chus much ſhew of fire from Brutw. 


Enter Czſar and his Train. 


Bru. The Games are done, 
And Ceſar is returning. 
Caſſi. As they paſs by, 
Pluck Cacka by the Sleeve, | 
And he will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 
Bru. 1 will do ſo: but look you, Caſſius, 
The angry ſpot doth blow on Ceſars brow, 


And all the reſt look like a chidden train ; 


Calphurnia's Cheek is pale, and Cicero 

Looks with ſuch Ferrer, and ſuch fiery Eyes 
As we have ſeen him in the Capitol 

Being croſt in Conference, by ſome Senators. 

Caſſi. Caska will tell us what the matter is» 

(af. Antonio, 

Ant, Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed men, and ſuch as ſleep a nights : 
Yond Caſſu« has a lean and hungry look, 

He-thinks too much - ſuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Ceſar, he's not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well given, 

Ceſ. Would he were fatter z But I fear mnot : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I ſhould avoid, 

So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much, 

He is a great Obſerver, and he looks | 
ite through the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes, 

As thou doſt Antony : he hears no Muſick : 

Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort 

As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 


{ That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thing, 


Such men as he, be never at hearts caſe 
Whiles they behold a greater than themſelves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous, 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than what | fear : for always I am Ceſar, 
Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ſt of him, 
- Sennit« 
[Exeunt Ceſar and bis Train, 
Cask, You pull'd me by the Cloak, would you ſpeak 
with me ? 
Bru, I Caska, tell us what hath chanc'd to day” 


That Ceſar looks ſo ſad. 

Caik. Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru, I ſhould not then ask Caska what had chapc'd, 

Cask. Why there was a Crown offer'd him, and being 
offer*d him, he put it by with the back of his hand thus, 
and then the people fell a ſhouting. 

Bru, What was the ſecond noiſe for ? 

(4k. Why for that too, 

Caſs, They ſhouted thrice : what was the laſt cry for ? 

Caik, Why for that too. 

Bru, Was the Crown offer'd him thrice ? 

| Cack. I marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every 
time gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine 
honeſt Neighbours ſhouted. 

Caſſi. Who offer'd him the Crown ? 

Cask, Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caska, 

Cak, I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of it : 
It were meer Foolery, I did not mark it. I ſaw Mark 
Antony offer him a Crown, yet *rwas not a Crown neither, 
"rwas one of theſe Coronets : and as 1 told you, he put it 
by once : but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain 
have had it. Then he offered it to him again: then he 
put it by again: but to my thinking , he was very loth 
to lay his Fingers oft it. And then he offered it the third 
time : he put it the third time by, and ſtill as he refus'd 
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp'd their chopt hands, 
and threw up their ſweaty Night-Caps, and uttered ſuch 
a deal of ſtinking breath, becauſe Ceſar refus'd the 
Crown, that it had (almoſt) choaked Ceſar : for he 
ſwoonded, and fell down at it: And for mine own part, 
I durſt not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and re- 
ceiving the bad Air. 

Caſſi. But ſoft I pray you: what did Ceſar ſwound ? 

Cask, He fell down in the Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 

Brut, *Tis very like he bath the falling-ſickneſs, 

Caſſi. No, Ceſar hath it not : but you, and 1. 

And honeſt Caska, we have the falling ſickneſs. 

Cask, 1 know not what you mean by that, but I am ſure 
Ceſar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him, 
and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd , and diſpleas'd 
them, as they uſe to do the Players in the Theatre, I am 
no true man, 

Brut, What ſaid he, when he came unto himſelf? 

Cask, Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd 
the common Herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, he 
pluckt me ope his Doubler, and offer*'d them his Throat 
tocut: and I had been a man of any Occupation, if 1 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to Hell among the Rogues, and ſo he fell. When 
he came to himſelf again, he faid, If he had done, or 
laid any thing amiſs, he deſir'd their worſhips to think 
it was his infirmity. Three or four Wenches where 1 
ſtood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave bim with 
all their hearts : But there's no heed to be taken ofthem ; 
if Ceſar had ſtabb'd their Mothers, they would have done 
no leſs. 

Brut, And after that, he came thus ſad away. 

Cask, I. 

Caſſi, Did Cicero ſay any thing ? 

Cak, I, he ſpoke Greek. 

Caſſi. To what effeCt ? 

Catk, Nay, and [ tell you that, Fle ne*re look you i” th? 
face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at one 
another, and ſhook their heads: but for mine own part it 
was Greek to me, I could tell you more news too : Mu 
rellus and Flavww, for pulling Scarfis off Ceſars Images, 
are put to ſilence, Fare you well. There was more Foolery 
yet, if I could remember it, 

(aſſi. Will you ſup with me to night, Carka ? 

Cask, No, I am promig'd forth. 

. Cai, Will you dine with me to morrow ? 


Cask. 
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Cark, I, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worth the cating, 
Caſſi. Good, | will expect you. 
Caikh, Do ſo : farewel both. [ Exit. 
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick Mettle, when he went to School, 
Caſſi. So is he now, in Execution 
Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 
How-ever he puts on this tardy form : 
This Rudenels is a Sawce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 
With berrer Appctites. 
Brut, And foitis : 
For this time 1 will leave you : 
To morrow it you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
[ will come home to you z, or if you will, 
Come home to me, and 1 will wait for you. 
Caſſi, 1 will doo : till then, think of the World, 
x [Exit Brutus, 
Well Brutzs, thou art Noble: Yet ſee 
Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
From that it is diſpos'd, therefore 'tis meet, 
That Noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd ? 
C:ſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. 
If | were Brutus now, and he were Caſſis, 
He ſhould not humor me, 1 will this night, 
In ſeveral hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they came from ſeveral Citizens, 
Writings, all rending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obſcurely 
Ceſars ambition ſhall be glanced ar. 
And after this, let Ceſar ſeat him ſure, 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure, [ Ex. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter Caska, 
and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Caska : brought you (ſar home ? 
Why are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you fo ? 
Cack, Are not you mov'd, when all the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, 
| have ſeen Tempeſts, when the ſcolding Winds 
Have riv*d the knotty Oaks, and I have fcen 
Th* ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But never till to night, never till now, 
Did I gothrough a Tempeſt-dropping-fire. 
Ficher there is a Civit (trife in Heaven, 
Or clſe the World, too ſawcy with the Gods, 
lncenſes them to fend deſtruction. 
Cc. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
Cask, A common ſlave, you know him well by ſight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn 
Like twenty Torches join*d ; and yet his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, I ha not ſince put up my Sword, 
Againſt the Capitol I met a Lion, 
Who glaz'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Transformed with their fear, who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the treets. 
And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 


Even at Noon day, upon the Markct place, 


Houting, and ſhreeking, When theſe Prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, 
Theſe are their Reaſons, they are Natoral : 
For l believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 

Ci. Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time : 
But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves, 
Comes Ceſar up the Capital to morrow ? | 


_ 


Caik, He doth ; for he did bid Antozio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow. 
Cic. Good-night then, Caka : 
This diſtarbed Sky is not to walk in. 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero, [Exit Cicero 
f 
"Enter Caſſius. 


C:ſſi. Who's there ? 
Cath. A Romane. 
Cajje. Caska, by your Voice. 
Caik Your Ear is good. 
Caſſius, What night is this ? 
Caſſi, A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. 
Caik, Who ever knew the Heavens menace ſo? 
. Gp Thoſe that have known the Earth ſo full of 
aults, 
For my part I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night : 
And thus unbraced, Caiks, as you ſee, 
Have bar'd my Boſom to the Thunder-ſtone : 
And when the croſs blue Lightning ſeem'd to open 
The Breaſt of Heaven, I did preſent my ſelf . 
Even in the aim, and very flaſh of it. (vens ? 
Cask But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the Hea- 
[t is the part of men, to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt Mighty Gods by tokens ſend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aſtonith us. 
Caſſi. You are dull, Caka -* 
And thoſe ſparks of Life that ſhould be in a Reman, 
You do want, or elſe you uſe not, 
You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear, 
And Calt your felf in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heavens : 
But it you would conlider the true cauſe, 
Why all theſe fires, why all theſe glidiog Ghoſts, 
Why Birds and Beaſts, from quality and kind, 
Why Old men, Fools, and Children calculate. 
Why all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, 
To monltrous quality ; why you ſhall find, 
That Heaven hath infus'd them with theſe Spirits, 
To make them inſtruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto ſome monſtrous State. 
Now could | (Caska) name to thee a man, 
Moſt like this dreadtul Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and tears, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitol ; 
A man no mightier than thy fetf, or me, 
In perſonal action; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. 
Cask, *Tis Ceſar that you mean, 
[s it not, Caſſius ? 
Caſſi. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceſtors ; 
But woe the while, our Fathers minds are dead, 
And we are govern*d with our Mothers ſpirits, 
Our yoke, and ſufferance, ſhew us Womaniſh. 
Catk, Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
Mean to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: 
And he ſhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every place, fave here in 7raly 
Caſſi. 1 know where [ will wear this Dagger then ; 
Caſſuu from bondage will deliver Caſſizs : 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak molt ſtrong z 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat, 
Nor ſtony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braſs, 
Nor air. leſs Dungeon, nor ſtrong Links of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of Spirit : 
But Life being weary of theſe Worldly Bars, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs it ſelf. 
If I know this, know all the World beſides, 
That part of Tyranny that 1 do bear, 
I can ſhake off at'pleaſure. [ Thunder - 
Cas 
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Cak, So can 1: 

So every Bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to Cancel his Captivity. 

Caſſi. And why ſhould (ſar be a Tyrant then? 

Poor man, | know he would not bea Wolf, 

But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheep ; 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds, 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What traſh is Rome ? 
What Rubbiſh, and what Offal ? when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter, to illuminate 

So vilea thing as Ceſar, But oh grief! 

Where halt thou led me? I (perhaps) ſpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman : then I know 

My anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cack. You ſpeak toCacka, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my hagd : 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe Griefs, 

And | will ſet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. 

Caſſi. There's a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Casks, I bave mov'd already 
Some certain of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-go, with me, an enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous conſequence z 
And I do know by this, they ſtay for me 

[n Pompey's Porch ; for now this fearful night, 
There is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favours, like the work we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody, fiery, and moſt terrible, 


Enter Cinna. 


C5kh, Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in 
baſte. 
Caſſi, *Tis Cinna, I do know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend. Cirna, where haſte you ſo ? 
Cinna, To find out you: Who's that , Aetelliu 
Cymber ? 
Caſſ No, It is Caks, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ſtaid for, Gnma ? 
(iz. lam glad on't. 
What a feartul Night ? 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange ſights, 
Caſſi. Am I not (taid for ? tell me, 
Cin, Yes, you are, O Caſſus, 
If you could bur win the Noble Brutus 
To our party —— | 
Caſſi. Be you content. Good Cinna take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Pretors Chair, 
Where Brutw may but find it : and throw this 
In at his Window ; ſet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutws Statue : all this done, | 
Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you ſhall find us. 
Is Decuzs Brutus and Trebonus there ? 
Cin, All, but Metellus Cymber, and he's gone 
To ſeek you at your Houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe papers as you bad me. 
Caſſi, That done, repair to Pompey's Theater. 
[ Exit, Cinna. 
Come Casks, you and I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his Houſe : three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Cask. O, he fits high in all the peoples hearts : 
' And that which would appear offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeſt Alchymy, 
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthineſs, 
Caſſi» Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited : let us go, 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 


We will awake him, and be ſure of him. [LExennt, 


Aftus Secundys. 


Enter Brutus #2: his Orchard, 


Bru. Hat Lucius, hoe ? 
| cannot, by the progreſs of the Stars, 


Give gueſs how near to day — Lucixs, | ſay? 
| would it were my fault co ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
When Lucius, when ? awake, I ſay : what Lacins ? 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc, CalPd you, my Lord? 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucius - 
When it is lighted, come and call me here, 
Luc. 1 will, my Lord. 
Bru, It muſt be by his death: and for my part, 
I know no perſonal cauſe, to ſpurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd : 
How that might change his Nature, theres the queſtion ? 
[t is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking : Crown him that, 
And then | grant we put a ſting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with, 
TH abuſe of Greatneſs, is, when it disjoins 
Remorſe from power : And to ſpeak truth of Ceſar, 
| have not known, when his affections ſway'd 
More than his Reaſon. But *tis a common proof, 
That Lowlineſs is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his face : 
But when he once attains the upmoſt Round, 
He then unto the Ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend: ſo Ceſar may ; 
Then leſt he may, prevent. And ſince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus ; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a Serpents Egge, 
Which hatch'd, would as his kind grow miſchievous ; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 


[ Exit, 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The Taper burneth in your Cloſet, Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flint, 1 found 
This Paper, thus ſeal'd up, and Iam fure 
It did not lye there when 1 went to Bed. 
Gwes bim the Letter, 
Bru, Get you to Bed again, it is not day : 
[s not to Morrow (Boy) the firſt of March ? 
Luc. | know not, Sir. 
Bru, Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word, 
Luc, 1 will, Sir. 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give ſo much light : that 1 may read by them. 
Opens the Letter and reads, 
Brutus, thou ſleep't ; awake, and ſee thy ſelf : 
Shall Rome, &c. ſpeak, ſtrike, redreſs. 
Brutus, thou ſleep'ſt : awake. 
Such inſtigations have been often dropt. 
Where I have took them up : | 
Shall Rome, &c. Thus muſt I piece it out: 
Shall Rome ſtand under one mans awe? What Rome ? 
My Anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King, 
Speak,, ſtrike, redreſs, AMI] entreated 
To ſpeak, and ſtrike? O Rome, 1 make thee promiſe, 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus. 


[ Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter Lucius. 


Luc, Sir, March is waſted fifteen days. 


Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
| have not ſlept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firſt motion, all the Interim is 

Like a Phantaſma,. or a hideous Dream : 
The Gems, and the mortal inſtruments 
Are then in counſel; and the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then 

The nature of an infurrection. 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, *tis your Brother Caſſws at the door, 

Who doth delire to ſee you. 

Bru. ls he alone ? 

Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him. | 

Bru, Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck'd about their Ears, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 

That by no means I may diſcover them, 

By any mark of favour. 

Bru, Let them enter : 

They are the Faftion. O Conſpiracy, 

Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang*rous Brow by Night, 
When evils are moſt free? O then, by day 

Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 

To mask thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek none, Conſpiracy, 
Hide it in Smiles, and Afﬀability': 

For if thou path thy native ſemblance on, 

Not Erebus it ſelf were dim enough, 

To hide thee from prevention, 


Enter the Conſpirators, Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, 
Metellus, ard Trebonius. 


Caſſi. I think we are too bold upon your Reſt : 

Good morrow, Brutzs, do we trouble you ? 

Bra, | have been up this hour, awake all Night : 
Know | theſe men, that come along with you ? 

Caſſi. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here 
But honours you : and every oue doth wiſh, 

You had but that opinion of your ſelf, 

Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 

This is Trebonus. 

Bru, He is welcome. hither. 

Caſſi. This, Decius Brutus, 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Caſſi. This , Caska; this, Cinmma; and this Aetellus 
Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpoſe themſelves 

Betwixt your Eyes and Night ? 
Caſſi. Shall I intreat a word ? [They whiſper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaſt : doth not the Day break here ? 
Cask, No. ; 

Gn, O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are Meſſengers of Day. 

Cask, You ſhall confeſs that you are both deceiv'd : 
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun ariſes, 

Which is a great way growing on the South, 

Weighing the youthful Seaſon of the year. 

Some two. months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire, and the high Eaſt 

Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Caſſi. And let us ſwear our reſolution. 

Bru. No, not an Oath : if not the face of men, 

The ſufferance of our ſouls, the times abuſe 


Knock, within. 
Bru. 'Tis good. Goto the Gate, ſome body knocks : 
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If theſe be motives. weak, break off betimes, 

And every:man hence, to his idle bed : 

50 let high-ſighted-Tyranny range on, 

Till each man-drop.by Lottery. But if theſe 

(As Iam ſure they do) bear fice enough 

Io kindle Cowards, and to ſteel with valour 

The melting Spirits of women ; Then, Countrymeo, 


| What nced we any.ſpur, but our own cauſe 


To prick us to redreſs ? What other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will nat palter ? And what: other Oath, 
Than Honeſty to Honeſty engag'd, 

That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 

Swear Prieſts and Cowards, . and men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls 
That welcome wrongs : Unto bad-cauics, ſwear 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ſtain 
The even vertue of our Enterpcize, 

Nor thinfuppreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 

To think, that or our Cauſe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath, . When every-drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

[s guilty of a ſeveral Baltardy, 

If he doth break the ſmalleſt Partic'e 

Of any promiſe that. bath paſt from bim: - 

Caſſi. But what of Cicero ? Shall we ſound him? 
[ think he will ſt-.nd very ſtrong with us. 

Cask, Let us not leave him out, : : 

Cin,» No, by no:means.-.; }: | 

Met. Olet us bave him, for his filver hairs 
Will purchaſe vs'a good opinion, 

And buy mens voices, to commend our deeds: 
[t ſhall be ſaid; his judgment ruPd our hands, 
Our youths, and wildnefs, ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in! his gravity. 

Bru. O name him not; let-us not break with him. 
For he will never follow: any thing 
That other men begig. 

Caſſi. Then leave him out. 

Cask, Indeed, he is not fic, 

Dec. . Shall no man elſe be touch'd, but only Ceſar ? 

Caſſi. Decins, Well ucg'd : I think it is not meer, 
Mark eAntony, ſo, well belov'd of Ceſar, 

Should out-live Ceſar, we ſhaH figd of him 

A ſhrewd Contriver. | And you kgow, bis means, 
If he improve them, may well {treteh ſo far 

As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 

Let Amony and Ceſar fall-together; il 

Bru« Our courſe will fee too Hloody, Camus Caſſins, 

To cut the Head off,” and then hack the Limbs : 
Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards. 
For Antony is but a Limb of Ceſar: ; | _ 
Ler's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (aw : 
We all ſtand up againſt the Spiritot Ceſar, 
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
O that we then could come by Cefar”s Spirits, 
And not diſmember Ceſar | But (alas) 

Ceſar muſt bleed for it. And:gentle Friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully -: 
Let's carve him, asa Diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkafs fit for Hounds ; 

And let our hearts, as ſubtle Maſters do,. 

Stir up theit Servantsto an act of; rage, 

And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 
Our purpoſe neceſlary, and not. envious. 
Which ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers. 

And for Mark, Antony, think not of him : 

For he can do no more than Ceſar's Arm, 

When Ceſar's head is off. 

Caſſi. Yet I fear him, 

For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Ceſar. 
Bru. Alas, good Caſſixs, do not think of him : 


If he love Ceſar, all that he can do 
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[s to himſelf, take thought, and dye for Ceſar. 
Agd that were much he ſhould : for he is given 
To ſports, to wildneis, and much company. _ 
- Treb., There is no fear in him; let him not die, 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
[ Clock ftrikes. 
Bru. Peace, count the Clock. 
Caſſi. The Clock hath ſtricken three. 
Treb. 'Tis time to part. 
Caſſi. But it is doubtful yet, 
Whether Ceſar will come forth to day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown ol late, 
Quite from the main opinion he held once, 
Ot Fantaſie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies : 
It may be, theſe apparent Prodigies, 
The unaccuſtom'd terrour of this Night, 
And the perſwaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to day, 
Dee. Never fear that : if he be ſo reſolv'd, 
'I can o're-ſway him : for he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Bears with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 
Bur, when [1 tell him, he bates Flatterers, 
He lays, he does ; being then moſt flattered. 
Let me work: 
For I can give his humor the true bent 31: | 
And | will bring him tothe Capitol, _. _ ; 
Caſſi. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour, 'is that the uttermoſ2 ? 
Gr, Be that the uttermoſt, and fail-not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarins doth' bear Ceſar hatred, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey; 
[ wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Bru, Now good Metellus/go along! by bim : 
He loves me well, and 1have given bim Reafons, 
S2nd him but hither, and Il faſhion him. 
Caſſi» The Morning comes upon's : 
Wee'l leave you, Brutus, - -— 
And Friends diſperſe your ſelves : but all cemember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true Komans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look freſh and merrily, 
Let not our looks put on our purpoſes, 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 
With untir'd ſpirits, and formal Conſtancy, 
And ſo good morrow to-you every one. 
AManet Brutus. 
Boy : Luciu : faſt aſleep? 'It is no matter, 
Enjoy the hony-heavy-dew of Slumber : 
Thou haſt no Figures, nor no Fantaſies, 
Which buſie care draws in the Brains of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo ſound. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Portia. 


Por. Brutus, my Lord. 
Bru. Portia, What mean you ? wherefore riſe you now ? 
It is not for your health, chus ro commit _ 
Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither, Y have ungently, Brat, 
Stole from my Bed : and yeſternight at Supper 
You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd about, 
Muſing, and ſighing, with your arms a-croſs : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
| urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot : 
Yet 1 inſiſted, yet you-anſwer'd not, 
But with an angry wafter of your hand 
Gave ſign for me to leave you : So1 did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience 
Which ſeem'd too mnch/inkindled, 'and withal, 
Hoping it was but an effet of Humour, 
Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 
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[t will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſlcep ; 
And could it work fo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
[ ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, My Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 
Bru. 1 am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wile, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru, Why fo Ido: good Portia, go to Bed. 
Por. 1s Brutus (ick * and is it Phylical 
To walk unbraced, and ſack up the humors 
Of the dark Morning? What, is Brutas ſick ? 
And will he ſteal out of his wholſom Bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 
And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air 
To add unto his ſickneſs ? .No, my Brurxs, 
You have ſome ſick offence within your mind, 
Which by the Right and Vertye ot my place 


| | ought ro know of : And upon my knees, 


I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow 
Which did" incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold ro me, your ſelf, your half; 
Why you are heavy, and what men to night 
Have had reſort to you : for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of Marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
ls 1t excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you ? Am l your ſelf, 
But as it were in ſorr, or limitation ? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your Bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleaſyre ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my ſad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
| grant I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to Wife : 
I grant lam a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed : Cato's Daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my Sex, 
Being fo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe them : 
| have made ſtrong proof of my Conſtancy, 
Giving my ſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the Thigh : Canl bear that with patience, 
And not my Husband's Secrets ? 
Bru, Oye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 
Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia, go ina while, 
And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
The ſecrets of my heart. 
All my engagements, I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaCtery of my fad brows : 
Leave me with haſte 


[Knock, 


LExit Portia, 
Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


Lucius, who's that knocks ? | 
Lac. Here is a ſick man that would ſpeak with you. 
Bru. Cains Ligarins, that Metellns ſpake of, 
Boy, ſtand aſide, Cains Ligarins, how ? 
Cas. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 
Bru. O what a time have you Choſe out, brave Caius, 
To wear a Kerchief? Would you were not ſick. 
Cai, 1 am not ſick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honour. 
Bru. Such an exploit have 1 in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you an healthſul Ear to hear of it. 
Cai. 
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Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
| here diſcard my fickneſs. Soul of Rome, 
Brave Son, deriv'd from honourable Loins, 
Thou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will ſtrive with things impoſlible, 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do? 
Bru, A piece of work, 
That will make ſick men whole, 
Cai. But are not ſome whole that we muſt make ſick ? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. What it is, My Ca, 
[ ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it mult be done, 
Cai. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new fir'd, I follow you, 
Todo 1 know not what: But it ſufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. 
Bru, Follow me then. 
Thunder and Lightning. 


Thunder. 
[_Exennt. 


Enter Julius Czſar #2 hz N ight-Gows 


Ceſ. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 

Have been at peace to night : 

Thrice hath Calphurma in her ſleep cryed out ; 
Help, ho: They murder Ceſar. Who's within ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord. 

{«ſ. Go, bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of Succeſs. 

Ser, 1 will, my Lord. LExit, 


Enter Calphurnia, 


Cal. Wha mean you, Ceſar ? Think you to walk forth ? 
You ſhall notſtir out of your houſe to day. 
Cef. Ceſar hall forth; the things that threatn'd me, 
Ne'r lookt buton my back : When they ſhall ſee 
The face of Cer, they are vaniſhed. 
(alph. ( «ſar, | never ſtood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they frght me: There is one within, 
Beſides the thing that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts moſt tirrid ſights ſeen by the Watch. 
A Lioneſs hath welped in the ſtreets, 
And Graves have awn'd and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriovrs fight upon the Clouds 
In Ranks and Squadons and right form of war 
Which drizzzel'd blow upon the Capitol : 
The noiſe of Battel hurried in the Air: 
Horſes did nigh, anddying men did groan, 
And Gholt dd ſhriek and ſqueal about the ſtreets, 
O Ceſar, title things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do far them, 
(of. Wit can be avoided 
Whoſe ends purpos'd by the mighty Gods? 
Yet Ceſar fall go forth : For theſe Predictions 
Are to theforld in general, as to Ceſar. 
Calph. Vhen Beggars die there are no Comets ſeen, 
The Heavgs themſelves blaze forth the death of Princes, 
Ceſ. Cquards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiat neve taſte of death but once : . 
Of all the wondets tharl yer haye heard, 
It ſeems te me moſt ſtranB; rhat men ſhould fear, 
Seeing that death, 1 neceſlar »>nd 
Will come, when it will come. 


Enter a Servaln. 


hat ſay the Avgurers? 
wo They —S not have you Wh d "HF 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering _ 
They could not find a heart within the JO 
Ceſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cow : 


If he ſhould ſtay at home to day for fear : 
No, Ceſar (hall not; Danger knows full well 
That («ſar is more dangerous than he. 
We hear two Lions litter'd in one day, 
And l the elder and more terrible, 
And Ceſar ſhall go forth. 

Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your wiſdom is conſum'*d in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day : Call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own. 
We'll ſend e Hark «Antony to the Senate houſe, 
And he ſhall ſay your are not well to day : 
Let me upon my knee prevail in this. 

Ceſ. e Mark, eAntony (hall fay I am not well, 
And for thy humour, { will [kay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. 

Dec. Ceſar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Cefar, 
| come to fetch you to the Senate houſe. 

Cj. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that 1 will not come to day : 
Cannot is falſe : and that I dare not, falſer : 
| will not come to day, tell them ſo, Decins. 

( al. Say he's ſick. 

Ceſ. Shall Ceſar ſend a Lie? 
Have [ in Conquelt ſtretcht mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth : 
Decius, go tell them Ceſar will not come. 
Dec. Molt mighty Ceſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
LeſtI be laught at when | tell them ſo, 
Ceſ. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come, 
That is enough to ſatisfie the Senate. 
But for your private ſatisfaction, 
Becauſe love you, I willlet you know. 
Calphurnia here my wife, ſtays me at home : 
She dreamt to night ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain , with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many luſty Romars 
Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 
'And theſe does (he apply, for warnings and portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will ſtay at home to day. 
Dec. This dream is all amiſs interpreted, 
[t was a viſion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue ſpouting blood in tnany Pipes, 
In which fo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving blood, and that great Men ſhall preſs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and Cognifance. 
This, by Calphwrmia's dream is ſignified. 
Ceſ. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I can ſay, 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Ceſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd for ſome one to ſay, 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
When Ceſar's wife ſhall meer with better Dreartis : 
lf Ceſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 
Lo, (ſar is afraid? 
Pardon me, Ceſar, for my dear dear love, 
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this : 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
(eſ. How fooliſh do your fears ſeem now, Calphurnia ? 
| am aſhamed I did yield co them. 
Give me my Robe, for I will go. 
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Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellvs , Caska, Trebonius , 
Cinna, and Publius, 


And look where Publizs is come"to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Welcom, Publius. 

What, Brutus, are you ſtirr*d ſo early too ? 
Good morrow, Caska, Cans Ligarims, 

Ceſar was ne're ſo much your Enemy, 

As that ſame Ague which hath mqde you lean. 
What is't a Clock ? . 

Bru. Czſar, *us ſtrucken eight. 

Ceſ. 1 thank you for your pains and curteſie. 


Enter Antony, 


See Antony, that revels long a-nights, 

ls notwithſtanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 
Ant, So to molt noble Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Bid them prepare within : 

[ am to blame to be thus waited for. 


-| Now Cinna, now Metellus : what, Trebonius, 


| have an hours talk in ſtore for you : 

Remember that you call on me to day : 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Ceſar, 1 will ; and fo near will I be, 

That your beſt Friends ſhall wiſh | had been further. 

Ceſ. Good Friends go in, and taſte ſome Wine with me, 
And we (like Friends) will ſtraightway go together. 

Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Ceſar, 

The heart of Brurxs earns to think upon. [Exeunt. 


Enter Artemidorus. 


Czſar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caſſius, come not 
near Caska, have an eye to Cinna, truſt not Trebonus, prark 
well Metellus Cymber, Decius Brutus loves thee not : Thou 
haſt wrong'd Caius Ligarius. There ts, but one mind in all 
theſe men, and it is bent againſt Ceſar : If thou bee(# not Im- 
mortal, look about you : Security grves way to Conſpiracy, The 
mich:y Gods defend thee, | 
Thy Lover Artemidorus, 


Here will I ſtand, till Ceſar paſs along, 

And as a Sutor will 4 give him this: 

My heart laments, that Vertue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 

If thou read this, O Ceſar, thou mayeſt live; 
If not, the Fates with Traytors do contrive. 


Enter Portia and Lucius. 


Por. 1 prythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houſe, 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone, 
Why dolt thon ſtay ? 
Luc. To know my Errand, Madam. 
Por, 1 would have had thee there and here again 
E're I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there : 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my (ide, 
Set a huge Mountain *tween my Heart and Tongue : 
| have a mans mind, but a womans might - 
How hard it is for women to keep counſel. 
Art thou here yet ? 
Luc. Madam, what ſhould I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elle ? 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe ? 
Por. Yes, bring me word if thy Lord look well, 
For he went ſickly forth ; and take good note 
What Ceſar doth, what Svitors prels to him. 
Hark Boy, what noiſe is that ? 
Luc. | hear none, Madam. 
Por. Prythee liſten well : [ 
| heard a buſsling Rumour like a_Fray, 


And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing, 


Enter the Soothſayer. 


Por. Come hither fellow, which way haſt thou been ? 
Sooth, At mine own houſe, good Lady. 

Por. What is't a Clock ? 

Sooth, About the ninth hour, Lady, k 
Por. Is Caſar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sooth, Madam, not yet, I go to take my ſtand, 

To fee him paſs on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou haſt ſome ſute to Ceſar, haſt thou not ? 
Sooth, That | have, Lady, if it will pleaſe Ceſur 

To be ſo good to Ceſar, as to hear me : 

| ſhall beſeech him to befriend himſelf. 

Por. Why know'ſt thou any harm's intended towards 
um ? 

Sooth, None that I know will be, 

Much that I fear may chance : 

Good morrow to you : here the ſtreet is narrow : 
The throng that follows Ceſar at the heels 

Of Senators, of Piztors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (almoſt to death : 

['1] get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Czſar as he comes along, 

Por. | muit goin: 

Aye me! How weak a thing 

The heart of Woman is? O Brutus, 

The Heavens ſpecd thee in thine enterprize, 

Sure the Boy heard me : Brutus hath a ſuit 

That Ceſar will not grant. O, | grow faint ; 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 

Say | am merry ; Come to me again, 

And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee 


[ Exit. 


C—_ 


Aﬀus Tertins. 


Flouriſh. 

Enter Czſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, Pecius, Metellus, 

Trebonius, Cinna , Antony, Lepivus, Artemi- 
dorus, Popilius, and the Sochſayer. 


Ceſ. Phe Ides of March are come. 
Sooth. I, Ceſar, but not gyne. 

Art. Hail, (ſar: read this Schedule. 

Dec. Trebonus doth deſire you © o're-reid 
(Ar your belt leiſure) this his humble ſuit, 

eArt. O Ceſar, read mine firſt: for mint's a ſuit 
That rouches Ceſar nearer. Read it, great Cſar. 

Ceſ. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be la ferv'd. 

Art. Delay not, Ceſar, read it inſtantly. | 

Ceſ. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. "35-0 

Caſſi.. What urge you your Petitions in thiſtreet ? 
Come to the Capitol. . | 

Pop. 1 wiſh your Enterprize to day May thive. 

Caſſi. What Enterprize, Popilans ! 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Bru. What ſaid Popilius Leys? © 

C aſſi. He wiſh'd to day op” <Perprize might thrive : 


I fza; our purpoſe 1s diſce” d 
\ 8 tO Ceſar: mark him. 
_ rare for we fear prevention 
aſſi. os a * be done? If this be known, = 
Brutus, WUal fever ſhall turn back ; 
Caſſius Or fy my ſelf ; 


For | Caſſins be conſtant : 


| _w Lena ſpeaks not of our purpoles, 
poo he {miles, and Ceſzr doth notChange. 
41}. Trebonus knows his time: for look you, Brutus, 
pl 
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He draws Mark Antony out of the way, 
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Ceſar, 
Bru, He is addreſt : preſs near, and ſecond him. 
Cin. Cakg, you are the firſt that rears your hand. 
Ceſ. Are we all ready ? What is now amils, 
That Ceſar and his Senate mult redreſs ? 
Mr, Moſt high, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſſant Ceſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat, 
An humble hearr. | 
Ceſ. 1 mult prevent thee, Cimber : 
Thele couchings, and theſe lowly curtſies a 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
' And turn pre-Orcinance, and firſt Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, Be not fond, 
To think that Ceſar bears ſuch Rebel Blood 
That will he thaw'd from the true quality 
With-that which melteth Fools, I mean, ſweet words, 
Low-crooked-curtſies, and baſe Spaniel fawning : 
Thy Brother by Decree is baniſhed : 
[f thou dolt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
| ſpurn thee like a Cur out of my way * - 
Know, Ceſar doth not wrong, nor without cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfied. 
Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more ſweetly in great Ceſar's Ear, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother ? 
Bru. I kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Ceſar : 
Deſiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Ceſ. What Brutus ? 
Caſſi. Pardon, (ſar : Ceſar, pardon : 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caſſiu fall, 
To beg infranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 
Ceſ. | could be well mov'd, if 1 were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me : 
But I am conſtant as the Northern Star, 
Of whoſe true fixt, and reſting quality 
There is no fellow in the Firmamment, 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred ſparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine : 
But there's but one in all doth hold his placc. 
So, in the World, *tis furniſh'd well with men, 
And men are fleſh and blood, and apprehenſive ; 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unafſailable holds on his rank, 
Unſhak'd of motion : and that 1 am he, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this: 
That I was conltant Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remain to keep him fo, 
Cin, O Ceſar. : 
Ceſ. Hence : wilt thou life up Olympes ? 
Dec. Great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Do not Brutus bootleſs kneel ? 
Cask, Speak hands for me, 


Ceſ. Et tu Brute Then fall Ceſar. 

Cw, Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny is dead, 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ſtreets, 
Caſſi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchiſement. 

Bru, People and Senators, be not affrighted : 

Fly not, ſtand ſtill, ambitions debt 1s paid. 

Cask, Go to the Pulpit, Brutus, 

Dec. And Caſſius too. 

Bru, Where's Publius ? : 

Cin, Here quite confounded with this mutiny, 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome friend of Ceſar's 
Should chance —— 

Bru, Talk not of ſtanding. Pxblws, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your Perſon, 

Nor ot no Roman &lfe : fo tell them, Publius. 

_ Caſfi. And leave us, Publivs, lelt that the People 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miſchief. 


They ſtab Czſar, 


Bru. Do fo, and I:t no man abide this deed, 
But we the Docrs. 


Enter T rebonius. 


Caſſi. Where is Antony? 
Treb. Fled to his houſe amaz'd, : 
Men, Wives, and Children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Doomeſday. 
Bru. Fatcs, we will know your pleaſures : 
That we ſhall dye we know, *tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. | 
Ca:h, Why he that cuts off twenty years of lie, 
Cuts of ſo many years of fearing death. 
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit; ** 
S0 arc we Ceſar's friends, that have abridg'd 
© 1s time ol fearing death, ſtoop Romans, ltoop, 
And let us bath our hands in Ceſar's blood 
Up to the Elbows, and be{mear our Swords : 
Lhcn walk we forth even to the Market Place, 
And waving our red Weapons o're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty, : 
Caſſi. Stoop then, and waſh. How many ages hence 
Shall this our loſty Scene be acted over, 
ln States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 
Bru. How many times ſhall Ceſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's Baſis lics along, 
No worthier than the duſt ? 
Caſſ:. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd, 
The men that gave their Country Liberty. 
Dec. What, ſhall we forth? 
Caſſ:. I, every man away. 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt hearts of Rome. 


Enter a Servant. 


Bru, Soft, who comes here ? a friend of Antony's. 
Ser, Thus, Bratxs, did my Maſter bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, 
And being proſtrate, thus he bad me fay, 
Brutus is noble, Wiſe, Valiant, and Honeſt ; 
Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loviog : 
Say, I love Bratxs, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Ceſar, honour'd him, and loy'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſaſe, that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be retoly'd 
How Ceſar hath deſerv'd tolye in death, . 
Mark, Antony ſhall not love Ceſar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Aﬀairs of Noble Brutas, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true Faith. So ſays my Maſter Antony, 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a Wiſe and Valiant Roman, 
[ never thought him worſe - 
Tell him, fo pleaſe him come unto this place , 
He ſhall be ſatisfied, and by my honour 
Depart untouch'd. 
Ser. I'll fetch him preſently. [Exit Servant, 
Bru. 1 know that we ſhall have him well co Friend. 
Caſſi. 1 wiſh we may : But yer have | a mind, 
That fears him much : and my miſgiving {till 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 


Enter Antony, 


Bru. But here comes Antony : 

Welcome, Mark Antony, 

Ant, O mighty Ceſar ! doſt thou lye ſo low ? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this lictle Meatu:'c ? Fare thee well. 

| know not, Gentlemen. what you intend, 


Who elſe muſt be ler blood., who elſe is rank : Y 
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$ Ce/ar's deaths hour; nor no inſtrument 

f half that worth, as thoſe your Swords ; made rich 
'ith the moſt Noble Blood of all this World. 

/low, whiPſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoak 
/ fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 

/ | ſhall not find my ſelf fo apt to dye. 


As here by Ceſar, and by you cut off, 
Tie Choice and Maſter Spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony ! Beg not your death of us: 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our hands, and this our preſent Aft 
Vau fee we do : yet ſee you but our hands, 

[al this, the bleeding buſineſs they have done - 

Our hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful : 

An4 pity.to the general wrong of Rome, 

] As fice drives out fire, ſo pity, pity, 

Hath done this deed on Ceſar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords have leaden points, Mark Antony , 

1 Our Arms in ſtrength of malice, and our Hearts 

Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caſſe. Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any mans, 

[n the diſpoſing of new Dignities. | 
Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas'd 

The multitude, beſide themſelves with fear, 

And then we will deliver you the cauſe, 

Why 1, that did love Ceſar when I ſtrook him, 

| Have thus proceeded, 
Ant. 1 doubt not of your wiſdom - 

Let each man render me his bloody hand. 

| Firlt, Marcus Brutss, will I ſhake with you ; 


| Ji place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of death, 


J |! Next, Caus Caſſizs, do ]take your hand , 


Row, Decins Brutus, yours, now yours, Metellus , 
"Yours, Cinna;, and my valiant Caska, yours ; 
Though laſt, not lealt in love, yours, good 7revorims : 
Gentlemen all, alas, what ſhall I ſay, 

My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 

That I did love thee, Ceſar, O 'tis true : 

If then thy Spirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes ? 

Moſt Noble in the preſence of thy Coarſe, 

Had 1 as many eyes, as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
[t would become me better, than to cloſe 

[n terms of friendſhip with thine Encmies. 

| Pardon me, Julius, here was't thou bay'd brave heart. 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe. 
O World ! thou waſt the Foreſt to this Hart, 


—_ * 


+ And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 


How like a Deer, ſtricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thon here lye ? 

Caſſi. - Mark, Antony. 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſſius : 
The Enemies of Ceſar ſhall ſay this : 
Then, in a friend, it is cold Modeſty. 

Caſſi. 1 blame you not for praiſing Ceſar lo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, 


- | Or ſhall weon; and not depend on you ? 


Ant, Therefore | took your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Ceſar. 
Friends.am | with you all, and love you al], 

Upon this hope, that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 
Why, and wherein Ceſar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elſe were this a ſavage ſpectacle : 

$ Our reaſons ate ſo full of good regard, 
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That were you Antony the Son of Ceſar. 
You ſhould be ſatisfied. 

Ant, That's all I ſeek, 
And am moreover ſuitor that I may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak 1n the order of his Funeral, 
Bru, You ſhall, Mark Antony. 
Caſſe. Brutus, a word with you : 
You know not what you do; do not conſent 
That Antony ſpeak in his Funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be moy*d 
By that which he will utter, 

Bru. By your pardon : 
| will my ſelf into the Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Ceſar's death, 
What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt 
He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion : 
And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies, 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
( aſſes. 1 know not what may fall, 1 like it not, 
Bru. Mark, Antony, here take you Ceſar's Body : 
You ſhall not in your Funeral ſpeech blame vs, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Ceſar, 
And ſay you do't by our permiſſion : 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funeral, And you ſhall ſpeak 
[n the ſaine Pulpit whereto 1 am going, 
After my ſpeech is ended. 

Ant. Be it ſo: 
| do deſire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow us. [Exemr. 

Manet Antony. 

O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth : 
That 1l am meek and gentle with theſe Butchers, 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood. 
Over thy wounds, now do I prophelie, 
(Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A Cutſe ſhall light upon the limbs of men 
Domeſtick fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Jraly : 
Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 
And dreadful objeCts fo familiar, 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of War : 
All pity choak*d with cuſtom of fell deeds, 
And Ceſar's Spirit ranging for revenge, 
With Are by his ſide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's voice, 
Cry havock, and let ſlip the Dogs of War, 
That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter Octavio's Servant. 


You ſerve Ottavins Ceſar, do you not ? 
Ser, Ido, Mark Antony. 
Ant, Ceſar did write for him to come to Rome, 
Ser, He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth —— 
O Ceſar ! 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep: 
Paſſion I ſee is catching, for mine eyes, 
Seeing thoſe Beads of ſorrow ſtand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy Maſter coming ? 
Ser. He lies to night within ſeven Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, 
And tell him what hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 


No Rome of ſafety for Oftavins yet, ry: 
Ic 


I I 
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Hie hence, and tell him ſo, Yet ſtay a while, 

Thou ſhalt not back, till I have born this Coarſe 

lnto the Market-place : There ſhall I try 

[n my Oration, how the people take 

The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody men, 

According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

To young Ottavius of the ſtate of things. 

Lend me your hand. [ Exeunt, 

Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit ;, and Caſſius, 
with the Plebetans, 


| Pleb. We will be ſatisfied : let us be ſatisfied. 
Brut. Then follow me, and give me audience, Friends, 
(aſſins, go you into the other Street, 
And part the Numbers : 
Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let *em ſtay here; 
Thoſe that will follow Caſſizs, go with him, 
And publick Reaſons ſhall be rendred 
Of Ceſar's death. 
1. Pleb, 1 will hear Brutzs ſpeak. 
2, I will hear Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 
When ſeverally we hear them rendred. 
3. The noble Brutus is aſcended : Silence. 
Brut. Be patient till the laſt, 
Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Caule, and be ſilent, that yon may hear. Beleve me for 
mine Honour, and have reſpect to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenſure me in your wiſdom, and awake 
your Senſes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Aſſembly, any dear Friend of Ceſar's, tothem 
[ ſay, That Brutus love to Ceſar was no leſs than his, If. 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus roſe againlt Ceſar, 
this is my Anſwer : Not that I loy'd Ceſar lets, bur that 
| lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were living, 
and dye all Slaves ; than that Ceſar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? As Ceſar lov'd me, 1 weep for him; as he was 
fortunate, I rejoyce at it; as he was valiant, I honour 
him : But, as he was ambitions, I flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valour, and Death for his Ambition, Who 1s here ſo 
baſe that would be a Bond-man ? If any, ſpeak; for him 
have | offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be 
a Roman ? If any, ſpeak ; for him have | offended, Who 
is here ſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
ſpeak ; for him have | offended. 1 pauſe for a reply. 

{l. None, Brutus, none. 
Brur. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Ceſar than you ſhall d0 to Bruns. The Queſtion 
of his Death is inroll'd in the Capitol z bis Glory not ex- 
tenuated, wherein he was worthy ; not his offences en- 
forc'd, for which he ſuffered death. 
Enter Mark Antony, with Czſar*s Body. 
Here comes his Body, mourn'd by Mark Antony, who 
thouyh he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the bene 
fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as which 
of you ſhall not? With this I depart, That as I flew my 
beſt Lover for the good of Rome, I have the ſame Dagger 
for my ſelf, when it ſhall pleaſe my Countrey to need my 
Death. 
All. Live, Brutus, live, live, 
1. Bring him with Triumph home unto his kouſe. 
2, Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors. 
3. Let him be Ceſar. 
4. C:ſar's better Parts 
Shall be crown'd in Bratus. 
1, We'll bring him to his houſe 
With Shouts and Clamors. 
Brut, My Country-men— 
2. Peace, ſilence, Brutus ſpeaks, 
1, Peace, Ho. | 
Brut. Good Country-men, let me depart alone, 
And (for my fake) ſtay here with Antony : 


(By our permiſſion ) is allow'd to make. 
| do cntreat you, not a man depart, 
Save 1 alone, till Antony have ſpoke. 
1, Stay, Hoe, and let us hear Aark Antony, 
3. Lethim go up into the Publick Chair, 
We'll hear him : Noble Antony, go up 
Azt. For Brutus's lake I am beholden to you, 
4. What does he fay of Brutus ? 
3. He ſays for Brutus ſake 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 
4. *T were beſt ſpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
1, This Ceſar was a Tyrant, 
3. Nay, that's certain : 
We are glad that Rome is rid of him. 
2. Peace, let us hear what eArtony can ſay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans — 
All, Peace, Hoe, Ict us bear him. 


t come to bury Ceſar, not to praiſe kim : 
The evil that men do, lives after them, 

The Good is oft interred with the Bones ; 
Solet it be with Ceſar. The Noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Ceſar was ambitious : 

[f 1t were ſo, it was a grievous fault, 

And grievoully hath Ceſar anſwer'd it 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

So are they all, a!l honourable men) 

Come l to ſpeak in Ceſar's Funeral. 

He was my Friend, faithful and juſt to me z 
But Brutus ſays, He was ambitious, 

And Brutss is an Honourable man. 

He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe Ranſomes did the general Coffers fill ; 
Did this in Ceſar ſcem ambitious ? 


Ambition ſhould be made of ſerner Stuff: 
Yet Bruts lays, He was ambitious, 

And Brawrus is an Honourable man. 

You all did fce, That on the Lupercal, 

| thrice preſented him a Kingly Crown, 
Which he did thrice refuſe, 
Yet Brutrs ſays, Hz was ambitious, 

And ſuce he is au Honourable man. 

| ſpeak not to diſprove what Brurus ſpoke, 

Burt here 1 am to ſpeak what | do know 

You all did love him onc2, not without cauſe, 


O Judgment ! thou art fled to Brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men haveloſt their Reaſon, Bear with me, 
My heart is in the Coffin there with Ce/ar, 

AndI mutt pauſetili ict come back to me. 


If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 
Ceſar has had great wrong. 


T herefore *tis certain, he was not ambitious, 
I. If it be found fo, ſome will dear abide 1t. 


. Now mark him, he begins aga1n to ſpeak, 
Ant. But yeſterday the word of Ceſar might 
Have itood againſt the World ; Now lyes he there, 
And none fo poor to do him reverence, 

O Malters! If | werediſpos'd to ſtir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

| ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſis wrong ; 
Who (you all know ) arc Honovrable men. 

I will notdothem wrong : 1 rather chuſe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong my tc}f and you, 
Than I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 


Þ vs ÞD 


Do grace to Ceſxr's Corps, and grace his Speech 


But here s a Parchment, with the Scal of Ceſar, 


Tending to {«ſar's Gloties, which e2/arh, Antony 


Ant. Friends, Romans, Country-men, lend me your cars: 


When that the poor have cry'd, Ceſar hath wept : 


\Vas this Ambition ? | 


W hat cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 


1, Metkicks there is much reaſon in his Sayings, 


3. Has he, Maſters ? 1 fear there will a worſe come in his 
4. Mark*d ye his words? He would not take the Crown, 


. Poor Soul ! hiseyesare red as fire with weeping. 
. There's not a nobler man in Rome than eArrony, 


[ Exit; 


(p'ace. 
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The Tragedy of Julius Czſar. 


[ found it in his Cloſet, *tis his Will : 
Ler but the Commons hear this Teſtament : 


# (Which pardon me) 1do not mean toread, 


And they would go and kiſs dead Ceſar's Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood : 
Yea, beg a hair of him for Memory, 


And dying, mention it within their Wills, 


Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 

Uaro their iſſue, . 

4 Wee'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony. 

All. The Will, the Will ; we will hear Ceſar's Will. 
Azt, Have patience, gentle Friends, 1 mult not read it. 
[t is not meet you know how Ceſar lov*d you : 

You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 

And being men, hearing the Will of Ceſar, 


-| It will inflame you, it will make you mad ; 


'Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you ſhould, O what would come of it ? 
4. Read the Will, wee'll hear it, Antony - 
You ſhall read us the Will, Ceſar*s Will. 
Ant. Will you be Patient ? will you ſtay a while ? 
| have o're ſhot my ſelf to tell you of it, 
[ fear I wrong the Honourable men, : 
Whoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar : I do fear it. 
4. They were Traytors, Honourable men ? 
<All. The Will, the Teſtament, 
2. They were Villains, Murderers: the Will, read the 
Will. 
«Ant, You will compel me then to read the Will 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will : 
Shall 1 deſcend ? and will you give me leave ? 
All. Come down. 
. Deſcend. 
. You ſhall have leave. 
. A Ring, ſtand round. 
. Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. 
. Room for Antony, moſt Noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. 
All. Stand back, room, bear back. 
Ant, If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, Irremember 
The firſt time ever (ſar put it on, 
*'Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
That day he overcame the Nerv: 
Look, in this place ran Caſſizs's Dagger through : 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made : 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ſtab'd, 
And as he pluck*d his curſed Steell away, 
Mark how the blood of Ceſar followed it. 
As ruſhing out of Doors, to be reſolv'd, 
If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, or no: 
For Brutus as you know, was Ceſar's Angel. 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Ceſar lov'd him : 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For when the Noble Ceſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than Traitors arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him : then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompey's Statue _ 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Ceſar fell. 
O what a fall was there, my Country-men ? 
Then I, and you, and all of us tell down, 
WhiPſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over vs. 
O now you weep, and [ perceive you feel 
The dint of pity : Thele are gracious drops. 
Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold 
Our (eſar's Veſture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is Himſelf, marr'd as you fee with Traytors. 
1. O piteous SpeCtacle ! 
2. O Noble (ſar ! 
3. O woful day ! 
4. O Traytors, Villains ! 


tb = + w 


i, O moſt bloody fight / 
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- 2, We will be reveng'd: Revenge 
About, ſeek, burn, fire, kill, ſlay, 
Let not a Traytor live, 

Ant. Stay, Country-men. 

1, Peace there, hear the Noble Antony, 

2. Wee'll hear him, wee'll follow him, wee'll dye 
with him, 

Ant, GoodFriends,ſweet Friends, let me not ſtir you up 
To ſuch a ſudden Flood of Mutiny : & 
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable, 

What private griefs they have, alas I know not, 

That made them do it : They are wiſe and honourable, 
And will no doubt with reaſons anſwer you. 

I come not (Friends,) to ſteal away your hearts ; 

I am no Orator, as Brutus is ; 

But (as you know me all) a plain blunt man 

That love my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That give me publick leave to ſpeak of him : 

For I have neither Wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of ſpeech, 

To ſtir mens Blood. 1 only ſpeak right on : 

[ tell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 

Shew you ſweet Ce/ar*s Wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths, 
And bid them ſpeak for me : But were 1 Brutus, 

And Brutus eAntony, there were an eAntony 

Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 

In every Wound of Ceſar, that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny, 

All. Wee'll Mutiny. 

I, Wee'll burn the Houſe of Brutus. 

3. Away then, come ſeek the Conſpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me ſpeak. 

All. Peace ho, hear Antony, moſt Noble eAntory. 

Ant. Why, Friends, you go to-do you know not what. 
Wherein hath Ceſar thus deſery'd your loves ? 

Alas you know not, I muſt tell you then : 

You have forgot the Will I told you of. 
All. Moſt true, the Will, let's ſtay and hear the Will. 
ent. Here is the Will, and under Caſar's Scal : 

To every Roman Citizen he gives, 

To every ſeveral man, ſeventy five Drachmaes. . 

2. Ple. Moſt noble Ceſar, wee'll reyenge his Death, 

3. Ple. O Royal Ceſar. 

Ant. Hear me with patience, 

All. Peace ho, 

eAnt. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks, 

His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards: 
On this ſide Tyber, he hath left them- you, 

And to your Heirs for ever : common pleaſures 
To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelves, 

Here was a Ceſar : when comes ſuch another ? 

I, Ple. Never, never: come, away, away : 
Wee'll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houſes. 
Take up the Body. 

2. Ple, Go fetch fire, 

3. Ple. Pluck down Benches. 

4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. 

CExeunt Plebeians. 

Ant. Now let it work - Miſchief thou art a foot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 

How now, Fellow ? 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, Oftavms 1s already come to Rome, 
Ant, Where is he ? 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Ceſar's Houſe, 
Ant, And thither will I ſtraight, to viſit him: 
He comes upon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing, 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and (aſſius 
Arerid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people, 
How I had moved them, Bring me to Oftavins. [Exeurt. 
Enter 
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Enter Cinna the Poet, and aſter him the Plebeians. 


Cin. | dreamt to Night, that I did Feaſt with Ceſar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantakie : 
| have no will to wander forth of Doors, 

Yet ſomething leads me forth, 
1, What is your Name ? 
. Whither are you going ? 
Waere do you dwell ? 
. Are you a Married Man, or a Batchellor ? 
. Anſwer every man directly. 
. I, and briefly. 
. I, and wiſcly. 
. I, and truly, you were beſt. 

Cin. What is my Name? Whither am I going ? Where 
do 14well? Aml a Married Man, or a Batchellor ? Then 
to Anlwer every Man directly and briefly, wiſely and 
truly : wiſcly, I ſay, 1am a Batchellor, 

2, That's as much as to fay, they are Fools that Marry : 
you'll bcar me a bang for that I fear : Proceed direCtly. 

Cin, Directly, 1am going to Ceſar's Funeral, 

1. As a Fricnd, or an Enemy ? 

Cin, As a Friend. 

2, That matter is anſwered directly, 

4, For your Dwelling : briefly, 

Cin, Bricily, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 

3» Your Name, Sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly my Name 1s Cinna. 

1, Tear him to pieces, he's a Conſpirator. 

Cin. 1] am Cinna the Poet, 1 am C:nma the Poet, 

4. Tear him for his bad Verſes, tear him for his bad 
Verſes, 

Cin, 1 am not Cinna the Conſpirator. 

4, It is no matter, his Name's Cnna, pluck but his 
name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 
to Brutas, tO Caſſius, burn all. Some to Decuw's Houles, 
and ſome to Caska's, ſome to Lirarins : Away, £0. 

[Exeunt all the Plebeians. 
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Aus Quartus. 


Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


any many then ſhall die, their Names are 
prickt, 
OF. Your Brother too muſt die : conſent you, Le- 


pidus ? 


Lep. Ido conſent. 
Ot. Prick him down, Antony, 
Lep. Upon condition Publixs ſhall not live, 
Who is your Siſters Son, Mark, Antony, 
Ant. He ſhall not live ; look, with a ſpot, I damn him. 
But Lepids, go you to Ceſar's Houſe : 
Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in Legacies. 
Lep. What? ſhall I find you here ? 
Ott, Or here, or at the Capitol. 
Ant, This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands : is it fit 
The three-fold World divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it ? 
Of. So you thought him, 
And took his Voice who ſhould be prickt to die 
ln our black Sentence and Proſcription. 
Ant. Oftavius, | have ſeen more days than you ; 
And though we lay theſe honours on this man, 
To eaſe our ſelves of divers ſland'rous loads, 


[Exit Lepidus. 


He ſhai! bur bear them, as the Aſs bears Gold, 
To groan and (weat under the Buſineſs, 
Ether led or Uriven, as we print the way : 
And having brought our trcziure, where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off 
(Like to the empty Aſs) to ſhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons, 
Ott. You may do your will : 
But he's a tri'd aid valiant Souldier. 
Ant. So \s my Horſe, Oitavins, and for that, 
[| do appoint him ſtore of Provender. 
[t is a Creature that 1 teach to fight, 
To wind, to ſtop, to run dire@tly on : 
His corporal Motion, govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſt, is Lepidus but fo : 
He muſt be taught, and rrain'd, and bid go forth - 
A barren ſpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of uſe, and ſtalPd by other men 
Begin his faſhion. Do not talk of him, 
But as a property : and now, Octavius, 
Liſten great things. Brutus and (aſſins 
Are levying Powers; We muſt ſtraight make head : 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt Friends made, and our beſt means ftretcht out, 
And let us preſently go ſit in Council, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Periis fureſt anſwered. 
04. Let us do ſo: for we are at the ſtake, 
And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Miſchiefs. [Exennt. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and the Army. Titinius 
and Pindarus meet them, 


Bru. Stand, ho. 

Luc, Give the word, ho, and Stand, 

Bru, What now, Lucilius, is Caſſius near ? 

Luc, He is at hand, and Pindarxs is Come 
To do you falutation from his Maſter. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your Maſter Pindarns, 
[n his own change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone : Bur if he be at hand, 
| ſhall be ſatisfied. 

Pin. 1 do not doubt 
But that my Noble Maſter will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilins, 
How he receiv'd you: let me be refolv'd. 

Luc. With curtefie, and with reſpect enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us'd of old. 

Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note, Lucile, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 
[t uſeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple Faith : 
But hollow men, like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew, and promiſe of their Mettle : 

Low March within. 

But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spar, 
They fall their Crelt, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on ? 

Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter'd : 
The greater part, the Horſe in general 
Are come with Caſſius. 


Enter Caſſius and his Powers. 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd : 
March gently on to meet him. 


Caſſi. 
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Caſſi, Stand, ho, 
Bru. Stand, ho, ſpeak the word along. 
Stand, 
Stand. 
Stand. : 
Caſſi. Moſt Noble Brother : you have done me wrong. 
Bru. Judge me, you Gods ; wrong I mine Enemies ? 
And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother ? 
Caſſi. Brutus, this ſober form ot yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them —— 
Bru. Caſſius, be content, 
Speak your griefs ſoftly, I do know you well. 
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here 
{Which ſhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away : 
Then in my Tent Caſſius enlarge your Griefs, 
And I will give you Audience. 
Caſſi. Pimdarns, 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bru. Lucilixs, do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference. 
Let Luci and Titinius guard our Door. LExennt. 
Manent Brutus and Caſlius. 
Caſſi. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this 


| You have condemn'd, and noted Lucius Pella 


For taking Bribes here of the Sardiars ; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his ſide, 
Becauſe I knew the man, was lighted off. 
Bris. You wrong'd your ſelf ro write in ſuch a caſe, 
Caſſi. In tuch a time as this, it is not meet, 
That every nice offence ſhould bear his Comment. 
Bu. Let me tell you, Caſſi:s, you your ſelf, 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palm, 
To ſel}, and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Undefervers. 
Caſſi. 1, an itching Palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that ſpeaks this, 
Or by the Gods, this ſpeech were elſe your laſt. 
Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this Corruption, 
And Chaſtiſement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caſſi. Chaſtiſement ? 
Bru. Remember earch,the Ides of March remember : 
Did not great 7ulws bleed for Juſtice ſake ? 
What Villain touch'd his Body, that did ſtab, 
And not for Juſtice ? What, ſhall one of Us, 
T hat ſtruck the Formoſt man of all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers : ſhall we now 
Contaminate our Fingers with baſe Bribes ? 
And ſei] the mighty ſpace of our large Honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus ? 
| had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 
Than fuch a Roman. 
" Caſſi. Brutus, bait not me, 
PII not endure it : you forget your ſelf, 
To hedge me in, 1 am a Souldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than your ſelf 
To make Conditions, 
Bru. Goto: you are not Caſſius. 
Caſſi, 1 am, 
Bru. | ſay, you are not. 
Cajſſi. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelf: 
Have mind upon your health: 'Tempt me no farther. 
Bru, Away, {light man. 
Caſs. Is't poſſible ? 
Bri. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 
Muſt I give way, and room to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mad man ſtares ? 
Cuſſi. O ye Gods, ye Gods, mult I endure all this? 
Br. All this? I more. Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble, Muſt I budge ? 
Muſt 1 obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand.and crouch 
Under your teſty humour ? By the Gods 


You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your ſpleen 
Though it do ſplit you. For from this day forth, 
PI! uſe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. 
Caſſ:, Is it come to this ? 
Bru. You ſay, you are a better Souldier : 
Let it appear ſo; make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me wel}. For mine own part, 
| ſhall be glad to learn of Noble men, 
Caſſi. You wrong me every way : 
You wrong me, Brutus : 
I faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better, 
Did I ſay Better ? 
Bru If you did, I care not, 
Caſſi, When Ceſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have mov'd 
me, 
Bru, Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted him, 
Caſſi. 1 durſt not. 
Bru. No. 
Caſſs, What ? durſt not tempt him ? 
Bru, For your life you durſt not ? 
Caſſi. Do not preſume too much upon my love, 
| may do that I ſhall be ſorry for, 
Bru. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats. 
For lam arm'd fo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I reſpe@t not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of Gold, which you deny*d me, 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means : 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, than to wring 
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 
By any indirection. 1 did fend 
To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny*'d me : was that done like Caſſixs ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Cains Caſſius ſo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows 1ſo covetous, 
To lock ſuch Raſcal Counters from his Friends, 
Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Daſh him to pieces, 
Caſſi. 1 deny'd you not. 
Bru. You did. 
Caſſi. I did not, He was but a Fool 
That brought my anſwer back. Bratus hath riv'd my heart, 
A Friend ſhould bear his Friends infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. 1 do not till you praCtiſe them on me. 
Caſſi. You love me not, 
Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 
Caſſi. A Friendly Eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Bru. AFlatterers would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympu, 
Caſſi. Come, eAntony, and young Octavins come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſſius, 
For Caſſius is a weary of the World: 
Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his Brother, 
Check*d like a.Bondman, all his favits obſerv'd, 
Set in a Note-Book, learn'd, and con'd by roat 
To caſt into my Teeth, Ol could weep 
My Spirit from mine Eyes: There 1s my Dagger, 
And here my naked Breaſt: Within a heart 
Dearer than Plato's Mine : Richer than Gold: 
If that thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth. 
I that deny'd thee Gold, will give my Heart: 
Strike as thou didſt at Ceſar, for I know, : 
When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lovedſt him better 
Than ever thou lovedlt Caſſu. 
Bru. Sheath your Dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope, 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 
O, Caſſins, you are yoaked with a Lamb 
That carries anger, as the Flint bears fire, 


Who much inforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, TL 
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An ſtraight is cold again, 

Caſji. Harh Caſſius liv*d 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief and blood ill temper'd, vexeth him? 
Bru, When ſpoke that, I was il-temper'd too. 
Caſſi. Do you confeſs ſo much? Give me your hand. 
Bru, And my heart too. 

Caſſs, O Brut ! 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Caſſi. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caſſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-ecarnelt with your Brutus, 

Hee'll think your Mother chides, and leave you ſo. 


Enter a Poet. 


Po. Let me go in to ſee the Generals, 
There is ſome grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 
Lxci. You ſhall not come to them. 
Poet. Nothing but Death ſhall ſtay me. 
Caſſi. How now ? What's the matter ? 
Poet. For ſhame you Generals ? what do you mean ? 
Love, and be Friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For | have ſeen more years Pm ſnare than ye. 
Caſſi. Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime: 
Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 
Caſſi. Bear with him, Brazas, *tis his faſhion. 
Bru. Ill know his humour, when he knows his time : 


Companion, hence. 
Caſſi. Away, away, be gone. CExit Poet. 
Brut. Lucilins and Titimus, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companiesto Night. 
Caſſi. And come your ſelves,and bring Meſſala with you 
[mmcdiately to us, 
Brv. Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 
(aſi. | did not think you could bave been ſo angry. 
Bru, O Caſſius, | am ſick of many griets. 
Cajſi. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 
[f you give place to accidental evils. 
Brut, No man bears ſorrow better. Portia is dead. 
Caſſi, Ha! Portia? 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caſſi. How ſcap'd [ killing, when 1 croſt you ſo ? 
0 inſupportable, and touching loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs ? 
Bru. \mpatient of my abſence : 
\nd grief, that young Oftavins with Mark Antony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : For with her Death 
[hat tydings came. Wirth this ſhe fell diſtract, 
An ! (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire, 
Caſſi. And dy'd ſo? 
Brn. Even ſo. 
Caſſi. O ye immortal Gods / 


Enter Boy with Wine and T apers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her : Give me a Bowl of Wine. 
ln this | bury all unkiadneſs, Caſſius [ Drinks. 
(aſſes. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, 
Fil, Lacs, till the Wine o're-ſwell the Cup: 
| cannot drink too much of Bratas's love, 


Enter Titinius, «nd Meſlala. 


Bru. Come in, Titinins : 
Welcome, good Meſſala : 
Now ſit we cloſe abont this Taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 


{| For they have grudg'd us Contribntion. 


| Our Legions are brim full, our cauſe is ripe, 


Caſſs. Portia, art thou gone ? 


—_— 


Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, | have here received Letters, 
That young Octavins, and Mark, Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward Philips, 
Meſſ. My ſelf have Letters of the felt ſame tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition. 
Meſſ. That by profcriptica, and Bills of Outlawry, 
Otavins, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bru, 1 herein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine ſpeak of ſeventy Senators, that dy'd 
By their profcriptions, C:cero being one. 
Caſſi. Cicero one ? 
Meſſ. Cicero is dead, and by that order of proſcription. 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ? 
Brut. No, Meſſala. 
eMeſſ. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing, Meſſala, 
Mefſ. That methiuks is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why ask you? 
Hear you ought of her, in yours ? 
Mc. No, my Lord, 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſſ. Then like a Roman, bear the truth 1 tell, 
For Certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia : we mult die, Meſſala, 
With meditating that ſhe mult die once, 
| have the patience to endure it now. 
Meſſ. Even ſo great men, great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caſſi, | have as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it ſo. 
Bru. Well, toour work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philipps preſently. 
Caſſi. I do not think ic good. 
Bru. Your reaſon ? 
Caſſi, This it is: 
'Tis better that the Enemy ſeek us, 
So ſhall he waſte his means, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence, whilſt we lying ſtill, 
Are full of ceſt, defence, and nimbleneſs. 
Bru. Good reaſons muſt of force give place to better ; 
The people *cwixt Philippe, and this ground 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection : 


The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Philipps we do face him there, 
Theſe people at our back. 
Caſſi, Hear me, good Brother. 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You muſt note beſide, 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our Friends : 


The Enemy encreaſeth every day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a Tide ia the affairs of men, 
Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
[s bound in Shallows, and in Miſeries. 
On ſuch a full Sea, are we now a-toat, 
And we muſt take the current whea it ſerves, 
Or looſe our ventures. 
Caſſi, Then with your will go on : we'll along 
Our ſelves, and meer them at Phzlpps. 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And Nature mult obey Neceſlity, 
Which we will niggard with a little reſt : 
There is no more to ſay. 
Caſſi. No more, good night, 
Early to Morrow will we riſe, and hence. 


Emer 
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Enter Lucius. 


Brit. Lucius, my Gown : farewel, good Meſſala, 
Good Night, Tit:mus : Noble, Noble Caſſias, 
Good Night, and good repoſe. 

Caſſs. O my dear Brother : 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
ever come ſuch diviſion *tween our Souls : 
Let it not, Bratus. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown. 


Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caſſi. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meſſa. Good Night, Lord Brutss. 
Bru. Farewel, every one. 
Give me the Gown, Where is thy Inſtrument ? 
Luc, Here in the Tent. 
Bru. What, thou ſpeakeſt drowlily ? 
Poor Knave, | blame thee, thou art o're-watch'd. 
Call Claudio, and ſome other of my men, 
I'll have them ſleep on Cuſhions in my Teat. 
Luc. Varrus and Claudio. 


Enter Varrus and Claudio. 


Var, Calls my Lord ? 

Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and ſleep, 
It may be [ ſhall raiſe you by and by 
Oa buſineſs to my Brother Caſſus. 

Var, So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, 
And watch your pleaſure. 

Bru. 1 will not have it ſo: lie down, good Sirs, 
It may be [ ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here's the Book I ſought for ſo: 
[ put it in the Pocket of my Gown. 

Luc. | was ſure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 

Bru, Bear with me, good Boy, | am much forgetful, 
Canſt thou hold up thy inſtrument a ſtrain or two. 
And touch thy heavy Eyes a while. 

Luc. I, my Lord, an't pleaſe you. 

Bru. It does, my Boy ; | 
[ trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. lt is my duty, Sir, 

Bru. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might, 
| know young bloods look for a time of reſt. 

Luc. | have flept, my Lord, already, 

Bru. It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſl:ep again: 
[ will not hold thee long. If I do live, 
| will be good to thee. 


Huſick, and a Song. 


This is a ſleepy Tune : O murderous ſlumber / 
Layeſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 

That plays thee Muſick ? Gentle Koave, good night : 
| will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 

If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy Inſtrument, 

['ll take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. 
Let me ſee, let me ſee? is not the Leaf turn'd down 
Where L left reading ? Here it is, | think, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Czlar. 


How ill this Taper burns. Ha! Who comes here ? 
[ think it is the weakneſs of mine Eyes 

That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparition. 

It comes upon me : Art thou any thing ? ; 
Art thou ſome God, ſome Angel, or ſome Devil, 
That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my hair to ſtare ? 


| Speak to me, what thou art. 


Ghoſt. Thy evil Spirit, Brutus, 


[ Exeunt. 


Bru. Wy com'lt thou ? 
Ghoſt. To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Phalipps. 
Brut, Well : then I ſhall ſee thee again ? 
Ghoſt, I, at Philipp, 
Bru. Why, I will ſee thee at Philippi then : 
Now [ have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt, 
[1] Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy, Lucius, Varrus, Claudio, Sirs : awake: 
Claudio, 
Luci. The ſtrings, my Lord, are falſe. 
Bru. He thinks he is ſtill at his Inſtrument. 
Lucins, awake. 
Luci, My Lord. 
ou. Didſt thou dream, Zacis, that thou ſo cryedlt 
out { 
Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Bru, Yes, that thou didſt ; Didſt thou ſee any thing ? 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord, 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius : Sirrah, Claudio, Fellow, 
Thou, awake. 
Var, My Lord. 
Clau, My Lord. 
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep? 
Both. Did we, my Lord ? 
Bru, 1: ſaw you any thing ? 
Var. No, my Lord, I faw nothing. 
Clau, Norl, my Lord. 
Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother Caſſins - 
Bid him ſet on hispowers betimes before, 
And we will follow. | 


Both. It ſhall be done, my Lord. LExennt. 


Aﬀus Quintus. 


Enter OCtavius, Antony, and their eArmy. 


— W, Antony, our hopes are anſwered, 
| You ſaid the Enemy would not come down, 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions : 
[t proves not ſo: their Battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at. Philipps here : 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 
Ant, Tut 1am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it : They could be content 


' To viſit other places, and come down 


With fearful bravery : thinking by this face 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have Courage : 
But *tis not ſo, 


Enter a Meſſcnger. 


M:J. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : 
Their bloudy ſign of Battel is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 
eAnt, Oftavius, lead your Battel ſoftly on 
Upon the left hand of the evil Field. 
Ofta. Upon the. right hand I, keep thou the left. 
Ant, Why do you croſs me 1n this exigent ? 
Ofta. I do not croſs you : but I willdoſo. » | March. 


Drum, Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and their Army. 


Bry. They ſtand, and would have parley. 

Caſſi. Stand faſt, Tirinius, we muſt out and talk. 

Otta. e Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of Battel ? 

Ant. No, Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have ſome words. 

Ota. Stir not until the Signal, 

Bru. Words before blows : is it ſo, Country-men ? 

Ofta 
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Otta. Not that we love words better, as youydo. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Ot avins. 
Ant. la your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good words, 
Witneſs the hole you made 1n ( ſar- heart, 
Crying, long live, hall Ceſar. 
Caſſi, Antony, 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknown , 
But for your words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them Honey-leſs. 
Ant. Not ſtingleſs too, 
Bry. Q yes, and ſoundleſs too : 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 
Ant. Villains : you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the ſides of Caſar : 
You ſhew'd your teeth like Apes, 
And fawn'd like Hounds, 
And bow'd like Bondmen, kiſſing Ceſar's feet ; 
Whilſt damned Caska, like a Cur, behind 
Struck Ceſar ON the neck. O you flatterers ! 
Caſſi. Flatterers? Now Brmt«s thank your ſelf : 
This tongue had not offended ſo to day, 
if Caſſius might have ruPd. 
Otta, Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make us ſwet, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops : 
Look, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up again ? 
Never till Ceſar's three and thirty wounds 
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Cz/ar 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors. 
Bru. Ceſar, T hou canſt not die by Traytors hands, 
Unleſs thou bringit them with thee. 
Otta. Sol hope: 
[ was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 
Bru. O if thou wert the Nobleſt of thy Strain, 
Young-man, thou couldſt not die more honourable. 
Caſſi. A peeviſh School-Boy, worthies of ſuch honour 
Join'd with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Caſſius ſtill. 
Otta. Come, «Antony : away : 
Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the held: 
If not, when you have ſtomachs, 
Exit Oftavius, Antony, and Army. 
Caſſi. Why now blow wind, ſwell billow, 
And ſwim Bark : 
The Storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru, Ho, Lucikines, hark, a word with you. 
Lucillius, and Meſſala ftand forth. 
Luc, My Lord. 
Caſ. Meſſala. 
Meſſa. What ſayes my General ? : 
Caſ Meſſala, this is my Birth-Day : as this very day 
Was Caſſius born, Give methy hand, Meſſals : 
Be thou my witneſs, that againſt my will, 
(As Pompey was) am I compell'd to fet 
Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 
You know that I held Epicaras ſtrong, 
And his opinion : Now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former Enſign, . 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
Who to Philipps here conſorted us; 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And in their ſteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o're our heads, and downward look on us 
As we were ſickly prey ; their ſhadows ſeem 
A Canopy moſt fatal, under which 
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Meſſa. Believe not ſo. 
Caſſi. I but believe it partly, 
For l am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
To meet all peril, very conſtantly. 


Bru, Even io, Lucillus, 

Caſſi. Now muſt Noble Brutus, 

The gods to day itand friendly, that we may 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 

But fiace the affairs of men reſts ſtill incertain, 
Lets reaſon with the worſt that may be/al. 

If we do loſe this Batte), then is this 

The very Jaſt cime we ſhall ſpeak together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
By which 1 did blame Caro, for the death 
Which he did give himſelf, I know not how : 
But 1 do find it Cowardly, and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ome high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

(aſſi. Thea if we loſe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Throngh the ſtreets of Rome. 

Bru. No, Caſſius, no : 
Think not thou, Noble Roman, 
That ever Bruts will go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a mind, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that work, that Ides of earch begug. 
And whether we ſhall meet again, I know not : 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take ; 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſius, 
If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile : 
[f not, why then this parting was well made, 

Caſſi. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus : 
lf we do meet again, wee'l ſmile indeed ; 


If not, *tis true, this parting was well made. 


Brx, Why then lead on. O that a man might know 
The end of this days buſineſs, ere it come : 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. Come ho, away, [Excor, 

Alarm, Enter. Brutus axd Meſlala, 

Bru. Ride, ride, Meſſala, ride and give theſe Bills 

Unto the Legions, on the other (ide. 
[Loud Alarum, 

Let them ſet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Ofzvio's Wing : 
And ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow : 


Ride, ride, Meſſala, let them all come down. [Exemrt. 


Alarums. Enter Caſſius and Titinivs. 
Caſſi. O look, Titinivs, look, the Villains fly : 

My telf have to mine own turn'd Enemy : 

This Enſign here of mine was turning back, 

| flew the Coward, and did take it from him, 
Titin, O Caſſius, Brutus gave the word too early, 

Who having ſome advantage on Oftavins 

Took it too eagerly : Mis Souldiers fell to ſpoil, 

Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos'd, 


Enter Pindarus. 


Pind, Fly further off my Lord : fly further off, 
Mark, Antony is in your Tents, my Lord : 
Fly therefore, Noble Caſſms, fly far off. _ 
Caſſi. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinins, 
Are thoſe my Tents where I perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord, 
Caſſi. Titinins, if thou lovelt me, 
Mount thou my Horſe, and hide thy Spurs in hioo, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reſt aſſur'd 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. h 
Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought. [Extt. 
Caſſi. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 
Ddd _ My 
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My fight was ever thick : regard, T itwmus, Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrned every thing. 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field, But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
This day 1 breath'd firſt, time is come round, Thy Brutw bid me give it thee, and 1 | 
And where 1 14d begin, there ſhall 1 end, Will do his bidding. Bratxs, come apace, 
My life is run his compaſs. Sicrah, What news ? And fee how | regarded Cams Caſſius : 
Pind. Above. -O, my Lord. By your leave, gods: This is a Romans part, 
Caſſi. What news ? Come Caſſius Sword, and find Tirmins heart. [ Dies. 
Pind, Titinias is encloſed round about 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Spur, Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meſlala , young Cato, 
Yet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him: Strato, Volumnius, and Lucillius. 
Now T:t#1125, Now ſome light: O he lights too. 
Mos tack. [_Shout. | Bru. Where, where, Meſſala, doth his Body lie ? 
And iiark, they ſhout for joy. | Meſſa. Lo yonder, and Titinias mourning it. 
{aſſi. Come down, behold no more : Bru, 7 utinius face is upward. 
O Coward, that I am, tolive ſo long, Cato. He is ſlain. 
To ſee my beſt Friend tane before my Face / Bru. O Fulins Ceſar,thou art mighty yet, |. 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords | 
Enter Pindarus. [n our own proper Entrails. [ Low Alarums. 
| Cato. Brave 1 utinus, | 
Come hither Sirrah ; In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, | Look where he have not Crown'd dead Caſſius. | 
And then | ſwore thee, ſaving of thy lite, Bru. Are yet two Romans living ſuch zs theſe ? | 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, The laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well : | 
Thou ſhouldlt attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, | lc is impoſſible that ever Rome v |, t 
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword Should breed thy Fellow: Friends I owe moe tears 
That ran through Ceſars Bowels, ſearch this Boſom. To this dead man, than you ſhall ſre me pay. | 
Stand not to Anſwer : Here, take thou the Hilts, [ ſhall find rime, Caſſius : I ſhall find time, 
And whey my face is cover'd, as tis now, Come therefore, and to Tharſ#s ſend his body, 
Guide thou the Sword — Ceſar thouatt reveng'd, His Funerals ii.all not be in our Camp, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. [Kills bm, | Leſt it diſcomfort us. Lucillus come, 
.- Pin. So, | am free, And come, young Caro, let us to the Field, 
| Yer would not fo have been, Labio and Flaving, ſet our Battels on : 
Durſt 1 have done my will. O Caſſues, "Tis three a Clock, and Romans yet ere night, | 
Far from this Country Pindarrw ſhall run, We ſhall try Fortune in a ſecond fight, [Exennt, 


Where never Roman ſhall take note of him. \ 
, Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſlala, Cato, Lucillius, 
Enter Titinius, aud Meſſala- ard Flavius. | 


Bru. Yet Countrymen : O yet, hold up your heads. 


Meſſa. It is but change, Titimins: for Oftavins (aro. What Baſtard doth not ? who will go with me ? 
[s overthrown by Noble Brutus power, [ will proclaim my name about the field. 
As Caſſins Legions are by Antony. | am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 

Titin. Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſius. A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Friend. 

eWMeſſa. Where did you leave him ? I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 

Titin. All diſconſolate, (3 Enter Souldiers and fight. 
With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill.- And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1. 

Meſſa. Is not that he that-lies upon the ground ? Bratus my Countries Friend: know me for Brutus. 

Tus. He lies not like the Living. O my heart ! Luc. O young and Noble Cato, art thou down ? 


M1-ſſa. Is not that he ? 


Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as Titinuas, 
Titin,” No, this was he, Meſſala, 


And may'lt be honour'd being Care's Son. 


—Y 


But Caſſius is no more, O ſetting Sun : Sould. Yield, or thou dyeſt. 
{ As in thy red Rayes thou doſt ſink to night; Luc. Only 1 yield todie : 
So in his red blood Caſſizs day it ſet. There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight : 
The Son of Rome is ſer. Our day is gone, Kill Brutzs, and be honour'd in his Death. 
Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come ; our deeds are done: | Sould, We muſt not: a Noble Priſoner. 
Miſtruſt of 'my 1ucceſs hath done this deed. | | F 
Meſſ:« Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed. Enter Antony. | 
> O hateful Error, Melancholies Child : 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men, 2. Sould. Room ho : tell Antony, Brutus is tane, | 
The things that are not? O Error ſoon conceiv'd, 1. Sould. I'll tell thee news, here comes the Genera], | 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Bixth, Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane, my Lord. 
But killſt the Mother that engendred thee. Ant. *Where is he ? | 

Tit, : What Pindarys? Where art thou, Pindarys ? Luc. Safe «Antony, Brutus is ſafe enough : 

Meſſa. Seek-him, Titinius : whilſt I goto meet [ dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy | 
The Npble Bratz, thruſting this report Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutas : 'B 
Into his Ears I may fay, thruſting 'it: The gods detend him from fo great a ſhame, 

For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Bratas, He will be found like Brutus, like himſelf. 
As tydings of this ſight. Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but I aſſure you, 
Tit, Hye you, Meſſala, A prize no leſs in worth : keep this man ſafe, 
And I will ſeek for Pindarns the while : Give him all kindneſs.. I had rather have 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſin ? ' | Such men my Friends, than Enemies. Go on, 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they And ſee where Brutus be alive or dead, | 
Put on my brows this wreath of Viftory, And bring us unto Oftavins Tent, 


Enter 
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” bid me give it thee ? Didſt thou not hear their ſhouts? | How every thing is chanc'd. [CExeunt, 
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Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and Volumnius, 


Bru. Come,poor remains of Friends, reſt on this Rock. 
Cut, Statillus ſhew'd the Torch-light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is, or tabe, or (laia. 
Era, Sit thee down, Clitus : (laying is the word, 
[t isa deed in faſhion, Hark thee, Clitns, 
Clit. What |, my Lord ? No, not for all the World. 
Bru, Peace then, no worc's. 
Chr. Pl rather kill my felf. 
Bru, Hark thee, Dardanns. 
Dard. Shall I do ſuch a Deed ? 
Clit, O Dardanius. ; 
Dar. O Clitns, ' "-.; 
Clit, What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee? 
Dar. To kill him, Cltus : look he meditates. * 
Clit. Now-is that Noble Veſfel full of grief, 
That it cuns over even at his Eyes. 
Bru, Come hither, good Yolumnins, liſt a word. 
Volum. What lays, my Lord ? : 
Bru. Why this, Yolummus : 
The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeveral times by night: at Sarazs, once ; 
And this laſt night, here in- Philippefields : 
| know my honr is come. 
Volum. Not ſo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volummnius, 
Thou ſeeſt the World, Yolumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit : 
[t is more worthy, to leap in our ſelves, 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good Yolumnins, 
Thou knoweſt that we two went to School together : 
Even for that our love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Swords Hilt, while I run on it. 
Yol. That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord. 


[ Alarum ſtill, 


Clit, Fly, fly, my Lord, there isno tarrying here. 
Bru, Farewel to you, and you, and you,. Yolumnius. 

Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep : 

Farewel to thee, to Stratos, Countrymen : 

My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 

| found no man, but he was true to me. 

| ſhall have glory by this looſing day, 

More than Ofavius and Mark Amony, 

By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 

So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue 


[ Low Alarum. 
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Aath almoſt ended his lives Hiſtory : 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reſt, 
That have but labour's, to attain this hour. 
Alarum., Cry within, Flie, fle, flie. 
Cl, Flie, my Lord, flic. 
Bru. Hencc : | will follow : 
| prethee,; Srrato, [tay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou arta Fellow of a good reſpect * 
Thy life Nath had ſome ſmatch of hooour in it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Strat, Give me your hand firſt. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Bru. Farewel, good Stratos. — Ceſar, now be ſtill, 
| killd not thee wich half ſo good a will. [ Dies. 


Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Oftavius, Meſlala, 
| Lucillius, and the Army. 


Ofta. What man is that ? 
Meſſa. My Maſters man. Straro, where is thy Maſter ? 
Stra. Free fromthe Bondage you are in, 2efſals z 
The Conquerours can but make a fire of him : 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf, 
And no man elſe hath honour by his Death. 
Luci. SO Brutus ſhould be found. 1 thank thee, Brutxs, 
That thou haſt prov'd Luczllis ſaying true. 
Ofta. All that ſerv'd Brutxs | will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra, I, if Meſſala will prefer me to you. 
Otta. Do fo, good Meſſala. 
Meſſa. How died my Lord, Strato ? 
Stra.*l held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſſa. Oftavins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice to my Maſter. 
Ant, This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the Confpirators ſave only he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ceſar : 
He, only in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay toall the World ; This was a man. 
' OZa. According to his Vertne, let us uſe him 
With all reſpect, and rites of Burial, 
Within my Tent his Bones to night ſhall lie, 
Moſt like a Souldier, ordered honovrably : 
So call the field to reſt, and let's away, 


To part the glories of this happy day, LExeunt onmes. 
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Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


i, HEN ſhall we three meet again ? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain ? 
2, When the Hucly-burly's done, 
When the Battel's loſt and won. A , 
. That will be ere the ſet of Sun. 
. Where the place? 
. Upon the Heath. 
. There to meet with Macbeth. 


. I come, Gray-Malkin. 


1 = 


my 48 


eAll. Padocke calls anon: Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 


Hover through the fog and filthy air, 


Scana Secunda. 


[E xeunt. 


Alarum within, Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine,, 


Lenox, with Attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captain. 


King. What bloody man is that ? He can report, 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revole 
The neweſt ſtate. 

e Mal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 
'Gainſt my Captivity : Hail, hail, brave Friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broy], 
As thou didfſt leave it. 

Cap. Doubtful it ſtood, 
-As two ſpent Swimmers, that docling together, 
And choak their Art : The mercileſs Macdonnel 
(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 
The multiplying villanies of Nature 

mapon him, from the weſtern Iſles 

ind Gallow glaſſes is ſupply'd, 
ion his damned Quarry ſmiling, 
dels whore: But all's too weak : 
rell he deſerves that name ) 
with his brandiſht Steel, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution 
Like Valours Minion) carv'd out his paſlage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave: 
Which never ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Nave to th* Chops, 
And fx'd his head upon our Battlements. 

King. O valiant Conſin, worthy Gentleman, 

Cap. As whence the Sun gias his refleCtion, 


eAGus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Shipwracking ſtorms and direful Thunders breaking 
So from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to come 
Diſcomfort ſwells: Mark, King of Scotland, mark, 
No ſooner Juſtice had with Valour arm'd, 
Compel['d theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heels, 
But the Norweyan Lord ſurveying vantage, 
With turbuſht arms and new ſupplies of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 

King. Diſmaid not this our Captains, Macbeth and 
Banquo ? | 

Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles 
Or the Hare the Lion. 
It 1 fay ſooth, I muſt report they were 
As Cannons overcharg'd with double Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ſtroaks on the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgothe, 
[ cannot tell: But I am faint, 
My Gaſhes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
They ſmack of Honour both : Go, get him Surgeons. 


Enter Roſe and Angus. 


Who comes here ? 
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſſe. 
Len, What haſt looks through his eyes ? 

So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange. 
Roſſe. God ſave the King, | 
Kmg. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Roſje. From Fife , great King, 

Where the Norweyan. Banners flout the Sky, 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himſelf, with terrible numbers, 

Aſliſted by that moſt diſloyal Traytor, 

The Thane of Cawdor, began a diſmal Conflict, 

Till that Be{ona's Bridegroom, lapt inproof, 

Confronted him with ſelf.compariſons, 

Point againſt Point, rebellious Arm *gainſt Arm, 

Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : And to conclude, 


' | The viRtory fell on us. 


King. Great happineſs. 
Boſſes That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craves compoſition : 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
'Till he disburſed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
Ten thouſand Dollars, to our general uſe. 
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom intereſt: Go, pronounce his preſent death, 


And 


> 
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And with his former Title, great Macbeth. 
Roſſe. Vil ſee it done. : 
King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 
{ Exennt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1. Where haſt thou been, Silter ? 
2. Killing Swine, 
. Siſter, where thon ? 
1. A Saylors wife had Cheſtauts in her Lap, 
1 And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht : 
Give me, quoth I. 
Anoynt thee, Witch, the Rump-.fed Ronyon cries, 
Her husband's to «Mleppo gone, Maſter o*ch? Tiger: 
But ina fieve P11 thither fail, 
And like a Rat withont a Tail, 
"Il do, Fil do, and Plldo, 

2, Pllgive thee a wind. 

1, Tliyart kind. 

3. And | another. 

1, | my ſelf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Pch* Shipman's Card. 
Ill drain him dry as Hay : 
Sleep ſhall neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his Pent-honſe Lid : 
He ſhall live a man forbid : 
Weary Sev'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his Bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-toſt. 
Look what I have. 

2. Shew me, ſhew me. 

1, Here, I have a Pilots Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. 

3. A Drum, a Drum: 
e Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Siſters, hand in hand, 
Poſters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go, about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm's wound up. 


9) 


[ Drum within. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen, 
Bang. How far is't call'd to Soris ? what are theſe ? 
So wither*d, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like th? inhabitans o'th* Earth, 
And yet are ont? Live you, or are you ought 
That man may queſtion? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny Lips : You ſhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. 
Mach. Speak if you can: What are you? 
1. All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Glamis. 
2. All hail, 2acbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawaor. 
3. All hail, Macberh, that ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban, Good Sir, why do you ſtart and ſeem to fear 
Things that do ſound fo fair ? th? name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye ſhew? My noble Partner, 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great Predittion 
Of Noble having, and of Royal hope, 
That he ſeems wrapt withal z to me you ſpeak not, 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And ſay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear 


Your favours, nor your hate. 
1, Hail. 
2. Hall, 
3. Hail. 
1, Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
2. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
3. Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banguo. 
1, Banquo and Macbeth, all hail. 
Mab. Stay, you imperfe@t Speakers, tell me more: 
By Siel's death | know | am Thane of Glamis, 
But how of Cawdor ? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A proſperous Gentleman: And to be King, | 
Stands not within the proſpeCt of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence, or why, 
Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speak, I charge you. {Witches vaniſh, 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And theſe are of them : Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
eMacb. Into the Air : and what ſeem'd corporal, 
Melted, as breath into the wind, 
Would they had ſtaid. 
Bang. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane Root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 
Macb, Your Children ſhall be Kings. 
Bang. You ſhall be King. 
Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too: Went it not ſo? 
Bang. To th' ſelf ſame tune, and words: Who's here? 


Enter Rofle and Angus. 


Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy Succeſs: and when he reads 
Thy perſonal Venture in the Rebels fight, 

His wonders and his Praiſes do contend, 

Which ſhould be thine or his: Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'ce the reſt o'th* ſelf-ſame day, 

He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy ſelf didit make 
Strange Images of death, as thick as tale 

Can poſt with Poſt, and every one did dear 

Thy praiſes in his Kingdoms great defence, 

And pour'd them down before him. 

eAng, We are (ent, 

To give thee, from our Royal Maſter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his tight, 


| Not pay thee. 


Roſſe. And for an earneſt of a greater honour, 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawder : 
In which addition, hail , moſt worthy Thaze, 

For it is thine. 

Bang. What, can the Devil ſpeak true ? 

eWachb. The Thane of Cawdor lives : 

Why do you dreſs me in his borrowed Robes ? 

Ang. . Who was the Thane, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe, 
Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of 7 orway; 
Or elſe did line the Rebel with hidden help, 
And vantage; or that with both he labour'd 
In his Countreys wrack, I know not : 
But Treaſons Capital, confeſs'd, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 
Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor : 
The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your pains. 
Do you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 
When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me; 
Promis'd no leſs to them ? 
Bang. That truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 
Beſides the Thane of Cawdor. But "tis ſtrange : 
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42 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us Truths, 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray's 
[In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. EE 
Macb, T wo truths are told, Ef 
As happy Prologues to the ſwelling A& \. a, 
Ot the imperial Theam. 1 thank you, Gentlemen: 
This ſupernatural ſolliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 
[f il]? Why hath it given me carneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing ina Truth ? I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good ? Why dol yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid [mage doth unfix my heir, 
And make my ſcated heart knock at my Ribs, 
Againlt the uſe of nature ? Preſent fears 
Arelels than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whoſe murther yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man. 
That function is [mother'd in ſurmiſe, 
And nothing is, but what is not, 
Ban, Look how our Partner's rapt. 
Macb, If Ciance will hare me King, 
Why Chance may crown me 
Without iny ſicr, 


7 


Bur with the aid of uſe. 

Macb,* Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbtth, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Macb. Give me your favour : 

My dull brain was wrotight with things forgotten, 

Kind Gentlemen, your pains re regiltred, 

Where every day 1 turn the Leaf, 

To read them. 

Let us toward the King ; think upon 

What hath chanc'd : and at more time, 

The interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeak 

Our free hearts cach to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach. Till then enough : 


a. 


Scana Quarta. 


Flouriſh. Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbainz. and Attendants, 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back, 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſaw him die : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 


And ſet forth a deep Repentance : 
Nothing in his life became him, 
| Like the leaving it. He dy'd, 
As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
As *twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no Art, 
To find the minds conſtruction in the face : 
He was a Gentleman on whom [ built 
An abſolute truſt. 


Enter Macbeth , Banquo, Roſſe, and Angus, 


NO worthieſt Couſin, 

The ſin of my Ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me. Thou art ſo far before, 

That ſwifteſt Wine of Recompence is ſlow : 

To overtake thee. Would thou hadſt leſs deſerv'd, 


Ban. New honours come vpog.agn ; 
Like our ſtrange Garments, not to their mould, 
, | On all Deſervers. From hence to Enverne:, 


Come, fricnds, [ Exennt. 


Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highneſs pardon, 


. | farewel, 


Tar the Proportion both of thanks and payment, 
Might have been mine : Only l have left to fay, 
More 1s thy due, than morethan all can pay. | 

Macb. The ſervice and the loyalty 1 owe, | 
[n doing it, paies it ſelf. 
Your Highneſs part is to receive our Dutics : | 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State. 
Children and Servants; which do but what they ſhould 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your love 
And honour, 

King, Welcome hither ; 
[ have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banguo, ; 
That haſt no lefs deſery'd, nor mult be known, A 
Nor leſs to have done ſo: Let me enfold thee, NJ 
And hold thee to my heart, 

Ban. There if I grow, 
The Harveſt is your own. 

Kino, My plenteous joys | 
Wanton in fuinck, ſeek ro hide themſelves ; jH- 
[n drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinſman, ,Thanes, 

And you, whole places are the neareſt, know, 

We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upen 

Oureldeſt, Malcolm, whom we name hercafter, > 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which honour muſt 

Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 

But 1igns of Noblencſs, like Stars ſhall ſhine 


And bind vs further to you. 
Mal. The reſt is labour, which is not us? for you : 
{*]l be my ſelf the Harbenger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 
So humbly take my leave. 
King, My worthy, { awaor. | 
Macb. The Pgince of Cumberland: That is a ſtep, þ 
Oa which I mal fall down, or elſe o'r leap, | 
For in my way It lies. Stars hide your fires, 
Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires : 
The eye wink at the hand : Yet let that be, | 
Which the eye fears, when it isdone to ſee. [Exit 
King. True, worthy Bangquo : He is full ſo valiant, 
And in his commendations, | am fed: 
[t is a Banquet to me, let's after him, 
Whole care is gone before, to bid-us welcome : 
[tis a peerleſs kinſman. [Exeunt, 


Scana Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth's wife alone with a Letter. 


Lady. 1 hey met me in the day of ſucceſi : and I have learn'd 
by the perfettſt report, they have more in them, than mortal 
knowledge, When TI burnt wm deſire to queſtion them further, 
they made themſelves Air. Into which they vaniſh'd. Whiles I 
ſtood rapt in the wonder of it , came Miſſives from the King, 
who all bail'd me Thane of Cawdor , by which Title before, 
theſe weyward Siſters ſaluted me , and referr'd me to the co- 
ming on of time, with hail King that ſhalt be. Thus bave I 
thought good to deliver thee (my deareſt partner of Greatneſs ) 
that thou might*ſt not loſe the dues of rejoycing by being ignorant 
of what Greatneſs u promis'd thee, Lay it to thy heart , and 


Glamis thou art, and {awdor, and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd : Yet I do fear thy Nature, 

It is too full o'th* milk of humane kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldſt be great, 

Art not without ambition: But without 

The Illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou would't highly, 
That wouldſt thou holily : Would'ſt not play falſe, 

And yet would'ſt wrongly win, | 

Thou'd'ſt have, great Glam:s, that which cries, 

Thus thou muſt do if thou have it; 


And that which rather thou doſt fear to do, 
Than 


— 


- Es gy s/n 


mY - — —_— 
— tn... 4 - Ee” A ern 4 
- 
* 


—_— 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine ear, 

And cbaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 

All that thee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Mcraphyſical aid doth ſeem 

To have thee crown'd withal. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


What is your tidings ? 
Mc. Thbe King comes here to niglt, 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it, 
[s not thy Maſter with him ? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. ; 
Meſſ. So pleaſe you, it 1s true : our There Is ComIng, 
One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him ; 
Who almolt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his Meſlage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great News, 
The Raven himſelf is boarſe, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncane 
Under my Battlements, Come you Spirits, 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown to the Toe, top-full 
Of diceſt Cruelty : make thick my blood, 
Stop up the acceſs and paſlage to Remorle, 
That uo compunCctious viſitings of Nature 
Shake my f-l] purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
Ttreffett, and ir. Come to my Womans Breaits, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, 
Where-ever in your fightleſs ſubſtances, 
You wait on Natures Miſchief, Come, thick Night, 
And pail thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of Hell, 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 


To cry, hold, hold. 
Enter Macbeth. 


LExit Mcllenger. 


Great Glamss, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater than both, by the all. hail hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent, and | feel now 
The future in the inſtant, 
Macb. My dearelt Love, 
Duncane comes here to Night. 
Lady. And when goes hence ? 
Macb. To morrow, as he pur poles. 
Lady. O never, 


| Shall Sun that morrow ſee. 


Your Face, my Thane , is as a book, where men 


| May read ſtrange matters to beguile the time, 


Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, 
Rut be the Serpent under'r. He that's coming, 
Muſt be provided for : and you ſhall put 
This Nights great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhall to all our Nights and Days to come, 
Give ſolely Soveraign Sway and Maſterdom, 
Mach. We will ſpeak further, 
Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour ever is to fear : 


Leave all the reſt to me. [ Exennt, 


Sena Sexta. 


Hoboyt, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Banquo, Lenox, Macdufſe, Rolle, Angus, 
and Attendants. 


King. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat, 
The air nimbly and ſweetly recommends it felf 


nc 


| Condu@t me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly, 
| And ſhall continue, our Graces towards bim. 


Unto our gentle ſenſes, 
Bang. I his Guelt of Summer, 
The Temple-hauntiog Barlet does approve, 
By his loved Manſonry, that the Heavens breath, 
Smells wooingly here : No Jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, But this Bird 


Hath made this pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 


Where they mult breed, and haunt : 1 bave obſer v'd 
The air is delicate, 


Enter Lady. 


King. See, fee, our honour'd Hoſtels : 
The love that follows us, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which {till we thank as Love. Herein | tezch you, 
How you ſhall bid god-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor, and ſingle Buſineſs, to contend 
Againſt thoſe honours deep, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majeſty loads our houſe : 
For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermits. 

King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We courſt him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Love (ſharp as bis Spur) hath holp him 
To his home before us: Fair and Noble Hoſteſs, 
We are your guelt to Night. 

Lady. Your Servants ever, 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, 
To make their Audit at your higaneſs pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. | 

King. Give me your hand : 


By your leave, Hoſteſs, [Exeunt. 


Scena Septima. 


| Hoboys. Torches. 
Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Diſhes and Service 
over the Stave. Then enter Macbeth, | 


Mach. If it were done, when "tis done, then 'twere well, 
[t were done quickly : if th*Aſſaſſination 
Could trammel up the Conſequence, and catch 
With his ſurceaſe, Succeſs : that but this blow 
Might be the be all, and the end all. ' Here, 
But here, upon this Bank and School of time. 
We'ld jump the life to come. But in theſe Caſes, 
We {till have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which being taught, return 
To plague th*ingredience of our poyſon'd Chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 
Firlt, as I am his Kinſman, and his Subject, 
Strong both againſt the Deed : then, as his Hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his Murderer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife my ſelf. Beſides this Dauncane 
Hath born this Faculty ſo meek : hath been 
So clear 1n his great Office, that his Vertues 
Will plead like Angels, Trumpet tongu'd againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off - 
And Pity, like a naked new born-babe, 
Striding the blaſt, or Heavens Cherubin, hors'd 
Upon the ſightle(s Curriors of the Air, _ 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears ſhall drown the Wind. | have no Spur 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o're-leaps it fclf, 


Enter 
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Enter Lady. . | 
4 Aﬀus Secundus. Scena Prima. | 
And falls on tWother. , 1 
How now ? What News ? c , | . 4 
_— - EIT ops move you lefe the chamber? Enter Banquo, —_ with a Torch | v6 
Lady. Know you not, he has ? JO, 1 
Mac, We will proceed no further in this Buſineſs : 
He hath honour'd me of late, and I have bought _ | O W goes the Night, Boy ? Co 
Golden Opinions from all ſorts of People, Fleance. The Moon is down: I have not 
Which would be worn now in their newelt gloſs, heard the Clock, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. Bang. And ſhe goes down at Twelve, 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, Fleance. | tak*c*tis later, Sir. 
VVherein you dreſt your ſelf? Hath it lept ſince ? Bang. Hold, Take my Sword : 
And wakes it now to look ſo green and pale ? There's Husbandry in Heaven, 
At what it did fo freely ? From this time, Their Candles are all out: Take thee that too. 
Such [ account thy love. Art thou afraid A heavy Summons lies like lead upon me, 
To be the ſame in thine own ACt, and Valour, And yet I would not ſleep: 
As thon art in deſire? Wouldſt thou have that Merciful Powers, reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Life, That Nature gives way to in repoſe, 
And live a Coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a Torch. 
Like the poor Cati'th* Adage. / 
Mach, Prethee, peace : Give me my Sword : Who's there ? 
| care do all that may become a manz Macb. A Friend. | 
Who dares no more Is none. Bang. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? The King's a bed . , 
Lady, What beaſt was't then, He hath been in unuſual pleaſure. 
That made you break this enterprize to me ? And ſent forth a great Largeſs to your Offices. 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man: This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , 
And to be more than what you were, you would By the name of moſt kind Hoſteſs, 1 
Be ſo much more the man, Nor time, nor place And ſhut it up in meaſureleſs content. | 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : : Macb. Being unprepar'd, | 
They bave made themſclves, and that their fitneſs now | Our will became the ſervant to defeCt, | 
Do's unmake you. I have given Suck, and know Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. | 
How tender *tis to love the Babe that milks me, Bang. All's well. | 
[ would, while it was ſmiling in my face, [ dreamt laſt night of the three weyward Siſters : 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs Gumms, To you they have ſhew'd ſome truth. | 
And daſht the Brains out, had { but ſo ſworn Mach. | think not of them : fl 
As you have done to this. Yet when we can iatreat an hour to ſerve, 
each. If we ſhould fail ? We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Buſineſs, | 
Lady, We fail? If you would grant the time. 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place, Barq. Atyour kind leiſure, | 
And we'll not fail : When Ducan is aſleep, Mach. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, | 
( Whereto the rather ſhall his days hard Journey When ris, it ſhall make honour for you. . 
ſoundly invite him) his two Chamberlains Bang. Sol loſe none, 
Will 1 with VVine and VVaſlel, ſo convince, In ſeeking to augment ic, but ſtill keep 
That memory, the warder of the Brain, My boſom franchis'd, and allegiance clear, 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receipt of Reaſon | ſhall be counſel's, 
A Limbeck only , when in ſwiniſh ſleep, Macb. Good repoſe the while. 
1 Their drenched Natures lie as in a Death, Bang. Thanks, Sir: The like toyou. [Exit Banquo. 
What cannot you and I perform upon Macb. Go, bid thy Miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
| Th'unguarded Duncan ?W hat, not put upon She ſtrike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit. 
His ſpungy Officers? Who ſhall bear the guilt ls thisa dagger which I ſee before me, 
Of our great Quell ? The handle roward my hand ? Come let me clutch thee : 
Macb. Bring forth Men-Children only : | have thee not, and yet1 ſee thee ſtill, 
For thy undaunted Metal ſhould compoſe Art thou not fatal Viſion, ſenſible 
Nothing but Males. VVill it not be receiv'd, To feeling, as to ſight ? Or art thou but 
VVhen we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two A Dagger of the Mind, a falſe Creation, 
Of his own Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed Brain ? 
That they have don't ? I ſee thee yet, in form, as palpable 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, As this which now [ draw, 
As we ſhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, Thou marſhaPſt me the way that I was going, 
Upon his Death ? | And ſuch an Inſtrument I was to uſe, 
Macb, |1 am ſetled, and bend up Mine eyes are made the fools o'th? other Senſes, 
| Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, Or elſe worth all the reſt : I ſee thee ſtil], / 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow, And on thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Falſe Face muſt hide whac the falſe heart doth know. Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing : 
| Exeunt, | It is the bloody Buſineſs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. Now o're the one half world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 
The Curtain'd ſleep: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecates Offerings : and wither*d Murther, 
Alarum'd by his Sentinel, the Woolf, 
| | Whoſe 
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Whoſe howPs his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquir's raviſhing tides, towards his delign 
Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou ſour and firm-ſer Earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which they may walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about, 
And rake the preſent horrour from the time, 
Which now ſuits with it. Whiles I threat, heilives: 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

A Bell rings. 
go, and it is done : the Bell invites me, 
Hear it not, Duncane, for it is a Knell, 
That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. [Exit 


Scaena Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 


La. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire, 
Heark, peace: It was the Owl that ſhriek'd, 
The fatal Bell-man, which gives the ſtern'ſt good night, 
He is about it, the doors are open : 
And the ſurfeiced Grooms do mock their charge 
With Snores. | have drugg'd theire Poſſets, 
That D-ath and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they: live or die, 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach Who's there? What ho? 
| Lady. Alack, lam afraid they have awak'd, 
And *ts not done : The attempt, and not the deed, 
Cenfounds us: Hark : 1 laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not miſs *em. Had he not refembled 
My Father as he ſlept, I had done't. 
My Husband ? 

Macb. | have done the deed : 
Didſt not thou hear a noile ? 

Lady. | heard the Owl ſcream, and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you ſpeak? 

Mach. When ? 

Lady. Now. 

Macb, As | deſcended ? 

Laay. |. 

Macb. Hark, who lics ''th* ſecond Chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbaine. 

Macb. This is a ſorry fight. 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 

Macb. There's one did laugh in's fleep, 

And-one cry'd Murder, that they did wake each other : 
I ſtood, and heard them : But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreſt them again to ſleep. 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Macb. One cry*d, God bleſs us, and Amen the other, 
As they had ſeen me with theſe Hangmans hands : 
Liſtning their fear, I could not ſay Amen, 

When they did ſay, God bleſs vs. 

Lady. Conſider it not fo deeply, 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 

[ had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen ſtuck in my throat. 

Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe ways : fo, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry , ſleepno more : 
Macbeth does murder ſleep, the innocent ſleep, 

Sleep that knits up the ravell'd Sleeve of Care, 

The death of each daies Life,* ſore Labours Bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
Chief Nouriſher in Lifes Feaſt, 

Lady. Whar do you mean ? 

Mach, Still it cry*d, ſleep no more to all the houſe : 
Glami hath murther'd ſleep, and therefore (\awdor 
Shall ſleep no more : Aacbeth ſhall (lzep no more. 

La. Who was it that thus cry'd > Why, worthy Thane, 
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! Yon do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
50 brain-lickly of things : Go, get ſome water, 
| And waſh this filthy witneſs from your iaud, 
Why did you.bring theſe Daggers from the place ? 
They-mult lie there : Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The fleepy Grooms with bloud. 
Mach, I'll go no more: 
I am afraid, tothink what [ have done : 
[:ook on*tagain, | dare nor. 
Lady. Inhim of purpote : 
Give me the Daggers : The ſleeping and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures: *Tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do blecd , 
il gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their Guile, [ Exit. 
Knock within. 
Macb, Whence is that Knocking ? 
How is*c with me, when evety noiſe appalls me ? 
What Hards are here? Hah : they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great N eptune's Ocean waſh this bloud 
Clean from my Hand? No: This'my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sear incacnargine; 
Making the Green one Red. | 
I 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour: But I ſhame 
To wear a heart fo white. [ Knock, 
| hear a Knocking at the South Entry: | 
Retire we to our Chamber : 

A little Water clears us of this deed, 

How eaſie is it then? Your Conſtancy 

Hath left you vnattended, 

Heark, more Knocking, 

Get on your Night-Gown, leſt occaſion call us, 
And ſhew us to be Watchers : Be not loſt 

So poorly in your thoughts. | e 


[_ Knock, 


Mach, To know my deed, [ Knock, 
'Twere beſt not know my ſelf. | 
Wake Duncane with thy Knocking : 
| would thou could'ſt, | [ Exernt, 


Scana Terta. 


Enter a Porter. 


[Knocking within, 

Porter, Here's a knocking indeed - If a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, he ſhould have old turning the 
Key. MKnock. Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, 
ich* name of Belzebub ? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd 
himſelt on th'expectarion of Plenty : Come in time, have 
Napkins enough about you, here you'll ſweat for't. Knock. 
Knock, knock, Who's there, in th'other Devils Name ? 
Faith, here's an Equivocator, that could ſwear in both 
the Scales , againſt either Scale, who committed Treaſon 
enough for God's ſake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
ven : Oh come in, Equivocator. MAnock. Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there? Faith, here's an Engliſh 
Taylor come hither for ſtealing out of a French Hoſe : 
Come in, Taylor, here you may roaſt your Gooſe. XK noch. 


| Knock, knock, never at quiet! Whatare you ? But this 


place is toocold for Hell. I'll Devil-Porter it no further : 
| had thought to have let in ſome of al) profeſſions, that 
go the Primroſe way to th?* everlaſting Bonhre. Xneck. 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter, 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it ſolate, Friend, e*'re you went to bed, 
That you do lie fo late? 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing till the ſecond Cock: 


And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 
AMacd. 


"" 
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Macd, What three things does Dcink eſpecially pro- 
voke ? 

Port. Marry , Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes 
the deſire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drink may be faid to be aa Equivocator with Le- 
chery : it makes him and it mars him ; it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in conclu- 
ſion, equivocates him in a ſleep, and giving him the Lye, 
| leaves bim. 

Macd. | believe, Drink gave thee the Lye laſt Night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i* the very Throat on me: but 1 
requited him for his Lye, and (I think) being too ſtrong 
for him, though he took up my Legs ſometime, yet | made 
a Shift to calt him, 


Enter Macbeth. 


Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking has awak'd bim-: here he comes. 
Lenox, Good Morraw, Noble Sir. 
Mach. Good Morrow both, 
Macd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 
Mack. Not yer, . 
Macd. He did cammand me to call timely on him, 
| have almolt ſlipt the hour, 
Mach. VII bring you to him. 
eMHacd. | know this is a joyſul trouble to you: 
Bur yer *tis one. | 
Mach. The labour we delight in, Phyſick's pain: - 
This is the Door. ? 
Macd. I'll make ſo bold to call, for 'tis my limited 
ſervice. [ Exit Macduffe. 
| Lenox, Goes the King hence to day. 
eacb. He does : he did appoint fo. 
Lenows. The Night has been unruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down. 
And (as they ſay) lamentings beard i th? Air 
Strange Screems of Death, 
And Propheſying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dire combuſtions, and confus'd Events, 
New hatch*d to th* woful time. 
The obſcure Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay, the Earth was feaverous, 
And did ſhake. 
Mach. *Twas a rough Night. 
Lenox, My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Enter Macduff. 


Macd. © horrour, horrour, horrour ! 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee. 
Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 
eMacd. Confuſion now hath made his Maſter-piece : 
Molt facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord's annointed Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life 0? th? Building. 
e Mach. What is't you ſay ? the Life ? 
Lenox. Mean you his Majeſty? 
Mach. Approach the Chamber, and deſtroy your ſight 
With a new Gorgon, Do not bid me ſpeak : 
See, and then ſpeak your ſelves: awake, awake. 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum-Bell : Murther, and Treaſon, 
Bangquo, and Donalbaine : eMalcolme awake, 
Shake off this Downy ſleep, Death's counterfeit, 
And look on Death it ſelf: up, up, and ſee 
The great Doom's [mage : eMHalcolme, Banquo, 
As from your Graves riſe up, and walk like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror, Ring the Bell. 


Bell rings, Enter Lady. 


Lady. What's the buſineſs ? 
That tuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The ſleepers of the Houſe? ſpeak, ſpeak. 
Macd, O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to hear what I can ſpeak : 
The repetition in a Woman's Ear, 
Would murther as it fell. 


Enter Banquo. 


O Banquo, Banquo, Our Royal Maſter's murther'd. 
Lady. Woe, alas :* 

What, in our Houſe ? 
Ban, Too cruel, any where, 

Dear Duff, 1 prythee contract thy ſelf, 

And ſay, it is not fo, 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roſle. 


Macb. Had I but dy*d an hour before this chance, 
| had liv'd a bleſſed time : for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortality : 

All is but toyes : Renown and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
[s left this Vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolme, and Donalbaine. 


Donal. What is amiſs ? 

Mach, You are, and do not know't: 

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Bloud 
ls ſtopt; the-very Source of it is ſtopr. 

eMacd, Your Royal Father's murther'd. 

e Mal, Oh, by whom ? 

Lenox, Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't : 

Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with bloud, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'd, we found 
Upon their Pillows : they ſtar*d, and were diſtracted, 
No man's life was to be truſted with them, 

each. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

Thar I did kill them, 

Macd, Wherefore did you fo ? 

Mach, Who can be wiſe, amaz'd,temp'rate,and furious, 
Loyal, and Neutral, in a moment ? No man: 

TH' expedition of my violent Love 

Out-run the pauſer, Reaſon, Here lay Duncan, 

His filver skin, lac'd with his Golden Bloud, 

And his gaſh'd Stabs, look'd like a_Breach in Nature, 
For Ruins waſtful entrance : there the Murtherers, 
Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 
Courage, to make's love known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho. 

eMacd., Look to the Lady. 

e Hal. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That moſt may claim this argument for ours ? 

Donal, What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
| Where our Fate hid within an awger-hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, 

Our tears are not yet brew'd. 

Mal. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Upon the foot of Motion, 

Bang. Look to the Lady : | 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; let us meet, 

And queſtion this moſt bloudy piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us : 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the un-divulg'd pretence I fight 


Of treaſonous Malice. 


eMacd. 


—. 
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eMacd. And ſodol, 

All. So all. 

Mach. Lers briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet Y th? Hall together. 

All. Weilcontented, 

eWMalc. What will you do ? 
Let's :ot Conſort with them : 
To ihew an unfe!t Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falſe man do's calle. 
I'll to England 

Don. To Ireland, |: 
Ouc iepaiated fortune (hall keep us both the ſafer : 
Where we are, ther's Daggers in mens Smiles; 
The ncar in bloud, the nearer bloudy. 

Aalc. Vis murtherous ſhaft that's ſhot, 
Hath not y<t Iighred : and our ſafeſt way, 
ls to avoid the aim. Therefore to Houſe, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Theft 


Which ſteals it ſelf, when there's no mercy lefr. 
[ Exeunt. 


[ Exeunt 


Scena (Quarta. 


Enter Roſſe, with an Old man. 


Old man, Threeſcore and ten | can remember well, 
Within the Volame of which time, I have feen 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange : but this ſore Night 
Hath co: ifled former knowings. 

oſſe, Ha, good Father, 

Thou ſecſt the Heavens, as troubled with man's Act, 
Threatens his bloudy Stage : by th* Clock 'tis Day, 
And yet dark Night ſtrangles the travelling Lamp: 
[s'r Night's predominance, or the Day's ſhame, 
That Darkneſs do's the face of Earth intomb, 
Whea living Light ſhould kiſs it ? 

Old man, *Tis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that's done : on Tueſday laſt, 
A F2nicon towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Mouſing Owl hawkt at, and kilPd. 

Rojſe. And Dimcan's Horles, 
(A thing moſt [trange, and certain) 
Beautcous, and ſwifr, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Conrending *gainſt Obedience, as they would 
Vake War with Mankind. 

01d may, *Tis faid, they eat each other, 

Rojſe, They did fo: 

Toth' amazement of mine Eyes that look*d upon't. 


Enter Macduft. 


Here comes the good e Macduff. 
[:1ow goes the World, Sir, now ? 
Msc1. Why fee you not ? 
Roſſe. Is't known who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Macd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath (lain. 
Roſſe. Alas the day, 
What good conld they pretend ? 
Macd. They were ſuborned, 
Malcolm, and Donalbain the King's two Sons 
Are ſtoln away and fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpicion of the deed, 
Riſſe, *Gainſt Nature ſtill, 
Thriftleſs Ambition, that will raven upon 
Thine own lives means : then *tis molt like, 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Macberh. 
Macd. He is already nam*d, and gone to Scone 
To be inveſted. 
Roſſe. Where is Duncan's Body? 
Macd. Carried to Colmek:ll, 


| | 


The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceſſors, 


And Guardian of their Bones. 

Rofſe. Will yuuto Scone ? 

eHacd, No Coulin, Ill to Fife. 

Roſſe, Well, I will thither, 

Macd Well may you fce things well done there : Atdien 
Leſt our old Robes iit caſicr than our new. | 

Roſſe. Farewel, Father. 

Old. M. God's beri10n go with you, Sir, and with thoſe 
That would make rywd of bad, and Frieuds of Foes. 

{ Exennt omney. | 


| 


—_ 


Altus Tertms. Scena Prima. 


Enter Banquo. 


aa bo haſt it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weywaird Woman promis'd, and 1 fear 
Thou playd'ſt moſt foully for't : yet ic was aid 

Ic ſhould nor Itand in thy Polterity, 

But that my ſelf ſhould be the Root, and Father 

Of many Kivgs 'f there come truth from them, 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, 

Why by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

And ſet me up1a hope? But huſh, no more. 


Senit ſounded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, Roſſe, 
Lords, and eAttendants. 


Mach. Here's our chief Gueſt, 

La. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all things unbecoming 

eA1acb. To night we hold a ſolemn Supper, Sir, 
And Pl requeſt your preſence. 

Bang. Le<t your Highneſs 
Command upon me, to the which my dutics 
Are with a moſt indiſfſoluble tye 
For ever knit. 

Macb. Ride you this Aftcrnoon ? 

Bang. 1, my good Lord, 

Macb. We ſhould have elſe deſir*d your good advice, 
(Which till hath been both grave, and proſperous) 

In this dayes Councel: but we'll take to Morrow. 
[s't far you ride? 

Bang. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
"Twixt this and Supper. Go not my Horſe the better, 
| muſt become a borrower of the Night, 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb, Fail not our Feaſt, 

Ban. My Lord, I will not. 

Macb. We hear our bloudy Confins are beſtow'd 
In England, and in Jreland, not confeſling 
Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 
Wick ſtrange invention. But of that to morrow, 

When therewithal we ſhall have caule of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hye you to Horſe : 

Adieu, till you return at Night, 

Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. Il, my good Lord : our time does call npon$, 
each, | wiſh your Horſes ſwitt, and ſure of foot : 
And fo do | commend you to their backs. 

Farewel, | 

Let every man be maſter of his time, 
"Till ſeven at Night, to make Society 
The ſweeter welcome : , 
We will keep our ſelf till Supper time alone : 

While then, God be with you. [ Exeunt Lord, 
Sirrah, a word with you: Attend thoſe men 


Our pleaſure ? 
Servait, They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 


Gates 
Mach. 


LExit Banquo. 


. 


Macb, Bring them before us. 
To be thus, is nothing, but to be ſafely thus : 
Our fears in Banque ſtick deep, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that 
Which would be fear*d. *Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntleſs temper of his Mind, 
He hath a Wiſdom, that doth guide his Valour, 
To a in ſafety. There is none but he, 
Whole being | do fear : and under him, 
My Gem is rebuk'd, as it is faid 
Mark, Anthony's was by Ceſar, He chid the Siſters, 
When firſt they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them ſpeak to him, Then Prophet like, 
They haylPd him Father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine ſucceeding : if't be ſo, 
For Banquo's Iſſue have I fil”d my Mind, 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'd, 
Put Rancours in the Veſſel of my Peace 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to the common Enemy of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banquo Kings : 
Rather than ſo, come Fate into the Liſt, 
And Champion me to th? utterance. 
Who's there ? 


Enter Servant, and tws Murtherers. 


Now go to the Door, and ſtay there ?rill we call. 


[Exit Servant. 


Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 
- Murth, It was, fo pleaſe your Highnels. 
Mach. Well then, 


| Now you bave conſider'd of my ſpeeches ? 


Know, that it was he, in the times paſt ; 
Which held you ſo under fortune, 
Which you thought had been our innocent (elf, 
This I made good to you, in our laſt Conference, 
Palt in probati »n with you : 
How you were born in hand, how croſt : 
The Inſtruments : who wrought with them : 
And all things elſe, that might 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz'd, 
Say, thus did Banguo. 

1. Murth, You made it known to us, 

Macb. | did fo : 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of ſecond meeting, 
Do you find your patience ſo predominant 
In your nature, that you can let this go ? 
Are you ſo Goſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for his liſue, whoſe heavy hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave, and begger'd 
Yours for ever? 

1. Muth, We are men, my Liege. 

Mach. I, in the Catalogue ye go for men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogs : the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The Houſe Keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd : whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike: and ſo of men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 

Not i th? worſt rank of Manhood, fay't, 
And 1 will put the buſineſs in your Boſoms, 
Whoſe Execution takes your Enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart; and love of us, 
Who wear out Health but ſickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfeCt. 


[ Exit Servant, 
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2. Murth, lam one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Biows and Buffers of the World 
Hath fo incens'd that | am reckleſs what I do, 
To ſpight the World. 

I. eMurth. And | another, 
50 weary with Diſaſters, tugg'd with Fortune, 
That 1 would ſet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on'r. 

Macb. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemy, 

Murth. True, my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine : and in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That every minute of his being, thruſts 
Againſt my near'lt of Life : and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my ſight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Whol my ſelf ſtruck down : and thence it is, 
That I to your aſliſtance do make love, 
Masking the bulineſs from the common Eye, 
For ſundry weighty Reaſons. 

2, Murth. We ſhall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 

I. Murth. Though our Lives —— 

Mach. Your Spirits ſhine through you, 
Within this hour, at moſt, 
I will adviſe you where to plant your ſelves, 
Acquaint you with the perfe& Spy o'th*time, 
The moment on't, for't muſt be done to Night, 
And ſomething from the Palace : always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs; and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work: 
Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 
Than is his Fathers, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour : reſolve your ſelves a-part, 
['l] come to you anon. 

Murth, We are reſolv*d, my Lord. 

Mach, I'll call upon you ſtraight: abide within, 
It is concluded : Banguo, thy Souls flight, 


[f it find Heaven, mult find it out to Night. . [Exeunt. 


Scana Secunda. 
Enter Macbeth's Lady, and a Servant, 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Servant. I, Madam, but returns again to Night. 

Lady.” Say to the King, I would attend his leiſure, 
For a tew words. 

Servant. Madam, I will. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content : 
"Tis ſafer, to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than by deſtruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone ? 

Of ſorrieſt Fancies your Companions making, 

Uſing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 

With them they think on : things without all remedy 

Should be without regard : what's done, is done. 
Mach, We have ſcorch'd the Snake, not kilPd it : 

She'll cloſe, and be her ſelf, whileſt our poor Malice 

Remains in danger of her former Tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, 


1 Both the Worlds ſuffer, 


E're we will eat our Meal in fear, and ſleep 

In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreams, 

That ſhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace : 
Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 


[Ext. 


T he Tragedy of Macbeth. 


[n reſtleſs ecltahe : 

Duncan 1s 1n his Grave : 

After Life's fitful Fever, be ſleeps well, 

Treaſon has done his worlt : nor Steel nor Poiſon, 
Malice domeſtick, Foreign Levy, nothing 

Can touch him further. 

Lady. Com- on : 

Gentle, my Lord, lleek o'rc your rugged Looks, 
Be bright and Jovia! *mong your Guelts to Night, 

Macb. So ſhall 1, Love, and ſo | pray be you: 
Let your rem: mbrance (till apply to Banguo, 

Preſent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Laſafe the while, that we mult lave 

Our Honours in theſe flattering ſtreams, 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
D.(zuiling what they are. 

Lady. 'You muſt leave ths, | 

Afacb. O, full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife : 
| Thou know'lt, that Banguo ani his Fleans lives, 

Lady. But in them, Nature's Copie's not eterne. 

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are aſlailable, 
Tien be thou jocund : ere the Bat hath flown 
His Cloylter'd flight, e'ce to black Hecat's Summons 
The ſhard-born Beetle, with his drowſic hums, 
Hath rung Night's yawning Peal, 

There ſhall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. \\i:at's to be Uone ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deateſt Chuck, 
'Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloudy and inviſible Hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 

Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, 

And th? Crow makes Wing to th* Rooky Wood : 
Good thinzzs of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 
\Whiles Night's black Agents to their Preys do row7ze. 
Thou marveli'ſt at my words : but hold thee till: 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by 11]: 


So prythee go with me, Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter three Murtherets. 


;, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3. Macbeth. 

2. He needs not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direCtion juſt. 

1. Then ſtand with us. 
The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of Day. 
Now ſpurs the lateſt Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
The ſubject of our Watch. 

3, Hark, I hear Horſes. 

Banquo within, Give us a Light there, ho. 

2, Then'tis he: | 
The reſt, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are 1 th* Courr, 

1, His Horſes go abour. 

3. Almoſt a mile : but he does uſually, 
So all men do, from hence to th? Palace Gate 
Make it their walk. 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torch, 


. ALight, a Light. 

. "Tis he, I 

. Stand ro'r. 
Ban. It will be Rain to Night. 
1, Let it come down. 
Ban. O, Treachery ! 

Fly, good Flears, flic, flic, flie, 
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Thou may'lt revenge. O Slave! 
3. Who did ſtrike out the light ? 
1, Was't not the way ? 
3. There's bur one down : the Son as fied, 
2. We have loſt 
Belt halt of our Aﬀair. 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 
[_Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Banquet prepar'd, Enter Macheth, Lady, Rofſſe, Lenox, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


eMacb., You know your own degrees, ſit down : 
At fiilt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your Majeſty. 

Macb, Our elf will mingle with Society, 
And piay the humble Hoſt : 
Our Holteſs keeps her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome, 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to a!l our Friends, 
Foc my bieart ſpeaks, they are welcome. 


Enter firſt Murtherer, 


Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks, 
Both fidcs are even: here I'll fit ” th? midſt, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's bloud upoa thy Face. 
Mur. *Tis Banquo's then. 
eMHagb. 'Tis better thee without, than he within, 
[s he diſparch'd ? 
eMur, My Lord, his Throat is cut, that 1 did for him. 
Macb, Thou art the beſt o* th* Cur. Throats, 
Yet he's /good that did the like for Flears : 
If thou did'ſt it, thou art the Non-pareil, 
Mur. Molt Royal Sir, 
Fleans is (cap'd, 
Macb, i Then comes my Fit agaia : 
| had elſe been perfect 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the caſing Air : 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
To ſawcy doubts, and fears. But Banguo's ſafe ? 
Mar. I, my good Lord: ſafe in a Ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
The leaſt a Death to Nature. 
Macb. Thanks for that, 
There the grown Serpent lies, the Worm that's fled 
Hath Nature, tha ia time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th* preſent, Get thee gone, to morrow 
Well hear our ſelves again. * [Exit Murtherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 
You do not give the Cheer, the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis-making : 
'Tis given with welcome : to feed were beſt at home : 
From thence, the ſawce to meat is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Banquo, and ſits in Macbeth's place. 


Macb. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeſtion wait on Appetite, 
And health on both. -- | 

Lenox. May*t pleaſe your Highneſs {t. 

Hacb. Here had we now our Conntrie'sHonour,root'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banguo preſent : 
Who may | rather challenge for uakindaeſs, 
Than pity for Miſchgnce, ,- 

Roſſe. His ablenge- (Sir) 
Layes blame upon his:þxomiſe.. Pleay'c your Highneſs 
To grace us with, your-Royal Company ? 

Eee «Mach. 


| 
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Macb. The Tablc's full. | The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible ſhadow, [Extt. 
_ Lenox, Here is a place reſerv'd, Sir. Unreal mock'ry hence. Why lo, be gone 


Mach, Where? l am a man again : pray you {it ſtil], 
Lenox. Here, my good Lord. Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, 
What is't that moves your Highneſs ? Broke the good meeting, with moſt admicr*d diſorder. 
Aachs. Which of you have done this ? Macb, Can ſuch things be, 
Lordr, What, my good Lord ? And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Macb, Thou canſt not ſay I did it ; never ſhake Without our ſpecial wonder ? You make me ſtrange 
Thy goary Locks at me, Even to the diſpolition that I owe, 
Roſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſs is not well. When now I think you'can behold ſuch ſights, 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus, | And kcep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
And hath been from his yquth. Pray you keep ſeat, When mine is blanch'& with fear. 
The fit 1s momentany, upon a thought Roſſe. What ſigns,” thy Lord ? 
| He will again be well. If much you note him Lady, | pray you ſpeaRnot : he grows worſe and worſe, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion, Queſtion enrages him-#*W-once, goodnight. | 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? Stand not upon the orde&of your going, | 
Mach. 1, and a bold one, that dare look on that But go at once. 6x- 
Which might appall the Devil. Lenox. Good night, ohdbetrer health 
Lady. O, proper ſtuff ! Attend his Majeſty, *3# ; 
This is the very painting of your fear : - Lady. A kind goodni all, [Exeunt Lords. 
This is the Air-drawn-Dagger which you ſaid Mach. It will have bk ey fay : 
Led you to Duncar, O, theſe flaws and ſtarts Bloud will have Bjoud : "3 | 
(lmpoſtors to true fear.) would well become Stones have been known to-Wwove, and trees to ſpeak : 
A Woman's ſtory at a Winter's fire Augures, and underſtood Relations, have 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam: ſhame it ſelf, By Magg6t Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth 
Why do you make ſuch faces ? When all's done Fhe ſecretUſt man of bloud. What is the night ? | 
You look but on a ſtool. n La, Almoſt at odds with Morning, which is which, 
Mach. Prythee fee there : Fo Macb:' How ſay'ſt thou that Macdff denies his perſon 
| Behold, look, loe, how fay you :. - * | At our great bidding ? 
Why what care I, ifthou'canſt nod, ſpeak too. La. Did you ſend to him, Sir ? 
if Charnel-Houſes, anfl-our, Graves muſt ſend - Mach. I hear it by the way : But I will ſend : 
Thoſe that we bufy, back ; our Monuments There's not a one of them but in his Houſe 
Shatl be the Mawes of Kites: - LExg Ghoſt. | | keep a Servant Fee'd, I will to morrow 
Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly. / ( And berimes I will) tothe wizard Siſters. 
AMeacb. If I ſtand here, I faw him, More ſhall they ſpeak : for now | am bent to know 
ſ Lady. Fie for ſhame. : By the worſt meats, the worſt, for mine own good, 
| Aacb. Bloud hath been ſhed e*'re now, i th? olden time | All cauſes ſhall give way, Iam in blond 
Ee humane Statve purg*&theÞentle Weal : Spent in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 
l, and ſince too, Murthers have been perform'd Returning were as tedious as go o'ce : 
Too terrible for the Ear : the times have beeh, Strange things | have in head, that will to hand, 
That when the Brains were ont, the man would die, Which muſt be acted, e're they may be ſcann'd. 
And therean end z But now they riſe again Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all Natures, flep. 
With twenty mortal mnrthers on their Crowns, Mach. Come, we'll to ſleep; My ſtrange and felf-abuſe 
And put vs from our ſtools : this is more ſtrange [s the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe : 
Than ſuch a Murther is. We are yet but young indeed. [Exeunt, 


Lady. My worthy Lord, 


Your Noble Friends do lack- you. , 
Macb. 1 do forget : 3: Scena Quinta, 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy Friends, 
| have a ſtrange infirmity, which 1s nothing Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all, 
Then Vl ſit down : Give me ſome Wige, fill full: 1. Why how now, Hecate, you look angerly ? 
= _ Hee, Have I not reaſon (Beldams) as you are ? 
Eter Ghoſt. Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To trade, and traffick with Macbeth, 
[ drink to th” general joy o' th* whole Table, In Riddles, and Aﬀairs of death ; 
And to our dear Friend Bangquo, whom we miſs : And I the Miſtreſs of your Charms, 
Would he were here; toall ; and him we thirſt, The cloſe contriver of all harms, 
And all to all.. -. | Was never calPd to bear my parr, 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. Or ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
Macb. Avant,and quit my ſight,let the Earth hide thee : | And which is worſe, all you have done 
Thy bones are marrowleſs : thy bloud is cold : Hath been but for a wayward Son, 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe Eyes Spightful, and wrathful, who (as others do) 
Which thou doſt glare with. Loves forghis own ends, not for you. 
Lady. Think of this good Peers- ' But make amends now : Get you gon, 
But as a thing of Cuſtom : *tis no other, And at the Pit of Acheron 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. Meet me i th? Morning : thither he 
Mauch. What man dare, I dare : Will come, to Know his Deſtiny, 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian Bear, Your Veſſels, and your Spells provide, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or tl” Ayrcan T yger, Your Charms, and every thing beſide ; 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm Nerves [ am for th* Air: this night Pl! ſpend 
Shall never tremble. Or be alive > Unto a diſmal, and a fatal end. 
And dare me to the Deſart with thy:Sword : Great buſineſs muſt be wrought e're Noon. 
[f crrembling I inhabit, then protet me | Upon the Corner of the Moon 


There 


— 
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There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 

[Il catch it e're it come to ground ; 

And that diſtill'd by Magick flights, 

Shall raiſe ſuch Artificial Sprights, 

As by the (trength of their illuſion, 

Shall draw him on to his Confuſion, 

He ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and bear 
His hopes *bove Wiſdom, Grace, and Fear : 
An41 you all know, Security 

Ss mortals chicfclt Enemy. 


Hark, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and ſtays for me. 


1. Come, let's make haſt, ſhee*l ſoon be 
Back again, 


Scenia Sexta. 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord: 


Lenox, My former Speeches 
Have but bit your Thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : Only 1 fay 
Things have been ſtrangely born. The gracious. Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Banquo walk? too late. 
Whom you may ſay, (if't pleaſe you) Fleans kill'd, 
For Fleazs fled : Men mult not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
[t was for Malcolm, and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fact, 
How it did grieve Macbeth? Did he not ſtraight 
in pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 
That were the ſlaves of Drink, and thralls of Sleep ? 
Was ! hat not nobly done ? I, and wiſely too : 
For ?:would have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't. So that I ſay, 
He has born all things well, and I do think, 
Thar had he Dwncar's Sons under the Rey, 
(As, and't pleaſe Heaven he ſhall-not) they ſhall find 
What *ewere to kill a Father : So ſhould Fleas. 
But peace ; for from broad words, and cauſe he fail'd 
His preſence at the Tyranr's Feaſt ; I hear 
Macdeffe lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
V Vhetre he beſtows himſelf ? 
Lord. The Sons of Duncan | 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Live in the Engliſh Court, and is receiv'd 
Of the moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high reſpe&t. Thither Macdyfe 
[s gone, to pray the holy King, vpon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward, 
That by the help of theſ: (with him above 
To ratifie the VVork) we may again 
Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nights : 
Free from our Feaſts, and Banquets bloody Knives; 
Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate their King, that he 
Prepares for ſome attempt of VVar. 
Lenox, Sent he to Macduffe? | 
Lord. He did : and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy Meſſenger turns me his back, 
And hums; as who ſhould fay, you'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this Anſwer. | 
Lenox, And that well might, | 
Adviſe him;to a caution, t'hold what diſtance 
His wiſdomcan provide. - Some Holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of- England, and unfold 
His Mcſlage e*re he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 


[ Muſick, and a So g. 


Sing within, Come away, come away, &c, 


[Excunt. 


May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 
Under a hand accurs'd. 


Lord, Vil ſend my Prayers with him. [Exeunt. 


Aﬀtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Thunder, Enter the three VVitches. 


1 Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 
2, Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whit? ). 
3- Harpier crys, *tis time, *tis time, 
1, Round about the Cauldron go : 
{n the poiſon?d Entrails throw 
Toad, that under cold ſtone, 
Days and Nights, has thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom ſleeping gor, 
Boil thou firſt Ph? charmed Pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2, Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
[1 the Cauldron Boil and Bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog : 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog : 
Adders Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 
Lizards Leg, and Howlet's Wing : 
For a Charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, donble, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
3. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Wuckes Mummy, Maw, and Gult 
Of the ravin'd falc Sea Shark : 
Root of Hemlock, digg'd I'th? dark : 
Liver of Blaſpheming Few : . 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moon's Eclipſe : 
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar's lips, 
Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the Gruel thick, -and ſlab. 
Add thereto a Tyger's Chawdron, 
For tt lIngredience of our Cauldron. 
All. Double, double; 'roil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 
2. Cool it with a Baboon's blood, 
Then the Charm is firm-and good. 


Enter Hecgte, and the other three Witches. 


Hec. O well done : I commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall ſhare 1'ch* gains - 
And now about the Cavldron ſing 
Like Elves and Fairievina Ring, 
lachanting all that you put in. _**- / 
Mich and Song :* Black, Spirits, CC. 
2. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes : 
Open Locks, whoever knocks, | 


Eiter Macbeth. 


eMac. How now'yon ſecret, black, and midnight Hags. 
What is't you do ? 

All. A deed without a name. 

Mac. 1 conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(How e*re you comets khow-it) anſwer me : 
Though you untie the Winds, and let rhem fight 
Agatalt the Churches': "Though the ycſty Waves 
Counfound and ſwallow Navigation vp: 
Though bladed Corn be Jodg'd, and Trees blown down, 
Though Caſtles topple on ther Warders heads: 


Ece 2 n20ugh 
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Though Palaces, and Pyramids do ſlope 

Their heads to their Foundations : though the treaſure 
Ot Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 

Even till deſtruction ſicken : Anſwer me 

to what 1 ask you. 

1, Speak. 

2. D:mand. 

3. We'll anſwer. 

1. Say, if th* had'ſt rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or trom our Maſters. 

Macb. Call '*em: let me ſee 'em. 

1. Pour in Sowes bloud, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's ſweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

All. Come high or low : 

Thy Self and Office deftly ſhow. [Thunder. 
I. Apparition, an eArmed Head, 
Alach. Tcll me thou unknown power. 
1. H: knows thy thought: 
H-ar t15 Sp>ech, but ſay thou nought. 
1 *7p.ir. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth : 
Xewares acarf, 
beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſs me. Enough 
[ He Deſcends. 

Macb. What-e're thou art, for thy good caution, thanks. 
Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word more. 

1. He will not be commanded : here's another 
More potent than the firſt. [ Thunder, 

2. Apparition, a Blouly ( bld. 

2. Appar. e Macbeth, «Macbeth, Macbeth, 

Aacb. Had I three Ears, I'd hear thee. 

2. Appar. Be bloudy, bold, and reſolute : 

Laugh to ſcorn | 
The power of man: For none of Woman born 
Shall harm eAacbetn. [ Deſcends. 

Macb. Then live Adaeduff: what need l fear of thee ? 

But yet I'll make aſſurance, double ſure, 

And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt not live, 

| That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, .it lies ; 

And ſleep in ſpight of Thunder. [Thunder. 
3. Apparition, a Chid crowned, with a Tree in his band, 

Whar is this, that riſes like:the iſſue of a King, 

And wears upon his Baby-brow, the round 

And top of Soveraignty ? 

All. Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. | 

3. Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care : 
Who chates, who frets, or where Conſpirers are : 
Machetl ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Brrnam Wood to high D unſinane Hill 
Shall come againſt him. 

M.cb. T rat will never be: , 
ho can impreſs the Foreſt, bid the Tree 
L1nfix his Earth-bound Root ? Sweet Boadments, good : 

'cllious dead, riſe never *till the Wood 
' ©* Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Adacberh 
$;ail live the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal Cuſtom. Yet my heart 
Throhs ro know one thing : tell me, if your Art 
ai; toll lo much: Shall Banguo's, iſſue ever 
Rei! in £5 Ringo ? 

A/!, Seek to know no more. 

Mach, 1 will be ſatisfied, Deny me this, 

And an eternal Curſe fall on you : Let me know. 
Why ſinks that: Cayldron? and what pile is this f[ Hoboys. 

1. Shew. < 

2. Shew. [ & for 

3. Shew, —_ «0-4 

All. Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, [4 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depazt, , / ,,; | 

A ſhew of eight, Kings, ,and.Banquo laſt, with a 
laſs in bus band, * | 5: | 

Mach. Thon art too like the Spirit of Banque - Down.: 
Thy Crown do's ſear mine Eye-Balls,. And thy bair 


[Deſcend. 


| As little is the Wiſdom, where the flight 


Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Haggs, 
Why do you ſhew me this? -— A fourth ? Start Eye | 
What will the Line ſtretch out to th* crack of Doom ? 
Another yet ? Aſeventh ? Ill ſee no more : 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a Glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more : and ſome l ſee, 
That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry, 
Horrible ſight : Now I ſee *tis true, 
For the Bloud:bolter'd Banguo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What is this (0? 
1. I Sir, all this is ſo, But why 
Stands eXacbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come Siſters, cheer we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights, 
ll Charm the Air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. [Meuſich. 
The Witches Dance, and vaniſh. 
e Mach. Where are they ? Gone? | 
Let this pernicious hour, 
Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender, 
Come in, without there, Enter Lenox. 
Lenox. What's your Graces will ? 
eMacb. Saw you the Wizards Silters ? 
Lenox, No, my Lord. 
Macb, Came they not by you ? 
Lenox, No indeed, my Lord. 
Macb. Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them. 1 did hear 
The gallopping of Horſe. Who was't came by ? 
Lenox. Tis two or three, my Lord,that bring you word : 
Macadnff is fled to England. 
Mach, Fled to England ? 
Len, I, my good Lord. 
Mach, Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpoſe never is o're-took 
Unleſs the deed go with ir. From this moment, 
The very firſtling of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 
ToCrown my thoughts with ACts:be it thought and done : 
The Caſtle of Macdyff I will ſurprize. 
Seize upon Fife ;, give to th* edge o' th* Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 
That trace him in his Line. No boaſting like a Fool, 
This deed PII do, before this purpoſe cool, 
But no more ſights, Where are theſe Gentlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are, [Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Macduft's Wife, her Son, and Roſle. 


Wife, What had he done, to make him fly the Land ? 
Roſſe, You muſt have patience, Madam. 
Wife. He had none : 
His flight was madneſs: when our Actions do not, 
Our fears do make us Traytors, 
Roſe. You know not 
Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear, 
Wife. Wiſdom ? to leave his Wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manſion, and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himſelf does flie ? He loves us not, 
He wants the natural touch ; for the poor Wren 
(The moſt diminutive of Birds) will fight, 
Her young ones.in her Neſt, againſt the Owle: 
All is the Fear, and nothing is the Love 


So runs againſt all reaſon. 
Roſſe. My deareſt Couz, 
I pray you School your ſelf; But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wile, Judicious, and beſt knows Fw. 
© 
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The firs o*th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traytors, 
And do not know our ſelves: V Vhen we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
ach way, and move. 1 take my leave of you : 
Sha!l not be long but 1'll be here again : 
Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward 
To what they were before, my pretty Couſin, 
Blcſliag upon you. 

Wife, Father'd he is, 


And yet he's Fatherleſs, 
ſe. 1am ſo much a Fool, ſhould [| ſtay longer, 


[t would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort. 
| take my leave at once. [Exit Roſle, 
Wife. Sirrah, your Father's dead, 
And what will you do now £ How will you live? 
Son As Birds do, Mother, 
Wife, V Vhat with worms and flies ? 
Son, VVith what 1 get, and ſodo they. 
Wife. Poor Bird, 
Thoud'ſt never fear the Net, nor Live, 


1 The Pit-fall, nor the Gin. 


Son, VVhy ſhould I, Mother ? 

Poor Birds they are not ſet for : 

My Father is not dead for all your ſaying, 
Wefe. Yes, heis dead: 

How wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife, V Vhy, 1can buy me twenty at any Market. 
Son. Then you'll buy *em to ſell again. 

Wife. Thou ſpeak'ſt with all thy wit, 

And yet i faith-with wit enough for thee. 
Son, VVas my Father a Traytor, Mother ? 
Wife, I, that he was. 

Son. V'Vhat is a Traytor? 

Wife, Why, one that ſwears and lies. 

Son, And be all Traytors that do ſo? 

Wife. Every one that does fo is a Traytor, 

And mult be hang'd. : 
Son, And mult they all be hang'd that ſwear and lie ? 
Wife, Every one, 

Son. Who mult hang them ? 


Wife, VVhy, honeſt men. 
Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 


are Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeſt men, 
and hang up them. 
Wife. God help thee, poor Monkey : 


But how wilt thou do for a Father ? ; 
Son, If he were dead, .you?d weep for bim: If you 


would not it were a good ſign, that I ſhould quickly 


have a new Father, 
Wife. Poor Pratler, how thou talk"ſt | 


Enter a Mcllenger. 


Meſſ. Bleſs you, fair Dame, I am not to you known, 

Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect ; 

| doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly. 

[f you will take a homely man's advice, 

Be not found here : Hence with your little ones: 

To fright you thus, methinks I am too ſavage : 

To do worſe to you, were fell Cruelcy, 

Which is too nigh your perſon. Heaven preſerve you, 

| dare abide no longer. [Exit Meſſenger, 
Wife, Whither ſhould I fly ? 

[ have done no harm. But I remember now 

| am in this earthly world : where todo harm 

Is often laudable, to do good ſometime 

Accounted dangerous Folly. V Vhy then (alas) 

Do | put up that womanly defence, 

To fay I had done no harm ? 

V Vhat are theſe faces ? 


' VVhere ſuch as chou may'ſt find him, 


| | would not be the Viilaia that thou think'(?, 


Enter Muctherers. 


eMur. VVhere is your Husband ? 
Wife. I hope in no place ſo unſanttified, 


eHur. He's a Traytor. 
Son, Thou 1;'(t thou ſhag-eard Villain, 
eur, VV hat you Egg? 
Young fry of Treachery ? 
Son. He has kill'd me, Mother, 


Run away, I piay you. - LExit, crying murther. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Malcolm and Macdufie. 


e al. Let us ſeek out fome deſolate ſhade, and there 
V Veep our ſad boſomes empty, 
eMacd. Let us rather 
Hold faſt the mortal Sword : and like good men, 
Beſtride our downfal Birth-dome : Each new Morn, 
New widows howl, new Orphans cry, new ſorrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scorland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour, 
e Mal. VVhat | believe, Pl] wail; 
V Vhat know, believe; and what [ can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
Nhat you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole Name bliſters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : You have lov?4 him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſcern of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent Lamb, 
T*appeaſe an angry God. 
eHacd. | am not treacherous, 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge. But I ſhall crave your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe z 
Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell, 
Though a!l things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace mult ſtill look ſo, 
eMacd. | have loſt my hopes. 
Malc. Perchance, even there 
Where | did find my doubts, | 
Why in that rawnefs left you wife and Children ? 
Thole precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of Love, 
Without leave taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealouſies, be your Diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafetics: you may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thon thy Balis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs, 
The Title is afeard. Fare thee well, Lord, 


For the whole ſpace that's in the Tyrants Graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. 

Mal. Be not offeftted : 
[ ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you : 
[ think our Country finks beneath the yoke, 
[t weeps, it bleeds, and etch new day a galh 
[s added to her wounds. [I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifred in my right : 
And here from gracious E-9/and baye | offer 
Of goodly thouſands. Bur for al! this, 
When 1 ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my Sword z yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than 1t had betore, 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 


By bim that ſhall ſucceed, 
Eee 3 AMacd. 
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Macd. What ſhould he be ? 

Aal. itis my ſelf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice ſo grafted, 

That when they ſhall be open'd black Macberh 
Will ſeem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 
Eſteem him as a Lamb, being compai?%d 

With my conhneleſs harms. 

Macd, Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more daman'd 
ln evils, to crop Macbeth. 

Mach, 1 grant him Bloudy, 

Luxurious, Avaricious, Falſe, Deceitful, 

Sudden, Malicious, ſmoaking of every ſin 

That has a name. But there's no bottom, none 

In my Voluptuouſneſs : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill vp 

The Cilſtern of my Luſt, and my Deſire 

All continent Impediments would o're-bear 

That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth, 

Than ſach an one to reign, 

Macd. Bonadleſs intemperance 
In Nature isa Tycanny : It hath been 
Ti untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 

And yet ſeem cold. The time you may ſo Hoodwink : 
We have willing Dames enough : there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devour ſo many 

As will to Greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 

Finding it ſo inclin'd. 

Mal. With this, there grows 
In my molt ill-compos'd AﬀeCtion, ſuch 
A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that were I King, 

[| ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Deſire his Jewels, and this others Houſe, 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ſhovld forge 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the Good and Loyal, 
Deſtroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This Avarice 
Sticks deeper : grows with more pernicious root 
Than Summer-ſeeming Luſt : and it hath been 
The Sword of our ſlain Kings : yet do not fear, 
Scotland hath Poiſons to fill up your will 
Of your mere Own. All theſe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mal. But I have none, The King-becoming Graces, 
As Juſtice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneſs, 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlineſs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude ; 


[-1 have no reliſh of them, but abound 


In the diviſion of each ſeveral Crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay had I power I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet Milk of Concord, into Hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland ! 

Mal. 1f ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: 
[ am as Ihave ſpoken. 

Macd.Fit to govern? No not tolive.O Nation miſerable ! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Throne 
By his own InterdiCtion ſtands accurſt, 

And do's blaſpheme his breed ? thy Royal Father 
Was a moſt Sainted-King : the Queen that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her Knees, than on her feet, 

Dy'd every day ſhe liv?d. Fare thee well, 

Theſe Evils thou repeat'ſt upon thy ſelf, 

Hath baniſht me from Scorland, O my Breaſt, 

Thy hope ends here, 

Mal. Macdyff, this Noble paſſion 
Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul 
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Wip'd the black Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour. Devilliſh Macbeth, 
By many of theſe trains, hath ſought to win me 
[nto his power : and modeſt Wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte : but God above 

Deal between thee and me; For even now 

[ put my ſelf to thy direction, and 

Unſpeak mine own detraCtion. Here abjure 

The taints, and blames | laid upon my ſelf, 

For ſtrangers to my Nature, 1 am yet 

Unknown to Women, never was forſwore, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, _ 

At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Devil to his Fellow, and delight 

No leſs in truth than life. My firſt falſe ſpeaking 
Was this upon my ſelf, what 1 am truly 

Is thine, and my poor Countries to command : 


. Whether indeed, before thy here approach, 


Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike men 


| Already at a point, was ſetting forth ? 


Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 

Be like our warranted Quarrel. Why are you ſilent ? 
Maca. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once 

'Tis hard to reconcile; | 


Enter a Doctor. 


Mal. Well, more anon. -Comes the King forth 
[ pray you ? 

Dot. | Sir: there are a crew of wretched Souls 
That ſtay his Cure : their malady convinces 
The great aſſay of Art. But at his touch, - 
Such ſanCtity hath Heaven given his hand, 
They preſently amend. | 

Mal. I thank you, Doctor. 

Macd. What's the Diſeaſe he means ? 

Mal. *Tis calPd the Evil, 
A moſt miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often fince my here remain in Englard, 
| have ſeen himdo: How he ſolicits Heaven, 


[ Exit. 


Himſelf beſt knows : bat ſtrangely viſited people, 


All ſwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eye, 
The mere deſpair of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ſtamp about their Necks, 
Put on with holy Prayers, and *tis ſpoken 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 


' The healing BenediRtion : with this ſtrange virtue, 


He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, 
And ſundry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeak him full of Grace. 


Enter Role. 


Macd. See, who comes here. 

eHalc. My Countreyman : but yet I know him not. 
eMacd, My ever gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
eMalc. I know bim now. Good God betimes remove 

The means, the means that makes us ſtrangers. 

Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
eMacd. Stands Scetland where it did ? 
Roſſe. Alas poor Countrey, 

Almoſt afraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 

Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing 

But who knows nothing is once ſeen to ſmile : 

Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rent the aic 

Are made, not mark*d : Where violent ſorrow feems 

A Modern ecſtaſie : the Dead-man's Knell, 

Is there ſcarce ask*d for who, and good men's lives 

Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ſicken. | 
eHacd. Oh relation; too nice, and yet too true. 
Malc. What's the neweſt grief ? 

Roſſe. That of an hours age, doth hiſs the ſpeaker, 

Each minute teems a new one, 

eWMacd. 
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eMHacd.. How does my Wife ? 
Roſſe. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my Children? 
Roſſe. Well too. . 
eMacd, The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 
Roſe. No, they were well at peace when [| did leave *em. 
eMacd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how go's it ? 
Roſſe. When | came hither to tranſport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there rana Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſt the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrant's Power a-foot, 
Now is the time of help: your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Souldiers, make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diltreſles, 
e1alc. Be't their comfort 
We are coming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thouſand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 
Roſſe. Would I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howPd out in the deſert air, 
Where hearing ſhould not latch them. 
eMacd. What concern they, 
The general cauſe, or is it a Fee grief 
Due to ſome ſingle Breaſt ? 
Roſſe. No mind that's honeſt 
But in it ſhares ſome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
eMacd. If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roſſe. Let not your Ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt ſound 
That ever yet they heard. 
eMacd. Humb : I gueſs at it, 
Roſſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd : your Wife, and Babes 
Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of theſe murther'd Deer 
To add the Death of you. 
eHalc. Merciful Heaven : 
What man, ne're pull your Hat upon your brows : 
Give ſorrow words ; the grief that do's not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o're-fraughr hearr, and bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too ? 
Roſſe. Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found, 
Macd. And 1 muſt be from thence ? My Wite kill 'd too? 
Roſſe. I have ſaid. 
eMalc. Be comforted. 
Let's make us Med'cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no Children. All my pretty ones ? 


] Did you fay All? O Hell Kite ! All ? 


Woat, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm 
At one fell ſwoop ? 
eHalc. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. | ſhall do fo. 
But | muſt alſo feel it as a man; 
| cannot but remember ſuch things were 
That were moſt precious to me ; Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macdwf, * 
They were all ſtrook for thee: Naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine 
Fell laughter on their Souls : Heaven reſt them now. 
Mal. Be this the Whetſtone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger : blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. O 1 could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scorland, and my ſelf 
Within my Swords length ſet bim, ifhe ſcape, 
Heaven forgive him roo. 
Mal. This time goes manly : 
Come go we to the King, onr Power is ready, 


—— — — —_ 


Our lack is nothing but our leave. e Wacbeth 

Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above 

Put on their Inſtruments : Receive what cheer you may, 
The Night is long that never finds the Day. {Excnnt. 


M@cQ 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Doctor 'of Phyſick,, and 4 waiting 
Gentle woman. 


m— Have two Nights watcld with you, but can-per- 
Ccive no truth in your report. When was it ſhe 
laſt walk'd ? 

Gent, Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have ſeen 
her riſe from her Bey breawy her t-Gown upon her, 
unlock her Cloſet, take forth Paper, fold it, write upon'r, 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed ; yet 
all chis while in a moſt faſt fleep: 

Dot?, A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleep and do the effets of watching. 
[n this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her ſay ? 

Gent, That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may to me, and 'tis moſt meet you ſhould. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, having no witneſs 
to confirm my ſpeech. Emer Lady'with a T aper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes : This is her very guiſe, and up- 
on my life faſt aſleep; obſerve her, ſtand cloſe. 

Do#. How care ſhe by that light ? 

| Gent, Why, it ſtood by her : ſhe has light by her con- 
tinually, *tis her command. 

Do. You ſee her Eyes are open. 

Gent, 1 but their ſenſe are ſhut. 

Dott, Whatis-it ſhe do's now ? 

Look how ſhe rubs het hands. © 
Gent, 1t is an accuſtom'd ation with her, to ſeem thus 

waſhing her hands: I have known her continue in this a 

quarter of an hour. 

Lad. Yet here's a ſpot. 

Dott. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks, 1 will ſet down what comes 
from her, to ſatisfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 

Lx. Out damned fpot : out t fay. One: Two: Why 
then *tis time todo't : Hell is murky. Fie, my Lord, Fie, 
a Souldier, and afear'd ? What need we fear ? who knows 
it, when none -can- call our power to account: yet who 
would have thought the old man to have had fo much 
bloud in him. 

Dot. Do you mark that ? 

Lad, The Thane of Fife, had a Wife : where is ſhe now ? 
What will theſe hands ne're be clean? No more © thar, 
my Lord, no more o' that: you marr all with ſtarting. 

Doct. Go to, go to: 

You haye known what you ſhould not. 

Gent, She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure of 
that: Heaven knows what ſhe has known. | 

La. Here's the ſmell of bloud ſtill : all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not ſweeten this luttle hand. 

Oh, oh, oh. 
Dof. What a ſigh is there? The heart is ſorely charg'd, 
Genr. | would not have ſuch a heart in my boſome, for 

dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, well, well. 

Gent, Pray God it be, Sir, 

Doct. This Difeaſe is beyond my practice : yet I have 
known thoſe which have walkt in their fleep, who have 
died holily in their Beds, 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gown, look 
not ſo pale : 1 tell you yet again, Bargquo's buried ; he can- 
not come out on's Grave. 

Doce. Even ſo? 


Lady. To Bed, to Bed: there's knocking at the Gate : 
Come, 


eee... All... 
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Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : What's 
done, cannot be undone, To bed, to bed, to bed. 
CExit Lady, 

Do. Will ſhe go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. 

Do#. Foul whiſperings are abroad : unnatural-deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their dcaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets: 
More needs ſhe the Divine than the Phyſician : 
God, God forgive us ail. Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ſtill keep eyes upon her : So good night: 
My mind ſhe has mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
| think, but dare not ſpeak. 

Gert. Good night, good Doctor. 


Scena Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Souldiers. 


[Exeunt, 


Ment. The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macduf. 
Revenges burn in them : For their dear cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Near Birnam wood 
Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. _ 
Cath, Who knows if Donalbaine be with his Brother ? 
Lenox. For certain, Sir, he is not : I have a File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Seyward's Son, 
And many unruff Youths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 
Ment. What do's the Tyrant? 
Cath. Great Dunſmane he ſtrongly fortifies,”, 
Some ſay he's mad : Others, that leſſer hates him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diſtemper*d cauſe 
Within the belt of Rule. 
Ang. Now do's he feel 
His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upraid his faith-breach : 
Thoſe he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love : Now does he feel his Title 
Hang looſe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Upon a Dwacfiſh Thief. 
Ment, Who then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd Senſes to recoyl, and ſtart, 
When all that is within him do's condemn. 
[t ſelf for being there. 
(ath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd: 
Meet we the Med*cine of the ſickly Weal, 
And with him pour we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Lenox, Or ſo much as it needs, 
Todew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds. 
Make we our Match towards ZBirnam. 
[Exeunt Marching, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Macbeth, Doftour, and Attendants. 


Mac. Bring me no more Reports , let them fly all : 
Till Birzam Wood remove to Dunſmane, 
| cannot taint with fear, What's the Boy, alcolme ? 
Was he not born of Woman ? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus : 
Fear not, Macbeth, no man that's born of woman 
Shall e're have power upon thee, Then fly falſe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Ergl;ſh Epicures, 
The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſag with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


FY 


Enter a Servant. 


The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd Lown : 
Where gor'it thou that Gooſe-Look ? 

Ser. There is ten thouſand. 

Macb, Geeſe, Villain ? 

Ser. Souldiers, Sir, 

Macd, Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Souldiers, Patch ? 
Death of thy Soul, thoſe linnen checks of thine 
Are Counſellours to fear. V Vhat, Souldiers, Whay. face ? 

Ser. The Engliſh Force, fo pleaſe you. 

Mach. Take thy face hence, Seyton, 1 am lick at heart, 
When I behold : Seyron, I ſay, this puſh 
Will cheer me ever, or diſcaſe me now. 

I have liv'd long enough : My way of life 
Is faln into the Sear, the yellow leaf, 
And that which ſhonid acompany Old Ape, 
As Honour, Love, Obedience, troops of Fricnds, 
I muſt not look to have : Bur in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honour breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ? | 
Enter Seyton, 


Sey. What's your Gracious pleaſure ? 
Macb. What news more ? 
Sey. All is conhrm'd, my Lord, which was reported. 
Mach. I'll fight, till from my bones my fleſh is hackt. 
Give me my Armour, 
Sey. *Tis not needed yet. 
Macb, Vil put it on : 
Send out more horſes, skir the Country round, 
Hang thoſe that ſtand in fear. Give me mine Armour : 
How do's your Patient, DoCtor ? 
Def. Not ſo ſick, my Lord, 
As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming Fancies; 
That keep her from her reſt. 
Macb, Cure her from that : 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raſe out the written troubles of the Brain, 
And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote, 
Cleanſethe ſtufr boſome of that periilous ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 
Dott, Therein the Patient 
Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. 
Macb. Throw Phyſick to the Dogs, I Il none of it. 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Staffe : 
Seyton, Send out : Doctor, the Thenes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, diſpatch. If thou could*ſt, Doctor, caſt 
The water of my Land, find her diſeaſe, 
And purge it toa ſound and priſtine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That ſhould applaud again. Pull't of, I ſay, 
What Rubarb, Senna , or what Purgative Drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Enghſh hence: Hear*(t thou of them ? 
Dot. I, my good Lord : Your Royal preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething. 
Macb. Bring it after me: 
| will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnam Foreſt com? to Dunſinane. 
Doft. Were | from Dunſinane away, and clear, 
Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. [Exeunt. 


Scana Quarta. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdufle, 
Seyward's Son, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, 
and Souldiers e Marching. 


Mal. Couſin, 1 hope the days are near at hand, 


That Chambers will be ſafe. 
Alent 
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e Ment, We doubt it nothing, Within this three mile you may ſee it coming, 
y Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? | ſay, a moving Grove, 
Ment, The Wood of Birnam, Macb. If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 
Malc. Let every Souldicr hew him down a Bough, Upon the next Tree ſhalt thou hang alive 
d And bear*t before him, thereby ſhall we ſhadow Till Famine cling thee: If thy ſpecci: be ſooth, 
| The numbers of our Hoaſt, and make diſcovery | care not if thou do'ſt for me as much. 
Erre In report of us. | pull in Reſolution, and begin 
Sold. 1t ſhall be done. To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 
Seyw. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant, | That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birzan Wood 
Keeps {till in Danſmane, and will endure Do come to Dunſinane, and now a Wood 
Our ſetting down befor'r, Comes toward Dunſmnane. Arm, arm, and out, 
eHalc. 'Tis his main hope: If this which he avouches do's appear, 
For where there is advantage to be given, There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt, Pgin to be a weary of the Sun, 
And none ſerve with him, but conſtcained things, And wiſh th eſtate o* th* World were now undone; 
Whoſe hearts are abſent roo. Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 
eHacd. Let our belt Cenſures At leaſt we'll die with Harneſs on our back, [ Exennt, 


Before the true event, and put we on 


laduſtrious Souldierſhip, Cena Sexta 


+: Sey. The time approaches, 
That will with due decilion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe : Drums and Colours, | 
Thoughts ſpeculative, their unſure hopes relate, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdufle, and their Army, 
But certain iſſue, ſtrokes mult arbitrate, with Boughs, 
. Towards which, advance the War, [Exennt marching, 
Mal. Now near enough : 
- Your Leavy Screens throw down, 
Scena Quinta. And ſhew like thoſe you are: You (worthy Uncle) 
: Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble Son, 
Enter Macbeth , Seyton , and Souldiers, with Lead our For Battel. Worthy Macdeff, and we 
| Drums and Colours. | Shall rake upon's what elſe remains to do 
According to our order, 
Macb, Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls, | Seyw. Fare you well : 
The Cry is {till, they come : Our Caſtles ſtrength Do we but find the Tyrants power to night, h 
Will laugh a Siege to ſcorn : Here let them lie, Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. (breath, 
Till Famine and the Ague eat them vp: Macd. Make all our Trumpets ſpeak, give thei all 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, Thoſe clamorous Harbingers of bloud and deaih. [Exeurr. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, [eAlarums continued. 
| And beat them backward home. hg is that noiſe ? 
| A cry within of Women, . 
[. Sey It is the cry of Women, my good Lord. 4 Scena Septima. 
Mach. | have almoſt forgot the taſte of Fears : 
4 | The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd Enter Macbeth. 
| To hear a Night-ſhriek, and my Fell of hair 
; Would at a diſmal Treatiſe rouze, and ſtir Mach. They have ty'd me toa ſtake, I cannot fly, 
As life were in't. I have ſupt full with horrors, But Bear-like I muſt fight the courſe. What's he 
F Direneſs familiar to my flaughterous thoughts That was not born of Woman ? -Such a one 
>." Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry ? Am l to fear, or none. 
Sey. The Queen (my Lord) is dead. | 
Macb. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; Enter Young Seyward. 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, Y. Sey. What is thy name ? 
| Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, Mach. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
| To the laſt Syllable of Recorded time : 7. Sey. No: though thou calPſ> thy felt a hotter name 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted Fools Than any is in Hell, 
| | The way to ſtudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, Macb. My name's Macbeth. | 
Life's but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, T. Sey. The Devil himſelf could not pronounce a Title 
| That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, More hateful to mine Ear. 
And then is heard no more. It is a tale each. No: nor more fearful. : 
Told by an Ideot, full of ſound and fury Y. Sey. Thou lieſt thou abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
| Signifying nothing. ll prove the lye thou ſpeak'ſt. 
- Fight, and youns Seyward's ſlain. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. Macb. Thou waſt born oft Woman ; 
j *» E3 IN# My But Swords I ſinile at, Weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
| Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue : thy ſtory quickly. Brandiſh'd by man that's of a Woman born. [Ext 
| eWMeſ, My Gracious Lord, 
[ ſhould report that which 1 ſay 1 ſaw, Alarums, Enter Macduffe. 
But know not how to do'r. ] 
e Mach, Well, fay, Sir. Macd. That way the noiſe is : Tyrant, ſhew thy face, 
ef. As 1 did ſtand my Watch upon the Hill, [f thou beeſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
[ look'd toward Birnam, and anon me thought My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ſtil] : 
The Wood began to move. | cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe arms 
Mach. Lyar, and Slave. Are hir'd to bear their Staves ; either thou, eacheth, 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo : Or elſe my Sword with an unbattered edge PAYS: 
a 
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i heath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him Fortune, 


And more I beg not. [Exit, Alarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 


Seyw. This way, my Lord, the Caſtles gently rendred : 
The Tyrants people, on both ſides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do bravely in the War, 
The day almolt it ſelf profeſſes yours, 
And little is to do. 
Malc. We have met with Foes 


' | That ſtrike beſide us. 


Seyw, Enter, Sir, the Caſtle, LExennt. Alarum, 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. Why ſhould 1 play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword ? whiles I ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macdufle. 


Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 
Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : 
Bur get the back, my Soul is too much charg'd 
With bloud of thine already. 
Macd. I have no words, 
My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloudier Villain 
Tran terms can give thee out. [Frght. Alarum. 
Mach, Thou loſeſt labour, 
As eaſie may'ſt thou the intrenchant Air 
With thy keen Sword impreſs, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
[ bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
To one of Woman born. 
Macd. Deſpair thy Charm, 
And let the Angel whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers Womb 
Untimely ripr, 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me fo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theſe Jugling Fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe, 
That keep the word of promiſe to our Ear, 
And break it to our hope. Pll not fight with thee. 
Macd. Then yield thee Coward, 


| And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o* th* time. 


We'll have thee, as our Rarer Monſters arc 
Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ, 


| Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 


Macb. | will not yield 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolms feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Curſe, 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no Woman born, 
Yet I will try the laſt. Before my Body, 


I throw my Warlike Shield : Lay on Macdzyfe, 
And damn'd be him, that firſt cries hold, enough. 
[_Exeunt frobri Ng. Alarnms. 


Enter fighting, and Macbeth ſtun. 
Retreat and Flourſh, Enter with Drum and Colours. 
Malcolme, Seyward, Roſle, Thanes, and Souldrers. 


Mal. I would the Friends we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd. 
Sey. Some mult go off: and yet by theſe | ſee, 
So greata day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Macduffe is miſſing, and your noble Son. 
Rofj. Your Son, my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers Debt, 
He only liv'd but till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd. 
Sey. Then he is dead ? 
Reſſe. 1, and brought off the Field : your cauſe of ſorrow 
Mult not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Sey. Had he his hurts before. 
Roſſ. 1, on the Front. 
Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he : 
Had I as many Sons as | have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death : 
And ſo his Knell is knolPd, 
' eMal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that Ill ſpend for him. 
Sey. He's worth no more, 
They ſay he parted well, and paid his ſcore, 
And ſoGod be with him. Here comes newer comfort 


Enter Macduffe, wi:h Macbeths Head. 


Macd. Hail, King, for ſo thou art. 
Behold where itands 
Th* Uſurpers Curſed Head; the time is free : 
| ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdoms Pearl, 
That ſpeak my ſalutation in their minds : 
Whoſe Voices I deſire aloud with mine, 
Hail King of Scotland. 
<All. Hail, King of Scotland. CFlouriſh. 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before you reckon with your ſeveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My Thanes and Kinſmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scorland 
In ſuch an honour nam®d : What's more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruel Miniſters 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
Who (as *tis thought) by ſelf and violent hands, 
Took off her life. This, and what needful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will perform in meaſure, time and place-: 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite, to ſee us Crown'd at Scope. 
[Flouriſh. Exennt ones. 
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. Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Barnardo and Franciſco, two Centinels. 


Ho's there ? 

Fran. Nay anſwer me: Stand 
and unfold your ſelf. 

Bar. Long live the King. 


Bar, 


Fran, Barnardo. 
Bare He. 
Fran. You come moſt chearfully upon your hour. 
Bar. 'Tis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to Bed, Franciſco. 
jy Fran. For this relief much thanks : *tis bitter cold, 
: | And I am ſick at heart. 

: Bar. Have you had quiet Guard. 
| Fran. Not a Mouſe |tirring. 

Bar. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellw, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make haſt. 


Ik Enter Horatio and Marcelins. 


Fra. | think I hear them. Stand, who's there ? 
Hor, Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Liege-men to the Dane. 
Fran. Give you good Night, 
| Mar. O farewel,honeſt Souldier, who hath reliey'd you? 
{ Fran. Barnardo has my place : give you good Night. 
[Ex Franciſco. 
1 -—_ _——— 
| Bar, Say, what is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Bar. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good e Harcelius, 
I Mar. What, has this thing appear*d again to Night. 
| | Bar. | have ſeen nothing. | 
Mar. Horatio ſays, *tis but our phantaſie, 
hp And will not let belief take hold of bim 
| Touching this dreaded ſight, twice ſeen of ns, 
Therefore [ have intreated him along 
| With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if again this Apparition come, 
He may approve our Eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
Hor. Tuſh, tuſh, *twill not appear. 
Bar. Sit down a while, 
And let us once again aſſail your Ears, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What we two Nights have ſeen. 


_ 


} He ſmote the ſledded Poleaxe on the lce. 


Hor. 'Well, fit we down, 
And let us heer Barnards ſpeak of this. 

Bar. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame Star, that's weſtwaid from the Pole 
Had@made his courſe t'illume that part of H-aven. 
Where now it burns, e ſarcellus and my ſelf, 
The Bell then beating one, 

ear. Pcace, break thee off : 


Enter the Ghoſt: 


Look where it comes again. 
Bar, In the ſame figuie like the King that's dead. 
ar. Thou art a Scholar, ſpeak to it, Horatio. 
Bar, Looks it not like the King ? Mark it, Horatio. 
Hor, Moſt like : It barrows me with fear and wonder. 
Bar. It would be ſpoke to. 
Mar. Queſtion it, Horatio, 
Hor. What art thou that uſurp'ſt this time of Night, 
Together with that fair and wariike form 
ln which the Majeſty of buried Denmark 
Did ſometimes march : By Heaven I charge thee ſpeak. 
e Mar. It is offended. 
Bar. See, it ſtalks away. 
Hor. Stay : ſpeak; ſpeak: Icharge thee, ſpeak. 
LEx:t Ghoſt. 
ar. *Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 
Bar. How now,Horatio? You tremble and look pale : 
[s not this ſomething more thaa fantaiie ? 
What think you on't ? 
Hor. Before my God I might not this believe 
Wirhourt the ſenhible and true avouch 
Ot mine own Eyes. 
Mar. 1s it not like the King, 
Hor, As thou art to thy ſelf, 
Such was the Armonr he had on, 
When th'ambitious Norway combated : 
So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle 


Tis ſtrange. : . 
' Mar, Thus 'twice before, and juſt at this ſame hour, 


With Martial ſtalk, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, 1 know not : 


But in the groſs and ſcope of my opinion, Thi 
ns 
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I'tis boads ſome ſtrange eruption to our State. 
Mr. Good now lit down, and tell me he that knows 

Why this ſame ſtrit and moſt obſervant watch, 

So nightly roils the ſubject of the Land, 

And-why tuch daily calt of Brazen Cannon 

And foceign Martfor4mplemeuts of War : 

Why iuch 1mpreſſepfShipwrights, whoſe ſore Task 
Dos't not divide the Sunday from the week, 

Wonart might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte 

Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the day : 
Who is*c that can informe me ? 

Hor. That can I, 

At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo, Our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, ' 

Was ( as you know ) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride ) 
Dar'd to the combate. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
( For fo this tide of our known world eſteem'd him ) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras : who by a feal'd Compact, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit ( with his life) all thoſe his Lands 
Which he ſtood 1ejz'd_on, to the Conqueror : 
Againſt rhe which, a Moity competent 

as gag2d by our King: which had return'd 

Fo th: Int-rirance of Fortinbras, 
Ha? ie bin Vangquiſher, as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article deſign'd, 
His tell to H.iml-e Now ir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and fall, *' ' 
Hatii in che $Kirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a Lilt of Landleſs Reſolutes, 
For food and Dyet, to ſome enterprize 
That hath'a ſtomach in't: which is no other 
( And it doth well appear unto our State ) 
But to recover of us by ſtrong hand 
And terms compulſative, thoſe foreſaid Lands 
So by his father loſt : and this ( Itake it ) 
Is the main motive of our Preparations, 
The ſource of this our watch, and the<hief head 
Of this poſt-haſte, and Romage in the Land. 


Enter Ghoſt again. 


-| But ſoft, behold : Lo, where it comes again : 


le crols it, though it blaſt me. Stay, Illuſion : 

lf thou haſt any ſound, or uſe of voice, 

Spzak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eaſe,and grace to me ; ſpeak to me. 
Ifchou art privy to thy Countries Fate 

( Which happily foreknowing may avoid ) Oh ſpeak. 
Or, if thou haſt uphorded in thy life 

Excorted Freaſure in the womb of Earth, 

( For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death ) 
Speak of it. Stay, and ſpeak. Stop it, Marcellm. 

Mar. Shall I ſtrike at it with my Partizan ? 
Her. Do if it will not ſtand. 

Barn. *Tis here. 

Her. *Tis here. 

Mar. *Tis gone. 

Wedo it wrong, being ſo Majeſtical 

To offer it the ſhew of Violence, 

For it is as theair, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows, malicious mockery, 
Barn, |t was about to ſpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted, like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful Summons. I kave heard, 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 
Awake the God of Day : and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 
Tirextravagant and erring ſpirit byes 

To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 

This preſent Obje&t made probation. 


Mar. lt faded on the crowing of the Cock. 


[ Exit Ghoſt. 


_ 


Some ſayes, that ever *gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
\Vherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 
The Bird of Dawning ſingeth all night long : 
And ( they ſay ) no ſpiritcan walk abroad, 
The nights are wholſome, then no Planets ltrike, 
No Fairy talks, no Witch hath power to charm , 
So hallow?d, and ſo gracious is the time, 267 
Her. So have | heard, and doin part believer, 
But look, the Morn in Ruſſert Mantle clad, - 
Walks o're the Dew of yon high Eaſtern hill, 
Break we our V Vatchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have ſeen to night 
Unto young Hamler. For upon my lite, 
This ſpirit dumb to us, will ſpeak to him : 
Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty ? 
Mar, Let's do't, I pray, and I this morning know 
V Vhere we ſhall find him moſt conveniently. | Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Clandius, King of Denmark, Gertrude the 
Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, and his S:- 
ſter Ophelia, Lords, Attendants, 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brothers death, 
The Memory be green : and that it us befitted * 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of our ſelves. 
Therefore our ſometimes Siſter, now our Queen, 
Th* Imperial Joyntreſle of this warlike State, 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated joy, 

V Vith one Auſpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
V Vith mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
[n equal Scale weighing delight and Dole 
Taken to wife ; nor have we herein;barr'd 
Your better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 
VVith this affair along, for all our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak ſuppoſa! of our worth, 

Or thinking by our late dear Brothers death, 
Nur State to be disjoyat, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued with the dream of his Advantage ; 
He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 
Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 

Loſt by his Father, with all Bonds of Law 

To our moſt valiant Brother, So much for him. 


Enter Voltimand and Cornelius. 


Now for our ſelf, and for this time of meeting : 
Thus much the buſineſs is, V Ve have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
V'Vho impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely hears 

Of this his Nephews purpoſe, to ſuppreſs 

His further gate herein. In that he levies, 
The Liſts, and full proportions are all made 


{ Ont of his ſubject : and we here diſpatch 


You, good Cornelius, and you Yoltimand, 

For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perſonal power 

To buſineſs with the King, more than the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and let your haſte. commend your duty. 

Volt. In that, and all things, will we ſhew our duty, 

King, V Ve doubt in nothing, heartily farewell, 
[Exennt Voltimand and Cornelius 

And now Laertes, what's the news with you ? 

You told us of ſome ſuit. VVhat is't, Laertes, 


You cannot ſpeak of Reaſon to the Dare, oP 
n 


_- 


-_ 


tarts. I, he 
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And loſe your voice. What wouldſt thou beg , Laertes, 
That ſhall nor be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The head is not more native to the hearr, 
The hand mare inſtrumental co the mouth, 
[han is the Throne of Denmark to thy father, 
\Vhat wouldſt thou have, Laerres ? 
Laer. . Dread my Lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France : 
From whence, though willingly | came to Denmark, 
To ſhew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now | mult confeſs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King, Have you your Fathers leave ? 
What ſays Polonixa ? 
Pol. He hath, my Lord : 
| do beſeech you give him leave to go, 
King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will : 
Bur now, my Couſin Hamlet, and my Son ? 
Ham, A little more than kin, and leſs then kind, 
King. How is it that the Clouds {till hang on you ? 
Ham. Not ſo, my Lord, I am too much r'th* Sun, 
Queen, .Good Hamlet calt thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a Friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy veiled lids - 
Seek for thy Noble Father in the duſt ; 
Thou know'lt *tis common, all that live muſt dye, 
Paſſing through Nature to Eternity. 
Ham. 1, Madam, it is common. 
Queen If it be; 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 
Ham. Seems, Madam ? Nay, it is; | know not Seems: 
'Tis not alone my laky Cloak (good Mother ) 
Nor Cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn Black, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 
Nor the dejeCted haviour of the Viſage, 
Together with all Forms, Moods, ſhews of Grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
Kut | have that within, which paſſeth ſhow : 
Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe. 
King. "Tis ſweet and commendable 
{n your Nature, Hamlet, 
To give theſe mourning duties to your Father : 
But you mult know, your Father loſt a Father, 
The Father lot, loſt his, and the ſurviver bound 
[a filial Obligation, for ſome term 
To do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſevere 
[1 obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs. *Tis unmanly grief, 
[c ſhews a will moſt incorrect to Heaven, 
A neart unfortified, a mind impatient, 
An Underſtanding timple, and unſchooPd : 
For what we know mult be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſence, 
Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 
Take it ro heart ? Fie, 'tis a fault to Heaven, 
A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theam 
[s death of Fathers, and who (till hath cry'd, 
From the firlt Coarſe, till he that dyed to day, 
This muſt be ſo, We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 
As of a Father : For let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediateto our Throne, 
And with no leſs Nobility of Love, 
Than that wich deareſt Father bears his Son, 
Do i impart towards you. For your intent 
[n going back to School in Wittenberg, 
[t is moſt retrograde roour deſire : 
And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 
Here n the cheer and comfort of our Eye, 


Our chiefeſt Courtier, Couſin, and our Soo. 
Queen, Let not thy Brother loſe her Prayers, Hamlet : 
[ pricaee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg, * 
Ham, | (hall in all my beſt 
Obey you, Madam. 
Kmg. Why "tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 
Be as our ff in De»mark, Madam, come, 
T.uis gentle and uniorc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling tomy heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Denmark, drinks to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds ſhall rell, 
And the Kings Rouce, the Heaven ſhall bruit again, 
Rc-ſpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away, [Exennt. 


Manet Hamlet. 


Ham. O that this too too ſolid Fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve it ſelf into a Dew : 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
His Cannon *gainſt ſelf. flaoghter. O God, O God / 
How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seems to me all the uſes of this World ? 
Fieon't! O fie! *ris an unweeded Garden 
Thar grows to Seed : things rank, and groſs in Nature 
Poſſeſs it meerly. That it ſhould come to this : 
But two Months dead: Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 
So excellenta King, that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyr : ſo loving to my Mother, 
That he might not between the winds of Heaven 
V1'.t her face tooroughly. Heaven and Earth 
Muſt | cemember : why ſhe would hang on him, 
As if increale of Appetite had grown 
3y what it fed on; and yet within a Month ? 
Let me not think on't - Frailty, thy name is woman : 
A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poor Fathers Body, 
Like N:obe, all tears. Why ſhe, even ſhe, 
(0 Heaven! A Beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 
Would have mournagd longer) married with mine Uacle, 
My Fathers Brother - but no more like my Father, 
Than | to Hercales, Within a Month ? 
E're vet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears 
Had left the fluſhing of her gauled eyes, 
She married, O molt wicked ſpeed, to poſt * 
| With ſuch dexterity to inceſtyous ſheets : 
[t is not, nor it canmot come to good, 
But break, my heart, for | muſt hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, a»nd Marcellus, 


Hor, Hail to your Lordſhip. 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well, 

Horatio, or | do forget my ſelf. 
Hor. The ſame, my Lord, 

; And your poor ſervant ever, 
Ham. Sir, my good friend, 

['}] change that name with you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 

Marcellus. 

Mar. My good Lord. 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you : good even, fir, 

Bur, in faith, make you from Wittenberg. 

Hor. A Truaut difpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham, | would have your Enemy fay fo ; 

Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 

To take it truſter of your own report 

Againſt your ſelf. I know you are no Truant: - 

But what is your affair in E{ſenoore ? 

We'll teach you to drink deep e're you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, I came to fee your Father's Funeral. 
Ham. | prithee do not mock me (f-llow Student) 

[ think it was to ſee my Mothers Wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it followeth hard upon. 


Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio : the Funeral bak'd Meat 
Fif Dig 


— 


Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would 1 had met my deareſt Foe in Heaven, 
E're I had ever ſeen that day gJoratro. 

My Father, methinks 1 ſee my Father. 

Hor. O where, my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) 

Hor. 1 ſaw him once, he wasa goodly King. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all inal! : 
| I ſhould not look upon bis like again. 

Hor. My Lord, I think 1 ſew him yelternight. 

Ham. Saw ? Who? 

Hor. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham, The King my Father ! 

Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive Ear z till}l may deliver 
Upon the witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For Heavens love, let me hear, 

Hor. Two nights together, had theſe Gentlemen 
( Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch 
[n the dead waſte and middle of the night 
Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm'd at all points exactly, Cap 4 Pe, 

Appears before them, and with ſolemn March 

Gocs ſlow and ſtately : By them thrice he walk'd, 
By their opprelt and fear-ſurprized Eyes, 

Within his Truncheons length ; whilſt they be ſtill'd 
Almoſt to Jelly with the Act of fear, 

Stand dumb and ſpeak not to him. This to me 

ln dreadful ſecrecy impaxt they did, 

And 1 with them the third night kept the Watch, 

| Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, | 
Form of the thing ; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. \I knew your Father : 

Theſe hands are not more like, 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord, upon the platform where we watcht. 

Ham. Did you not ſpeak ta it ? 

Hor. My Lord, 1 did 3 x 
But anſwer made it none : yet once methought 
[clifted up its head, and did addreſs 
lt ſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 

But even then, the Morning Cock crew loud ; 
And at the ſound it ſhrunk in baſte away, 
And vaniſht from our ſight, 

Ham, *Tis very {trange:;. l 7 

Hor. As | do live, my honourable. Lord, *tis true z 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
| To let you know of it, 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch to night ? W277 
Both, We do, my Lord ? 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you ? » 
Both. Arm'd, my Lord. 
Ham, From top to toe ? 
Both, My Lord, from head to foot. 
Ham, Then ſaw you nothis face ? 
- Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver vp. 
Ham, What, lookt he frowningly ? 
Hor, A countenance more in ſorrow than 10 anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red?. 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham, And fixt his Eyes upon you 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly... 
Ham. 1 would I had been there. _. 

Hor, It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like, very like : ſtaid it long? (dred. 

Hor. While one with moderate haſte might tel] a hun- 

All. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when 1 ſaw't. 

Ham. His Beard was griſly ? 

Hor, 1t was, I have ſeen it in his life, 

A Sable Silver'd. : 

Ham, I'll watch to night; perchance *twill walk again. 
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Hoy. 1 warrant you it will. 

Ham, If it aſſume my noble Fathers perſon, 
PII ſpeak to it, though Hell it ſelf ſhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto concealed this light z 

Let it be treble in your ſilence ſtill : 

And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to night, 

Give it an underſtanding but no tongue ; | 
| will require your loves; ſo, fare ye well : 
Upon the Platform *twixt eleven and twelve, - 
Pll viſit you. 

Al. Our duty to your Honour. 

Ham, Your love, as mine to you: farewel, 
My Fathers ſpirit in Arms! All is not well : 

[ doubt ſome foul play : would the night were come ; | 
Till then fit ſtill, my Soul; foul deeds will riſe, 
Though all the Eartho'rewhelm them to mens Eyes. [ Ex. 


[ Exeunt. | 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 


Laer. My neceſſaries are imbark'd, farewel : 
And Siſter, as the Winds give henefit, 
And Convoy is aſliſtagt ; do not ſleep, 
But let me hear from you. 

Ophe. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 

Hold it a faſhion and a toy in Bloud ; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature ; 
Forward, not permanent ; ſweet, not laſting 
The ſuppliance of a minute; No more. 

Ophe, No more bnt fo. 

Laer. Think it no more : 

For natore creſcenz does not grow alone, 
In-thews and Bulk : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and ſoul 
Grows wide witha]. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foil aor cante] doth beſmerch 
Tie vertue of his fear ; but you muſt fear 
His greatneſs weigh'd, his will is not his own : 
For he bimivif is ſubject to his Birth : 
He may aot, as unvalued-perſons do, 
Carve tor himſelt; for, on his choice depends 
Tne ſaaCtity and health of the whole State. 
And therefore muſt his choice be circumſcrib'd 
Urito the voice and yielding of that body, 

.V hereof he is the head, Then if he ſays he loves you, 
lt fits your wiſdom fo far to believe it ; 
As he in his peculiar Sect and force 
May give his ſaying deed : which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark, goes withal. 
Then weigh that loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with too credent Ear you liſt his Songs ; 
Or looſe your heart ; or your chaſte treaſure open 
To his unmaſtered importunity, 
Fear it, Opheba, fear it,my dear Siſter, 
And keep within the rear of your affeCtion ; 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire. 

The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 

If ſhe unmask her beauty tothe Moon : | 
Vertue it ſelf ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the ſpring 
| Too oft before the Butrons be diſclos'd, 
| And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 

Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent. 
Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in fear ; 
Youth to it ſelf-rebels, though none elſe near. 

Ophe. 1 ſhall th? effect of this good Leſſon keep, 
As Watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother, 
Do not as ſome ungracious Paſtors do, 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to Heaven ; 
Whilſt like a puft and reckleſs Libertine 


hs. 


Himſelf, 


t 
| 


{ 
| 
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Himſelf, the Pcimrole path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his own read. 
Laer. Oh, fear me not. 


Enter Polonius, 


| ſtay too long ; but here my Father comes - 
A double bleſſing is a double grace ; 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave, 
Polon. Yet here, Laertes ?* Aboard, aboard for ſhame, 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your ſail, 
And you are ſtaid for there : my bleſſing with you - 
And theſe few Precepts in thy memory, 
See thou Character, Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act : 
Be thou familiar ; but by no means vulgar : 
The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy Soul, with hoops of ſteel - 
But do not dull thy palm, with entertainment 
Of each unhatch'd, unfledg'd Comrade, Beware 
Ot entrance to a quarrel : -but being in 
Bear't that th?oppoſed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear ; but few thy voice : 
Take each mans cenſure : but reſerve thy judgment : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; 
But not expreſt in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
And they in France of the beſt rank and ſtation, 
Are of a moſt ſele and generous chef in that, 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For Loan off loſes both it ſelf and friend - 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all ; tothine owa felt be true : 
And it muſt follow, as che night the Day, 
Thou canlt not then be falſe to any man. 
Farewel : my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Moſt humbly do I take my leave, my Lord. 
Polon. The time invites you, go, your ſervants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid to you. 
Ophe. *Tisin my memory lockt, 
And you your ſeif ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. 
Polen. What is't,Ophelia, he ſaid to you ? 


Ophe.So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord Hamler. 


Polon. Marry, well bethought: 
"Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your ſelf 
Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous, 
If it be ſo, as ſo it is, put on me ; 
And that in way of caution : I muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand your ſelf fo clearly, 
As it behooves my Daughter, and your honour. 
What is between you, give me npthe truth ? 
Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of kis afteftion to me. 
Polon. AﬀeCtion, puh. You ſpeak like a green Girle, 
Unſifced in ſuch perillous circumſtance, 
D2 you believe his tenders as you call them ? 
Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what | ſnould think. 
Pol. Marry Vle teach you ;, think your ſelf a Baby, 
That you have tane his renders for true pay, 
Which are not ſtarling. Tender your ſelf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe, 
Roaming it thus, you'il render me a fool. 
Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with lov e, 
la honourable faſhion. 
Polon, I, faſhion you may call it, go to, goto. 
Ophe. And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord, with all the vows of heaven. 
Polon. |, Springs to catch V Voo-\cocks, 1 do know 
When the bloud burns, how prod1gal the Soul 
Gives the tongue vows : thele blazes, danghter, 
Giving more light than hear z extinct in both, 


[ Exit Laer. 


——_——. 


— 


Even 1n their promiſe, as it is a making z 
You mult not take for fire. For this time, Daughter, 
B: ſomewhac ſcanter of your Maiden preſence, 
Sct your entreatments at a higher rate, 
than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
[han may be given you, In few, Ophelsa, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the eye, which their inveſtments ſhew : 
But meer implorators of unholy Suits, 
Breathing like ſanCtified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all 
[ would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo ſlander any moment leiſure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet - 
Look to't, I charge youz come your way. 
Opbe. | ſhall obey my Lord. [ Exemnt., 
Ener Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus. 


Ham, The air bites ſhrew'dly : it is very cold ? 
Hor. It is a nipping and eager air, 
Ham, What hour now? 
Hor. | think it lacks of twelve, 
Mar, No, it ha's ſtruck. ( ſeaſon, 
Hor. Indeed [ heard it not: then it draws near the 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
What do's this mean, my Lord ? 
Ham, The King doth wake to nighit,and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſſels, and the ſwaggering upſpring reels, 
And as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh down, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 
Hor. Is it a cuſtom? 
Ham. | marry is't : 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 
And tothe manner born : It is a cultom 
More honour'd inthe breach, than the obſervance. 


Enter Gboſt. 


Her. Look, my Lord. it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us : 
Be thou a Spirit of health, or Goblin aamn'd, 
Bring with thee aics from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 

Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable inape, 

That I will ſpeak to thee. Ple call thee Hamlet, 

King, Father, Royal Dane : Oh, oh, anſwer me, 

Let me not burſt in ignorance : but tell 

Why thy Canoniz?d bones hearſed in death, 

Have burſt their Cearments, why the Sepalcher 

Wherein we ſaw thee quietly Inurn'd, 

Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jaws, 

To caſt thee upagain ? What may this mean ? 

That thou dead Coarſe again in compleat Itee], 

Reviſir'ſt thus the gl imples of the Moon, 

Making night hideous ? and we fools of Nature, 

So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, 

With thoughts beyond thee ; reaches of our Souls, 

5ay, why is this, wherefore ? what ſhou'c we do? , 

[ Ghoſt beckons Hamlet; 

Hor. It beckens you to go away with it, 

As if it ſome impartment cid deſire 

To you alone. ; 

Mar. Look with what courteous action 
[t wafts you to 4 more removed ground :; 

But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means, ; 

Ham. It will not ſpeak : then will 1 follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my Lord; 

Ham, Why, what ſhould be the fear ? 


[ do not ſet my life at a Pins fee ? | 
"res And 


| 
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And for my Soul what can it do to that ? 
3eing a thing immortal as it ſelf: _ 
[t waves me forth again; Ple follow it. 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud,my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadful Sonnet of the Clift, 
That beetles o're his baſe into the Sea, 
And there aſſumes ſome other horrible form, 
\Which might deprive your Soveraignty of Reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs ? think of it. 
Ham, It wafts me ſtill : go on, Ple follow thee. 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. 
Ham, Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be ruPd, you ſhall not go, 
Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes cach petty Attire in his body, 
As hardy as the Nemean Lions Nerve: 


1 Still am 1 calPd ? Unhand me,Gentlemen - 


By heav'n, I'le make a Ghoſt of him that letts me : 
| ſay away, go on, Ile follow thee. 
[Exennt. Ghoſt, and Hamlet. 
Hor, He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow ; *tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after, to what iſſue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direCt it. 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak; T'le go no 
Ghoſt, Mark me. Ham. I will. ( further, 
Ghojt. My hour is almoſt come, 

When 1 to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 

Mut render up my ſelf. 

Ham, Alas poor Ghoſt. 

Ghoſt. Pitty me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 


1 To what 1 ſhall unfold. 


Ham, Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghoſt. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt hear. 
Ham, What ? 

Ghoſt. 1 am thy fathers ſpirit, 

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 

And for the day confin'd to faſt in fires, 


{| Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 


Are burnt and purg'd away : But that I am forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my Priſon-houle ; 
[ could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoul, freez thy young bloud, 
Make thy two eycs like Stars, ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to parr, 
And each particular hair to ſtand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon muſt not be 
To ears of fleſh and bloud ; liſt Hamlet, oh liſt, 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love. 
Ham. Oh heaven ! 
Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural Murther. 
Ham. Murther ? 
Gho#t. Murther moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange,and unnatural. 
Ham. Haſte, haſte me to know it, 
That [ with wings as ſwift 
As Meditation, or the thoughts of Love 
May (weep to my Revenge, 
Ghoſt. 1 find thee apt, 
And duller ſhould'ſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it ſelf in eaſe on Lethe Wharf, 
Would'ſt thou not ſtir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
[t's given out, that ſleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ſtung me: ſo the whole car of Denmark, 
Is by a forged proceſs of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know, thou noble youth, 


> 


Ham, O my Prophetick Soul : mine Uncle ? 
Ghoſt. I, that inceſtuous, that adulterate Beaſt 
With witchcraft of his wits, and traiterous gifts 
( Oh wicked wir, and gifts, that have the power 
So toſeduce ) ! won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queen : 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
| made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a Wretch, whoſe natural gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine. But vertue, as it never will be moved 
Though Lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heaven : 
Soluſt, though to a radiant Angel link'd, 
Will ſeat it ſelf ina Celeſtial bed, and prey in Garbage. 
But ſofr, methinks I ſcent the mornings Air : i 
Brief let me be : ſl:eping within mine Orchard 
My cuſtom always in the afternoon ; 
Upon my ſecure hour thy Uncle ſtole 
With juyce of curſed Hebenon in a Viol, 
And in the Porches of mine ears did pour 
The leprous Diſtilment ; whoſe effect 
Holds ſuch an enmity with bloud of man, 
That ſwift as Quick-filver it courſes through 
The natural Gates and Allies of the body ; 
And with a ſudden vigour it doth poſſet 
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk, 
The thin and wholſom bloud : ſodid it mine 
And a molt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, 
Molt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth body. 
Thas was |, ſleeping, by a Brothers hand, | 
Of Life, of Crown, and Queen at once diſpatcht : 
Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my Sin, 
Unhouzzled, diſappointed, unnaneld, 
No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head, 
Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moſt horrible ! 
If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, 
But howſoever thou purſueſt this At, 
Taint not thy mind; nor let thy Soul contrive 
Againſt thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 
To prick and ſting her, Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worm ſhews the Matine to be near, 
And *gins to pale his uneffectual Fire : 
Adieu, adieu, Hamlet : remember me. LExit. 
Ham. Oh all you hoſt of heaven ! Oh Earth ; what elſe ? 
And ſhall I couple hell ? Oh fie : hold my heart 
And you my finews, grow not inſtant Old ; 
But bear me ſtifly up: remember thee ? 
[, thou poor Ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 
In this diſtracted Globe : Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the table of my memory, 
"le wipe away all trivial fond Records, 
All ſaws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 
That youth and obſervation copied there : 
And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and Volume of my brain, 
Unmixt with baſer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven : 
Oh moſt pernicious woman ! 
Oh Villain, Villain ſmiling damned Villain ! 
My Tables, my Tables: meet it is I ſet it down, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and bea Villain 
At leaſt Pm ſure it may be ſo in Denmark, 
So Uncle, there you are : now to my word z 
[tis ; adien, adieu, Remember me - I have ſworn't, 
Hor. & Mar. within. My Lord,my Lord, 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus, 


-| The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers lite, 


Now wears his Crown. 


Mar. Lord Hamlet. Hor, Heaven ſecure him. 


Mar. 
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e Mar. So be it. 
Hor. lllo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; come bird, come. 
Mar, How is't, myNoble Lord ? 
Hor, What news, my Lord? 
Ham, Oh wonderful ! 
Hor. Good my Lord,tell it. 
Ham, No, you'll reveal it. 
Flor, Not I, my Lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor 1, my Lord. 
Ham, How ſay you then,would heart of man once think 
But you'll be ſecrer? (ir? 
Both. 1, by heav'n, my Lord. | 
Ham, There's ne're a villain dwelling in all Denmark , 
| But he's an arrant Knave. 
Hor, There needs no Gholt, my. Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this. 
Ham, Why, right, you are i'th*cight ; 
And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
| hold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part: 
You as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point you : 
| For every man has buſineſs and deſire, 
Such as it is: and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, Ple go pray. 
Hor. Theſe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I'm ſorry they offended you,heartily : 
Yes faith , heartily : 
Hor. There's no offence, my Lord. 
Ham, Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Viſion here : 
[t is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you : 
For your deſire to know what is between us, 
O're-maſter*t as you may. And now, good friends, 
As you are Friends, Scholars, and Souldiers, 
Give me one poor requelt. 
Hor. What is't, my Lord ? we will, 
Ham. Never make known what you have ſeen to night, 
Both, My Lord, we will not. 
Ham. Nay, but ſwear't. 
Hor. In faith, my Lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith, 
Ham. Upon my. Sword. 
Mar. We have ſworn, my Lord, already. 
| Ham, Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. 
Gho. Swear, [Ghoſt cries under the Stage. 
Ham. Ah, ha boy, ſay'ſt thou ſo.} Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come on, you hear this fellow in the Celleridge. 
Conſent to ſwear. 
Hor. Propoſe my oath, my Lord. 
Ham. Never to ſpeak of this that you have ſeen. 
Swear by my Sword. 
Gho. Swear. 
Ham. Hic & ubique ? Then we'll ſhifc for ground, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your hands again upon my ſword. 
Never to ſpeak of this that you have heard : 
Swear by my Sword. 
Gho. Swear, Fu, 7 (faſt ? 
Ham, Well ſaid, old Mole, can't work ”th* ground fo 
A worthy Pioneer,once more remove,good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham, And therefore as a ſtranger bid it welcom. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy. But come, 
Here as before, never ſo help you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde ſo ere | bear my ſelf ; 
( As 1 perchance hereafter ſhall think meet 
To put an antick diſpoſition on: ) 
That you at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall 
With armes encumbred thus, or thus, head ſhake ; 
Or by pronouncing of ſame doubtful phraſe ; 
As well, we know, or we could, and if we would, 
Or if we liſt to ſpeak ;, or there be and if there might, 


| That you know ought of me ; this not to do : 
50 grace and mercy at your molt need help yon: 

Swear, 

Ghoſt. Swear. 

Ham, Reſt, relt perturbed Spirit: ſo, Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend me to vou ; 
And what fo poor a man as Hmlct is, 
May do Uexprels his love and {riendinz to you, 
God willing ſhall not lack: let us goin together, 
And {till your fingers on your lips 1 pray, 
The time is out of joynt : Oh curſed ſpight, 
That ever I was born to ſee it right. 


Nay, come, let's go together. [ Exeunt. 


——— 


Con ——_ 


Aﬀtus Secundus. 


Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. 


Pol. Give him bis mony, and thoſe notes, Reynolds. 
Reynol. 1 will my Lord. 
Pol. You ſhall do marvels wiſely , good Reynolds. 
Before you viſit him,you make inquiry 
Of his behaviour, 
Reyn. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pelon, Marry, well faid : 
Very well ſaid. Look you, ſir, 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Pars 
And how, and who; what means; and where the 
What company, what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſſement and drifr.gf queſtion, 
That they do know my fon : Come you more near, 
Then your particular demands will couch it, 
Take you as*twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him. Do you mark this, A eynolds ? 
Reynol. I, very well, my Lord, 
Polon. And in part him, but you may ſay not well ; 
Bur if *t be he I mean, he's very wild ; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe : marry, none ſo rank, 
As may diſhonour him : take heed of that - 
Bur, fir, ſuch wanton, wild, and uſuaiſſips, 
As are companions noted and moſt known 
[ſo youth and liberty. 
Reyno, As gaming, my Lord. 
Polen. |, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing, You may go ſo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would diſhonour him. 
Polon. Faith no, as you may ſeaſon it in the charge ; 
You mult not pur another ſcandal on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency, 
That's not my meaning ; but breath his faults ſoquaint!y, 
That they may ſeem the taints of liberty ; 
The flaſh and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A ſavageneſs in unreclaim'd bloud of general aſſault. 
Reynol. But, my good Lord. 
Polon. Wherefore ſhould you do this? 
Reynol, 1,my Lord, | would know that 
Polon. Marry, lir, here's my drift, 
And [ believe it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying theſe ſlight ſullies on my Son, 
As *twere a thing a little ſoil'd i'th* working : 
Mark you your party in converſe; him you would found, 
Having ever ſeen. ln the prenomirate.crimes, 
The youth you breath of guilty, be allur'd 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good ſir, or ſo, or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phraſe and the addition, 
Of man and Country. 
Reynol. Very good, my Lord. 
Polon. And theo, ſir, do's he this ? 
He do's : what was | aboutto ſay? 


y keep: 


Or ſuch ambiguous giving out to note, 


' I was about to 1ay nothing: wheredid 1 leave ? | 
Frf x Reynol 
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Reynol. Ar cloſes in the conſequence : | 


This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe might move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love, [_Exeunt. 


Art friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 

Polon. At cloſes in the conſequence, I marry, 
He cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
| ſaw him yeſterday, or 'tother day ; 
Oc then, or then, with ſuch and ſuch, and as you ſay, 
There was he gaming, there o'retook in's Roule, 
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 
| ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſail, 

Videlicet, a Brothel, or ſo forth. See you, now ; 
Your bait of falſhood, takes this Cape of truth ; 
And thus do we of wiſdom and of reach 

V Vich windlaces, and with aſſayes of Byas, 

By indireCtions find directions out : 

So by my former LeCfture and advice 

Shail you my ſon ;, you have me, have you not ? 

Reynol. My Lord, I have, 

Polon. God b'w? you; fare you well. 

Reynol. Good my Lord. 

Polon. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelf. 

Reynol. 1 ſhall, my Lord. 

Poion. And let him ply his Muſick. 


Reynol. VVell, my Lord, # Ext, 


Enter Ophelia. 


Polon. Farewell : 
How now, Ophelia, what's the matter ? 
Ophe. Alas, my Lord, I have been fo affrighted, 
Polon, V Vith what,a the Name of Heaven ? 
Ophe. My Lord, as 1 was ſowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with hisdoublet all uabrac'd, 
No Hat upon his head, his ſtockings -foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look fo pitious in purport, 
As if he had been looſed out of Hell, 
To ſpeak of horcors: he comes before me. 
Polon, Mad for thy love ? 
Ophe. My Lord, 1 do not know : but traly I do fear it. 
Polor. V Vhat faid he ? 
Ophe. He took me by the wriſt, 
Then goes he to the length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand, thus o're his brow, 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As he would draw it, Long ſtaid he ſo, 
At laſt, a little ſhaking of my arme, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
Hz rais'd a ſigh, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it did ſeem to ſbatter all his bulk, 
And end his being. That done, he lers go, 
And with his head over his ſhoulders turn'd, 
He ſeemn'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adoors he went without their help ; 
And tothe laſt, bended their light on me. 
Polon. Go with me, 1 will goſeek the King, 
This is the very ecſtaſie of Love, 
V Vhoſe violent property foredoes it ſelf, 
And leads the will to deſperate Undertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion nnder heaven, 
That do's afflit our Natures. I am-fſorry, 
V Vhat have you given him-any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No, my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letiers, and deny'd | 
His acceſs to me. 
' Folon. That hath made him mad. 
{ am ſorry that with berter ſpeed and judgment 
| had not quoted him. I fear he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee : but beſhrew my jealouſie : 
It ſeems it is as proper to our Ape, 
To caſt beyond our ſelves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger ſort 
To lack diſcretion, Come,go we to the King. 


_— - _ ”— — * . -— wa . 4 


Sceng Secunda. 


' Fp& King, Queen, Roſincroſs, and Guil- 
L denRare cum alin, 
King. VVelcome dear Roſincroff and Guildenſt re, 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamler's transformation : ſo I call it, 
Since not th'exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was. -V Vhat it ſhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th'underſtanding of himſelf, 
| cannot deem of. I intreat you both, 
That being of ſo youpg dayes brought up with him : 
And fince ſa Neighbour'd to his youth, and humour, 
That you vouchiafe your reſt here in our Court 
Some little time, ſo by your Companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather 
50 Much as trom Occaſions you may glean, 
That open'd lies within our remedy, 
£4. Good Gentlemen, ke hath much talk'd of you, 
And ture Iam, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew:us ſo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend your time with us a while, 
For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 
Your Viktation ſhall receive ſuch thanks, 
As fits a Kings remembrance, 
Roſen. Both your Majeſties 
Might by the Soveragin power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſures, more int@ command 
Than to Entreaty. 
Guil. VVe both qbey,. 
Aad here give up our ſelves, inthe full bent, 
To lay our ſervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Roſincrof,, and gentle Guldenſtare, 
Que. Thanks,Guildenſtare,and gentle Roſincroſs, 
And | beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too much changed ſon. 
Go ſome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heavens make our preſencc and our practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. 
Queen, Amen. 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol. The Ambaſſadors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. 

Kmg. Thou ſtill haſt been the father of good news. 

Pol. Have I, my Lord? Aſſure you, my good Liege, 


'I hold my duty, as | hold my Soul, 

' Both to my God, one to my gracious King: 
' And I dothink, - or elſe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of Policy, ſo be ſure 

' As I have ug'd to do, that I have found 


The very cauſe of Hamlet's Lunacy. 
King. O ſpeak of that, that | do long to hear. 
Pol. Give firſt admittance to th* Ambaſladors, 

My News ſhall be the News tothat great Fealt. 
Kino. Thy ſelfdo grace to them, and bring them in. 


He tells me,my ſweet Queen, that he hath found 
[The head and ſource of all your ſonsdiſtemper. 


ueen, I doubt it is no other, but the main, 


| | His fathers death, and our o're-haſty Marriage. 


Enter 


D Exeunt. 


- 
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Enter Polonius, Voltimand, ad Cornelius. 


King. Well, we ſhall ſift him. V Velcom, good Friends : 
Say Yoltimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moſt faic retyrn of Greetings, and deſires. 
{Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſoppreſs 
His Nephews Levies, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation *gainſt the Polak : 
But better look'd into, he truly found 
[r was againſt your Highneſs, whereat grieved, 
That fo his Sickneſs, Age, and Impotence 
V Vas falſely born in hand, ſends out Arreſts 
On Fortinbras, which he ( in brief) by a 
Receives rebuke from Norway : and infhine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 
To give th'aſſay of armes againſt your Majeſty. 
V Vhereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thoutand Crowns in annual Fee, 
And his commiſſion to imploy thoſe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againſt the Polak : 
VVith an intreaty herein further ſhewn, 
That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your Dominions for his enterprize, 
On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance, 
As therein are ſet down. 
King. It likes us well : 
And at our more conſider'd time we'll read, 
Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. 
Mean time we thank you, for your well-look't labor. 
Go to your reſt, at night we'll Feaſt together. 
Molt welcom home. F Exit Ambaſl, 
Pol. This bufinefs is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madam, to expoſtulate 
What Majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, 
Why day is day ;, night, nighe; and time is time, 


| Were nothing but to waſte Night, day, and time, 


Therefore, ſince Brevity is the Soul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs, the limbs and ontward flouriſhes, 
| will be brief. Your noble Son is mad : 
Mad call I it; for to define true Madneſs, 
What is'r, but to be nothing elſe but mad. 
But let that go, | 
#een, More matter, with lefs Art. 

Pol. Madam, I ſwear I uſe no Artat all: 
That he is mad 'tis true : 'Tis true, *cis pity, 
And pity it is troe: A fooliſh hgure, 
But farewell it - for I will fe no arr. 
Mad tet os grant him then': and now remains 
That we find ovt the cauſe of this effect, 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defedt ; 
For this effect defefive, comes by cauſe, 
'Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Perpend, 
F have a Daughter : have, whil'ſt ſhe is mine, 
| Whoin her duty and Obedience, mark, 
'Hath given me this: now gather, and ſurmiſe. 


The Letter. 
To the Celeſtial, and my Souls Idol , the moſt beamtified 
Ophelia. 
hat's an ill Phraſe, a vile Phraſe, beantified is a vile 
Phraſe : but you ſhall hear theſe in her excellent white 
boſome , thels. 
Qucen. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol. Good Madam ſtay a while, 1 will be faithfull, 
Doubt thou, the Stars are fire, 
Daubr, that the Sun doth move : 
Doubr Truth to be a Lyar, 
But never Doubt, T love. 
Q dear Ophelia, 7 aw ill at theſe Numbers : I have not 
Art to reckon my graens, but that 1 love thee beſt, oh 
moſt Beit, believe it. Adien. 
Thins evermore, moſt dear Lady 


| 


] 


, whilſt this | bleſſing, but nor as your Daughter may conceive; Friend 
Machine i: to him, Hamlet. ||look to'r. 


This muſt not be : and then, 1 precepts gave her, 


Thence to a Lightneſs, and by this'declenſion 


Let me be no Aſliſtant for a State, 


Comes reading. 


This in Obedience hath my Daughter ſhew'd me : 
And more above hath his ſoliciting, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mince ear, 
King, But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love ? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 
King. As of a man, faithfull and honourable. 
Pal. 1 would fain prove ſo. But what might you think ? 
When | had ſeen his hot love on the wivg, 
As I'perceived it, | muſt tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you 
Or my dear Majeſty your Queen here, think, 
[f 1 had play'd the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb, 
Or look'd upon this love, with idle fight, 
What might you think ? No, 1 went round to work; 
And my young Miſtris thus 1 did beſpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 


That ſheſhould lock her ſelf from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens : 
Which done, ſhe took the fruits of my advice, 
And he repulſed, a fhort Tale tomake; 

Fell into a Sadneſs, then into-4 Faſt, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a weakneſs, 


[ntothe Madneſs whereon now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 

King. Do you think *tis this? 

Queen, It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time, I'de fain know that, 
That I have poſitively faid, *cis ſo, 
When it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

Ring. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe, 
If Circumſtances lead me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know ſometimes 
He walks four hours together, here 
in the Lobby, 

Queen. So he has indeed. 

Pol. At ſuch a time I'le looſe my Daughter to hitn, 
Be you and | behind an Arras then, 
Mark the encounter: If he love her not, 
And be not from his reaſon faln thereon; 


And keep a Farm and Carters, 
King. We will try it. 


Enter Hamlet readings on a Book, 
Qw*een. But look where ſadly the poor wretch 


Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, both away, 
I'le board him preſently. [Exit Ring and Queen. 
Oh give me leave. How does, my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham, Well, god-a-mercy. 

Po!. Do you know me, my Lord ? | 

Ham, Excellent, excellent well: y'are a Fiſhmonger ? 

Pol. Not I, my Lord? 

Ham, Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honelt, my Lord ? ; 

Ham. 1, Sir, tobe honeſt as this world goes, 1s to be 
one pick'd out of two thouſand. 

Pol. Thar's very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggotsin a dead Dog, 
being a good kiſſing Carrioh—— 
Have you a Daughter ? 

Pol. 1 have, my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk ith” Suns Conception is a 


Pol. 


— 
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| Yet there is Method in't : will you walk 
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Pol. How ſay you by that ? Still harping on my Daugh- 
ter: yet he knew me not at firſt; he ſaid | was a Feſhmor- 
ger : heis far gone, far gone: and truly in my youth, | 
luffered much extremity tor love : very near this. Ple ſpeak 
to him again. What do you read, my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. . 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham, Between whom ? 

Pol. I mean the matter you mean, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir : for the Satyrjcal ſlave ſayes here, 
at old men have gray Beards ; that. their faces are wrin- 
kled z their eyes purging thick -Amber , or Plum Trec- 
Gum: and that they haye a plentifull lock of Wit, 
topether with weak. Hams. All which , Sir, though 1 


Hyun-ity to bave.it thus; kt down: For you your. (elf, 
Sir, ſhould be old as | am, if like a Crab you could go 


Pol. Though this be madneſs, 


Out of the air, my. Lord? 

Ham, Into my Grave? 

Pol. Indeed that is out. oth? air : , 

How pregnant ( ſometimes) his replies are ? 

A happineſs, A kf 

That of:en Madneſs hits an | 

Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 

So proſperoully be deliver'd of. 

| will leave him, Caif3;.; W" 

And ſuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him and'my Daughter. 

My honourable Lord, I will moſt humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham, You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing, that 
| wil more williogly part witha]l, except my lite, my 
ife, ; 

Po'on, Fate you well, my Lord. :; 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fools, Jy". 


Polo. You go to ſeek my Lord Hawles,z there he is, 
Enter Roſincros ard Guildenſtare. 


Rojin. God ſave you, Sir. _ 
Guild Mine honour'd Lord ? 
Roſin, My moſt dear Lord? 
Ham. My excellent good friends? How dolt thou 
—_— Oh, Roſincros, good Lads: How do ye 
oth ? 
Roſim. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 
- Gaild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy : on 
Fortunes Cap, we are not the very Button. 
Ham, Nor the Soals of her Shooe ? 
Roſin. Neither, my Lord. 
Ham. Then you live about her waſte, or is tie midulc 
of her favour ? 
Guild. Faith, her privates we. 
Ham. In the ſecret parts of Fortune? Oh, molt true : 
ſhe is a Strumpet. Whats the news. 
Roſin, None, my Lord , but that the World's grown 
honeſt. : 
Ham, Then is Dooms.day near : but your News is not 
true. Let me queſtion more in particular : what have you, 
my good friends, deſerved at the hands of fortune, that 
the ſends you to priſon hither ? ; 
Guild. Priſon, my Lord ? 
Ham, Denmark's a Priſon. 
Roſin. Then is the World one. 
Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons 3 Denmark, being one 
o* th* worſt. 
Roſin. We think not ſo, my Lord. : * 
Ham. Why then, *tis none to you ; for there is nothing 


molt ppwerfully, and patently believe, yet I hold it not 


| which your modeſties have not craft enough to colour, 1 


of Animals; and yet to me, what is this quinteſſence of 
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Roſin, Why then your Ambition makes it one : *tis too 
narrow-for-your mind. 
Ham. O God, 1 could be bounded in a Nut-ſhell, and 
- count my ſelf a King of infinite ſpace z were it nor that [ 
have bad. dreams, 

Guild, Which dreams indeed are Ambition ; for the 
very ſubſtance of the Ambitious, is meerly the ſhadow of 
a Dream, 

Ham, A dreamit ſelf is but a ſhadow. | 

Roſin. Truly, and | hold Ambition of ſo airy and light a 
qualicy, that it is but a ſhadows ſhadow. 

Ham, Then are our Beggars bodies ; and our Monacchs, 
and out-=ſtretcht Heroes, tae Beggars ſhadows : ſhall we to 
th* Court : for, by my tey I cannot reaſon ? 

Both, Well wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. 1 will not ſort you with the reſt 
of my ſervants : for to ſpeak to you like an honeſt man : 
| am moſt dreadfully attended 5 but in the beaten way of 
friendſhip. What make you at Elſinoore ? 

Roſin, To viſit you, my Lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham, Begegar that | am, I ameven poor in thanks ; but 
[ thank you: and ſure, dear friends, my thanks are too 
dear a half-penny ; were you not ſent for ? Isit your own 
inclining ? Is it a free viſitation? Come, deal jultly with 
me - come, come ; nay, ſpeak. 

Guild, What ſhould we ſay, my Lord ? 

Ham, Why, any thing. But to the purpoſe ; you were 
ſent for ; and there is a kind of confeſſion in your looks - 


know the good King and.Queen have ſent for you! 

Roſin. To whatend, my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muſt teach me : but let me conjure you 
by the rights of your fellowſhip,by the conſonancy of our 
youth, by the obligation of our ever-preſerved love, and 
by what more dear, a better propoſer could charge you 
withall; be even and direct with me, whether you were 
ſent for or no. 

Roſin. What ſay you ? | 

Ham, Nay then 1 havean eye of you: if you love me, 
hold not off. 

Guild, My Lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham, I will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery of your ſecrecy to the King and 
Queen : moult no feather, I have of late, but wheretore 1 
know not, loſt all my mirth,forgone all cuſtom of exercile ; 
and indeed, it goes ſo heavenly with my diſpoſition ; that | 
this goodly frame, the earth, ſeems to me a lteril Pro. 
montory z this moſt excellent Canopy the air, look you 
this brave o're-hanging, this Majeltical Root, fretted with 
golden fire: why, it appeared no other thing to me, than 
a foul and peſtilent congregation of vapours. What a | 
piece of work is a man ! How Noble in Reaſon? how in- 
finite in faculty? in form and moving how expreſs and 
admirable ? in ation, how like an Angel ? in apprehenſion 
how like a god ? the beauty of the world, the Parragon 


Duſt ? Man delights not mez no, nor Woman neither, 
though by your ſmiling you ſeem to ſay ſo. 

Roſin. My Lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in my 
thoughts. | 

Ham, Why did you laugh, when I ſaid, Man delights 
not me ? ; 

Roſin. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players ſhall receive from 
you : we coated them on the way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service. _ FEY | 
Ham. He that playes the King ſhall be welcome ; his 
Majeſty ſhall have Tribute of me : the adventurous Knight 
ſhall uſe his Foyle and Target : The Lover ſhall not ſigh | 
grats, the humorous man ſhall end his part 10 peace : the |. 
Clown ſhall make thoſe lavgh,whoſe lungs are tickÞ'd ath* 
re : and the Lady ſhall ſay her mind freely ; or the blank 
Verſe ſhall halt for't , what Playersare they ? * 


either good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: to me it is 
a priſon, 


Roſin. Even thoſe you were wont to take delight in, the 


Tragedians of the City. Ham. 
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Ham. How chances it they travell? their reſidence both 
in reputation and profit was better both wayes. 

Roſin, | think their Inhibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation ? 

Ham. Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did when 
[ was in the City ? Are they ſo follow'd ? 

Roſin. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham, How comes it ? do they grow rulty ? 

Roſin, Nay, their endeavour keeps inthe wonted pace ; 
But there is, Sir,an Airy of Children, little Yaſcs, that cry 
out on the top of queſtion ; and are molt tyrannically clapt 
for't: theſe are now the faſhion, and ſo be-rattle the 
common Stages ( ſo they call them) that many wearing 
Rapiers, are afraid of Gooſe Quills, and dare ſcarce come 
thither. 

Ham, What are they Children? Who maintains 'em ? 
How are they eſcoted ? Will they purſue the Quality no 
longer than they can ſing? Will they not ſay afterwards 
if they ſhould grow themſelves to common Players ( as it 
is like moſt if their means are no better ) their Writers 
do them wrong to make them exclaim againlt their own 
Succeſſion, 

Rog. Faith there has been much to do on both ſides : 
and th& Nation holds it no fin, to tarre them to contro- 
veriic. There was for a while, no money bid for argu- 
m<1t, unleſs the Poet and the Player went to Cufis in the 
Queltion. 

Ham. 1st poſſible ? 

Guild, Oh there has been much throwing about of 
brains. 

Ham. Do the Boyes carry it away ? 

Roſin. | that they do,my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 

Ham. 1t is not ſtrange, for mine Unkle is King of Den- 
mark_, and thoſe that would make mowes at him while my 
Father lived, give twenty, forty, an bundred Ducates a 
piece, for his picture in little. There is ſomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philoſophy could find it our, 

[ Flouriſh for the Players. 

Guild, There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elſmoore : your 
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Faſhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
leſt my extent to the Players ( which I tell you muſt ſhew 
fairly outward ) ſhould more appear like entertainment 
chan yours. You are welcome : but my Unkle Father, and 
| Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. 

Guild. In what, my dear Lord ? 

Ham, | am but mad North, North-Weſt: when the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handſaw. 


Enter Polonius. 


Polo. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham, Hark you, Gmildenſtare, and you too, at cach ear a 
hearer : that great Baby you ſee there, is not yet out of his 
ſwathing clouts. 

Roſin. Haply he's the ſecond time come to them : for 
they ſay, an old man is twice a Child. 

Ham, | will Propheſie , He comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you ſay right,Sir : for on Munday mor- 
ning *twas ſo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham, My Lord, 1 have news to tell you, 

When Roſcize an Actor in Rome 

Pol. The Actors are come hither,my Lord. 

Ham, Buzze, buzze. 

Pol, Upon mine honour. 
| Ham, Then can each Actor on his Aſs —— 
| Pol..: The beſt Attors in the world, either for Tragedy, 

Comedy, Hiſtory, Paſtoral : Paſtorical-Comical-Hiſtorical. 
| Paſtoral : Tragical-Hiſtorical ; Tragical-Comical-Hiſtori. 
| cal-Paſtoral: Scene indivible, or Poem unlimited, Seneca 
| Cannot be too heavy, nor Plant too light, for the law of 
| Writ, and the liberty. Theſe are the onlymen. 


: en, O TZephta, Judge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure hadit 
thou ? 

Pol, Whata Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham, Why one fair Daughter, and no more; 
The which he loved paſling well, 

Pol. Still on my Daughter. 

Ham, Am I not ith” right, old Zephta ? 

Pol. If you call me- Fephra, my Lord, Ihave a Daughter 
that [ love paſſing well. 

Ham, Nay that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my Lord ? 

Ham, Why, as by lot, God wot? and theo you know, 
It came to paſs, as moſt like it was : the firſt row of the 
Pans Chanſon will ſhew you more.. For look where my 
Abridgements come. 


Enter four or five Players. 


Yare welcome Maſters, welcome all. I am glad to ſee thee 
well; welcome good friends. - Oh my old friend! Thy 
face is valiant ſince I ſaw thee laſt: Com'ſt thou to beard 
me in Denmark? what my youug Lady and Miſtnis ? 
Berlady your Lordſhip is nearer heaven, than when | faw 
you laſt, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your 
voyce, like a piece of uncurrant gold, be not crack'd with- 
inthe Ring. Maſters, you are all welcome : we'll e'neto't 
like French Faulconers, flye at any thing we fee : we'll have 
a ſpeech ſtraight. Come, give us a taſte of your quality : 
come, a paſſionate ſpeech. 

1. Play. What ſpeech, my Lord ? | 

Ham, | hcard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but it was 
never Acted : or if it was, not above once, for the Play | 
remember pleas'd not the Million, *twas Cantary to the 
General : but it was (as l received it, and others, whole 
judgment in ſuch matcers, cryed in the top of mine ) an 
excellent Play ; well digeſted in the Scenes, {ct town with 
as much modelty, as cunning. I remember one ſaid, there 
was 00 Sallets in the lines, to make the matter ſavoury ; 
nor nomatter in the phraſe, that might indite the Author 
of affeCtation, but call'd it an heneſt method. One chiet 
ſpeech in it, I chiefly lov'd, *twas «/£neas Tale to Dido, and 


' thereabout of it eſpecially , 'where he ſpeaks of Priams 


ſlaughter. If it live in your memory, begin at this Line, let 
me ſee, let me ſee : The rugged Pyrrhws, like the Hyrcani- 
an Bealt. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrbus, 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whole Sable Armes 
Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horſe, 
Hath now this dread and black Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more diſmal : head to foot 
Now is he to take Geules, horridly Trickt 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
Ba'k and impaſted, with the parching ttreets, 
That lend a tyrannous, and damned light 
To their vile Murthers; roaſted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o'refized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrbus 
Old Grandfire Priam ſeeks. 

Pol. *Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good accent, 
and good diſcretion. 

1, Play. Anon he finds him, 
Striking too fort at Greeks. His antick Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls 
Repugnant to command : unequal match, 
Pyrrius at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide : 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell Sword, 
Th'unnerved father falls. Then ſenfelels /hum, 
Seeming to feel his blow , with flaming top 
Stoops to his Bace, and with a hideous craſh 
Takes Priſoner Pyrrhws ear, For lo, his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milky head 
Of Reverend Priam, ſcem'd ith* Air to ſtick : 
So as a Tyrant Pyrrhus ſtood, h 


And like a Neutral to his will and matter, did _— 
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But as we ofcen ſee againſt ſome ſtorm, 

A ſilence in the heavens, the Rack ſtand ſtill, 

Tae bold winds ſpeechleſs, and the Orbe below 
As huſhas death : Anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrbus pawſe, 
A rowſed Vengeance ſets him new a work, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Lars his Armours, forg'd for proof Eterne, 
With leſs remorſe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword 
Now falls on Pream ; 

Our, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 
[n general Synod take away her power : 

Break all the Spokes and Fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round Nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends. | 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It ſhall to- th? Barbers with your Beard, Prethee 
ſay on : He's for a Jigge, or a tale of Bawdry, or he llceps. 
Say on ; come to Hecuba. 

1. Play. But who, O who, had ſeen the Mobled Queen ? 

Ham. The Mobled Queen ? 

Pol. That's good : Mobled Qneen is good. 

1, Play. Run bare foot up and down, 

Threatning the flame 

With Biſſon Rheum :. a clout abont that head, 

Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 

About her lank and all o*re teamed Loyns, 

A Blanket in th'alarum of fear caught up. 

Who this had ſeen, with tongue in Venome ſteep'd, 

| Gainſt fortunes State, would treaſon have pronounc'd ? 
But if the gods themſelves did fee her then, 

When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious ſport 

[n mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbs. 

The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made 

( Unleſs things mortal meant them not all 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 
And paſſion in the Gods. 

Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his colour, and has 
tears in's Eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. "Tis well, le have thee ſpeak out the reſt ſoon, 
Good my Lord, wi'l you ſee the Players well beſtow'd. 
Do ye hear,let them be well us'd: for they are the abſtracts, 
and brief Chronicles of the time. After your death, you 
were better have a bad Epitaph, than their ill report while 
you lived. 

Pol. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their de- 
ſert. 

Ham. Gods bodikins man, better. Ufe every man aftet 


your own Honour and Dignity. Thc lets they deſerve,the 
more merit is in your bounty. Take them 1n. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. [ Exit Polonius. 

Ham. Follow him, Friends : We'll hear a Play to mor- 
row. Doſt thou hear me, old Friend, can you Play the 
murther of Gonzago ? 

Play. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. We'll ha't to morrow night. You could for a 
need ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome dozen or ſixteen lines, which 
| would ſet down, and inſert in't ? Could ye not ? 

Play. I, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and-look you mock 
him not. My good friends, I'le leave you til, night, you are 
welcom to Elſinoore. 

Roſin. Good my Lord, 

eManet Hamlet. 

Ham. I ſo, god b*w'ye : Now | am alone. 
O what a Rogue and Pezant flave am 1? 
Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, 
But in a Fiction, in a dream of Paſlion, 
Could force his Soul ſo to his whole conceit, 
That from her working, all his viſage warm'd ; 
Tears in hiseyes, diſtraion in's aſpect, 
A broken voyce, and his whole Function ſuiting 
With forms, to his conceit ? and all for nothing ? 


[Exeunt. 


his deſert, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe them after | 


For Hecuba £ 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he ſhould weep for her ? what would he do, 
Had he the motive and the Cue for paſſion 

T hat I have, he would drown the Stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with borrid ſpeech : 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free : 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculty of Eyes and Ears, Yet I, 

A dull aud muddy metled Raſcal, peak 

Like John. a-deames,-unpregnant of my cauſe, 

And can ſay noching : No, not for a King, 

Upon whole property, and moſt dear life, 

A damn'd defeat was made. Amla Coward ? 
Who calls me Villain? breaks my pate a-croſs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by th*Noſe, gives me the Lye ith* Throat, 
As deep as to the Lungs, Who does me this 7 

Ha? Why ſhould | take it ? for it caanot be, 

out | am Pigeon-Liver'd, and lack Gall 

To make Oppreſlion bitter, or ere this, 

{ ihould have fatted all che Region Kites 

With this Slaves Offall, bloody : a Bawdy villain, 
Remorſeleſs,-Treacherous, Lecherous, kindleſs villain ! 
Oh Vengeance ! 

Who? what an Aſs am [? I ſure, this is molt brave, 
That I, the Son of the dear murthered, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell, 

Vault (like a Whore) unpack my cart with words, 
And fall a curſing like a very Drab, 

AScullion ? Fye upon't, Foh. About my Brain. 

| bave heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Been ltruck ſo to the Soul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their MalefaCtions. 

For Murther, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous Organ. Ile have theſe Players, 
Play ſomething like the murder of my Father, 

Before mine Unkle. Ile obſerve his looks, 

Ple rent him to the quick : if he but blench, 

[| know my courſe. The Spirit that I have ſeen, 

May be the Devil, and the Devil hath power 
Taſſume a pleaſing ſhape, yea, agd perhaps 

Out of my weakneſs, and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with ſuch Spirits, 

Abuſes me todamn me. Vle have grounds 

More relative than this: The Play's the thing, 
Wherein Ile catch the Conſcience of the King, [Extx, 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rolincros, 
Guildenſlare, and Lords. 


King. And can you by no drift of circumſtance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confulion, 
Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Reſin. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted, 
But from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 

Gu/. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded, 
But with a crafty Madneſs keeps aloof : 

When we would bring him on to ſome Confeſſion 
"Of his true ſtate, 
Queen, Did hereceive you well ? 
o/in, Moſt like a Gentleman. | 

Guild. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition, 

Reſin. Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you aſſay him to any paſtime ? 

Roſim. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain Players 
| We o're-took on the way : of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of Joy 
To hear of it : They are about the Court, 


And (as1 think) they bave already order 
This night to play before him, 
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Pol. 'Tis moſt true : And loſe the name of ation. Soft you now, 
And he beſeect'd me to intreat your Majeſties The faic Op2cha ? Nymph, in thy Horizons 
To hear and ſee the matter, | * | Be all my fins remembred. | 
King. With all my heart, and it doth much content me | Ophe. Good my Lord, 
To hear him fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, How does your honour for this many a day ? 
5 Give him a further edge, and drive his purpoſe on Ham, | humbly thank you : well, well, well. 
55 To theſe delights. Opbe. My Lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
Mo Koſin. We (hall, my Lord. [Exeunt. | That | have longed long tore-deliver. 
C King, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, I pray you now receive them. 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, Ham. No, no, I never gave you ought. 
That he, as *twere by accident, may there Ophe. My honour'd Lord, I know right well you Cid, 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father, and my ſelf (lawful eſpials) | And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 
Will ſo beſtow our ſelves, that ſeeing unſeen As made the things more rich, than perfume left : 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, Take theſe again, for to the noble mind 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, Rich gifrs wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 
If 'r be tiPaffliftion of his love; or no, There, my Lord. | 
That thus he ſuffers for. Ham. Ha, ba: are you honeſt ? | 
Queen, | ſhall obey you: Ophe. My Lord. 
And for your part, Ophelia, I do wiſh Ham, Are you fair ? 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe Ophe. What means your Lordſhip ? 
Of Hamle:'s wildneſs : ſo fha!l I hope your Virtues Ham, That if you be honeſt and fair,your honeſty ſhould 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, | admit no diſcourſe to your beauty, 
To both your Honours. Ophe. Could beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
f Ophe. Madam, I wiſh it may. than your honeſty ? 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here, Gracious, ſo pleaſe ye, Ham. | truly : for- the power of beauty, will ſooner 
We will beſtow our ſelves : Read on this Book, tcansform honeſty from what it is, to a bawd, than the 
That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour force of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into his likeneſs. 
Z Your lonelineſs, We are oft to blame in this, This was ſometimes a Paradox, but now the tire gives it 
| 'Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotions viſage, proof. I did love you once. | 
| And pious Action, we do ſurge o're Ophe. lndeed,my Lord, you made me believe ſo. * <* 
The Devil himſelf. Ham. You ſhould not have believed me. For virtue 
King. Oh tis true : cannot fo inocualte our old ſtock, but we ſhall relliſh of 
How ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth give my Conſcience? | it, I Joyed you not. 
The Harlots Cheek beanticed with paſtiring Art Oph: 1 was the more deceived. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, Ham, Get thee toa Nunnery. Why would*ſt thou be a | 
Than is my deed to my molt painted word. breeder-of Sinners? I 2m my ſelf indifferent honeft, bur 
Oh heavy burthen : yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, tvat it were better, 
Pal. I hear him coming, let's withdraw, my Lord. my Mother had not born me. 1am very proad,revengetul, 
[ Exennt. | Ambitious, with- more offences at my beck, than | tave 
'- \ thoughts to pur them in imagination. to give them ſhape, 
, Emer Hamlet. or time to at them in. VVhat ſhould tuch Fellows as | | 
| do crawling berweeri Heaven and Earth. We are aitant ; 
Ham, To be, or not tobe, that is the Queſtion : Knaves all, believe none of us. Go thy ways to a 
Whether *tis nobler in the mind to ſuffer Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 
The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, Ophe. At home, my Locd. 
Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of troubles, Ham. Let the doors be ſhut upon him, that he may 
And by oppoſing end them : to dye, to ſleep play the Fool no'way, bur in's own houſe, Farewel. 
No more: and by a ſleep, to ſay we end Ophe. O help him, you ſweer heavens. 
The heart-ache, and the thoufand natural ſhocks Ham. It thou do'ſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
That fleſh is heir to. "Tis a conſummation for thy Dowry. Be thou as chaſte as lce, as pure as Suow, 
Devoutly to be wiſt'd. To die to ſleep, thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery . 
To ſleep, perchance to dream; 1, there's the rub, Go, farewel. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
For in that ſleep of death, what dreams may come, fool: for wiſe men know well enough, what monſters 
VVhen he hath ſhuffled off this mortal coyle, yon make of them. Toa Nunnery go, and quickly coo . 
Mult give us pawſe. There's the reſpe&t Farewel. 
That makes Calamity of fo long lite : Ophe, O heavenly Powers, reſtore him. 
| For who would bear the whips and ſcornsof time, Ham. | have heard of your pratling too, well enongh. 
The opprefſors wrong, the poor mans Contumely, God has given you one pace, and you make your |: If an 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love, the Laws delay, other : you gidge, you amble, and you hiſp, and nick. name 
The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns GodsCreatures,and make your wantonnets,your ignorance. 
That patient meritof the unworthy takes, Go Ple no more on'r, it hath made me mad. | (ay. we 
When he himſelf might his Qazers make will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are married al- 
With a bare Bodkin ? VVho would theſe Fardles bear ready, all-but one ſhall, the reſt ſhall keepas they are, To 
To grunt and ſweat under a weary life, / | a Nunnery, go. [Exit Hamler. 
But thatthe dread of ſomething afrer death, Ophe. O what a Noble mind is here o're-thrown ? 
The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Born The Courtiers, Souldiers, Scholars ! Ee, tongue, Sword, 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the will, Th'expettancy and Roſe of the fair State, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, The gl of faſhion, and the mould of form, 
Than fly to others that we know not of, Ttobſerv'd of all obſervers, quire, quite down. 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of ns all, [| am of Ladies moſtdejett and wretched, 
And thus the Native hu: of Reſolution That fuck'd the Hony of his Muſick Vows : 
[s ſicklied o're, with the pale caſt of thought, Now ſee that Noble, and moſt Soveraign Reaſon, 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, Like ſweet Bells jangled out of tune, and harſh, 
VVith this regard their Currents turn away, That unmatch'd forrune and feature of blown you Fn 
L ate 
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Blaſted with ecſtaſte. Oh woe is me, 
T have ſeen what I have ſeen; ſee whatl ſee. 


Enter King and Polonius. 


Kino, Love? his affections do not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like Madneſs. There's ſomething in his Soul, . 
O're which his Melancholy fits on brood, 

And 1 do doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe 

Will be ſame danger, which how to prevent, 

| have in quick determination. 

Thus ſet it down. He hall with ſpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countreys different 

V Vith variable objects, ſhall expel 

This ſomething ſertled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his brains ſtill beating, puts him thus 
From faſhion of himſelf, What think you on't ? 

Pol. It ſhall do well. But yet dolI believe 
The Origin and Commencement of this grief 
Sprung from negleCted love. How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard it all, My Lord, do as you pleaſe, 
But if you bold it fit aſter the Play, 
Let his Queen Mothe: all alone intreat him 
To ſhew his griefs : Jet her be round with him: 
And le be plac'd, ſo pleaſe you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If ſhe find him not, 
To Enzland ſend him : or confine him where 
Your wiſdom beſt ſhall think. 

King. It ſhall beſo; 


Madneſs in great Ones muſt not unwatch'd go. 
[ Exemnt. 


Emer Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham. Speak the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Players do, | had as lieve the Town- 
Cryer had ſpoke my Lines: Nor do not ſaw the air too 
much with your hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeſt, and (as | may ſay) the whig]-wind 
of paſſion, you mult acquire and beget a temperance that 
may give it ſmoothneſs. O it offends me to the Soul, to 
ſcea robuſtous Perriwig parted fellow, tear a Paſſion to 
tatters, to very rags, to ſplit the cars of the Groundlings : 
who (for the moſt part) are capable of nothing, but in. 
explicable dumb ſhews, and noiſe: I could have ſuch a fel 
low whipt for o're-doing Termagant - it out=Herods Herod, 
Pray you avoid it. | 

Player. | warrant your Honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither : but let your own Diſ- 
cretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tothe word, the 
word to the ation. with this ſpecial obſervance: that you 
o*re-ſtop not the modeſty of nature for any thing ſo over- 
done, is from the purpoſe of Playing, whoſe end both at 
the firſt and now, was and is, to hold as *twere the Mirrour 
up to nature; to ſhew Virtue her own Feature, ſcorn her 
own Image, and the very Age and Body of the time, his 
form and preſſure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy 
off, though it make the unskilful laugh, canrot but make 
the judicious grieve : the cenſure of the which one, muſt 
in your allowance o're-ſway a whole Theatre of others. 
Oh, there be Players that I have ſeen Play, and heard 0- 
thers praiſe, and that highly (not to ipeak it prophanely) 
that neither having the accent of Chriſtians, nor the gate 
of Chriſtian, Pagan, or Norman, have ſo ſtrutted and bel- 
lowed, that I have thought ſome of natures Journey-men 
had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
Humanity ſo abominably. 

Play. 1 hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 
us, Sir. 


Ham, O reform it altogether. And let thoſe that play 


your Clowns, ſpeak no more than is ſet down for them, For 
there be of them, that will ot themſelves laugh, to let on 
lome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, though 
in the mean time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of the Play be 
then to be conlidered : that's Villagous, and ſhewsa molt 
pictiful Ambition in the Fool that uſes it. Go make you 
ready. Tn] LExeunt Players. 


Enter Polonius, Roſincros, and Guildenſtare. 


How now, my Lord? 
Will the King hear this picce of work ? 
| Pol. And the Queen too, and that preſently. 
Ham. Bid the Flayers make haſte. [Exit Polonius, 
Will you two help to baſten them ? | 
Both. We will, my Lord. [ Exeunt, 


Emer Horatio. 


Ham, What ho, Horatio ? 
Hora, Here, ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e*ne as juſt a man 
As e're my Converſation coap'd withal. 
Hora. O my dear Lord. | 
Ham, Nay, do not think | flatter : 
for what advancement may I hope from thee, 
Thar no Revenue haſt, but thy good Spirits 
To feed and cloathe thee. Why ſhould the poor be flatter'd? 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abſurd pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow feigning ? Doſt thou hear, 
Since my dear Soul was Miſtris of my choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her eleCftion 
Hath ſeaPd thee for her felf, For thou haſt been 
As one in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing. 
A man that fortune buffets, and rewards . 
Hath tane with equal thanks, And bleſt are thoſe, 
W hoſe blood and Judgement are ſo well co-mingled, 
That they are not a Pipe for fortunes finger, 
To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will wear him 
la my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart, 
As | do thee, Somerhing too much of this, 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumſtance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 
| prethee, when thou ſeeſt that At a foot, 
Even with the Comment of my Soul 
Obſerve mine Unkle - if his occulted guilt 
Do nor it ſelf unkennel in one ſpeech, 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen : 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Yulcar*s Styth. Give him heedful note, 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements joyn, 
To cenſure of his ſeeming. 
Hora. Well, my Lotd. - 
If he ſteal ought the whil'ſt this Play is playing, 
And ſcape deteRing, 1 will pay the Thefc, 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſincros, Guil- 


denſtare, andother Lords Attendant, with his Guard car- 


rying Torches. Damſh March. Sound a Flouriſh. 


Ham, They are coming to the Play : I mult be idle. 
Get you a place. | | 
King. How fares my Couſin Hamlet ? Pee 
Ham. Excellent ifaith,of the Chamelior's diſh : I cat the 
Air promiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capon fo. | 
King. | have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet, theſe 


words are not mine. 


Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith? Univerſity, you ſay ? 
Polon. That 1 did, my Lord, and was accounted a good 


Actor, Ham. 
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Ham. And what did you enaCt ? | 

Polon. | did enatt Zulu Ceſar, | was killd ith* Capitol : 
Brutw kill'd me. : 

Ham, |t was a bruit part of him,to kill ſo Captiala Calf 
there. Be the Players ready ? 

Roſin, | my-Lord, they ſtay vpon your patience, 

Queen, Come hither, my good 74amler, lit by me. : 

Ham, No,gqod Mother, here's mettle moreattractive. 

Polo. Oh ho, do you mark that ? 

Ham, Lady, ſhall I lye io your Lap? 

Ophe. No, my Lord, 

Ham, | mean, my head upon your Lap ? ' 

Ophe. I, my Lotd. T 

Ham. Do you think I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. 1 think nothing, my Lord, 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between Maids Legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord ? Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merry, my Lord ? | 

Ham. Who 1? Ophe. I, my Lord. | 

Ham, Oh God, your only Jigge-maker : what ſhould a 
man do, but be merry. For look you how cheerfully my 
Mother looks, and my Father di'd within's tws hours. 

Ophe. Nay, 'tis twice two months, My Lord. 

Ham, So long? Nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
['le have a Suit of Sables. Oh heavens! dye two months 
ago, and not forgotten yet ?/ then there's hope, a great 
mans Memory may out-live his life half a year : But by'r. 
lady he muſt build Churches then : or elle ſhall he ſuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe, whoſe Epitaph is, 
for o, for o, the Hobby- horſe is forgot. 


Hoboyes Play. The dumb ſhew enters. * | 
Entcy a King and Queen, very loving'y,, the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels , and makes ſhew of Proteſtation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines his head upon her neck. 
Layet him down upon a Bank, of Flowers. She ſeeing him 
a-ſleep, leaves him. Anon _ in a —_ takes off _ 

Crown, kiſſes it, and pours poyſon in the Kings ears, an 
Exits. We Queen te, finds the King dead, and 
makes paſſionate Aftion. The poyſoner, with ſome two or 
three £Mutes come in again, ſeeming to lament with her. 
The dead Body is carried away : The Poyſoner wooes the 
Queen with Gifts, ſhe ſeems loth and unwilling a while, but 
$n the end accepts his love, [ Exennt, 


Ophe, What means this, my Lord ? og 
Ham.Marry this is Miching Mal:cho,that means miſchief. 
Oph. Belike this ſ\hew imports the Argument of the Play ? 
Ham. We ſhall know by theſe tellows: the Players can- 
not keep counſel, they*ll tell all. ; 
Ophe, Will they tell us what this ſhew meant ? 
Ham. 1, or any ſhew that you'll ſhew him. Be not you 
aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it means, 
Ophe. You are naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
Play. 
Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for our Tregedy, 
Here ſtooping to your Clemency ; 
We beg your hearing patiently. 


Ham. 1s this a Prologue, or the Poſie of a Ring ? 
Ophe. *Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans love, 


Enter King, and Queen. 


King. Fall thirty times hath Phebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes ſalt Waſh, and Tel Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed ſheer, 
About the world have time, twelve thirties been, 
Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite co-mutual,in moſt ſacred Bangs 

Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 


| 


Make us again count o're, ere love be done. 

But woe is me, you are ſo lick of late, 

So far from cheer, and from your former ſtate, 
That | diſtruſt you : yet though | diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt : 

For womens Fear and Love, holds quantity, 

[n neither ought, or in extremity : 

Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 
And as my love is fixt, my fear is ſo, 


King. Faith I mult leave thee, Love,and ſhortly too : 


My operant Powers my fugCtions leave todo, 
And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind. 
For Husband ſhalt thoyu———- 
Queen, Oh countfound the reſt : 
Such Love muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt : 
in ſecond Husband let me be accurſt, 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt, 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 


Queen. The inſtances that ſecond Marriage move, 


Are baſe reſpedts of Thrift, but none of Love. 
A ſecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 
When ſecond Husband kiſſes me in Bed, 


King. 1 do believe you. Think what now you ſpeak ; 


But what we do determine,oft we break : 
Purpoſe is but the ſlave to Memory, 

Of violent Birth, but poor validity : 

Which now like fruit unripe ſticks on the Tree, 
But fall unſhaken, when they mellow be. 

Molt neceſſary *tis that we forget 

To pay our ſelves, what ro our ſelves is debt - 
What ro our ſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 

The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe. 

The violence of other Grief or Joy, 

Their own enaCtors with themſelves deſtroy : 
Where Joy moſt revels, Grief doth moſt lament : 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on ſlender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor *tis not ſtrange 


That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change, 


For *cis a queſtion leſt us yet to prove, 

Whether Love lead Fortune, or elſe Fortune Love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flyes, 
The poor advanc'd makes friends of Enemies : 
And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 

For who not necds, ſhall never lack a friend ? 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
DireCtly ſeaſons him his Enemy, 

But orderly toend where I begun, 

Our Wills and Fates do ſo contrary 7un, 

That our Devices ſtill are overthrown, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own 
So think thou wilt no ſecond husband wed, 

But dye thy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. 


Qaren, Nor Earth to give me ſood, nor heaven light, 


Sport and repoſe lock from me day and night : 
Each oppoſite that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deltroy : 
Both here, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once a Widow, everl be Wife. 
Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now. 
King. *Tis deeply ſworn - 
Sweet, leave me here a while, 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with ſleep. 
Queen, Sleep rock thy brain, 
And never come miſchance between vs twain. 
Ham, Madam, how like you the Play ? 
Lucen. The Lady proteſts too much methinks. 
Ham, Oh but ſhe'll keep her word, 
King. Have you heard the Argument, is there 
fence in't ? 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, poyſon ia jeſt, 
fence ith* world, 
King. What do you call the Play ? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. The Mouſe trap: Marry how? Tropically : 
This Play is the image of a murder done in Yrienna : 
Gonz,a70 is the Dukes name, his Wife Baptiſta : you 
(hall tee anon: tis a knaviſh piece of work ; but what 
ov? that? Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſouls, it 
touches us not : let the galld jade winch : our withers 
are unwrung, ; 

Enter Lucianus, 


| This is one Lucian, nephew to the King. 


Ophe. You area good Chorus, my Lord. 
Ham, | could interpret between you and your love: 
if I could ſee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. Youare keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Hum, It would colt you a groaning , to take off my 
edge. | 
Oybe. Still better and worſe, 
Him. So you miſtake Husbands. 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces,and begin, 
Com?, the croaking Rayen doth bellow for Revenge. 
Lacan. Thoughts black ,hands apt, 
Drugs fic, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate ſeaſon, elie no Creature ſeeing : 
Thou mixture rank, of Midnight-Weeds colletted, 
With Hecates Bane,thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On whollome life, uſurp immediately, 
| [ Pour the poyſon un his ears. 
H:m. He poyſons him ith* Garden -for's eſtate: His 
names Gonzazo : the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzago's Wife, 
Ophe. The King riles. 
Ham, What, frighted with falſe fire. 
Oneen. How fares my Lord ? 
Pol, Give o're the Play, 
King, Give me ſome Light. Away, 
All, Lights, Lights, Lights. [ Exemnt. 
1anent Hamlet 4nd Horatio. 


Him, Whiy let the ſtrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart unga led play: 
For ſome muit watch, while ſome mult ſleep? 
So runs the world away, 
Would not this, Sir, and a Foreſt of Fathers, if the reſt 
of my fortunes turn Turk with me: with two Provinical 
Roſes cn my rac'd Shooes, get me a Fellowſhip in a cry of 
Players, Sir. Hor, Half a ſhare. 

Ham. A whole one 1, 
For thou doſt know : Oh Damon dear, 
This Realm diſmantled was of ove himſelf, 
And now reigns here, 
A very very Pajock, 

Hora, You might have Rim'd, 

H.m, Oh good Horatee, Vie take the Ghoſts word for a 
thouſand pounds. Didlt perceive ? 

Hora, Very well, my Lord. 

Ham, Upon the talk of the poyſoning ? 

Hora, 1did very weil note him. 


Enter Roſincros and Guildenſtare. 


Ham, Oh,ha ! come ſome Muſick. Come the Recorders, 
For if the King like not'the Comedy : 
Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 
'Come, ſome Muſick. 
' Guild. Good my Lord, vouchſafe me a word with you, 
Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 
Gmld. The King, Sir. 
Ham, I, Sir, what of him, 
Gwild, Is in his retirement, marvellous diſtemper'd. 
Ham, With drink, Sir? 
Guild, No, my Lord, rather with choler. 


Ham. Your wiſdom ſhould ſhew it ſelf more rich 
to ſignifie this to this DoCtor z for me to put him to his 
Purgation, would perhaps plunge him into far more 
Choler. 

Guild, Good my Lord , put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly from my affair. 

Ham, I am tame, Sir, pronounce. | 

Guild. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great affliction 
of Spirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcom, 

Guld. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of the 
right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a wholſom 
anſwer, I will do your Mothers commandment : if 
not, your pardon, and my return ſhall be the end of my 
buſineſs. Ham. Sir, I cannot, 

Guild. What my Lord ? 

Ham, Make you a wholſom anſwer : my wit's diſeas'd. 
But Sir, ſuch anſwers as I can make, you ſhall command : 
or rather you ſay, my mother : therefore no more but to 
the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Roſin. Then thus ſhe ſays: your behaviour hath ſtruck 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham, Oh wonderful Son, that can ſo aſtoniſh a Mother. 
But is there no ſequel at the heels of this Mother-admi- 
ration ? 

Roſin. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet ere you 
go to bed. 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother. 
Have you any further Trade with vs ? 

Roſin. My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham, So do ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Roſin. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diſtemper ? 
You do freely bar the door of your own liberty, if you 
deny your griefs to your friend, 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

ofin. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
King himſelf, for your ſucceſſion in Denmark? 

Ham, 1, but while the graſs grows, the Proverb is 

ſomething muſty. 


Enter ene with a Recorder. 


O the Recorder. Let me ſee to withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would 
drive me intoa toil ? 

Gmild, O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love is 
too unmannerly, 

Ham. I do not well underſtand that. Will you play up- 
on this Pipe ? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. | pray you. 

Guild. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 do beſeech you. 

Guild, I know-no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham, "Tis as eaſie as lying : govern theſe Ventiges with 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 
and it will diſcourſe moſt excellent Muſick. 

Look you, theſe are the ſtops. 

Guild. But theſe cannot 1 command to any utterance of 
harmony, I have not the skill, 

Ham, Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me : you would play upon me: you would feem 
to know my ſtops: you would | way out the heart of my 
Myſtery : you would ſound me from my loweſt note,to the 
top of my compaſs : and there is much Muſick, excellent 
Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it. Why 
doyou think, that I ameaſier to be plaid on than a Pipe ? 
Call me what Inſtrument you will,though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upok me. God bleſs you, Sir. 


Enter Polonius, 
| 


Polon. My Lord, he Queen would ſpeak with you, and 
preſently. 


\ Ham. 
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Ham. Do you ſee that Cloud, thats almolt 1a ſhape like 
a Camel? 
Polon, By th* Maſs, and it's like a Camel indeed, 
Ham, Mebhinks it is like a Weazel, 
Polox. It is back'd like a Weaze!. 
Ham, Or like a Whale? 
Polon, Very like a Whale. 
Ham. Then will | come to my Mother by and by : 
They fool me to the top of my bear, 
I will come by and by. 
Polon, | will ſay lo. [ Exit. 
Ham. By and by is caſily ſaid, Leave me, friends : 
'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When Charch-yards yawn, and Hell ir ſelf breathes our 
Contagion to this world. Now could | drink hot blood, 
And do ſuch bitter buſineſs as the day 
Would quake to look on, Soft now, to my Mother : 
Oh heart, looſe not thy nature ;. let not ever 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm boſom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
I will ſpeak Daggers to her, but uſe none : 
My tongue and Soul in this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words ſomever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeals, never my Soul conſent, 


Enter King, Roſincros, and Guildenſtare, 


King. | like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us, 

To let his madneſs range. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The terms of our eſtate may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our ſelves provide : 
Moſt holy and Religious fear it is 
To keep thoſe many bodies fafe 
That live and-feed upon your Majelty. 

Roſin. The ſingle 
And peculiar life is bound ; 

With all the ſtrength and Armour of the mind, 
To keep it ſelf from noyance: but much more 
That Spirit, upon whoſe Spirit depends and relts 
The lives of many, the ceaſe of Majelty 

Dies not alone + but like a Gulf doth draw 
What's near it, with it, It is a maſſie wheel 

Fixt on the Somnet of the higheſt Mount, 
Ta whoſe huge Spoaks, ten thouſand leſler things 
Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd : which when it falls, 
Each ſmall annexmenr, petty conſequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Ruine. Never alone 

Did the Kiog ligh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arme you, I pray you to this ſpeedy Voyage z 
For we will Fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed, 
Boch. We will baſt us, [Exeunt Gent. 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol. My Lord, he's going to his mothers Cloſet : 
Behind rhe Arras Vie convey my ſelf 
To hear ive Proceſs, Vie warrant ſhe'll tax him home, 
And as you faic, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
'Tis me: t thac ſome more audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, ſhould o're-hear 
The ſpeech of vanrage. Fare you well my Liege, 
Ple call upon you e're you go to bed, 
And tell ; ou what I know, [ Ext, 
King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Oh my ot'-:c. is tank, it ſmells to heayen, 
It hath th© primal eldeſt curſe upon 'r, 
A Brotiicrs ir 11ther, Pray can I not, 
Thoug' incl: 1ation be as ſharpas will : 
My ſtronger ;,uilt defeats my ſtrong intent, 


And iixc a man to double bulineſs bouid 
[ ltand in pawſe where | ſhall firlt begin, 
And both negic& ; what if this curicd hand 
Were thicker than it ſci; with Brothers i1o04, 

Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet heaven; 

To waſhit white as Saow ? whereto ſer yes mercy? 
Zur to coniront the vilage of Offence ? ; 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 

[ſo be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down ? Then I'te !ook up, 

My fault is paſt. But ob, what form of Prayer 

Can ſerve my turn ? Forgive me my foul Mother ; 
That cannot be, ſince 1 am ſtill poſſcſt 

Of thoſe effects for which 1 did the Murther, 

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be pardon'd, and retain tt? offence 7 

[n the corrupted currants of this world, 

Offences gilded hand may ſhove by Juſtice, 

And oft *ris ſeen, the wicked prize it ſelf 

Buys out the Law ; but *tis not ſo above, 

There is no ſhuffling, there the Aion lies 

In his true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd * 
Even to the teeth and fore-head of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? what reſts ? 

Try what Repentance can, What can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched ſtate ? oh boſom, black as death ! 

Oh limed Soul, that ſtrugling to be free, 

Art more ingag'd : Help Angels, make aſſay : 

Bow ſtubborn kees, and heart with itrings of Steel, 
Be ſoft as ſinews of the new. born Babe, 

All may be well, 


3 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now might I doit pat, now he is praying, 
And now Ile do't, and ſo he goesto heaven, 
And foam I revenged: that would be ſcann'd 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
[ his foul Son, do this ſame Villaia ſend 
To heaven. © this is hire and Sallery, not Revenge, 
He took my Father groſſely, full of bread, 

With all his Crimes broad blown, as freſh as May, 
And how his Audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heayen : 
But in our circumſtance and conrſe of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him: and am I thenreveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his Soul, 

When he is fit and ſcaſond for his paſſage ? No. 
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid bent 
When he is drunk aſleep - or in his Rage, 

Or in thinceſtnous pleaſure of his bed, 

At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome act 

That has norelliſh of Salvation in *r, 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 
And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ſtays, 


This Phyſick bur prolongs thy ſickly dayes. [Exi, 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [ Exit, 


Enter Qneen and Polonius, 


Polo. He will come ſtraight : 
Look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath ſcreen'd, and ſtood between 
Much heat and him, Ple ſilence me e*ne here: 
Pray you be round with him. 

Ham, within. Mother, mother, mother, 

Queen. 1'le warrant you, fear me not. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. | 
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Enter Hamlet, 


Ham. Now, Mother, what's the matter ? 
Que Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended, 
Ham. Mother, you have.my Father much offended. 
Que. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue, 
Ham, Come, go, you queltion with ag idle tongue. 
Q ie. Why bow now, Hamlet ? 
Ham, What's the matter now ? 
Que. Have you forgot me ? 
Ham, No, by the Rood, not fo : 
| You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers Wife, 
But would you were not ſo. You are my Mother. 
Que. Nay, then I'll ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you down, you ſhall not 
budge: 
You go not till I ſet up a Glaſs. 
Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you ? 
Que, What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ? 
Help,” help, ho. 
- Pol. What ho, help, help, help. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pol. Oh I am ſlain, [Kills Polonius. 
Q4e. Oh m-, what haſt thou done ? 
Ham. Nay | know nor, is it the King? 
2:e. Oh what a raſh and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almolt as bad, good Mother, 
As killa King, and marry with his Brother. 
Que. As killd a King ? 
Ham, I, Lady, *twas my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding Fool, farewel, 
! took thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
Tnou find*it tro be too bulie, is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, {it you down, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo | ſhall 
If it be made of penctrable ſtuff; 
If damned Cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
That it is p: oof and bulwark againſt Senſe. 
Os, What have | don:that thou dar*it wag thy tongue, 
in noiſe ſo rude againlt me ? | 
Ham. Such an Act 
That blurs the grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forc-head of an innocent love, 
And makes a bliſter there, Makes marriage vows 
As falſe as Dicers Oaths. O ſuch a Deed, 
As from the body of contraCtion plucks 
The very Soul, and ſweet Religion makes 
A rhapſody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this ſolidity and compound maſs, 
With triſtful viſage as againſt the doom, 
Is thoughi-lick at the act. | 
Que. Aye me, what aQ, that roars ſo loud, and thun- 
'ders in the Index. 
Ham, Look here upon this Pifture, and on this, 
The counterteit preſentment of cwo Brothers : 
See what a grace ſeated on his Brow, 
Hyperions Curls, the front of Fove himſelf, 
An Eve like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station like the-Herald Mercary. 
Now lighted on a Heaven kiſſing Hill : 
A Combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every god did ſeem to ſer hisSeal, 
To give the World aſſurance of a man. 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows, 
Here is your Husband, like a Mildew'd Deer 
Blaſting his whoiſome breath. Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Monntain leave to feed, 
And batten on this Moore? Ha? have you Eyes ? 
You cannot call it Love : For at your Age, 
The hey day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? What Devil was't, 


| 


Trat thus hath cozen'd you at Hoodman-blind ? 
O Same! where is thy bluſh? Rebellious Hell, 
If rhou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, ler Virtue be as Wax. 
And melt in her own fire, Proclaim no ſhame, 
When the compulſive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froſt it ſelf, as aftively doth burn, 
As Reaſon panders Wi!!, 

Que. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. 
Thou turnſt mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
And there I ſee ſuch black and grained ſpots, 
As will not Ii:ave their TinCt. 

Him, Nay, but to live 
In the rank ſweat of an enſeamed Bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption ; honying and making love 
Over the naſty Sty. 

Q©ae. Oh ſpeak to me, no more, 
Thelie words like Daggers enter in mine Ears. 
No more, {weet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villain : 
A Slave, that is not twentieth part, the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord, A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Role. 
That from a ſhelf, the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And pur it in his Pocket. 

Que, No more. 


Enter Ghoſt, 


Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 

Save me : and hover 0're me with your Wings 

You Heavenly Guards. What would you graciovs figure ? 
Le. Alaſs he's mad. 
Ham, Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 

That laps'd in Time and Paſſion, let's go 

Ti important aCting of your dread command ? Oh ſay. 
Ghoſt. Do not forget : this Viſitation 

|s but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 

Bur look Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 

? ſt+p between her, and her fighting Soul, 


| Conceit in weakeſt bodies, ſtrongeſt works. 


5peak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham, How is it with you, Lady? 

Que. Alas, how is't with you? 

That thus you bend your Eye on vacancy, 
modes. the Corporal air do hold diſconrfe. 
Forth at your Eyes, your ſpirits wildl 

And as che ſleeping Bethin in th? Ann, ; 
Your bedded hair, like life fn Excrettents, 

Start up, and ſtand an end. O gentle Son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool patience, Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On hm, on hit, look you how pale he glares, 
His form and caufe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 
Would make them capable, Do not look upon we, 

Leſt with this pitious aCtion you convert 
My ſtern effefts : then what have l to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears perchance for blood. 

Que, To whom do you ſpeak this ? 

Ham, Do you ſee nothing there ? 

£Q»e. Nothing at all, yet all that is 1 ſee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Que. No, nothing but our ſelves. | 

Ham. Why Took you there : look how it ſtealsaway 
My Father in his habit, as he lived. - 

Look where he goeseven now ont at the Portal. 

_Y__ is the very Coinapge of your brain, 
This bodileſs Creation ecſtaſie is very cunning 10. 

Ham, Ecſtaſie ? 

My Pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful Mufick, Tt is not madneſs 
That I have uttered ; bring me to the Teſt 

And I the matter will re-word : which madneſs 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 


Lay 


[Ext. 
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Lay not a flattering UnCtion to your Soul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs ſpeaks : 
[t will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 
Whilſt rank Corruption running all within, 
Infefts unſeen. Confeſs your ſelf to Heaven, 
Repent whats palt, avoid what is to come, 
And do not ſpread the Compoſt or the Weeds, 
To make them rank, Forgive me this my Virtue, 
For in the fatneſs of theſe purſy times, 
Virtue it ſelf, of Vice mult pardon beg, 
Yea curb, and wooe, for leave to do him good. 
Q ae, Oh, Hamlet, 
Thou haſt cleft my heart in twain. 
Ham. O throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night, but go not to mine Unkle's Bed, 
Aſſume a Virtue, if you have it not, refrain to night, 
And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 
To the next abſtinence. Once more good night, 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 
lll bleſſing beg of you, For this ſame Lord, 
| do repent : but Heaven hath pleas'd it ſo, 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I mult be their Scourge and Miniſter, 
| will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The death I gave him: ſo again, good night, 
| muſt be cruel, only to be kind ; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
Que. What ſhall Il do? 
Ham, Not this by no means that I bid you do: 
Let the blnnt King tempt you again to Bed , 
Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Mouſe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kiſles, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 


; That I eſſentially am not in madneſs, 


But mad in craft, *Twere good you let him know, 
For who thats but a Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide ? Who would do ſo? 
No, in deſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 
Unpeg the Basket on the Houſes top : 
Let the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try Concluſions, in the Basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 
xe. Be thou aſſur*d, if words be made of breath, 

And breath of life : I have no life to breathe 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. 

Ham, | muſt to England, you know that ? 

Que. Alack, I had forgot : *Tis ſo concluded on. 

Ham, T his man ſhall fer me packing : 
Il lug the Guts into the Neighbour room ; 
Mother, good night. Indeed this Counſellor 
Is now molt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 
Who was in life a Fooliſh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward anend with you, 
Good night, Mother, 

[Exit Hamlet tweging in Polonius, 


Enter King, 


King. There's matters in theſe ſighs. 
Theſe profound heaves 
You muſt tranſlate : *cis fit we underſtand them. 
Where is your Son ? 
Que. Ah, my good Lord, what have I ſeen to night ? 
Kmg. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 
Que. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contenG 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawleſs fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiſh apprehenſion kills 
The unſeen good old man. 
King. Oh heavy deed. 


[tc had been fo with vs had we been there : | 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your ſelf, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwered ? 
[t will be laid to us, whoſe providence 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad young man. But ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit, 
But like the Owner of a foul! Diſeaſe, 
To keep it from divulging, let's it feed 
Even on the pith of lite. Where is he gone ? 

Q«e. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd; 
O'ce whom his very madneſs like ſome Ore 
Among a Mineral of Mettals baſe 
Shews it ſelf pure. He weeps for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, and this vile deed, 
We mult with all our Majeſty and Skiil 
Both countenance, and excuſe. 


Enter Roſincros, and Guildenſtare. 


Ho Gwldenſtare : 

Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid : 
Hamlet in madneſs hath Polomus ſlain, 

And from his Mothers Cloſet hath he dragg'd him. 

Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the body 

Into the Chappel, I pray you haſte in this. [Exi. Gent. 

Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt Friends, 

To let them know both what we mean to do, 

And what's untimely done. Oh come away, 

My Soul is full of diſcord and diſmay. [ Exetnt, 

Enter Hamlet. 


Ham: Safely ſtowed. ; 
Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 
Ham, What noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet ? 
; Oh here they come, 


Enter Roſincros, and Guildenſtare. 


Roj. What have you done,myLord, with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duſt, whereto 'tis kin. 

Roſin. Tell us where *tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chappel. 

Ham. Do not believe ir, 

Roſin. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counſel, and not mine 
own. Beſides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli- 
cation ſhould be made by the Son of a King. 

Roſen. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord ? 

Ham, I, Sir, that ſokes - the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but ſuch Officers do the King 
beſt ſervice in the end.) He keeps them like an Ape in the 
corner of his Jaw, firſt mouth'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
when he needs what you have glean'd, it 1s but ſqueezing 
you, and Spunge you ſhall be dry again. 

Reſin. | underſtand you not, my Lord. 

Ham, | am glad of it: a Knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps in a 
Fooliſh Ear. 

Roſin. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing —— 

Guild. A thing, my Lord? : 

Ham, Of nothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and 
all after. FExennt. 


Emer King. 


King. I have ſent to ſeek him, and to find the Body : 
| How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe : = 
el 
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Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law on him: 

He's lov'd of the diſtrated multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their Eyes : 

And where *tis ſo, th* Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 
But nearer the offence: to bear all ſmooth, and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away, muſt ſeem 
Deliberate pawſe, diſeaſes deſperate grown, 


' By deſperate appliance are relieved, 


Or not at all. 
Enter Roſincros. 


How now ? what hath befaln ? 

Reſin. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him, 

King. But where is he ? 

Reſin. Without, my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
ſure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

- Roſin. Ho, Gmildenſtare ? bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet, and Guildenſtare. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polomus ? 

Ham, At Supper. 

King. At Supper ? Where ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a cer- 
tain Convocation of Worms are ene at him, Your Worm 
is your only Emperour for diet, We fat all Creatures elle 
to fat us, and we fat our ſelyes for Maggots. Your fat 
King and your lean Beggar is but variable ſervice, two 
Diſhes, but to one Table, that's the end. 

King, What doſt thou mean by this? _ 

Ham. Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may go a 
Progreſs through the gut of a Beggar, 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham, In Heaven, ſend thither to ſee. If your Meſſen- 
ger find him not there , ſeek him i” th other place your 
ſelf : but indeed, if you find him not this month , you 
ſhall noſe him as you go vp the ſtairs into the Lobbey. 

King, Go ſeek him there, | 

Ham, He will ſtay *till ye come. 

Ki. Ham'et, this deed of thine, for thine eſpecial ſafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſs : therefore prepare thy ſelf, 

The Bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
Th? Aſſociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For En2land. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. I, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'ſt our purpoſes. 

Ham. | ſee a Cherub that ſees him : but come, for 
England, Farewel, dear Mother. 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 


Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and |: 
Wife : Man and Wife is one fleſh, and ſo my Mother. | 


Come, for England. LExi. 
King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with ſpeed aboard: _ 

Delay it not, I'll have him hence tonight. 

Away, for every thing is ſeaPd and done 

That elſe leans on th* Aﬀair, pray you make haſte. 

And England, if my love thou hold'ſt at ought, 

As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 

Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 

After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 

Paycs homage to us ; thou may'ſt not coldly ſet 

Our Sovereign Proceſs, which imports at full 

By Letters conjuring to that effect 

The preſent Death of Hamlet. Do it in England, 

For like the Heftick in my bloud he rages, 

And thou muſt core me : *cill 1 know 'tis done, 


| How-e're my haps, my joyes were ne're begun, [Exit 


| 
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Enter Fortinbras with ar Army, 


For, Go, Captain, from me to the Daniſh King, 
Tell him that by his Licence , Fortinbras 
Claims the conveyance of a promis'd March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendeyouz : 
[f that his Majeſty would ought with us, 
We ſhall expreſs our duty in his Eye, 
And let him know fo, 
Cap. I will do't, my Lord. | 
For, Go ſafely on. [Exit. 
Enter Queen and Horatio. 


£4, I will not ſpeak with her. 

Hor. She is importunate, indeed diſtraft, her mood 
will needs be pitied. 

2s. What would ſhe have? 

Hor. She ſpeaks much of her Father ; ſayes ſhe hears 
There's tricks  th* World,and hems,and beats her heart, 
Spurns enviouſly at Straws, ſpeaks things in doubt, 

That carry but half ſenſe : Her ſpeech is nothing, 
Yet the unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to. ColleCftion; they aim at it, 
And both.the words up fit to their own thoughts, 
Which at her winks, and nods, and geſtures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there wovld be thoughts 
Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 
Q-. *Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, 
For the may ſtrow dangerous conje@tures 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come in 
To my ſick Soul (as fin's true nature is ) 
Each toy ſeems Prologue to ſome great amiſs, 
So full of Artleſs jealouſie is guilt, 
It ſpills it ſelf in fearing to be ſpilt. 


Enter Ophelia diſtrafted. 


Oph. Where is the beauteous Majeſty of Denmark ? 
BS; How now, Ophelia. 
Op 


. How ſhould I your true love know from another one ? 
By bis cockle hat and ſtaff, and his ſandal ſhoon. 
Qu. Alas, ſweet Lady : what imports this Song ? 
Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark. 
He 1s dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his head a graſs-green Turf, at his heels a ſtone. 


Enter King. 
©4. Nay, but Ophelia. 


 Ophb. Pray you mark, 
White his Shrowd as the « Hountain-Snow. 


| Q«, Alas, look here, my Lord. 


Oph. Larded with fweet flowers : 
Which bewept to the grave did not go, 
With True-love flowers. 

King. How do ye, pretty Lady ? 
Oph. Well, God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was a 
Baker's Daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know 
not what we may be. God be at your Table. 

King. Conceit upon her Father. 

Oph. Pray you let us have no words of this: but when 
they ask you what it means, ſay you this : 
To morrow 1s S. Valentine's day, all in the morn betime, 
And Ta Maid at your window, to be your Valentine. 
Then up he Yoſe,and don'd his cloths, and dupt the chamber door : 
Let in a £ Maid, that out a Mad never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Oph. Indeed la ? without an Oath, I'll make an end on'r. 

By Gis, and by S. Charity : | 

Alack, an fie for ſhame. 

Young men will do't, if they come to't, 
} By Cock they are to blame. 


Qupth 


_ 
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Queth ſhe, before you tumbled me, 

lou promis'd me to wed : 

So would I ha done, by yonder Sun, 

And thou hadſt npt come to my Bed. 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus ? 

Oph. | hope all will be well, We muſt be paticnt, 
but | cannot chuſe but weep, to think they ſhould 
lay him ith? cold ground : My Brother ſhall know of it, 
and ſo I thank you for your good counſel, Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight, Ladies : Goodnight, ſweet Ladies : 
Goodnight, goodnight. LExi, 

King. Follow her cloſe, 

Give her good watch I pray you: 

Oh this is the poiſon of deep grief, it ſprings 

All from her Father's death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When Sorrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 

Bur in Battels, Firſt, her Father ſlain, 

Next your Son gone, and he moſt violent author 

Of his own juſt remove : the people muddied, 

Thick and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 
For good Polonius death ; and we have done but greenly, 
in hugger mugger to interr him. Poor Ophelia 
Divided from her ſelf, and her fair judgment, 
Without the which we are PiCtures, or mere Beaſts, 


| Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 


Her Brother is in ſecret come from France, 

Keeps on his wonder, keeps himſelf in clouds, 

And wants not Buzzers to infect his ear 

With peltilent ſpeeches of his Fathers death, 

Where in neceſlity of matter beggar*d 

Will nothing ſtick our perſons to arraign 

In ear and ear, O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering Piece in many places, 

Gives me ſuperfluous death, [4 Noiſe within. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Queen. Alack, what noiſe is this? 
Kino, Where are my Switzers ? 
Let them guard the door. What is the matter ? 
Meſſ. Save your ſelf, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over peering of his Liſt ) 
Fats not the Flats with more impetuous haſte 
Than young Laertes, 10 & riotous head, 
O're-bears your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſltome not known, 
The Ratifiersand props of every word, 
They cry, chooſe we ? Laertes ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongnes, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
Queen. How chearfully on the fliſe Trail they cry, 


Oh this is the Counter, you falſe Daniſh Doggs. 
[Noiſe within, 


_ 


Enter Laertcs, 


King. The doors are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King, Sirs? Stand you all without, 

All. No, let's come in. 

Laer, | pray you give me leave, 

All We will, we will. 

Laer. 1 thank you : Keep the door, 
O thou vile King, give me my Father, 

Queen, Calmi ,» good Laertes, 

Laer. That drop of blood that calms, 
Proclaims me Baſtard : 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaſte unſmitched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the cauſe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Gyant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude : Do not fear our Perſon : 
There*s ſuch Divinity doth hedge a King, 
That treaſon can but peep to what it would, 


| Why art thou thus incenſt? Let him go, Gertrude, 


[If you deſire td know the certainty 
Oo 


| Nature is fine in love, and where tis fine, 


Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 


Speak man. 

Laer. Where's my Father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? Ill not be juggl'd with 
To Hell Allegiance : Vows fothe blackeſt Devil: 


Conſcience and Grace, to the profoundeſt Pit. 
| dare Damnatjog.; fo this point I ſtand, 
That both the-Worlds 1 givg to negligence, 
Let come what Cofies : ol Yu be reveng'd 
Moſt throughly for my Father. 

King. Who Thall ſtay you ? 

Laer, My Whl, not all the World, 
And for my means, I'll busband them fo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes : 


your dear Father's death, if writ in your revenge, 

That Soop-ftake you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and Loſer. | 

Laer. None but his Enetnies. _ 

King, Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good Friends thus wide IIl ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 
Repalt them with my blood.” | 

King. Why now ? what noiſe is that ? 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman, 
That | am guiltleſs of your Father's death, 
And am molt ſenſible in grief for it, 
It ſhall as level to your Judgment pierce, 
As day do's to your eye. 

[ 4 Noiſe within. Let her come in. 


Enter Ophelia. 


Laer. How now ? what noiſe is that ? 
O heat dry up my brains, tears even times ſalt, 
Burn out the ſenie and virtue of mine Eye. 
By Heaven thy madneſs ſhall be paid by weight, 
"Till our Scale turns the Beam, O Roſe of May, 
Dear Maid, kiad Siſter, ſweet Ophelia : 
O Heavens, is't poſſible, a young Maid's wits, 
Should be as mortal as an old Man's life ? 


le ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelf 
Alter the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Beer, 

Hey noz noney, noney, hey noney : 

And on his grave rams many a tear, 

Fare you well, my Dove, 

Laer. Had'ſt thou thy wits, and did'ſt pe: ſwade Re- 
venge, it could not move thus, 

Oph. You mult ſing down a-down, and you call him 
a down-a. O how the wheels become? Ir is the falſe 
Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Caughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter, 

Oph. There's Roſemary, that%s for remembrance. 

Pray Love remembet : and there's Pancies, that's for 
Thoughts. - 

Laer. A document in madneſs, thoughts and remem.- 
brance fitted. - 

Oph. Theres Fennel for you, and Columbines: there's 
Rue for you, and here's ſome for me. We may call it 
Herb-Grace a Sundays: O you muſt wear your Rue 
with a difference. There's a Daſie, 1 would give you ſome 
Violets, but they withered all when my Father dyed : 
They ſay, he made a good end, 

For bonny ſweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thought, and Afiiction, Paſſion, Hell it ſelf: 

She turns to fayour ; and to prettineſs, 


Oph. 
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"| got clear of our Ship, So I alone became their Priſoner, 
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Oph. And will he not come again ? 

And will he not come again? 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-bed, 

Fe never will come again. 

Hu Beard as white as Snow, 

All Flaxen was his Pole : 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone, 

Gramercy on his Soul. 
And of all Chriſtian Souls, I pray God. 
God b'w'ye. 

Laer. Do you ſee this, you gods ? 

King. Laertes, I muſt commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right: Go but a-patt, 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge *twixt you and me ; 
If by direct or by Collateral hand ; 
They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we'call Ours, 
To you in ſatisfaction. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
Aad we ſhall joyatly labour with your ſoul, 
To give it due content, | 

Laer. Let this be ſo : 
His means of death, his obſcure burial : _ 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o'er his bones, 
No Noble Rite, nor Formal Oſtentation, 
Cry to be heard, as*twere from Heaven to Earth, 
That I muſt call in queſtion. 

King. So you ſhall: 
And where th*offence is , let the great Axe fall. 
| pray you go with me, 


[Exit Ophelia. 


= 


anew 


[Exeunt, 
Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hora. What are they that would ſpeak with me ? 
Ser. Sailors, Sir, they ſay they have letters for you, 
Hora, Let them come in, 

[ do not know from what part of the world 

I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamler. 


Enter Sailor, 


Sail. God bleſs you, Sir. 

Hora. Let him bleſs thee too. 

Sail. He ſhall, Sir, an't pleaſe him. There's a Letter 
for you, Sir: it comes from th*'Ambaſſadour that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horario; as | am let 
bo know It is. 

- Reads the Letter, 


Oratio, when thou ſpalt have overlook'd this , give 
H theſe fellows ſome means to the King : 1hey have 
Letters for him. E're we were two days old at Sc, a Tr. 
rate of very Warlike appointment , gave #4 Chace. Fina- 
ing our ſebves too ſlow of Sail, we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. In the Grapple, I boarded them: On the inſtart they 


They have dealt with me, like Thieves of Mercy , but 
they knew what they did. I am to do a good turn for 


pair thou to me with as much haſte as thou wouldſt fie 
Death. I have words to ſpeak, in your ear , will make thee 
dumb, yet are they much too \oghe for the bore of the 
Matter, Theſe good fellows will bring thee where I am, 
Roſincroſs and Guildenſtare hold therr courſe for England. 
Of them I have as much to tell thee, Farewell. 


He that thou knoweſt thine, 


Hamlet. 


Come, I will give you way for theſe your Letters, 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may dire me 


To him, from whom you brought them. LExi. | 


#4 Ba Ke 


Enter Ring and Laecrtes. 


King. Now muſt your Conſcience my Acquitance ſcal, 
And you mult put me in your heart, for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your Noble Father ſlain, 
Purſued my life, 
Laer, It well appears. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feats, 
So Crimeful and fo Capital in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiſdom, all things elſe, 
You mainly were ſtirr'd up? 
King. O for two ſpecial Reaſons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) ſeem much unſinewed, 
And yet to me they are ſtrong. The _—_ his Mother, 
Lives almoſt by his looks: and for my ſelf, 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She's ſo conjun@tive to my Life and Soul ; 
That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 


| I could not but by her. The other Motive, 


Why to a publick count I mighr not go, 
ls the great love the general gender bear him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their affetion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gives to Graces, So that my Arrows 
Tooflightly Timbred for ſo loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I bad aim'd them. 

Laer. And ſo have 1a Noble Father loſt, 
A Siſter driven into deſperateterms, 
Who was (if praiſes may go back again) 
Stood Challenger. on mount of ail the Age 
For her perfeftions. But my revenge will come, 
' King. Break not your ſleeps for that, 
You muſt not think 
That we are made of ſtuff: ſo flat and dull, 
That we can let our Beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall hear mgre, 
[ loy'd your Father, and we love your ſelf, 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine —— 


Enter Meſſenger. 


How now? What News? | 

ee]. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. This to your 
Majeity : This to the Queen, 

King, From Hamlet ? Who brought them ? 

Me). Sailors, my Lord, they ſay, I ſaw them not : 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv*d them. 

King. Laertes, you ſhall read them: 
Leave us. [Exit Meſſenger, 

High and Mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your 
Kingdom, To Morrow ſhall I beg leave to ſee your King- 
ly Eyes. When T ſhall (firſt asking you Pardon thereunto) 
recourt th” Occaſions of my ſudden, aud more ſtrange re- 


turn, 
Hamlet. 


them, Let the King have the Letters I have ſent, and re- | What ſhould this mean? Are all the reſt come back ? 


Or is it ſome abuſe ? Or no ſuch thing ? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

King. *Tis Hamlet's Charafter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
ſcript here he ſays alone : Can you adviſe me ? 

Laer, Pm loſt in it, my Lord, but let him come, 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my heart, 
That [ ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 
Thus diddeſt thou. 

King. If it be ſo, Laertes, as how ſhould it be ſo? 
How otherwiſe ? will you be rul'd by me. 

Laer, If ſo, you'll not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace: If he be now return'd, 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he means 


No more to undertake it; Iwill work him 5 
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Toan exploit now ripe in my Device 
Under the which he thall not chooſe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the praftice, 
And call it accident : Some two Months hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normanay. 
ve feen my ſelf and ferv'd againſt the French. 
And they ran well on horſe back; bur this Gallant 
Had witchcraft in't; he grew into his Seat, 
And to ſuch wendrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the brave Beaſt, ſo far he paſt my thought, 
That 1 in forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 
Latr. A Norman was't ? 
King, A Norman. 
Laer. Upon my life, Lamonnd. 
King, The Very ſame, 
Laer. | know him well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gemma of all our Nation. 
King. He made confeſlion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, 
For art and exerciſe in your defence , 
An for your Rapier molt eſpecially, 
That he cry'd out, *rwould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but wiſh and beg, 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him 3 
Now out of this—— 
Laer, Why out of this, my Lord? 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 
Laer, Why ask you this ? 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time : 
And that I ſee in paſlages of proof, 
Time qualifies the ſpark and hire of it: 
Hamlet, come back, what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your felf your Father's Son in deed, 
More than in words ? 
Laer. To cut his Throat th? Church, ; 
King. No place indeed ſhould murther ſanCtuarize , 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds: but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your Chamber ? 


.} Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come home : 


We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſet a double yarniſh on the ſane 
The Frenchman gave you , bring you in fige together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remiſs, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruſe the Foils? So that with caſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
A Sword un- baited, and in a paſs of praCtice, 
Requite him for your Father. 

Laer, 1 will do't, 
And for that purpoſe Pl anoint my Sword : 
| bought an UnCtion of a Mountebank, 
So mortal], I but dipt a Kaife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no Cataplaſm fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratcht withal : 1 touch my point, 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him fligltly, 
[t may be death. 

King, Let's further think of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our ſhape if this ſhould fail; 
And that our drift lookt through our bad performance, 
'Twere better not aſſay'd ; therefore this Project 
Should have a back, or ſecond, that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof: Soſt, let me ſee, 
We'll make a folemn wager o0n-your comings, 


i 


— 


[ ha't: When in your motion you ate hot and dry, 

As make your bouts more violeat to the end, 

And that he calls for drink; I'll have p:epar'd him 

A Chalice for the nonce 5 whereon bur ſipping, 

f he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſtuck, 

Jur purpoſe may hold there; how now, ſweet Queen. 


Enter Queen, 


Qarer, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
0 faſt they'll follow : Your Siſter's drown'd, Laertex. 
Laer. Drown'd! O where ? 
Q een. There is a Willow grows aſlant a Brook, 
Tat ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſlie ſtream ; 
T here with fantaſtick Gatlands did ſhe come, 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daiſies, and long Purples, 
That libera! Shepherds gave a groſſer name z 
But our cold Maids do dead men's Fingers call them ; 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang; an envious liver broke, 
When down the weedy Trophies, and her ſelf, 
Fell in the weeping Brook, her cloaths ſpread wide, 
And Maremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old Tunes, 
As one incapable of her own diltreſs, 
Nr like a Creature Native, and deduced 
Unto that element : But long it could not be, 
"Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
PulPd the poor wretch from her melodious by 
lo muddy death. 
Later, Alas then, is ſhe drown'd ? 
_ Drown'd, drown'd. 
Latr.” Too much of water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore} forbid my tears: Burt yet 
[r is our trick, Nature her cyltom bolds, 
Let ſhame ſay what it will ; when theſe are gone, 
The woman will be out :. Adieu, my Lord, 
{ have a ſpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 


But that this folly drowns it. LExit, 
King. Let's follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had todo to calm his Rage ? 

Now fear I this will give it ſtart again, 

Therefore let's follow. LExeunt, 


Enter two Clowns. 


Clown, Is ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, that wil- 
fully teeks her own ſalvation ? 

Other. 1 tell thee, ſhe is, and therefore make her Grave 
ſtraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it 
Chriſtian burial, 

Clown. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowned her ſelf 
in her own defence ? 

Other, Why *tis found ſo. 

Clown. It muſt be Se offendendo, it cannot be elſe : For 
here lies the point: If I drown my ſelf wittingly, it argues 
an AQ : And an Act hath three branches. Ir is an Act to 
do, and to perform; argall ſhe drown'd her felf wit. 
tingly. 

Other. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 

Clown. Give me leave; here lies the water, good : 
here ſtands the man, good: If the man go to this Water, 
and drown himſelf: it is will he, nill he, he goes; mark 
you that: But if the water come to him, and drown him; 
he drowns not himſelf. Argall, he that is not guilty of 
his own death, ſhortens not his own life. 

Orher. But is this Law ? 

Clown, I marry is't, Crowner's Queſt Law. 

Other. Will you ha? the truth on't: if this had not 
been a Gentlewoman, ſhe ſhould have been buried out of 
Chriſtian Burial. 

Clown. Why there thou ſay*lt. And the more pity that 
great Folk ſhould have countenance in this World to 


| drown or hang themſelves, more than their even Chri- 
Nan. 


Adam's profeſlion. 

Other. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo. He was the firſt that ever bore Armcs, 

G:ber. Why, he had none, 

Clo. What, art a Heathen ? how doſt thou underſtand 
the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes Adam digg'd ; could 
be dig without Armes ? ]'le put another queſtion to thee ; 
if _ an{wereſt me not to the purpole, confeſs thy 
ſel 

Other. Go to. 

Clo. What is he that builds ſtronger than either the 
Maſon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallowsmaker, for that Frame out-lives a 
thouſand Tenants. 

Clo. 1 like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows does 
well; but how does it well? it does well to thoſe that do 
ill : now thou do'ſt ill to ſay the Gallows is built ſtronger 
than the Church : Argal, the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again, Come. 

Other. Who builds ſtronger than a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

Clo. I, tell me that, and unyoke. 
Other. Marry, now I can tell, 
Clo. To't. , 
Other. Maſs, I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio afar off. 


= 
Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more abont it ; for your Cull 
Aſs will not men4 his pace with beating ; ard when you | 
| are askt this queſtion next, ſay a Grave-maker * thehavſes 1 
that he makes, laſt till Dooms-day: go,get thee to Taxghan, 
fetch me a ſtoup of Liquor. | | | 
Sings, ail 
In youth when 7 aia love, tid love, - n 7 
me thought it was very ſweet y-- ET 
To contratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there was nething meet, - 
| (34; | 
Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs, that he | 
ſings at Grave-makiog, | "_ 
Hor. Cuſton-hath made it in him a property of eaſt 
nels. 
Ham, "Tis een fo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier ſenſe, 


Clown ſongs. 
But Age with hu ſtealing ſteps 
bath caught me mm his c\utch : 
And hath ſhipped me intill the Land, 
as if I never had bin ſuch. 


Ham, That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing once: 
how the Knave jowles it to th*ground, as if it were Carr's 
Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murther : It might be the pate 
of a Politician which this Aſs o'ce-offices : one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham, Or of a Courtier, which could ſay, Good Morrow, 
ſweer Lord : how doſt thou, good Lord ? this might be 
my Lord ſuch a one.that prais'd my Lord ſuch a ones horſe, 
when he meant to beg it ; might it n6t ? 

Hor. 1, my Lord. 

Ham, Why een ſo : and now my Lady Worm's, Chap 
leſs, and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sexton's Spade, 
here's fine Revolution, if we bad the trick to ſee*t. Did 
theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, but to play at Log: 
gers with *em? mine ake to think on't. 


HIER Clown ſings. 
-| A Pickaxe and a Spade, a Spade, 
for and a ſhrowding. ſheet : 


— — 


Ham, There's another : why might not that be the Scull 
of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now? his Quillets ? 
his Caſes? his Tenures , and his Tricks ? why does he 
{uffer this rude knave now to knock him about the Sconce 
with a-dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his Action of 
Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's time a great buyer 
of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fines, 
his double Vouchers, his Recoverics : ls this the fine of his 
Fines, and the recovery of his Recoveries, to have his fine 
Pate full of fine Dirt ? will his Vouchers vouch him no 
more of his Purchaces,and double ones too, then the lengrh 
an breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very Conveyances 
of his Lands will hardly lye ia this Box z and mult the 1o 
heritor himſelf kave no more ? ha ? 


Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord, 

Ham. ls not Parchment made of Sheep skins ? | 

Hor, 1 my Lord, and of Calve-skins too. | 

Ham, They are Sheep and Calves that ſcck out afly | 
rance in that. I will ſpeak to this fellow ; whoſe Grave's 
this, Sir ? 

(0, Mine, Sir : 

O a pit of Clay for to be made, 

for ſuch a Gueſt is meet. 

Ham. | think it be thine indeed : for thou lieſt int. 

Clo. Youlye out on't, Sic, and therefore it is not yours : 
for my part | do not lie in't, and yet it is mine. 

Ham, Thou doſt lye in't, to be in'c, and fay 'tis thine, 
'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeſt. 

Clo. *Tis a quick lye, Sir, *twill away again from me 
to you. 

Ham. What man doſt thou dig it for ? 

Clo, For no man, Sir. 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in'c ? 

Clo. One that was a Woman, Sir ; but reſt her Soul, 
ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the Knave is? we muſt ſpeak by 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us: by the Lord, 
Horatio, theſe three years I have taken note of it, the Age 
is grown ſo picked, and the toe of the Peſant comes ſo near 
the heel of our Courtier , he galls his Kibe,. How long 
haſt thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clo, Of all the dayes rth'year, I came to't that day that 
our laſt King Hamlet o'recame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that ſince ? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that : It 
was the very day that young, Hamlet was born, he that was 
mad and ſent into England. 

Ham, I marry, why was he ſent into England ? 

Clo. Why, becauſe he was mad ; he ſhall recover his 
wits there z or if he donot, it's no great matter there. 

Ham, Why ? 

Clown, *Twill not be feen in him, there the men are as 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo. Very ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely ? 

Clo. Faith een with loſing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clo. Why here in Denmark; I have been Sexton here, 
Man and Boy thirty years. 

Ham, How long will a man lie i'tt'earth *ere he rot ? 

Clio. Ifaith, if he be rotten before he dye (as we have 
many pocky Coarſes now adays, that will ſcarce hold the 
laying in) he will laſt you ſome eight year, or nine year. 
A Tanner will laſt you nine years. 

Ham. Why he, more than another ? 

Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann'd with his Trade, that 
he will keep out water a great while. And your water 
is a ſore Decayer of your whoreſon dead body, here's a 

Scull 
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Scull now : this Scull has lain in the Earth three and When thou lieſt howling. 
twenty years. | Ham, What, the fair Ophelia ? 


Ham, Whoſe was it ? Queen, Sweets, to thee fweet farewell, 

Clo. A whoreſon mad Fellow's it was ; | hop'd thou would'ſt have been my Hamlet's wife - 
Whole do you think it was ? © [| thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt (ſweet Maid) 

Ham. Nay, 1 know not. And not thave ſtrew'd thy Grave. 


Clo. A peſtilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour'd a | Laer. Oh terrible wooer, 
Flagon of Rheniſh on my head once. This ſame Scull, Sir, | Fall ten times treble of that curſed head, 
this ſame Scul), Sir,was Yorick's Scull, the Kings Jeſter, Whoſe wicked deed, thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
4 Hem, This ? Depriv'd theeof. Hold off the earth a while, 
Clo, Een that. : *Tiwll I hevecanghc her once more in mine arms : 
Ham. Let me ſee. Alas poor Torick,I knew him, Hor tis, - [ Leaps into the Grave. 
a fellow of infinite Jeſt ; of moſt excellent fancy, he hath No pile you duſt upon the quick and dead, 
born me on his back a thouſand times : And how abhor- |*Talfof Fhis flat a mountain you have made, 
red my imagination is, my gorge riſes at it. Here hung } Too'r&top old Pelion, or the $kyiſh head 
thoſe lips, that I have kijt | know not how oft, Where | Of blue Olympue. 
be your Jibes now ? Your Gambals? Your Songs? Your | - Ham. What is he, whoſe griefs 
flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to ſet the Tablgor a} Bear ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Roar ? No one now to mock your own Jeermyg ite Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ſtand 
chop fall'n? Now get you to my Ladies & 'q Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is l, 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to thisH {'Fjawlet the Dane. 
come. Make her laugh at that : prethee, & 1- Laer. The Devil take thy Soul, 
one thing, | Ham. Thou pray'it not well, 
Hor, What's that, my Lord ? I prithee take thy fingers from my throat : 
Ham. Do'lt thou think Alexander 1 Sir, though I] 4m not ſpleenative and raſh, 
i'th'earth ? Yet have ſomething in me dangerous, 
Hor. Een fo. _— VVhich let thy wiſenels fear. Away thy band. 
Him, And ſmelt ſo? Puh, ' King. Pluck them aſunder, 
Her. E'en ſo, my Lord. Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Ham, To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio, Why Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 
may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of Alexander, | Ham. VVhy 1 will fight with him upon this Theme, 


*cill he find it ſtopping a bung- hole ? Until my eye-lids will ao longer wag. 
Hor, *Twere to conſider : too curiouſly to conſider ſo. Queen. Oh my Son, what Theme ? 
Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither | Am. I lov'd Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
with modeſty enough, and likelyhood to lead it ; as thus, | Could not (with all their quantity of love) 
Alexander died: Alexander was buried : Alexander re- | Make up my ſumm. VVhat wilt thou do for her ? 
turneth into duſt; the duſt is earth ; of earth we make King. Oh he is mad, Laertes, | 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was converted) | Queen, For love of God forbear him. | 
might they not ſtop a Beer»barrel ? Ham. Come ſhew me what thou'lt do. | 
b- Imperial Ceſar,dead and turn'd to clay, VVoo't weep? woo't fight? woo'ttear thy (cif ? | 
1 & Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. VVoo'tdrink up Eſile, eat a Crocodile ? | 
x Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, le do't Do'ſt thou come hither to whine ; | 
. Should patch a Wall, Yexpell the Winter's flaw. Toout-face me with leaping in to her Grave ? 
But ſoft, but ſoft, aſide : here comes the King, Be buried quick with her, and ſo will I, 
6 And if thou prate of Mountains; let them throw 
”) Fnter King, Queen, Laerts, and a Coffin, Millions of Acres on us, *till our ground 
with Lords attendant. Singing his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Y | Make Of like a wart. Nay, and thou'lt mouth, 
| The Queen, the Courtiers. What is't that they follow, Fle rant as well as thou. 
X And with ſuch maimed rights ? This doth betoken, King. This is mere madneſs : 
' The Coarſe they follow, did with deſperate hand, And thus a while the fit will work on him - 
*. * Foredo it's own life; *ewas ſome Eſtate. Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
Couch we a while, and mark. VVhen that her golden Cupler are diſclos'd ; 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? His ſilence will fit drooping. | 
li Ham, That is Laertes, a very Noble youth : Mark. Ham, Hear you Sir : 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? V Vhat is the reaſon that you uſe me thus ? | 
| Prieſt. Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg'd, | lov'd youever but it is no matter : 
As we have warrantie, her death was doubtful, Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
| And but that great command o'reſways the order, The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day. [Ex#. 
"0 She ſhould in gronnd unſanCtified have lodg'd, King. | pray you good Horatio, wait upon him, 
Ms: "Till the laſt Trumpet. For charitable prayer, Strengthen your patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 
Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, ſhould be thrown on her : VVe'll put the matter to the preſent puſh. 
Yet here ſheis allowed her Virgin Rites, Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch over your Son, 
Her Maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home This Grave ſhall have a living Monument : 
| Of Bell and Burial. An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee ; 
Laer, Muſt there no more be done ? 'Till then in patience our proceeding be. [ Exeunt. 
4 Prieſt, No more be done : : 
| We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead, Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 
To ſing ſage Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her 6 
As to peace-departed Souls. , Ham. So much for this, Sir ; now let me ſee the other, 
Laer. Lay her ”thearth, You do remember all the circumſtance. 
And from her fair and vnpolluted fleſh, Hor. Remember it,my Lord. ; 
1 May Violets ſpring. 1 tell thee (churliſh Prieſt) Ham, Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
p A Miniſtring Angel ſhall my Siſter be, That would not let me ſleep ; me thought | lay RR 
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Worſe than the mutines in the Bilboes, raſhly, 

(And praile be raſhneſs for it) let us know 

Our indiſcretion ſometimes lerves us well, 

When our dear Plots do pall, and that ſhould teach vs, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certain. 

Ham, Up from my Cabio. 

My Sea-Gown ſcarft about me in the dark, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my delire, 
Finger*d their Packer, and in fine withdrew 

To mine own Room again, making ſo bold, 
(My tears forgetting manners) to unſeal 

Their grand Commiſſion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh royal knavery : An exact command, 

Lardced with many ſeveral ſorts of reaſon : 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With hoo, ſuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the ſupervize no leiſure bated, 

No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head ſhould be ſtruck off. 

Hor. Is poſſible ? 

Ham. Here's the Commiſſion, read it at more leiſure : 
But wilt thou hear how 1 did proceed ? 

Hor. 1 beſeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E're | could make a Prologue to my Brains 
They had begun the Play. 1 ſate me down, 

Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it fair, 

I once did hold it as our Statilts do, 

A baſeneſs to write fair ; and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning : But, Sir, now, 
It did me yeoman's ſervice : wilt thou know 
The effets of what I wrote ? Y 

Hor. I, good my Lord. 

| Ham, Ancarnelt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, = 

As love between them, as the Palm ſhould flouriſh, 

As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland wear, 

And ſtand a Comma *eween their amities, 

And many ſuch like Afſis of great charge, 

That on the view and know of theſe contents, 

VVithout debatement further, more or leſs, 

He ſhould the bearers put to ſudden death, 

No ſhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this ſeal'd ? 

Ham, Why even in that was heaven ordinate 
[ had my Father's Signet in my Purſe, 

Which was the model of that Daniſh Seal : 
Folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gav*th' Impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
The Changling never known : Now, the next day 
| Was our Sea-fight, and what this was ſement, 
Thou know'ſt already. 

Hor, So, Guildenſtare and R »ſincrofi, go to't. 

Him.Why mar hey did make love to this imployment, 
They are not near my conſcience; their debate 
Doth by their own inſinuation grow : 

'Tis dangerous when baſer nature comes 
Between the paſs, and fell incenſed points 
Ot mighty oppoſites. 

Hor.. Why, what a King is this ? 

Him. Does it not, think'ſt thee, ſtand me now upon, 
He that hath kild my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in between th'cleCtion and my hopes, 

Thrown ont his Angle for my proper lite, 

And with ſuch cozenage; is't not perfect conſcience, 
Toquit him with his arm? And is't notto be damn'd 
To let this Canker of our Nature come 

[n further evil. 

Hor. It muſt be ſhortly known to him from England, 
What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. 

Ham, |t will be ſhort. 

The [nterim's mine, and a man's life's no more 


—————. ——_ 
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Tian to ſay one : But I am very forry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot my ſelf 
For by the Image of my cauſe | ſee 
The Pourtraiture of his, 1] count his favours : 
But ſure the bravery of his gricf did put me 
lato a Towring paſſion. 
Ho-. Peace, who comes here ? 


Enter Olrick. 


Ojſr. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to. Denmark. 
Ham, | humbly thank you,Sir ; doſt know this water-fly? 
Hor. No, my good Lord. 

Ham, T by (tate is the more gracious; for *tis a Vice to 
know him : he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the King's 
Meſſe; *tis a Chough ; but as 1 ſay, ſpacious in the pollſeſ 
ſion of dirt. 

Oſr. Sweet Lord, if your friendſhip were at leiſare, 1 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. : 

Ham, | will receive it with all diligence of ſpirit; put 
your Bonnet to his right uſe, *cis for the head. 

Ojr. I thank your Lordſhip, *tis very hot. 

Ham, No, believe me, *tis very cold, the wind is 
Northerly. 

Oſr. lt is indifferent cold, my Locd, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is very ſoultry, and hot for my 
Complexion. 

Oſr. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very ſoultry, as *twere 
| cannot tell how : but, my Lord, his Majeſty bid me ſig. 
nie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head - 
Sir, this 1s the matter. 

Ham. 1 beſeech you rememher. 

Oſr. Nay in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith: 
Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham,” What's his weapon ? 

Oſr. Rapier and Dagger. 
| Ham, That's two of his weapons ; but well. 

Oſr. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him ſix Barbary 
Horſes, againſt the which he impon*d, as I take it, fix 
French Repiers and Poinards, with their aſſigns, as Gir- 
dle Hangers, or ſo : Three of the carriages in faith are ve- 
ry dear to fancie, very reſponſiveto the hilts, moſt deli- 
cate carriages, and of yery liberal conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages ? 

Oſr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham, The Phraſe would be more germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides; I would 
ic might be Hangers *till then; but on, fix Barbary 
Horſes, againſt ſix French Swords: their Aſſigns and 
three liberal conceited carriages, that's the French, but 
againſt the Damſh; why, is this impon'd as you call it ? 

Oſr. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paſſes 
between you and him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that' would come to 
immediate tryal, if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 
Anſwer. 

Ham, How if I anſwerno? 

Oſr. 1 mean, my Lord, the oppoſition of your perſon 
in tryal, 

Ham. Sic, 1 will walk here in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majeſty, *tis the breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpoſe; I will win for him if I can: if 
not, Il gain nothing but my ſhame, and the odd hitts. 

Oſr. Shall I redeliver you c'en ſo? 

Ham, Tothis effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your nature 
will. 

Of-. I commend my duty to your Lordſhip. [Exit. 

Ham. Yours, yours; he does well to commend it 
himſelf, there are no tongues elſe for's tongue. 

Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell @n bis 
head, | 


Ham, 
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Ham. He did comply with his Dug before he ſuck't 
it: thus had he and nine more of the ſame Beavy that I 
know the droſlie Age doats on ; only got the tune of the 
time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of yelty 
Colletion, which carrics them through and through the 
molt fond aud winnowed opinions; and do but blow them 
to their Tryals, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will loſe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham, | do not think fo, fince he went into France, 
| have been in continual practice ; I ſhall win at the odds ; 
but thou webldeſt not think how all here about my hcatt : 
but it 1s ng Matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham, ltis but foolery z but it is ſuch a kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. If your mind di any thing, obey. I will 
foreſtal their repair hither, and ſay you are not fit, 

Ham, Not a whit, we defte Augury ; there's a ſpecial 
Providence in the fall of a Sparrow. If it be now, *tis not 
to come : if it be not come, it will be now: if it be 
not now; yet it will come; the readineſs is all , ſince 
no man has ought of what he leaves. What is't to leave 


betimes ? 


Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords , with other At- 
tendants with Foyles, and Gantlets, a Tavle 
and Flaogons of Wine on it, 


Kin, Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I've done you wrong, 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman. 
This preſence knows, 
And you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 
With ſore diſtraftion ? What have I done 
That might your natures honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madgeſs : 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himſelf be tane away : | 
And when he's not himſelf, do's wrong Laertgs, - \\ 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Who does it then ? His madneſs? If't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the FaCtion that is wrong'd, 
His Madneſs is poor Hamlet's Enemy, 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 
Free me ſo far in your moſt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine Arrow o're the Houle, 
And hurt my Mother, 
Laer. | am ſatisfied in Nature, 
Whoſe Motive in this caſe ſhould ſtir me moſt 
To my Revenge.  But-in my terms of honour 
| ſtand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 
'Till by ſome elder Maſters of knowa honour, 
| have a voice, and preſident of peace 
To keep my name ungorg'd. But 'cill that time, 
| do receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 
Ham, | do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brother's Wager frankly play. 
Gives us the Foyles : Come on. 
Laer. Come on for me. 
Ham. | | be your Foyle, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your skill ſhall like a Star ? th* brighteſt night, 
Stick fieryoffindeed;”- Ts api 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham, No, by this hand. 
King. Give the Foyles young Oſrick, 
Couſin Fmlet, you know the Wager. 


| -: Hws. Very well, my Lord, 
Your Grate hath laid the odds o' th' weaker ſide. 


King. I do not fear it, 

[ have ſeen you both : 

But ſince he is better*d, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, 
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Let me ſee another. 
Ham, This likes me well, 


Ojr. I, my good Lord. 


If Hamlet give the firſt, or ſecond bit, 

Or quit in anſwer of a third exchange, 

Let all the Battlemencs their Ordnance fire, 
The King ſhall drink co Ham!ct's better breath, 
And in thz Cup a 100 ſhall he chrow 
Richer than that, wMich four ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmark's Tcown have worn. 

Give me tne Cups, 

And let the Keitic to the Trumpets ſpeak, 

The Truapets ro the Canoneer without, 


Now the King drinks to Hamler. Cume, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham. Come on, Sir. 


Ham, One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham, Judgment. 
Oſr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well: again. 
King. Stay, give me drink, 
Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup. 


[Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off. 


Ham, |'ll play this bout firſt, ſet by a while. 
Come: another hit ; what ſay you ? 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeſs. 

King. Our Son ſhall win. 


Qs. He's fat, and ſcant of breath. 

Heres a Napkin, rub thy brows, 

The Queen carouſes to thy fortune, Ham!ct. 
Ham. Good Madam. . 
King. Gertrude, do not drink, 

' 2%. I will, myLord; 

[ pray you pardon me. 

' Kuo. It is the poiſon'd Cup, it is too late. 
Ham. | Care not drink yet, Madam, 

By and by. 

24. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

_ Laer. My Lord, I'll bit him gow. 

King. I do not think'r. 


Haim. Come, for the thicd. 
Laertes, you but dally, 
| pray you paſs with your belt violence, 
[ am afeard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo? Come on. 
Ofr; Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 


King. Part them, they are incen'sd. 
Ham. Nay, come agaig. 
Ofr. Look to the Queen there, ho. 


Ofr. How is't, Laertes ? 
Laer. Why as a Woodcock 
To my Sprindge, Ofrick , 
[ am juſtly kilPd with mine own treachery, 
' — Ham, How does the Queen b————- --- 
King. She ſwounds to ſee them bleed. 
2, No, no, the drink, the crink, 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poiſon'd. 


Treachery, ſeek it ous. 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet. 
Hamlet, thou art ſlain, 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
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The Canons to the Heavens, the Heaven to Earth, 


Laer. Come on, Sic. [ They play. 


Laer. And yet 'tis almoſt *gainſt my Conſcience, 


[In ſcufflung they c94r ge Rapicrs. | 


Hor. They bleed on both ſides. How is't, my Latd? |} 


Ham. Oh Villany! How? Let the door be lock'd : 


Thele Foyles have all a length. [ Prepare to Play. | 


King, Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: | 


——”_ Hou OI OO on we 


; 
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The treacherovs Inſtrument is in thy hand, + + 
Unbated end envenom'd : the foul practice 5 Enter Fortinbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador , with Drum, Þ 
Hath torn'd jt ſelf on me. Loy here l lye, Colours, and Attendants, F- 
Never to riſe gain: thy Mother's poiſon'd : '0. 
[ can ne more, the King, the King's to blame. Fort, Where is the ſight ? L 
Ham. The point envenom'd too, Hor. What is it you would ſee; , v] s 
Then venom to thy work. [f ought of woe or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch, 1 
CHurts the King. | Fort, His quarry cryes on Havock. Oh proud death, 
All, Ticaſon, Treaſon. What Feaſt is toward in thine eternal Cel}, | i 
Kg. O yet defend me Friends, I #A but hurt. That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, bi 
Ham. Here thou inceſtuous, murd*rous 50 bloudily haſt ſtrook. , [ 
Damned Dane, Amb, The light is diſmal, ef. y 
Drink off this Potion; Is thy Union here ? And our affairs from £ng/and come too late,.. 
Follow my Mother. [King dies, | The Ears are ſenſeleſs that ſhould give us heating. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd. To tell him his Command*ment is. F11511'd, 1s 
[t 1s a poiſon temp'red by himſelf : That Roſmcroſs and Gmilde.,. 214 are dead : 1. 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, Noble F7amler ; Where thould we have our cvanks ? | 4 1 
Mine and my Father's Death come not upon thee, Hor. Not from his mouth, | J- 
Nor thine on me. [Dies, | Had it th ability of life to thank you: | 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. He never gave Command*ment for their Death. 
| am dead, Horatio, wretched Queen,adiev, But ſince ſo jump upon this blovdy queſtion, | 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, You from the Polack Wars, and you from Enoland 
That are but Mutes or audience at this act: Are here arrived : Give order that thcſe bodies S 8 
Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
Is ſtrict in this Arreſt) oh 1 could tell you, And let me ſpeak to tit? yer unknowing World, 
But let it be: Horatio, I am dead, How theſe things came ahont. So ſhall you hear 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my cauſes'right Of carnal, bloudy, and unnatural es, | 
To be unſatisfied. Of accidental judgments, caſual ſlaughters, | 
Hor. Never believe it. Of Deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe, 
[ am more an Antick Roman than a Dane : And in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtook, i 
Here's yet ſome Liquor left. FaPn on the Inventor's heads. All this can I 
-+ Ham, As tart a man, give me the Cup, Truly deliver. 
Let go, by Heaven I'll hav't. Fort, Let us haſte to hear it, ' 
Oh,good Heratio, what a wounded name, And call the Nobleſt to the Audience. 
(Things ſtanding thus unknown) ſhall live behind me. For me, with ſorrow, Iembrace my Fortune, 
{ If thou did'ſt ever hold me in thy heart, | have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdom, 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, A. Which are to claim, my vantage doth | 
And in this harſh World draw thy breath in pain, - - Invite me. ] 
To tell my Story. Hor. Of thatI ſhall always cauſe to ſpeak, 1 
Ce March a far off, and ſhout within, | And from his mouth 
What Warlike noiſe is this? 4 | Whoſe Voice will draw on more : : 
| But Jet this ſame be preſently perfornm'd, 
Enter Olrick. Even whiles men's minds are: wild, 
Leſt more miſchance «| # 
Oſr. Young Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Poland, | On plots, and errours happen. 
To th' Amballadors of England gives this Warlike Volley. | Fore. Let four Captains | 
Ham. Ol die, Horatio : ' | Bear Hamlet like a Sonldier off the Stage, Z 
The potent poiſon quite o're-crows my ſpirit, For he was likely, had he been put on 
I cannot live to hear the News from England. To have prov'd moſt royally : 
But I do propheſie th? eleCtion lights And for his paſſage, | | 
On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, The Souldiers Muſick, and the rites of War 4 
So tell him with the occurrents more- or leſs, Speak loudly for him. _ - 
Which have ſolicited. The reſt is ſilence, O, o, o. £ Dies. | Take up the Body ; Such a fight as this, | | 
Hora. Now cracks a Noble heart : + [Becomes the Field, but here ſhews much amiſs, | 
Goodnight, ſweet Prince, Go, bid the Souldiers ſhoot. | 4+ 
And flights of Angels ſing thee to thy reſt, [Exeunt eMarching : after which, a Peal 
Why do's the Drum come hither ? ; of Ordnance ave ſhot off. L279 
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.AFus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund. 
Kent. WW Thought the King had more affefted the Duke 

of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always ſeem tous: But now in 

the diviſion of the Kingdom, it appears not 
which of the Dukes he values moſt, for qualities are fo 
weigh'd, that curioſity in neither, can make choice of 
eithers moiety, 

Kent. 1s not this your Son, my Lord ? 

Glo, His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I. am 
braz'd to't. 

Kent, | cannot conceive you. 

Gle. Sir, this young Fellows Mother could ; where- 
upon ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed- (Suu) a 
Son for her Cradle, e're ſhe had a Husband for her bed. 
Do you ſinell a fault ? 

Kent, 1 cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of it 
being ſo proper. 

Glo, But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, ſame 
Year elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count, though this Knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to the 
World before he was ſent for : yet was his Mother fair, 
there was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon 
"muſt be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond ? 

Edm, No, my Locd. 

Glo. My Lord of Kent : | 
Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend, 

Edm. My ſervices to your Lordſhip. 

Kent, | muſt love you, and ſue to know you better, 

Eam. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 

Glo, He hath been out nine years, and away be ſhall 
again, The King is coming. 

Sennet, Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany, Goneril), 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants, 

Lear, Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Gloſter. 

Glo. I ſhall, my Lord, [Exn. 

Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe. 
Give me the Map here» Know, that we bave divided 
Into three, our Kingdom : and 'tis our faſt intent, 

To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward Death. Our Son of Corawall, 
And you our no leſs loving Son of Albany, 

We have this hour a content will to publiſh 

Our Daughter's ſeyeral Dowers, that future ſtrife 


May be prevented now. The Prince, France and Burgwrdy, 
Great Rivals in our younger Daughter's Love, 


| Long in our Court, have made their amorous ſojourn, 


And here ate to be anſwer'd. Tell my Daughters 
(Since now we will divelt us both of Rute, 
[ntereſt of Terrority, Cares of State } 
Which of you ſhall we ſay doth love us moſt, 
That we, our largeſt bounty may exrend 
Where nature Coth with merit challenge. Goreri!, 
Oureldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. 
Gon.Six,l love you more than word can wield the matrer, 
Dearer than Eye-ſight, ſpace, and liberty, 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 
No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as Child e're loy'd, or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much | love you. 
Cor, What ſhall Cqrdelss ſpeak ? Love, and be filent. 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds,even from this Line, to this, 
With hadowy Forelſts,. and with Champions rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Mcads 
We make thee Lady. . To thine and elbary's Iſſues 
Be this perpetual. What ſayes our ſecond Daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan, Wife of Cornwall ? 
Reg. 1 am made of that ſelf-metal as-my Siſter, 
And prize me at her worth. : In my-true heart, 
I find ſhe names my very deed of love : 
Oily ſhe comes too ſhort, ; that 1 profeſs 
My ſelf an Enemy to all other j 
Which the moſt precious {quare of ſcnſe profeſſes, 
And find l am alone felicitace 
[n your dear Highneſs love. 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia, + 
And yet not fo, ſince | am ſure my loye's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine hereditary ever : 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No lefs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure 
Than that confer'd on Goyerill, Now our Toy, 
Although our laſt and leaſt; to whoſe young love; 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſt. - What can you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Siſters ? ſpeak; . 
. Cay.) Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear, Nothing ? 4 
Core. Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeak again. 
Cord, Unhappy that I am, I cannot have 
My heart into my mouth: 1 love your Majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor leſs. | 
Lear, How, how, Cordelia ? Mend your ſpeech a little, 
Hhh2 Leſt 
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Leſt you may marr your fortunes, 
Cor, Good, my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 
| return thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love bw and molt honours you. 


Why have my Silt nds, if fey ſay | 
They love you all ? Happily Mc all wed, : 
That Lord, whoſe bWd muſt ke ny plight, {hÞ1! carry 
Half my Love wit , balf iny Ekce, and Unty, 


Sure 1 ſhall never marry like my Siſters. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor, I my good Lord, 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true ? 
Lear, (xt it be ſo, the truth then be thy dowre : 
For by ths ſacred radidnce of the Sun, 
The myſteries of Here, and the night : 
By all the operation of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Here | diſclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Barbarous Scyrhran, 
Or he that makes his Generation Meſles 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent. Good my Liege. Lear, Peace, Kent 
Come not between the Dragon and his wrath, 
L lov*d her moſt, and thought toſet my reſt 
On her kind-nurſery. Hence, and avoid my light ; 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her Father's heart from her z call France, who ſtirs? 


{ Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and Hlbany, 


With my two Daughters Dares, digeſt the third, 


| Let pride,” which fhe calls plainnefs, marry her : ; 
| 1 do inveſt you joyntly with my power, - 


HITS 
Preheminence, and all the large effefts © 
That troop with Majeſty. Out ſelf by monthly courſe 
With reſervation of an hundred Knights, | 


| By you to be ſaſtain'd, ſhall oge abode - 
| Make with you by dve turn, onfy* 
| Thename, and all th'addition'toa King - the Sway, 
| Revenne, Execution of the reſt, | 

{ Beloved Sons be yours, which to'confirm, 


e ſhall retdid - 


This Coronet part between you. _ F 
Kent. Royal Lear, L9 


| Whom [have ever honour'd as a King, 

| Lov? as my Father; us'tny Maſter follow'd, 

| As my Patron, thotight on in'my Prayers. © 

Lear. The bows betit and drawh, make from the ſhaft. 


Kent, Let it fall rather; though the fork invade 


| The region of my[heart, be:X#e utmatnerly, 


When Lear is mad, what wouldſt then do, 'old man ? 


| Think'ſt thou that Duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, 

-| When Power to Flattery bows ?- | | 
| To plainneſs honour's bound, *'» - 

| When Majeſty falls to folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 


And thy beſt conſideration, &heck - | 
This hideous raſhheſfs, abſwet'my life, my judgment : 
Thy youngeſt Daughter do's not/love thee leaſt, 
Nor are thoſe empty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
Reverb no hollowneſs. © | 
Lear. Kent, on'my'life no'mote. - 
Kent. My life I never'teld but as a-paw 


To wage againſt thineenenties; her Tearto loſe'it, 
Thy ſafety being motive. =-* Lek," Out of :my ſight. 


Kent. See better, Lear, and let me'ſtillremain*->-: 
Tie true blank of thine os. Lear. Now'by Apollo, 
Kent. Now by «Apollo Ringy© tf © ws 

Thou ſwear*ſt thy gods in vain; : - 
Lear. 0 Vaſſal !'Miſereant. © 
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir. 'forbeari ff 224L 
Keit, Kill thy Phyſician, and-thy Fee beſtow: . 


—_— —_— 


: 


| 


| 
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Upon the foul diſeaſe, revoke the giſt, 
Oc whiPſt I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'11 tell thee thou do'ſt evil. 
Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine allegiance hear me ; 
That thou haſt ſought to make us break our vows, 
Which we gurſt never Fet 5 and withftrain'd pride, 
To comeMtwixt our fentefice and off power. 
Which, r naturgg/hdt our pladEcan bear ; 
| Our PofFacy thade ge&&0, - tithe thy reWard. 
Five days we do allot thee for proviſion, | 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, - 
And on the ſixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our Kingdom ; if the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſht Trunk be found in our Dominions, 


The moment is thy death; . By Jupiter 
This ſhdll not <—— 7 


- Kent, Fare thee well; | ith thus thou wilt 
Freedom lives hence, af bedlthmnent ishere ; vain 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, Maid, 

That juſtly thinks, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid : 

And your large ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 

That good effects may ſpring from words of love: 

Thys-Kewt, O Ptinces, bids you all aicn, 

He'll ſhape his old courſe in a Countrey new. LExit 
Enter Gloſter, with France and Burgundy Attendants. 
Cor. Here's France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 

We firſt addreſs toward you, who, with this King, 

Hath rivalld for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 

Will you require in preſent Dowre with her, 

Or ceaſe your Quelt of Love? 

Bur. Moſt Royal Majeſty, 


| I crave no more than what your Highneſs offer'd, 


Nor will you tender leſs. 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
When'ſhe was dear to us we held her ſo, 
But now her price is falPn : Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
If ought within that little ſeeming fubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours, 

Bur. I know no anſwer. 

Lear, Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 


| Dowr'd with our curſe, and tranger'd with our oath, 


Take leave, or leave her. 
Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir, 
Election makes notup in ſuch conditions. 
Lear.Then leave her,Sir, for by thepower that made me, 
| teflyon all her wealth. For you, great Ring, 
[ would not from your love make ſach a ſtray, 
To match you wherel hate, therefore beſeech you 
Tavert your liking a more wotthier way, 
Than'on a'wretch whom ffature is aſham'd 
Almoſt Cacknowledge hers. 
Fra, This is moſt ſtrange, 
That ſhe, who even but now, was your beſt obje@t, 
The gp of your-praiſe, balm of your age, 
The beſt, the deareſt, ſhould in thistrice'sf time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour : ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
\ Tharmonſters it : Or your fore-voucht affetion 
Fall itito Taint; which to'believe of her 
Muſt be a faith, that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plantin me. 
Cor, I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 
If for I want that gliband oylie Art, 
Toſpeak'and ſe not, ſince what'1 will intend, 
P11 do't before peak, that you'make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or fonlneſs, 
No unctaſte ation, or diſhonoured'ſtep, 


- || Tirat hath epriv'd me of your Grace and'Favour, 


But even for want of that, for-which lam richer, : 
A ſtil 


I 
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A ltill ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That lam glad [ bave not, though not to have it, 
Hath lolt me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou had'(t 
Not been born, than not t'have pleas'd me better, 

Fra. Is it but this ? A tardineſs in nature, 

Which ofcen leaves the Hiſtory unſpoke 

That it intends todo; my Lord of Burgundy, 
What ſay you to the Lady ? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtands 
Aloof from thintire point, will you have her ? 
She is her ſelf a Dowry. 

Bur. Royal King, 

Give but that portion which your ſelf propos'd, 
And here 1 take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing, I have ſworn, Iam firm. 

Bur. | am ſorry then you have ſo loſt a Father, 
That you muſt loſe a Husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 

Since that reſpect and fortunes are his loye, 
| ſhall not be his wife, 

Fra. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poor, 

Molt choice forſaken, and molt lov'd deſpis'd, 

Thee and thy Virtues here I ſeize upon, 

Be it lawful 1 take up what's caſt away, 

Gods, gods ! *Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt neglect 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpect. 

Thy dowreleſs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
[s Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France - 

Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 

Can buy this unpriz'd precious Maid of me. 

Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, 

Thou loſeſt here a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou haſt her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of her*s again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon - 
Come Noble Burgundy. Flouriſh. 

Fra. Bid farewel to your Siſters, 

Cor, The Jewels of our Father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you, I know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter am moſt loth to call 

Your faults as they are named. Love well our Father : 
To your profeſſed boſoms I commir him, 

But yet alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 

| would prefer him to a betrer place, 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty. 

Gon, Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes alms, you have obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 

Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. 
Fra. Come, my fair Cordelia, ([ Exeunt France and Cor. 
Gon. Siſter, it is not little I have to ſay, 

Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both, : 

| think our Father will hence to night. (with vs. 

Reg. That's moſt certain, and with you : next month 

Gon. You ſee how full of changes bis age is, the obſerva 
tion we have made of it hath been little : he always lov'd 
our Siſter moſt, and with what poor judgement he hath 
now caſt her off, appears too too groſlcly, 

Rep. *Tis the infirmity of bis Age,” yet he hath ever but 
flenderly known himſelf. 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but 
raſh, then muſt we look from his Age, to receive not alone 
the imperfe&tions of long engraffed condition, bur there. 
withal the unruly way wardneſs, that infirm and cholerick 
years bring with them, : 

Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Xernr's baniſhment, 


[ Exennt. 


Gon. There is further complement of leave taking, be- 
tween France and him, pray you let us ſit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with ſuch diſpoſicioa as he bears, 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. 
Reg. We ſhall further think of it. 

Gon. We muſt do ſomething, and Pch*heat. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Baſtard. 


[Exennt. 


Baſt, Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy Law 
My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhou'd 1 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations to deprive me ? 
For that I am ſome twelve, or fourteen Moonſhines 
Lag of a Brother ! Why Baſtard ? wherefore baſe ? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my ſhape as true 
As honeſt Madam's iſſue ? why brand they us 
With Baſe ? with baſeneſs Baltardy ? Baſ:, Bale ? 
Who in the Juſty ſtealth of nature, take 
More compolition,and fierce quality, 
Than doth within a dull ſtale tyred bed 
Go the creating a whole Tribe of Fops 
Got”?tween a ſleep, and wake 2 Well then, 
Legitimate Eagar, | mult have your land, 


Qur Father's love is to the Baſtard Edmund, 
As to th'legitimate : fine word: legitimate. 
Well, my Legicimate, it this Letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall co th*Legitimate : I grow, I proſper : 
Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards, 


Enter Glouceſter. 


Glo. Kent baniſh'd thus ? and Fraxce in choler parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this gone 
Upon the gad? Edmand, how now ? what news ? 

Baſt. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, nove. 

Glo, Why fo earneſtly ſeek you-to put up that letter ? 

Baſt. I know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, What Paper were you reading ? 

Baſt. Nothing my Lord: | 

Glo. No? what $: then that terrible diſpatch of it 


into your:Pocket ? quality of nothing, hath not ſuch 
| need to hide it ſelf, Wer's ſee: come, it ir be nothing, | 
ſhall not need SpeCtacles. 

Buſt, | beſeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter from 
my Brother, that I have not all o're-read;, and for fo much 
as | haye perus'd, 1 had it got fic for your o're-looking. 

Glo, Give me the Letter, Sic, 

Baſt. | ſhall offend, cither to detain, or give it : 

The Contents, as in part I underſtan4 them, 
Are to blame. 

Glo. Let's ſee, let's ſee, 

Baſt. | hope tor my brother's juſtification, lie wrote this 
bat as an eſſay, or taite of my Vistue. 

Glou. reads. Thi policy, and reverence of Age, makes 
the World buter to beſt of our tumes keeps our Fortunes from 
8 , "tall our oldnejs cannot relhiſh thew, 1 vegin to find an idle 
aud fond bondage , in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny , who 

ſwaye: not as it hath power, but as it us ſuffer 'd. Come to 
me, that of this I may ſpeak more. If our Father would ſleep 
till I wak'd him, bor ſhould enjoy half bis Revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your Brother. Edgar. Hum? Con 
ſpiracy ? Sleep *cill I wake him, you ſhould enjoy balf bis 
Revenue - my Son Edgar, had hea hand to write this ? A 
heart and brain to breed itin? When came this to you ? 
who brought it ? 

Baſt; It was not brought me, my Lord; there's the 


cunning of it. I found it thrown 1n at the Caſement of my 
Cloſſer. Hhh 3 Glo. 
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Glo. You know the character to be your Brother's ? 

Baſe. If the matter were good, my Lord, I durlt ſwear 
it were his: but in reſpect of that, I would fain think it 
were not. 

Glo, 1t 1s his. y ; 

Baſe. It is his hand, my Lord : I hope his heart is not 1n 
the Contents. : 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſs ? 

Baſt. Never,my Lord. Bur I have heard him oft maintain 
it to be fit, that Sons at perfect age, and Fathers declin'd, 
the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and the Son ma- 
nage his Revenue. 

Glo, O Villain, villain : his very opinion in the Letter. 
Abhborred Villain, unnatural, deteſted, bruitiſh Villain ; 
worſe than bruitiſh : Go, ſirrah, ſeek him : Ile apprehend 
him. Abominable Villain, where is he ? 

Baſt. | do not well know, my Lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend your indignation againſt my Brother, *cill 
you can derive from him better Teſtimony of his intent , 
you ſhould run a certain courſe : where, if you violently 
proceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would make 
a great gap in your honour, and ſhake in pieces the heart 
of his obedieuce. I dare pawn down my life for him, that 
ne hath writ this to feel my affeftion to your honour, and 
to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo, Think you ſo? 

Baſt. If your honour judge it meet, 1-will place you 
where you ſhall hear vs confer this, and by an Auricular 
aſſurance have your ſatisfaftion, and that without any 
turther delay, than this very Evening, 

Glo, He cannot be ſuch a Monſter. &admurd, ſeek him 
out: wind me into him, 1 pray you : frame the Buſineſs 
after your own wiſdom. I would unſtate my ſelf, to be in a 
due reſolution. 

Baſt. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently : convey the buſineſs 
as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
good tous : though the wiſdom of- Nature can reaſon it 
chus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelf feourg'd by the ſe. 
quent effefts. Love cools, Friendſhip falls off, Brothers 
divide, In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, diſcord; in 
- Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd, *twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the prediCtion : 
there's Son againſt Father, the King falls from biaſs of na- 
ture,there's Father againſt Child. We have ſcen the beſt of 
our time, Moachinations, hollowneſs, treachery, and all 
ruinous diſorders follow us diſquietly to our Graves. Find 
out this Villain, Edxwmnd, it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it 
carefully : and the Noble and true-hearted Kent baniſh'd ; 
his offence, honeſty. *Tis ſtrange. LExt. 
Baſt. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are ſick in fortune, often the ſurfeits of our own 
behaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moon , and Stars, as if we were Villains on neceſſity, 
Fools by heavenly compnlſion , Knaves, Thieves, and 
Treachers by Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planetary in- 
fluence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thruſting 
on. Anadmirable evaſion of Whore-maſter-man, to lay 
his Goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a Star : My Father 
compounded with my Mother under the Dragon's tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urſa major, ſo that it follows, 
I am rough and Lecherovs. I ſhould have been that 1am, 
had the Maidenlieſt Star in the Firmament twinkled on 


my Baſtardizing. 
Enter Edgar. 


Pat : he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue is villanous Melancholy, with a ſigh like Tom 
0* Bedlam —— O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe diviſions : 
Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Eag. How now, Brother Edmund, what ſerious contem- 
plation are you in ? 


| 
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Baſt. 1 am thinking, Brother, of a Prediction I read 
this other day, what ſhould follow theſe Eclipſes. 

Edg. Do you buſie your ſelf with that ? 

Baſt, | promiſe, the eflefts he writes of, ſucceed un- 
happily. 

When ſaw you my Father laſt ? 

Edo. The night gone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. I, two hours together. 

Baſt. Parted you in good terms? -Found you no diſ- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Edg. None at all, 

Baſt. Bethink your ſelf wherein you have offended 
him : and at my entreaty forbear his preſence, until ſome 
little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure, which 
at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the miſchief of 
your perſon, it would ſcarcely allay. 

Eag. Some Villain hath done me wrong. 

Eam, That's my fear, I pray you have a continent for- 
bearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower: and as 
ſay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I wi!l ticly 
bring you to hear my Lord ſpeak : pray ye go, there's my 
key : it you do ſtir abroad, go arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, Brother ? 

Eam. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you : | have 
told you what I have ſeen, and heard : But faintly. Na- 
thing like the image, and horrour of it, pray you away. 

= Shall [ hear from you anon ? LExti, 

Eam. I do ſerve you in this bulineſs: 

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 

Whoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, 

That he ſuſpe@s none : on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 

My practices ride eaſie : I ſee the buſineſs. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 

All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. LExit, 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Goneril, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my Father ſtrike my Gentleman for chiding | 
of his fool ? 
Stew, I, Madam. 
Gon. By day and night, ke wrongs me ; every hour. 
He flaſhes into one groſs crime, or other, 
That ſets us all at odds: Ple not endureit; | 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every trifle, When he returns from hunting, 
I will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am fick, 
If you come ſlack of former ſervices, 
You ſhall do well, the fault of it Ple anſwer. 
Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 
You and your Fellows : I'd have it come to queſtion; 
If hediſtaſte it, let him to my Siſter, 
Whoſe mind and mine 1 know in that are one, 
Remember what I have ſaid. 


Stew, Well, Madam. 
Gon, And let his Knights have colder looks among you : 


what grows of it no matter, adviſe your fellows ſo, I'le 
write ſtraight to my Siſter to hold my courſe: prepare for 
dinner. [ Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Entey Kent. 


Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 


That can my ſpeech diffuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelf to that full iſſue 


For which I rais*d my likeneſs. Now,baniſht Kerr, 


C—__—— 


_—_ ” ow Co COOom— 
- 
« 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 91 


It chou canſt ſerve where thou dolt ſtand condeman'd, 
So may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'lt, 
Shall hind thee full of labours. 


Horns within. Enter Lear and Attendants. 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man, Sir. 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? what would'lt thou 
Mith us? 
| Kezt. Ido profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem ;, to ſerve 
him truly that will put me in truſt, to love him that 1s 
honeſt, to converſe with him that is wiſe, and fays lit- 
tle, to fear judgment, to fight when I cannot chuſe, and 
to cat no fiſh, 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent, A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poor as 
the King, 

Lear. If thou be'ſt as poor for a Subject, as he's for a 
King, thou art poor enough, What would'lt thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Do'ſt thou know me, fellow.? 

Kent, No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which [| would fain call Maſter. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do ? 

Kent, | can keep honeſt connſels, ride, run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluatly : that which: ordinary men are fit for, I am qua- 
lifted 4n, and the beſt of me, is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not ſo young, Sir, to love a woman for finging, 
nor ſo old to doat on her for any thing. I have years on 
my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me, if I like thee no 
worſe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, Dinner, where's my Knave? my Fool? go you and call 
my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where's my Daughter ? 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. So pleaſe yoU———- [LExit., 

Lear. What ſays the fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
back : where's my Fool? Ho, I think the World's aſleep, 
how now ? where's that Mungrel ? 

Knight, He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear, Why came not the ſlave back to me when 1 
call'd him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anſwered in the roundeſt manner, he 
would not. | 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but 
to my judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd with 
that Ceremonious AﬀeCtion as you were wont, there's a 
great abatement of kindneſs appears as well in the gene- 
ral dependents, as'in the Duke himſelf alſo, and your 
Daughter, 

Lear. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo? ; 

Knight, 1 beſeech you, pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miſtaken, for my duty cannot. be ſilent, when [ think your 
Highneſs is wrong'd. : 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have” perceiv'd a moſt faint negleCt of late, which 
[ have rather blamed as my own jealous curioſity, than as 
a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſs; I will look 
further into't : but where? my Fool? 1 have notſeen him 
this two days. 

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away, 

Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well; go you 


and tell my Daughter, I would ſpeak with ber. Go you 
call hither my Fool; O you Sir, come you hither, Sir, 
who am I Sir ? 


Emer Steward. 


Stew. My Ladies Father. 

Lear, My Ladies Father ? my Lords Knave, you whor: 
ſon Dog, youSlave, you Cur. 

Stew. I am none of theſe, my Lord 
[ beſeech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you Raſcal ? 

Stew, I'll not be ſtrucken, my Lord. 

Kent, Nor tript neither, you baſe Foot-ball Player. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow, 

Thou ſerv'ſt me, and P1l love thee. 

Kent. Come, Sir,ariſe, away, I'll teach you differences : 
away, away, if you will meaſure your lubbers length a- 
gain, tarry, but away, go to, have you wiſdom, 10. 

Lear. Now my friendly Knave I thank thee, there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice, 


Enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb. 

Lear. How now my pretty Knave ? how doſt thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcomb, 

Kent, Why, my Boy ? 

Fool. Why? for taking one's part that is out of favour ; 
nay, and thou can'ſt not ſmile as the wind ſits, thovi*r 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcomb; why this 
fellow has baniſh'd two on's Daughters, and did the third 
a bleſſing againſt his will ; if thou follow him, thou muſt 
needs wear my Coxcomb, How now Nunkle ? would | 
had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why, my Boy ? 

Fool, If 1 =- them all my living, Pld keep my Cox- 
comb my ſelf, there's mine, beg another of thy Daugh. 
ters. 

Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a Dog muſt to kennel, he muſt be 
whip'd out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by th'fice 
and ſtink. 

Lear, A peſtilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a ſpeech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool, Mark it Nunkle ; 

Have more than thou ſhowelt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 

Ride more than thou goeſt, 

Learn more than thou troweſt, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt : 
Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 

And thou ſhalt have more, 

Than two tens to a ſcore, 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd Lawyer. 
you give me nothing for't, can you make no uſe of no- 
thing, Nunkle ? 

Lear, Why no, Boy, 

Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Fool. Prithee tell him, ſo much the rent of his Land 
comes to, he will not believe a Fool. 

Lear. A bitter Fool. 

Fool. Do'ſt thou know the difference, my Boy ; be- 
tween a bitter Fool, and a ſweet one ? 

Lear. NoLad ; teach me. : 

Fool. Nunkle, give me an egg, and Pl give thee two 
Crowns. 

Lear, What two Crowns ſhall they be ? 

Fool. Why? after 1 have cutthe egg ith? middle, and 
eat up the meat, the two Crowns of the egg : when t I'E® 
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clovelt thy Crown i*th*middle, and gav*lt away both parts, 
chou bor'lt thine Aſs on thy back o're the dirt,thou had*it 
little wit in tay bald crown, when thou gav'ſt thy golden 


one away : if | ſpeak like my {elf in this, let him be whipt 
that firſt finds it ſo. 


Fools had ne're leſs grace in ayear, 
For wiſemen are grown foppiſh, 

And know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are ſo apiſh. 


Lear. When were you wont to be ſo full of Songs, 
Sitrah ? 

Fool. 1 have uſed it Nuncle, e*re ſince thou mad'it thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'ſt them the 
rod, and put'lt down thine own breechs, then they 


For ſudden joy did weep, 

And I for ſorrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo peep, 
And go the Fools among. 


Prythee Nuncle keep a School Maſter that can tcach thy 
Fool to lye, | would fain learn to lye. 

Lear. And you lye, Sirrah, well have you whipt. 

Fool. | marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are : 
thy*ll have me whipt for ſpeaking true : thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying, and ſometimes 1 am whiprt, for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing than a fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou haſt pared thy 
wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th*middle ; here comes 
one 0'the parings. 


Enter Goneril. 


Lear. How now, Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet 
on? You are too much of late i*th* frown. 

Foc!. Thou walt a pretty fellow when thou had'ſt no 
need to care for her frowning; now thou art an O without 
a figure, I am better than thou art now, I ama fool, thou 
art nothing. Yes forſooth I will hold my tongue, ſo your 
face bids me, though you fay nothing. 

Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor cruſt, nor crum, 
Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. That's a ſheal'*d Peſcod. 

Gon, Not only, Sir, this, your all licenc'd Fool, 
But other of your inſolent retinue 
Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
- ln rank, (and not tobe endured) riots, Sir. 

[ had thought by making this well know unto you, 
To have found a ſafe redreſs, but now grow fearful 
By what your ſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 

By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſlzep, 
Which in the tender of a wholeſome weal, 

Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſlity 

Wit) call diſcreet proceeding, 

Fool. For you know, Nuncle,the Hedge-ſparrow fed the 
Cuckooe ſo long, that it had it's head bit off by it's young, 
ſo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Arc you our Daughter ? 


Horſe ? 
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Who is it that can tell me who | am ? 
Fool. Lear's ſhadow. | | 
Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration, Sir, is much o'th'favour 

Of other your new pranks. I do beſcech you 

To underſtand my purpoſes aright : 

As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe, 

Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 

Men ſo diforder'd, ſo deboſh'd, and bold, 

That this our Court infe&ted, with their manners, 

Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicuriſm and Luſt 

Makes it morelike a Tavern, or a Brothell, 

Than a grac'd Palace. The ſhame it ſelf doth ſpeak 

For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd, 

By her that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 

A little to diſquantity your Train, 

An the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 

To be ſuch men as may beſort your Age, 

Which know themſelves, and you. ' 
Lear. Darkneſs, and Devils, 

Saddle my Horſes : call my Train together. 

Degenerate Baſtard, I'le not trouble thee | 

Yet have l left a Daughter. | 
Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diforder'd rabble 

make Servants of their Befters. 


Enter Albany. ; 


Lear, Woe, that toolate repents : 
[s it your will, ſpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horſes. | 
[ngratitude ! thou Marble. hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 
Than the Sea-monſter. 
Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient. 
Lear. Deteſted Kite, thou lyeſt. 
My Train are men of choice, and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And inthe moſt exact regard, ſupport 
Their worſhips of their name. O molt ſmall ſault, 
How ugly did'ſt thou in {ordelia ſhew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place: drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at tliis gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my pcople. 
Alb. My Locd, I am guiltlels, as 1 am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you, 
Lear. It may be fo, my Lord, 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddeſs, hear : 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou did'lt intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : 
[nto her Womb convey ſterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of increale, 
And from her derogate body, never ſpring 
A Babe to honour her. If ſhe mult teem, 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it may live 
And be a thwart, diſnatur*'d torment to her. 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of yourh, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mother's pains, and benefits 
Tolaughter, and contempt : That ſhe may feel, 
How ſharper than a Serpent's tooth it is, 
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Gon, 1 would you would makeuſe of your good wiſdom, | To have a thankleſs Child, Away, away. LExit. | 
(Whereof | know you are fraught) and put away Alb. Now gods that we adore. | 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you Whereof comes this ? ; 
From what you rightly are. ' Gon. Never afflict your ſelf to know of it : | 

Fool. May not an Aſs know, when the Cart draws the | But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope | 

As dotage gives it. 

Whoop Jug I love thee. : 

Lear. Do's any here know me ? Enter Lear. | 

This is not Lear : « | 

Do's Lear walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? Lear. What fifty of my followers at a clap ? | 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings Within a fortnight ? ; 

pl&re Lethargied. Ha ? Waking ? -*Tis not ſo ; Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? : 
car 
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AT 
Lear. Vi tell  < 
Life and Death, Fam aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thys, 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them, 
Blaſts and Fogs upon thee : 
Th untented woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee, Old fond Eyes, 
Beweep thee once again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And caſt you with the Waters that. you loſe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo, 
| have another Daughter, MA 
Who Il am ſure is kind and comfortable : 
When the ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
Shee'll flea thy Wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 
That I'll reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 
| have caſt off for ever. 
Gon, Do you mark that ? 
Alb. 1 cannot be ſo partial, Gonerill, 
To the great love I bear you, 
Gon, Pray you content, 'What, Oſwald, ho ? 
You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Maſter. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee : 
A Fox, when one has caughMher, 
And ſuch a Daughter, 
Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 
[f my Cap would buy a Halter, 


So the Fool follows after. 1 [ Exit. 


Gon, This man hath had good counſel, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tis politick, and ſafe to let him keep 
At point a hundred Knights: yes, that on every Dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage witi: their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oſwald, 1 ſay. 
Alb, Well, you may fear too far ; 
Gon, Safer than truſt too far; 
Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ſtill to be taken. 1 know his heart, 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my Siſter : 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain bim, and his hundred Knights 
When 1 have ſhew'd th* unfitnelſs. 


A 


Emer Steward. a 
; Got 1a v 
How now, Oſwald ? | 
What have you writ that Letter to my Siſter ? 
Stew. I, Madam. 
Jon Take you ſome Company, and away to Horſe, 
Inform her full of my particular fear, 
And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone, 
And haſten your return'z no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleneſs, and courſe of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet under pardon 
You are much more at task for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildneſs. 
eAlb, How far your Eyes may pierce I cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well, 
Gon, Nay then -— 
Aib, Well, well; the *vent. [Exennt, 
Scena Qumta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, «ndhodl. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſo Letters 3 "ac- | 


quaint my Daughter no farther'with any thing-youknow, 
than comes from her demand out''of the Levter, .if your 
diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you. 


Kent, I will not ſleep, my Lord, till 1 have delivered Which I muſt a&t; -briefneſs, and fortune work. 
| 


your Letter. LExir. 


\ 


' 
f 


| 'Twixt the Dukes of Cormpall aud Albany ? 


Fool. If a man's brains were in his heel | 
Pan +a e 40 Ms heels, wert not in 

Lear, I, Boy. 

Fool. Then | hee be me 
fi-l0Ga pryt ry, thy Wit ſhall TY £0 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. ; 

Fool. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſe thee kind! 
for though ſhe's as like this, as a Crab's lik _—_ 
| can tell what I can toll, * DN A ROTOR 

Lear. What cant tell, Boy ? 
= _ _ __ __ as like this, as a Crab do's to a 

rad: Cantit thou tell why ones Noſ ' th* mi 
_—— y ole ſtands i” th* middle 

Lear. No. 

Foot, Why to keep ones Eyes of either ſide's noſe, that 
what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into, 

Lear. | did her wrong. 

Fool. Canlt tell how an Oyſter makes bis ſhell ? 

Lear. No. ; 

_ ms Nor I neither; but I cantell why a Snail has a 

Lear, Why ? 

Fool. Why to put's head in, not to give it 
—_— _—#_ his Horns nies. « Caſe. IO 

Lear, | will forget my Nature, fo kind a F ? 
my Horſes ready ? : DOT 

Fool. Thy Aﬀes are gone about %em ; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Stars are no more than ſeven,is a pretty reaſon. 

Lear. Becauſe they are not eight. 

Fool, Yes indeed, thou would'ſt make a good Fool. 

Lear. To tak't again perforce ? Monſter ingratitinde ! 

Faol. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, 11'd have thee beat 
en for being old before thy time. 

Lear, How's that ? | 

 Foel. Thou ſhould'ſt not have bin old, till thou had'f 
bin wiſe, *' 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet Heaven : 
keep me in temper, I would not be mad. How now, are 
the Horſes ready ? 

Gent, Ready, my Lord. 

Lear, Come, Boy, | 

Fool. She that's a Maid now,and laughs at my departure. | 
Shall not be a Maid long, unleſs things be x Gare M1 

[Exennt, 
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Aus Secundus. 


Enter Baſtatd, and Curan, ſeverally. 


— 


Scena Prima. 


Baſt. C\Ave thee, Curan. 
Cur, Abd you, Sir, 1 have bin 

With your Father, and given him notice 

That the Duke of Cormwpl, and Regan his Dutcheſs 

Will be here with him this night. 

Baſt. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay | know not, you have beard of the news a- 
broad, I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kiſſing Arguments. 

Baſt. Not I © . pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you beard of no likely Wars toward, 


Baſt. Not a word. 
Cur. You mayo then in time, 
Fare you well, Sir, [ Exit. 
Baſt. The Duke he bere tonight? the better beſt, 
This weaves. =_- perforce into my bulineſs, 
My Father hath ſet guard to take my Brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queſtion 


Enter | 
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Enter Edgar. 


Brother. a word, deſcend, brother I ſay, 
My. Father watches ; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not ſpoken 'gainſt the Duke of Gornwal! ? 
He's coming hither, now i'th* night, i'th'baſte, 
And Regan with him, bave you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party *gainſt the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your elf, 

Edg. 1am ſure on't, not a word. 
| Baſt. 1 hear my Father coming, pardon me : 

[n cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you: 
Draw, ſeem to defend your (elf, 
Now quit you well. 
Yield, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fly, Brother, Torches, ſo farewel, [ Exit Edgar, 
Some bloud drawn on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport ; Father, father, 
Stop, ſtop, no help? 


Enter Gloſter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 
Ba(t. Here ſtood he inthe dark, bis ſharp Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, copjucing the Moon 
To ſtand his auſpicious Miſtrels. 
Glo. But where is he ? 
Baſt. Look, Sir, 1 bleed. 
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 
| Baſt, Fled this way,Sir, when by no means he could — 
G!o. Purſue him, ho: goafter. By no means, what ? 
Baſt, Perſwade me to murther of your Lordſhip, 
But that I told him the revenging gods, 
*Gainſt Parricidesdid all the thunder bead, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th? Father. Sir,in fine, 
Sceing how lothly oppolite | ſtood 
To his unnatural purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine Arm : 
And when he ſaw my beſt alarm'd Spirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noiſe I made, 
Full ſuddenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him flye far: 
Not ia this land ſhall he remain uncaught 
And found diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worth Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thanks, 
{ Bringing the murderous Coward tothe ſtake : 
He that conceals bim, death. 
Baſt. When | diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight todo it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threatned to diſcover him ; he replied, 
Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou think, 
If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſal 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 
( As this I would, though thou did'ſt produce 
My very CharaQter ) I'll turn it all ; 
To thy ſuggeſtion, plot,and damned practice : 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
If chey not thought the profits of - death 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
To make thee ſeek it. | 
Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villain! 
Would he deny his Letter, ſaid he? | 
Heark, the Duke's trumpets, I know not where he comes, 
All Ports Ile bar, the villain ſhall not ſcape, 


EL. 


[© Tacket within, 
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| 


The Duke muſt grant me that : beſides, his picture 
| will ſend far and near, that all the Kingdom 

My have due note of him, and of my land, 

( Loyal and natural Boy) I'le work the mcans 

To make thee capable. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants, 


Corn, How now, my noble friend, ſince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now) -I have heard ſtrangeneſs, 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
Which can purſue th'offender : how does my Lord ? 
Gio, O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd. 
Reg. What, did my Father's Godſon ſeek your life ? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar : 
Gio, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not compainon with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? 
Glo, I know not, Madam, *tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes, Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvel then, though he wee ill-affeCted, 
'Tis they kave put him on the old man's death, 
To have tl'expence and walt of Revenues ; 
| have this preſent evening from my Siſter 
Been well informd of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my Houſe, 
le not be there. 
Cor, Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan ; 
Edmund, | i that you have ſhewn your Father 


A Child-likegOffice. 

Baſt. It isMy duty, Sir. 

Glo, He did bewray his practice, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving toapprehend him. 

(or. Is he purſued ? 

Glo, I, my good Lord. 

Cor, It he be taken, he ſhall never more 

Be fear?d of doing harm, make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you, Edmw:d, 
Whoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant 

So much commend it ſelf, you ſhall be ours, 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we firſt ſcize on. 

Baſt. 1 ſhall ſerve you, Sir, truly, how ever elſe. 
Glo, For him I thank your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to viſit you. 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon, thredding dark-ey'd night, 
Occalions Noble Gloſter of ſome prize. 

Wherein we mult have uſe of your advice. 

Our Father he hath writ, ſo hath our Siſter, 

Of differences, which I beſt thought it fit 

To anſwer from our home : the ſeveral Meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow 

Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 

Which craves the inſtant uſe. 

Glo, I ſerve you, Madam, 


Your Graces are right welcom. _ LExeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 


Stew. - 4070 dawning to thee, friend, art of this houſe ? 
Kent, I. <: 

Stew, Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

Kent. I tlymire. 

Stew. Prythee if thou loy*ſt me, tell me. 

Kent, | love thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Zipsbwry Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? 1 know thee not. 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee, | 


Stew. 
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Stew, What doſt thon know me for? | 

Kent, A Knave, a Raſcal, and eater of broken meats, a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hundred pound 
hilthy wooſted ſtocking Knave, a Lilly livered , Aftion- 
taking , whorſon glaſs gazing , ſuper-ſerviceable finical 
Rogue, one-Trnnk-inheriting {lave, one that would®ſt be a 
Bawd 1n way of good ſervice, and art nothing but the 
compolition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bitch, one whom I will beat 
into clamorous whining, if thou deny'lt the leaſt ſyllabic 
of ciiy addition. 

Stew, Way, what a monſtrous fellow art thou , thu: 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
thee ? 

Kent, What a brazen fac'd Varlet art thon , to deny 
thou knowelt me ? Is it two days ſince | tript up thy heels, 
and beat thee betore the King? Draw you Rogue , for 
though it be night , yet the Moon ſhines, Ple make a top 
o'th*Moonſhine of you, you whorſon Culleinly Barbai 
monger, draw. 

Stew. Away, | have nothing to do with thee, 

Kent, Draw, you Raſcal, you come with letters againſt 
the King, and take Vanity the puppetr's part, againſt the 
Royalty of her father : draw,you rogue,or Ile ſo carbonado 
your ſhanks, draw you Raſcal, come your ways. 

Stew, Help, ho, murther, help. 

Kent. Strike you ſlave : ſtand, Rogue, ſtand you neat 
flave, ſtrike. 

Stew, Help ho, murcher, murther. 


Enter.Baſtard, Cornwal, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Baſt, How now, what's the matter ? Part. 
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe, come, 
| Vle fleſh ye, come on young Maſter, 

Glo, Weapons? Arms? what's the matter here ? 

Cor, Keep peace upon your lives, he dyes that ſtrikes a- 
gain, what is the matter ? 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor, What is your difference, ſpeak ? 

Stew, lam ſcarce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beſtir*d your Valour, you 
cowardly Raſcal, nature diſclaims in thee : a Taylor made 
thee. 

Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent, A Taylor, Sir ; a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him ſo ill, though they had been but two 
years o*ch'trade. 

Cor, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whoſe life I have ſpar'd 
at ſute of his gray beard. 

Kent. Thou whoreſon Zed, thou unneceſſary letter, my 
Lord, if you will give me leave, I willcread this unboulted 
villain into mortar,and daub the wall of a Jakes with him, 
Spare my gray-beard, you wag-tail ? 

Cor, Peace, Sirrah, 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent, Yes, Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſuch a flave as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears no honeſty : ſuck ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a-twain, 
Which art t'intrince, t'unlooſe: ſiooth every paſſion 
That in the natures of their Lordsrebel, 
Being oil to fire,ſrowto the coker thoods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn'their Halcyon beaks, 
With every gale, and vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing nongfr (like' dogs) but following + 
A plague upon-your Epileptick 'viſage, *' | 
Smile yon my ſpeeches, as I wete'a fool? ' 
Gooſe, if I had you upon Sarum plain 
Pte drive ye cackling hortte to Camelor, 

Corn. What art thou mad, old feſtow ? 

Gloſt. How fell you ont, fay'that ? 


| Kent, Nocontraric: hold more antipathy, 
Than I, and ſuch a Knave, 
Corn. Why doſt thou call him Knave ? 
What is his fault ? 
Kent, His countenance likes me not. 
Cor, No more perchance do's mine,nor his,nor hers 
Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain, 
[ have ſeen better faces in my tirne, 
Than itands on any ſhoulder that 1 ſcc 
Before mc, et this inſtanr. 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, 
Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſawcy roughneſs, and conſtrains the garb 
("it> from his Nature, He cannot flatter, he, 
An toneſt mind and plain, he muſt ſp:ak truth, 
And they will take it ſo, if not, he's plain. 
Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this piainnefs, 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty filly-ducking obſervants, 
T hat ſtretch their duties nicely, 
Kent. Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Under th'allowance of your great aſpeCt, 
Whoſe influence like the wreath of radiant fire 
In flicking Phxbws front. 
Corn, What mean'ſt by this ? 
Kent. To go out of my diale@t : which youdiſcommenc 
ſomuch; I know, Sir, I am no flatterer, he that beguil'« 
you ina plain accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 


intreat me to'r. 
Corn, What was th'offence you gave him ? 
Stew. | never gave him any : 

[t pleas'd the King bis Maſter very late 

| To ſtrike at me upon his miſconſtruction, 


When he compadt, and flattering his diſpleaſure 
Tript me behind : being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſucha deal of Man, 

That worthied him, got praiſes of the King, 

For him attempting, who was ſelf-ſubdued, 

And in the fleſhment of this dead exptoit, 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent, None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards, 

But Ajax 18 their fool, 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
Ycu ſtubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggatt, 
We'll teach you. 

Kent. Sir, | am too old to learn: 

Call not your Stocks for me, | ſerve the King ; 

On whoſe imployment | was ſent to you, 

You ſhall do ſmall reſpe&ts, ſhew too bold malice 

Againſt the Grace, and Perſon-of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſenger. | 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 

As I have life and honour, there ſhall he fit *rill Noon, 
Reg. *Till noon? ”till night my Lord, and all nighr too 
Ke t. Why Madam, if I were your Father's dog, 

You ſhould not uſe me ſo. 
Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will 
Corn. This is a fellow of the ſelt-ſfame colour, 

Qur Siſter ſpeaks of, Come, bring away the Scocks. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace; not todo fo, 

The King his Maſter needs muſt take it ill 

That he's ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

Should have him this reſtrained. 

Corn, Ple anſwer that. 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it mich More worſe, 

To have her Gentleman abus*d; affanited; | 
Corn, Come, my Lord, away. | CExit. 
6b." 1 wt orry for thee, friend, 'tis the Dukes plcaſuce, 

Whoſe diſpoſirionrall the world well knows , 

Will not be rubfd' tor ſtopt, Ple thitreat for thee: 

Ken, Pray do hot? fir, '! have watch and travel'd hard, 

Some time I ſhall ſleepqut, the reſt Ple whiltle : 

| A good man's fortntiemty grow outar heels: 


Gire 
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part | will not be, though I ſhould win your diſpleature to | 


[C Srocks browght out. | 
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Give you Good morrow. 
Glo. The Duke's to blame ia this, 
*T will be 11] taken, D Exit. 
Kent. Good King, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 
Tizou out of Heaven's benediCtion conn'ſt 


-| Tothe warm Sun. 


Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 
That by thy.comfortable Beams I may 

Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almolt fees miracles 
But miſery. 1 know *tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath molt fortunately been inform'd 

Of my obſcured courſe. And ſhall find time 
From this enormous State, ſeeking to give 
Loſles their remedies, All weary and o're-watch'd, 
Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 

This ſhametul lodging. Fortune, good night, 
Smile once more, turn thy whcel. 


Enter Edgar. 


E4/. 1 have heard my ſelf proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moſt unuſual vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles 1 may ſcape 
| will preſerve my ſelf : and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt and moſt poorelt ſhape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, 
Brought near to Beaſt : My face Ill grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, put all my hair in knots, 
And with preſented nakednels out-face 
The winds, and perſecutions of the Sky : 
The Country gives me proof and-prefident 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numm'd. and: mortift'd Arms, 
Pins, Wooden pricks, ' Nails, Sprigs of - Roſemary : 
And with this horrible object, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, ſometimes with Prayers, 
laforce their charity : poor 7urlyged, poor Tom. 
Thai? ſomething yet : Edgar I nothing an. [Exit. 
Emer Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. - 


Lear .'Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And not ſend back my Meſlenger. 

Gent. As 1 learn'd, 

The night before; there was no purpole in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent, 'Hail to thee, Noble Maſter. 

Lear. Ha, mak*ſt than this ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent. No, my Lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; Horſes are ty'd 
by the heads, Dogs and Bears by th* neck, Monkies by 
th* loins, and men by th'-legs; when a man is overluſty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ſtocks. 

Lear, What's he, 

That-hath ſo much thy place miſtook 
| To ſet thee here? - -- 

Kezt.-lt is both he and ſhe, 

Your Son and Daughter, 

Lear, No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear. No, I ſay. 

Kent, | ſay, yea. 04143 29) 

Lear, By Jupiter, ſwear no. |; - 

Kent. By Funo,| Limear I. -- ren 

Lear. They durſt not do't-. |: TY 

They could not, would not do't : /'tis worſe thanmurther 
To do upon reſpect ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſt, -which way x 
Thon might deſerve, or they impoſe this uſage, ... 
Coming from us. | | 

Kent. My Lord, when at theic home . 


—_— 


1 Pld ſpeak with the 


I did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 

E're I was riſen from the place, that ſhewed 

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poſt, 

Stew'd 11 his haſt, balf breathleſs, panting forth 

From Gonerill his Miſtreſs, ſalutation ; 

Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 

Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 

They ſummon'd up their meiny, ſtraight took horſe, . 

Commanded me to follow and attend 

The leiſure of their anſwer, gave me cold looks, 

And meeting here the other Meſſenger, 

Whoſe welcome I perceiv'd had poylon'd mine, 

Being the very fellow which of late 

Diſplay'd ſo ſawcily againſt your Highneſs, 

Having more man than wit about me, drew; 

He rais'd the houſe, with loud and coward cries, 

Your Son and Daughter found this treſpals worth 

The ſhame which here it ſuffers. (way, 
Fool, Winter*s not gone yer, if the wild Geeſe fly that 

Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind. 

But Fathers that bear Bags, ſtall ſee rheir Children kind, 


Fortune, that arrant whore, ne'er turns the key to th poor. } 


But for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 
Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwells up toward my heart ! 
Hyſterica paſſio, down thou climing ſorrow, 
Thy Element's below; where is this Davgliter ? 
Kent, With the Ear], Sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not, ſtay here, 
Gen. Made you more offence, 
But what you ſpeak of, 
Rent, None; 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number ? 
Fool. And thou hadſt been fer th* Stocks for that 
queſtion, thoud'ſt well deſerv'd it.. 
Kent, Why, Fool? 


{ Exit, 


Fool. We'll ſet thee to ſchool to an Art, to teach thee | 


there's no labouring ith? winter, All that follow thcic 
nofes,are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there's not 
a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's linking ! 
let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, leſt 


it break thy neck with following. But the great one that | 


goes upward, let him draw thee after : When a wiſe man 
gives thee better counſel, give me mine again, I would 
have none but Knaves follow it, ſince a fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ſerves and ſeeks for gain, 
And follows but for form; 
Will pack when it begins torain, 
Andleave thee in a ſtorm, 
And 1 will tarry, the fool will ſtay, 
Andlet the wiſe man fly - 
The Knave turns fool that runs away, 
The fool no Knave perdy. 


Enter Lear, and Gloſter. 


Kent, Where learn'd you this, fool? 
Fool. Not th” Stocks, fool. 
Lear. Deny to ſpeak with me ? 
T hey are lick, they are weary, 
They have travell'd all the night ? meer fetches, 
The [mages of revolt and flying off, 
Fet mea better anſwer.. . 
Glo, My dear Lord, | 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt.he is |, 
In his own courſe. .- 1... ++ 
Lear, Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confuſion : 
Fiery ? What quality ? Why, Gloſter, Gloſter, 
uke. of Cornwal, and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good Lord, I have inform'd them ſo. 
Le. Inform'd them? Doſt thou underſtand me, man ? 
Glo, I, my good Lord: ... 
Lear. The King would ſpeak with (ormwall, ” 
ie 


| 


tlorle buttered his Hay, 


\ 
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'E-1s, when he put them i'th' Paſte alive, ſhe knapt'em 
' vt” Coxcombs with a ſtick, and cryed down wantons, 
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The dear Father 
Would with his Daughter ſpeak,commands, tends, ſervice, | 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and blood : 

Fiery ? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that—— 

No, but not yer, may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ſtill negle©t a!l office, 

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our ſelves, 

When Nature being oppreſt, commands the mind 

To ſuffer with the body ; I'll forbear, 

And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 

To take the indiſpos'd and lickly fit, 

For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate : wherefore 

Should he fit here ? This act perſwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

's practice only, give me my ſervant forth; 

Go, tell the Duke and's Wife, I'ld ſpeak with them : 

Now preſently : Bid them come forth and hear me, 

Or at their Chamber door I'll beat the Drum, 

"Till it cry ſlzep to death. | 
Glo, 1 would have all well betwixt you, [ Exit. 
Lear. Oh me, my heart! My riſing heart / But down. 
Fool. Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 


1; *twas his Brother, that in pure kindneſs to his 


Enter "Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, Servants, 


Lear. Good morrow to you both, | 
Corn, Hail to your Grace. [Kent here ſet at liberty 
Reg. lam glad to fee your Highnels, 
Lear. Regan, I think you are, 1 know what reaſon, 
| have to think ſo, -if thou ſhould*ſt not be glad, 
| would divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adultereſs. O, are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Siſter's naught : Oh Regar, ſhe hath tyed 
Sharp-tooth*d unkindneſs, like a Vulture here, 
[ can ſcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
With how deprav'd a quality. Oh Regan. 
Reg. | pray you, Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You ieſs know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 
Lear. Say * How is that ? 
Reg, 1 cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance 
She have reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
'Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
As clcars her from all blame, 
Lear. My curſes on her. 
Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of het confine : You ſhouli berul'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than you your ſelf: Therefore l pray you, 
That to our Siſter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her, 
Lear, Ask her forgiveneſs? 
No you but mark how this becomes the houlc ? 
D-ar Daughter, Iconfeſs that I am old ; 
Age is unneceſſary: On my my knees | beg, 
That you'll vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Rez. Good Sir, no more : theſe are unſightly tricks : 
Return you to my Siſter. | 
Lear... Never, Regan : 
She hath abated me of balf my Train : 
Look'd black upon me, ſtrook me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ſtor*d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top : Strike her young bones, 
You taking Airs, with Lamenelſs. 
Corn, Fie, Sir, fie, rn, 
Lea. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 


_ =- _ eyes: Infect her Beauty, 
ou Fen-ſuck'd Fogs, drawn by the powerfu 
To fall, and bliſter fd "M1 ”—— 
Reg. O the bleſt gods! | 
50 will you wiſhon me, when the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe : 
Thy tender hefted nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs: Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn, ?Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Train, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my fizes, 
And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolr 
Againſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 
Effects of Courteſie, Dues of Gratitude : 
Thy balf o'th* Kingdom haſt thou not forgot, 
Waerein1 thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, toth*purpoſe. 
Lear. Who put my man 'th? Stocks ? 


[_T ucket within, 


Enter Steward. 


Corn. What Trumpet's that ? 

Reg. 1 know't, my Siſter's : This approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your Lady come ? 

Lear. This is a Slave, whoſe eaſfie borrowed pride 
Dwells in the ſickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet, from my ſight, 

Corn, What means your Grace ? 


Enter Gonerill. 


Lear. Who ſtockt my Servant ? Regan, | have good hope 
Thou didſt not know on't. 
Who comes here? O Heavens ? 
If you dolove old men if your ſweet ſway 
Allow Obedience; 'if you your ſelves are old, 
Make it. your cauſe : Send down and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? , 
Gon, Why not by th* hand, Sir ? How have I off. nde&? 
All's not offence that indiſcretion finds 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man i*ch* Stocks ? 
Corn. | ſet him there, Sir : But his own Diſorders 
Deferv'd much leſs advancement. 
Lear. You? Did you? 
Reg. | pray you, Father, being weak, ſeem fo. 
[f, *cill the expiration of your Month, 
You will return and ſojourn with my Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your train, cotme then'to me, 
[ am now from home, and out of that proviſion, 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her? and fifty-men dismiſs'd ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o'ttVair, 
To be a Comerade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceſſities ſharp pinch. Return with her ? | 
Why ? The hot bloogied France, that Dowerleſs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as welt be broughe 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg, 
To keep baſe life a-foot; return with her ? 
Perſwade me rather to be ſlave and fumpter 
To this deteſted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. | 
Lear. I ptithee, Daughter, do not make me mad,; 
| will not trouble thee, my Child : Farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another, 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Which I muſt needs call mine. Thou art a Bile, 
A plague-ſore, or — Carbuncle ; 
'Y n 
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[n my corrypted blood. But I'll not cbide thee. 
ſhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
['dompt bid the Thunder-Bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Fove, 
Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy leiſure, 
| can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 
Il and my hundred Kaights. 
Reg, Not altogether ſo, 
[ look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcame, give car, Sir, to my Siſter, 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and ſo, 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. 
Lear, ls this well ſpoken ? 
Reg. Idareayouch it, Sir, what fifty followers ? 
[s it not well ? What ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo many? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speak *gain(t ſo great a number ; How in one houſe 
ould many people, under two commands 
Hold amity.? *Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thote that ſhe calls ſervants, oc from mine ? 
Reo. Why not, my Lord? 
If then they chanc'd to ſlack ye, 
We could coatrall them; if you will come to me, 
(For now | ſpy a danger) I intreat you 
To bring five and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 
Leer, I gave you all. 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my Guardians my Depoſitaries, 
Burt keep a reſervation to be followed 
With ſuch a number ? What mult | come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, ſgid you fo ?. 
Reg. And ſpeak*t again, my Lord, no more with me. 
Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look well fayor'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worſt 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe; I'll go with thee, 
Thy fifcy yet doth double five and twenty. 
And thon art twice her Love. 
Gon, Hear me, my Lord ; 
What need you five andtwenty ? Ten ? Or five? 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many. 
Have a command to tend you ? 
Reg. What need one ? 
Lear. O reaſon not the need : Our baſelt Beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfiuous, 
llow not Nature, more than nature needs : 
an's life is cheap as Beaſts. Thou art a Lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous : 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm, but for true need, 
You Heavens, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You ſee me here (you gods) a poor old man, 
$ full of grief as age, wretched in both, 
f it be you that ſtirs theſe Daughters hearts 
Againſt their Father, fool me not ſo much : 
To bear it tamely : Touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not Women's weapons, water drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnatural Hags, 
[ will have ſuch revenges. on you both, 
That all the world ſhall —— I will do ſuch things, 
What they are yet, I know not, but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the:Earth, you think: }11 weep, 
No, I'll not weep, 1 have full cauſe of weeping. 


Storm and Tempeſt. 


But this heart ſhall break into a hundred thouſand flaws, 
Or &er | weep, O fool, ſhall go mad, 
Corn, Let us withdraw., *twil} be a ſtorm. 
Rez. This houſe is little, - the old man and's people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. 
Gon. "Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from reſt, 
And mult needs taſte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular Pl receive him gladly, 


[Exeunt. 


But not one follower. 
Gon. S0 am I purpog'd, 
Where is my Lord of Gloſter ? 


Emer Gloſter, | 


{orn, Followed the old man forth, he is retnrn'g. 
Glo. The King is in high rage. 
Corn, Whither is he going ? 
Glo, He calls to horſe, but will I know not whither. 
Corn. *Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf, 
Gon, My Lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Glo. Alack the night comes on: and the high winds 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's ſcarce a Buſh. 
Reg. OSir, to wilful men, 
The 1quries that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their School-Maſters : Shut up your doors, 
He isattended with a deſperate train, 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt, 
To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear. 
Corn, Shut up your doors, my Lord, *tis a wild night, 
My Regan Counlcls well : Come out o'tli” ito:m. 
[Exe:-nt, 


Aﬀus T ertius. 


Storm ſtill, Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally, 


Scena Prima, 


Kent, Ho's there beſides foul weather ? (ly. | 
Gent. One minded like the weather,moſt unquict 
Kent. I know you: Where's the King ? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful Elements. 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the Sea, 
Or ſwell the curled Waters *bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceaſe, 

Kent, But whois with him ? 

Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart»ſtrook injuries. 

Kent, Sir, I do know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is diviſion 

(Although as yet the face of it is coyer*d 

With mutual cunning) *twixt Albany and Cornwall : 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Stars 
Thron'd and ſet high z Servants who ſeem no leſs, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State, What hath bin ſeen, 
Either in ſnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 
Againſt the old kind King; or ſomething deeper, 
Whereof (perchance ) theſe are but furniſhings, 

Gent, I will talk further with you. 

Kent, No, donot: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall; open this purſe and take 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, | 
(As fear not but you ſhall) ſhew her this Ring, | 
And ſhe will tell you who that fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this ſtorm, | 
I will go ſeek the King, 

Gent, Give me your hand, 
Have you no more to ſay ? 

Kent, Few words, but toeffet more than all yet ; 
That when we have found the King, in which your pain 
That way, Pll this - He that firſt lights on him, 

Hollow the other. 
[Exennt. 
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Storm ſtill, Emer Lear, and Fool. 

Lear. Blow winds,and crack your cheeks ; Rage, blow 
You Cataratts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

'Til! you have drench'd our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
YouSulph'cous and thought-excuting fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 

Sindge my white head. And thou all-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o'th*world, 

Crack nature's moulds, all germanes ſpill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool. O Nuncle, Court holy-water in a dry Houſe, is 
better than the Rain-water out o'door, Good Nunkle,in,ask 
thy Daughters bleſling, berc's a night pities neither wilſe- 
men, nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpout Rain ; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Davghters, 
| rax not you, you Elements with unkindneſs. 

[ never gave you Kingdom, call'd you Children : 
You owe me no ſubſcription, Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure, Here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, inficm, weak, and deſpis'd old man : 

Buc yet | call you ſervile Miniſters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engender'd Battles, *gainſt a head 

So old and white as this. O, ho ! *tis foul. 


Head. piece : 
The Codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any : 
The head, and he ſhall Lowſe : ſo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes bis toe, what he his heart ſhould 
make, 
Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake / 
For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made | 
mouths in a glaſs. Emer Kent. 
Lear. No, I will be the patience of all patience; 
{ will ſay nothing. 
Kent, Who's there ? , 
Fool. Marry here's Grace , and a Codpiece, that's a 
Wiſe-man, and a Fool. 
Kent, Alas Sir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And makes them keep their Caves: Since I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
Traffliftion, nor the fear. 
Lear. Let the great gods 
That keep this dreadful pudder ore our heats, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thon Wretch, 
That baſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt on Hide thee, thou bloudy hand ; 
Thou Perjur'd, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceſtuous. Caitiff, to pieces ſhake 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming 
Has practis'd on man's life. Cloſe pent upguilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadful Summoners grace. -Il ama man, 
More ſinn'd againſt, than ſinning. 
Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainſt the tempeſt : 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
( More harder than the Stones whereof *tis rais'd, 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. 


Fco!. He that has a Houſe to put's head in, has a good | 


'Tam cold my felf, Where is this ſtraw, my fellow 7 
' The art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, 4 
; And can make vild things precious. Come, your hovel ; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 
Foul, He that has and  little-tyne wit, 
With height-ho, the Wind and the Rain, 
Mult make coatent is fortunes fit, 
Though the Rain it raineth. every day. 
Lear, Irye boy : come bring ustothis Hovel, [£ x, 
Fool. This is a brave night to egol a Curtizan : 
I'le ſpeak a prophecy e'rel go: re 
When Prieſts are more in words, than matter : 
hen Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
| When Nobles are their taylor's tutors, 
No Hereticks burn'd but wenches Suitors, 
When every Caſe in Law is right : %* 
No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight : s, 
When Slanders do not live in tongues ; A 
Nor Cut-purſes come not.to throngs ; bs 
When Ulurers tell their Gold ith? fel, | 
And Bawds and Whores, do Churches build. 
Then ſhall the Realm of Aibion come to great confuſion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, 
That going ſhall be us'd with feet. 
This prophecy Merbn ſhall make, 
For I do live before his time. 


[ Exit, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Gloſter and Edmund. 


- - 
| Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, | like not this unnatural dea- 
ling; when I defireditheir leavethat 1 might pitry him, 
| they took from methe:nfe of ming own houle, ctarg'd me 
' on Painiof perpetual-Uiſpleaſure, neither to ſpeak of bim, 
| entreat for him, or any way ſuſtain him. | 
| -'Baſf) Moſt ſavage aiiduhnatural. | 
| Glo. Go too; fay..yult nothing... There is diviſion be- 
| tween the Dukes , and a worſe matter than that: 1 have 
received 4 Letter chidnight;ftis dangerous to be ſpoken | 
have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſlet, theſe injuries the King 
now bears; will be revenged home; - there is part of a 
Power already footed, we muſt incline'to the King, I will 
look him, and privily relieve him4 go-you and maintain 
talk with the Dukt that mycharity be not of bum perceti- 
ved; if-he ask for me; il am ill, and gone to bed, if | die 
for is, (ano leſsis threatned me) the King my old Maſter 
muſt he relieved. Theres ſtrange things toward, dmand, 
pray yoube careful, © _. Exit, 
Baſt, This Courtefie forbid thee, ſball the Duke 

[Inſtantly know; aad of that Letter too ; 

This ſeems a fatr.deſerving; and mult draw me 

That which my Father loſes: no leſs thang all, _ 


The younger riſes, when the old doth fall. [Ext. 
13 24400 04 O77 jHongt) 
*"”"" Stems Quart: 
Enter Lear, Kent, .and Fool. 
Kent, Here is the place, | 'Lord,good my Locd, eniter, 
Theyranny of the opennight's.too rough 
For Nature to endure. ;5. | ' [Storm ſtil, 


Lear, Let me alone;. +, 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my(heart 7... 

Kent. 1 had rather break mine wn, 


Good Lord enter. {!/./ 1114 1, ; 
l ho Thoy think, 'tis m \\ that this contedtigus 
 Invades us to the skinſo: *tis to Ctorm 


Come on my boy. How doſt my boy ? Art cold? 
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taking, do poor Tow dome'charity, . whom the foul fiend 


"Could'ſt thou ſave nothi ? would'ſtthou give'em all ? 
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But if thy flight light toward the roaring Sea, 
Thowdlſt meet the Bear ith*mouth,whea the mind's free, 
The bodies delicate; the tempeſt in my mind, 
Doth from my. ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude, 
ls it not as this mouth ſhould tear bis hand 
For lifting food to'c : | But I will puniſh home 
No, I will weep no more. In ſuch a-night, 
To ſhut me out ?. Pour on, [ will endure : 
la fuch a night as this? O Regan,Gonmll, 
Your old kind Father, whoſe trank-heart gave all, 
O that way madneſs lies, Iet me ſhunthat : 
No more of that. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Prithee go in thy ſelf, ſeek thine own eaſe, 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
Oa things would hurt me more, but Vle go in, 
[n boy, go firſt, You houſelefs poverty, Exit. 
Nay, get thee in; Vle pray, and then Ple ſleep. 
Poor naked wretches,' where ſo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittileſs ſtorm, 
How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, andunfed lides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggedneſs defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ? O | have tane 
Too little care of this : take Phylick, Pomp, - i 
Expole thy ſelf to feel, what wretches feel, 
That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperfiux to them, 


| And ſhew the heavens more jult. 


Enter Edgar, arid Fool. 


Ede. Fathom and half, Fathom and balt? poor Tom. 
Fool. Come not ih here Nuncle, heres a Spirit, help me, 
help me. dt and 3 ooſh tt in AG 
Kent. Give methy hand; who's.there?  . | uv. » 
Fool. A Spirit, aSpirit, he ſays bis-namec's poor Tom. +: 
Ken,What art thou that do'ſt;grglaible:there ithiltcaw ?- 
Come forth. HELP ol EW VBk 30 Of } 253"3 1 
Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows.me, through the 


warm thee. 2577em <vh167 & D606 - . 245 134019297 

Lear. Didſt thou give all tothy:Davgthers?. Andart 
thou come to this?-:;.7-10 yin nw nts Lon! 
Edo. Who gives' apy:thing>tq:poor Tom ? whom the | 
foul Fiend -hath led:through:Fire , and-through'Flams, | 
through Sword , and whiriepooli{-orei Bog , and Quag: | 
mire, that hath laid Knives uader his Pillow,” and Halters ; 
in his Pue, ſet Rats bane by hisi Panredge : made bim, 
Proud of heart, to ride ona Bay trotting Harſe,: oyer four 
arch'd Bridges, to-concſe his own-thaflow for 'a traitor, 


de, bliſs thee from Whicle-winds,,-Stac-blaſting, and 


vexes, There could [have him now; /arid there, and here 
again, and there. 5 2090 000304 7 7 

10%, 0.1 0: CSramftwll. 
Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this aſſe? | 


Fool. Nay, he reſery'd a Blanket, elſe we had been all 


ſham'd | 4 

Lear. Now all the plipues thatinthe pendulous aic 

Hang fated o're mens faylrs, light on thy daughters. 

Kent; He bath Th rs, Sn © 

Lear. Death,traiter,Hhothing ebiMhve fubdu'd nature 

To ſbch a lewneſs, but his unkind da £ ; 16 

Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers; | 
_, | 


Should have thus little mercy 6nt 
Judiciovs puniſhment, *twas is fleffi Begot  Þ 
Thoſe Pelican Daughters. -*''*© +*7:* rio F 
Edg. Pillicock ſat on Pjllicock hill, atow:- aow,l00, 100, | 
Hi Fhis cold-'nigh PS on to fools; >and 
Madmen. -<913 0: 217 :ot m2 93 03 257 


Q 
Edrar. Take heed oth foul! Fed ;-obey thy Parents, | 
_ thy word, juſtice; "fear ran not, with | 
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| Eagar. This is the foul Flibbertigibbetz he begins at 


mans ſworn Spouſe ; fer on thy Sweet-heart on proud 
artay. Tom's a cold. 
Lear. What haſt thou been? 
Eag. A ſervingman, Proud in heart, and mind : that 
curPd my hair z wore Gloves in my cap; ſerv'd the Luſt 
of my Miſtris heart, and did the a&t of darkneſs with her, 
SWare as many Oaths, as [ ſpake words, and broke them 
in the ſweet face of Heaven, One, that ſlept in the con- 
criving of Luſt, and wak'd todo ir. V Vine lov'd | dearly; 
Dice dearly; and in woman, out-Paramour'd the Turk. 
Falſe of heart, light of ear, bloudy handed. Hog in ſloth, 
Fox in ſtealth, VVolf in greedineſs, Dog in madneſs, Lion 
io prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoves, Nor the ruſtling 
of Silks, betray thy poor heart to woman. Keep thy foot 
out of brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
| Lenders Books, and defie the foul fiend. Still through thy 
Hawthorn blows the cold wind : Says ſuum, mun, nonny, 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seſſey : let him trot my. 
[ Storm ſtill, 
Lear. Thou wert better ia a Grave, than to aniwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity of the Skies, ls 
man no more than this? Conlider hjm well. Thou ow'it 
tie VVorm no Silk: the Beaſt, no Hide; rhe Sheep, no 
VVool: the Cat no perfume, Ha? Here's three on's are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing ir ſelf, unaccommodared 
man, 1$ no more but ſuch a poor, bare, tcrked Animal as 
chou art. Off, off you Lendings : Come, unbutton here. 


Enter Glouceſtcr with a Torch. 


Fool. Prethee Nuncle be contented, cis a naughty night 
to ſwim in. Now alittle fire in a wiid field, were like an 
old Letchers heart, a ſmall ſpark, all the reſt on's body, 
cold : look, here comes a walking lire. 


\ Curfew, and walks at firſt Cock; He gives the V Veb 
And the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hair-ltp; 
\iilddews the white V Vheat, and hurts the poor Creature 


ſharp Hawthorn blow the wintts// Hagah,gq to thy bed and | 
- > yr "I-ajct ras 


And aroynt the VVitch, aroyat thee. 


= 


Bliſs thy five VVits, Tom's a cold. O do, de, do, de, do,-| 


who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ſtoc 
'niſh'd, and impriſon'd : who hath three Suits to his back, 
- | fix ſhirts to his Body : 


' Though all their injunCtion be to bar my doors, 


of the Earth, 

Switheld footed thrice the old. 

He met the Night-Mare, and her ninefold, 
; Bid hera-light, aad her troth-plight, 


Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Lear. V'Vhat's he? 

Kent. V'Vho's there ? what is't you ſeek? 

Glox. Vhatare yon there ? Your Names ? 

Edvar. Poor Tom, that Eats the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neut, and the water : thet 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiends rages, Eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; ſwallows the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dog : drinks the green Mantle of the Ranging Pool : 

t, pu- 


Horſe to-ride, and. weapon to wear : 
But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Dear, 
Have been Tow's food for ſeven long year ; 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 
Glau., V'Vhat, hath your Grace no better company ? * 
Ede, The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman, .2/0do 
he's call'd, and eHMeabs. 
Glou, Our fleſh and bloud, my Lord, is grown fo vile, 
that it doth hate what it gets. 
Edg. Poor Tom's a cold. 
Glou, Go in with me ; my duty cannot ſuffer 
Tobey in all your daughters hard commands : 


And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 

Yet have I ventured tocome to cek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and is ready, 
Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher, 


VVhat is the cauſe of Thunder ? 
| Kent 
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Kent. Good, my Lord, take his ofter, 


' Go into th? houſe. 


Lear, Þll take a word with chis ſame learned Thebar : 
What is your ſtudy ? | 
Edz. How to prevent the Fiend and to kill Vermin, 
Lear, Let us ask you one word in private. 
Kent, Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 
His wits begin tCunſettle. 
Glow, Canſt thou blame him ? [Storm ſtill, 
His Daughters ſcek his death : Ah, that good Kezr, 
He faid it would be thus: Poor baniſh'd man: 
Thou ſayeſt the King grows mad, I'll tell thee, friend, 
[| am almoſt mad my lelf, I had a Son, 
Now out law'd from my blood : He ſought my lite 
But lately : Very late : 1 lov'd him (friend) 
No Father his Son dearer ; True to tell thee, 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ? 
[ do beſeech your grace, 
Lear, O cry you mercy, Sir - 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eadg. Tom's a cold. 
Glo. In, fellow, there, into th* Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let's in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him; 
[ will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent Good, my Lord, ſooth him: 
Let him take the fellow. 
Glou, Take him you on. 
Kent, Sirrah, come on : Goalong with us. 
Lear. Come, good eAthenian. 
Glou. No words, no words, buſh. 
Eds. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, fob, and fum, 
j {mell the blood of a Briziſh man, 


—_—_— 


[ Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cornwall and Edmund, 


Corn, 1 will have revenge, ere I depart his houſe 

Baſt. How, my Lord, | may be cenſured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty, ſomething fears me to think 
of. 

Corn, 1 now perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death : But 
a provoking merit ſet a work by a reprovable badneſs 
in himſelf. 

Baſt. How malicious is my fortune, that I mult re- 
pent to be juſt? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
ges of France. O Heavens ! That this Treaſon were not; 
or not I the Detector. 

Corn, Go with me to the Dutchels. 

Baſt, If the matter of this Paper be certain , you have 
mighty buſineſs in hand. 

Corn, True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Glow- 
ceſter : Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready 
for our apprehenſion, CN TOO 

Baſe. If 1 find him comforting the King, it will ſtuff 
his ſuſpition more fully. 1 will perſevere in my courſe of 
Loyalty, though the conflict be fore between that and my 
blood, 

Corn. I will lay truſt npon thee ; and thou ſhalt find 


a dear father in my Love. LExeunt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Kent and Glouceſtcr. 


Glou. Here is better than the open air, take it thank- 
fully : 1 will piece out the comfort with what addition | 
can : I will not be long from you. [Exit 

Kent, All the power of his wits, have given way to bis 


impatience ; The gods reward your kindnels. 
Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 


Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells m2 Nero is an An. 
gler in the Lake of Darkneſs: Pray innucear, and beware 
the foul fiend. | 

Fool. Prithe, Nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be a | 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. | 

Lear. A King, a King, 

Fool. No, he's a Yeoman, thet has a Gentleman to his 
Son : For he's a Yeoman that ſees t:is Son a Gentleman, 
before him. 

Lear. Tohavea thouſand with red burniog ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon *cm. 

Eaz. Bleſs thy five wits. 

Kent. O pity : Sir, where is the patience now, 

That you ſo oft have boaſted toremain ? | 

Eag. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 

They marr my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all ; 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart + See, they bark at me, 

Eag. [om will throw his head at them : Avaunt, you 
Currs, be thy month or black or white : 

Tooth that poiſons if it bite : 

Maſtiff, Grey-hound, Mungril, Grim, 

Hound or Spanie), Brache, or Hym : | 
Or Bobtail tike, or Troudle tail, 

[om will makehim weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus my head ; 

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do, de, de, de: Seſe; Come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns : poor Tom, thy horn is dry. | Ex. 

Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regan : See whit | 
breeds about her heart. Is there any cauſe in Nature that 
make theſe hard hearts. You, Sir, | entertain for ore of 
my hundred; only, 1 do not like the faſhion of your gar- 
ments. You will ſay they are Perſia: ; but let them be 
chang'd. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reſt a while. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the Cur- 
tains : So, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i'th* Morning, 
Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon. 
Glou, Come hither, friend ; 
Where is the King, my Maſter ? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gone, | 
Glou. Good friend, I prithee take him in thy arms ; 
I have o'reheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in'r, 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome aud proteCftion. Take up thy Maſter, 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally balf an hour, his life 
With thine, and all that offer todefend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 


Give thee quick conduct. Come, come, away. [_Exearr. 


Iii 3 Scena | 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter Cornwall, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 


Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your Husband,, ſhew 
him this Letter, the Army of Frazce is landed; ſeek out 
the Traytor Gloſter. 

Reg. Hang him inſtantly. 

Gon. Pluck oat his Eyes. 

Corn, Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmpand, keep you 
our Siſter Company : the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your behold- 
ing. Adviſe the Duke where you are going, to a molt 
feltinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our 
Polls ſhall be Cwifr, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel 
dear Siſter, farewel my Lord of Gloſter. 


Enter Steward. 
How now ? Where's the King ? 


Stew. My Lord of Gloſter had convey'd him hence. 
Some five or {ix and thirty of his Knights 


{ Hot Queltriſts after him, met him at gate, 


Who, with ſome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boaſt 
To have well armed Friends. 
Corn, Get Horſes for your Miſtreſs. 
Gon, Farewel, ſweet Lord, and Siſter. [Exit. 
Corn, Edmund farewel : go ſeek the Traitor Gloſter, 
Pinnion him like a Thief, bring him before us : 
Though well we may not paſs upon his life 
Without the form of Juſtice : yer our power 
Shall do a curt'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 


Enter Gloſter, and Servants, 


Who's there? the Traitor ? 

Kee. lngrateful Fox, *tis he. 

Corn, Bind fait his Corky Arms. 

Glo. What mean your Graces? 

Good my Friends conſider you are my Guelts : 
Do me no foul play, Friends, 

Corn, Bind him I ſay. E 

Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor, | 

Glo, Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I'm none. 

Corn, To this Chair bind him, 

Villain, thou ſhalt find. 

Glo. By the kind gods, *tis moſt ignobly done 
To pluck me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traytor ? 

Glo. Naughty Lady, 

Theſe hairs which thou do'ſt raviſh from my Chin 

Will quicken and accuſe thee. Iam your Hoſt, 

With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 

You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 
({orn. Come, Sir, 

What Letters had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be ſimple anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what Confederacy have you with the Tray- 
tors, late footed in the Kingdom ? 

Reg. To whoſe hands . 

You have ſent the Lunatick King : ſpeak. 

Glo. 1 have a Letter gueſlingly ſet down 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn, Cunning. 

Reg. And falſe. 

Cor. Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 

Glo, To Dover, 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
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| Was't thou not charg'd at peril? 


Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 
Glo. lam tyed to th* Stake, 
And 1 muſt ſtand the Courle, 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glo, Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel Nails 
Pluck out his poor old Eyes : nor thy fierce Siſter, 
ln his Anointed fleſh, ſtick boariſh phangs. 

The Sea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his bare head, 

In Hell-black-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Steeled fires : 

Yet poor old heart, he holp the Heavens to rain. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howPd that ſtern time, 
Thou ſhould'lt have faid, good Porter turn the Key : 
All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but I ſhall ſee 

The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 

Corn. See't ſhalt thou never, Fellows hold the Chair. 
Upon theſe Eyes of thine, PII ſet my foor. 

Glo, He that will think to live, till he be old, 

Give me ſome help, — O cruel! O you gods. 

Reg. One fide will mock another : th' other too. 

Corn, If you ſee vengeance, | 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 

[ have ſery*d you ever ſince I was a Child : 
But better ſervice have 1 never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold, 

Reg. How now, you Dog ? 

Ser, If you did wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
I'd ſhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? 

(orn, My Villain ? | 

Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword, A pezant ſtand up thus ? 

[Kills him 

Ser. Oh, I am ſlain: my Lord, you have one Eye left 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh. 

Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it ; Out vild gelly : 
Where is thy luſter now ? 

Glo, All dark and comfortleſs ? 

Where's my Son Edmnnd ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid aCt. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 

Thou calPſt on him, that hates thee, It was he 
That made the overture of thy Treaſons to us : 
Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Glo. O my follies! then Edgar was abus'd. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him. 

Reg. Go thruſt him out at Gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. [Exit with Gloſter. 
How is't, my Lord ? How look you ? 

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt : follow me Lady : 

Turn out that Eyeleſs Villain : throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghill : Regar, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. [ Exexrr. 


_—  —— 


| ABus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Edgar. 


Eds.NF ET better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt : 

The loweſt, and moſt dejeCt thing of Fortune, 

Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. 

The lamentable change is from the beſt, 

The worſt returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unſubſtantial air that I embrace : 

The wretch that thou haſt blown unto the worſt, 

Owes nothing to thy blaſts. 


Enter 
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Enter Gloſter led by an o!d man, 


But who comes here ? My Father poorly led? 
World, World, O World ! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good Lord, [ have been your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may burt, 

Old Man. You cannot ſee your way. 

Glo. | have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
[| ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft *cis ſeen, 
Our means ſecure us, and our meer defe@s 
Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Eagar, 
The food of thy abuſed Fathers wrath : 
Might I but live to (ee thee in my touch, 
I”d ay I had Eyes again. 

Old Man. How now ? who's there ? 

Eds. O gods! Who is't can ſay I am at the wort ? 
[| am worſe than ere [ was, , 

Old £Man. *Tis poor mad Tom, 

Eds, And worſe | may be yet: the worſt is-not, 
So long as we can ſay this is the worſt, 

Old Man. Fellow, where goeſt ? 

Glo, Is it a Beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman, and Beggar too. 

Gio. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg, 
th laſt nights form, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw; 
Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarce Friends with him. 
| have heard more ſince : 
As Flies to th* wanton Boyes, are we to th' gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 

Eg. How ſhould this be ? 
Bad is the Trade that mult play the Fool to ſorrow, 
Ang'ring it ſelf, and others. Bleſs the Maſter, 

Glo. 1s that the naked Fellow ? 

Old Man. I, my Lord. 

Glo, Get thee away : if for my ſake 
Thou wilt o're-take us hence a mile or twaift 
I' th* way toward Dover, do it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soul, 
Which Vil intreat to lead me. 

Old Man, Alack Sir, he is mad. 

Glo. Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen lead the blind : 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleaſure : 
Above the reſt, be gone. 

Old Man. V1 bring him the beſt Parrel that I have, 


Come on't, what will. LExit. 


Gle. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

Eaz. Poor Tom's a cold. I cannot daub it further. 

Glo. Come hither Fellow. 

Eds. And yet | muſt: 

Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed. 

Glo, Know'ſt thou the way to Dover ? 

Edo. Both Stile, and Gate, Horſe way, and foot path : 
poor Tom hath been ſcar*d out of his good wits. Bleſs 
thee good mans Son, from the foul Fiend. (plagues 

Glo. Here take this Purſe, thou whom the Heay'ns 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that lam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens deal ſo ſtill: 

Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, 

That ſlaves your Ordinance, that will not ſee 
Becauſe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly : 

So diſtribution ſhould undo excels, 

And each man have enough. Do'lt thou know Dover ? 

Eds, | Maſter. 

Glo There is a Cliff, whoſe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined Deep: 


Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the miſery thou do'ſt bear 


With ſomething rich about me : from that place 
| ſhall no lending need, MAY 


Eag. Give me thy arm; 


Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. | Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Emer Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 


Gon, VVelcome my Lord, 1 marvel our mild Husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, where's your Maſter ? 
Stew. Madam within, but never man ſo chang'd : 

| told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He ſmil'dat it. I rold him you were coming, 
His anſwer was the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
A:'d of the loyal ſervice of his Son 
V Vhen I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong ſide our : 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to bim ; 
What like, offenſive. 
Gon. Then ſhall you go no further, 
[t 1s the Cowilh' terror of his ſpirit 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tye him to an anſwer, our wiſhes on the way 
May prove effects. Back Edmund to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and condu@ his powers. 
[ muſt change names at home, and give the Diſtaff 
Into my Husbands hands. This truſty Servant 
Shall paſs between us : ere long you are like to hear 
(If you dare venture in your own behalf) 
A Miſtreſſes command. Wear this ; ſpare ſpeech, 
Decline your head. This kifs; if it durſt ſpeak, 
Would ſtretch thy Spicits:up into the air : 
Conceive, and fare the well. , 
Baft. Yours in the ranks of Death, 
Gon, My molt dear Gloſter. 
| Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To thee a Womans ſervices are due, 
My Fool uſurps my Body, 
Stew, Madam, here comes my Lord. 


Enter Albany. 


Gon. ,l have been worth the whiſtle. 

Alb.” Oh Gonerill, 
You are not worth the duſt which the rude wind 
Blows in your Face. 

Gon, Milk-liver'd man, 
That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head of wrongs, 
Who haſt not in thy brows an Eye-diſcerning 
Thine honour, from thy ſuffering. 

Alb. See thy ſelf Devil: 
Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in Woman, 

Gon, Oh vain Fool. 


Enter a Mcſſenger. 


Me. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cormwais dead, 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
The other Eye of Gloſter, 

Alba. Gloſters Eyes * 

Hef. A Servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos'd againſt the aft : bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter, who, thereat enrag'd 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, 
But not without that harmful ſtroke, which ſince 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Alba. This ſhews you are above 
You Juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes 


So ſpeedily can venge, But (O poor Gloſter) 5-4 
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Lolt he his other Eye ? 
Aeſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter Madam, craves a ſpeedy Anſwer : 
"Tis from your Siſter, 
Gon. One way 1 like this well, 
But being Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May a!l the building in my fancy pluck 
Lipon my hateful life, Anotber way: 
Tae News is got ſo fart. Pll read, and anſwer. 
Alba. Where was his Son, 
When they did take his Eyes ? 
Meſ. Come with my Lady hither, 
Alba. He is not here. ; 
M-ſ. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 
Alba, Knows he the wickednets ? DO 
Meſ. I, my good Lord : *twas he inform'd againſt him, 
| And quit the Houle of purpoſe, 'that their puniſhment 
Might have the freer courſe. 
Alb. Gloſter, I live $9551 
To ti:ank thee for the-love thou ſhewd'ſt the King, 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know'lt. [ Exennt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and Souldiers. 


(or. Alack, *tis he: why he was met even now 
As made the vext Seca, ſinging aloud, | 
Crown'd with rank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
Wirth Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles; Cuckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and all the :dle weeds that grow 

In our ſuſtaining Corn. A Zentery ſend forth ; 
Search every Acreiathe oh ode, 

And bring him to our Eye, at can mans wiſdom 
In the reſtoring his bereaved Senſe :* he that helps him, 
Taxe all my outward worth; + | 

Gent. There is means, Madam : 

Our foliter Nurſe of Nature, is repoſe, 

The which he lacks : that to provoke in him, 

Are many Simples. operative, whoſe power 

Will cloſe the Eye of Anguiſh. 

'Cord. Al] bleſt Secrets, 

All you unpubliſh'd Vertues of the Earth 

Soring with my tcars ; be-aidant, and remediate 

In the good mans deſire : ſeek, leek for him, 

Leſt his ungovern'd rage, diſſolve the life 

That wants the means to lead it. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. News, Madam, 

The Brittiſh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. *Tis known before, Our preparation ſtands 

In expectation of them. O dear Father, 

[t is thy buſineſs that I go about : therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun'd tears hath pitted : 

Now blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd Fathers Right : 

Soon may [ hear, and ſee him. LExeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Rep. But are my Brothers Powers ſet forth ? 
Stew, I, Madam. 

Rez. Himſelf in perſon there ? 

Stew. Madam, with much adoe 

Your Siſter is the better Souldier. 


If you do chance to hear of that blind Traytor, 


| Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient ſight 


Stew, No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Siſters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he is polted hence on ſerious matter : 
It was great ignorance, Gloſters Eyes being out 
To let bim live. Where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us : Edmund, I think, is gone 
ln pitty of his miſery, to diſpatch 
His nighted life : Moreover to deſcry 
The ſtrength oth' Enemy. 
Stew. I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my Letter, 
Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us ; 
The wayes' are dangerous. 
Stew, I may not, Madam : 
My Lady charg'd my duty in his buſineſs, 
Reg. VVhy ſhould ſhe write to Edmmnd ? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word ? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what, ÞIl love the much 
Let me unſeal the Letter. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather —— 
Reg. | know your Lady do's not love her Husband, 
I am ſure of that : and at her late being here, 
She gave ſtrange lliads, and molt ſpeaking looks 
To Noble Edmmd. 1 know you are of her boſome, 
Stew, I, Madam ? 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding : Y'are : I know't, 
Therefore I do adviſe you take this note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmurd, and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Ladies: You may gather more : 
If you do find him, pray you give him this ; 
And when your Miſtriſs hears thus much from you, 
I pray deſire her call her wiſdom to her. 
So fare you well : 


Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off, 
Stew. V'Vould I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſh2w 


V'Vhat party I do follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Gloſter, and Edgar. 


[Exeunt. 


Glo, V'Vhen ſhall I come to th' top of that ſame Hill ? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo. Me thinks the ground is even. 

Eag, Horrible ſteep. | 
Hark, do you hear the Sea ? 

Glo, No truly. 

Edg.' VVhy then your other Senſes grow imperfect 

By your Eyes anguiſh, 

Glo, So may it be indeed. 

Me thinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'lt 

ln better phraſe, and matter than thou didlt. 

Eadg. Y* are much deceiv'd: in nothing am 1 chang?d 
But in my Garments. 

Glo, Me thinks y* are better ſpoken. 

Edz. Come on Sir, 

Heres the place : ſtand ſtill: how fearful 

Aud dizzy *tis, to caſt ones Eyes ſo low, 

The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles, Half way down 

Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadful trade : 

Me thinks he ſeems no bigger than his head. 

The Fiſhermen that walk*d upon the beach 

Appear like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her Cock : her Cock, a Buoy 

Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring Surge, 

That on th* unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 

Cannot be heard ſo high. I'll look no more, 


Rez. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lord at home ; 


| 


Topple down headlong. 


Glo. 
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Glow, Set me where you ſtand. 

Edg. Give me yaur hand : 

You are now within a foot of ttextrean Verge : 

For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright. 
Glow. Let go my hand : 

Here friends, another purſe, in it, a Jewell 

Well worth a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods 

Proſper it with thee. Go thou forther off, 

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going, 

Edo. Now face ye well, good Sir, 

Glou. Wirth all my hearr. 

Edg. Why dol trifle thus with his deſpair, 

'Tis done to cure it. 

Glow. O you mighty gods ! 
This world 1 qo renounce, and in your ſights 
Shake patiently my great aſflition off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppolele ſs wills, 
My ſnuff, and loathed part of nature ſhould 
Bucn it ſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him. 
Now fellow, fare the well. 

Edg. Good-Sir, Farewel. 
And yet I know not how conciet may rob 
The Treaſure of lite, when life it ſelf 
Yields to the Theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paſt. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir : friend, here you Sir, ſpeak : 
Thus might he paſs indeed : yet he revives. 
What are you Sir ? 

Glou, Away, and let me die. 

Eadg. Had'ſt thou been ought 
But Gozemore, Feathers and air, 

So many fathom down precipitating) 

boud'ſt ſhiver'd like an Egg : but thou do'lt breath : 
Halt heavy ſubſtance, bleed nor, ſpeak, art ſound ? 
Ten Maſts at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou haſt perpendicularly fell, 
The life's a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glox. But have I faln, or no ? 

Eds. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up a height, the ſhrill gor'd Lark ſo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard : Do but look up. 

Glou. Alack, I have no eyes: 

[s wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit 

Toend it ſelf by death ? *Twas yet ſome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the tyrants rage, 

And fruſtrate bis proud will, 

Edo. Give me your arm. 

Up, ſo: How is't? Feel you your Legs? You ſtand. 

Glou. Too well, too well. 


Eag. This is above all eneſs, 
Upon the Crown oth'Cliffe, What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glow. A yafortunate Beggar. 


Ede. As | ſtogd here below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moons : he had a thouſand Noſes, 
Horns walk'd, and wav'd like the enraged Sea : 

It was ſome fiend : therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareſt gods, who make them honors 
Of mens impoſlibilicies, bave preſerved thee. 

Glo, | do remember now ; henceforth Ple bear 
Affliction, till it docry out it ſelf 
Enough, enovgh, and die. That thing 
I took it fora ran : often 'twauld ſay 
The fiend, the fiend, he led me to-that place. 

Edz. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


Enter Lear. 


you ſpeak of, 


But who comes here ? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne're accomodate 
His Maſter thus. 
Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying, I am the 
King himſelf. 


# 


Lear. Natures above Art, in that reſpett. There's your 
Preſs-mony. That fellow handles bis Bow like a Crow- 
keeper : draw me a Cloathicrs yard. Look,look, a Mouſe. 
Peace , Peace, this piece of toaſted Cheeſe will doo't, 
There's my Gaunticc, Ui* prove it ona Gyant. Bring vp 
the brown Bills. O well lowa Bird : ith'clout, ich'clout : 
Hewgu. Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet Martjoram, 

Lear, Pals. 

Glow. | k auw that voice, 

Lear. Ha ' Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dog, «2d told me I nad the white tairs ia my 
Beard, ere th: black ones were there. To ſay i, and no, ro 
cvery thing that 1 14i4 :; 1, and no too, was 6 goos Divi- 
nity. When the rzin came to wet m2 <ce, id wind to 


Eagar. O thou lide-piercing fight ! 


my bidding, ttere | found 'em, there | 1aie-t'-m ont, Go 
to, they are not men o'their words ; they toid tae, | was 
every thing : *Tis a Lie, | am not Ague proof. 

Glow. The trick of that voice, | do well remember : 1g 
not the King ? 

Lear, |, every inch a king. 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the ſubjeCt quakes. 

| pardon that mans life. What was thy cauſe ? 

Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die : die for Adultery ? 

No, the wren goes too'r, and the ſmall gilced Flie 

Do's letcher in my ſight. Let Copulation ticive : 

For Gloſters Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got 'tween the lawful ſheets, 

Too't Luxury pell-mell, for I lack Souldiers, 

Behold you l;impring Dame, whoſe face between i -r Forks 
preſages Snow ; that minces Vertue, and do': ::ake the 
head to hear of pleaſures name. The Fitchew : 07 the 
ſoyled Horſe goes too't with a more riotous ayperite - 
down from the waſte they are Centaures, though women 
all above: but to the Girdle do the gods inherit, bc:rcath 
is all the fiends. There's ncll, taere's darkneſs, there is the 
ſulphurous pit, burning, ſcalding, french. conſu-prioa : 
Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah : Give me an Ounce Of Civct; 
good Apothecary ſweeten my imagination + There's 
money for thee. 

Glow. Olet me kiſs that hand, 

Leary, Let me wipe it firſt, 
lt ſmells of Mortality. 

Glox. O ruin'd piece of nature, this great world 
Shall ſo wear out to naught. 

Do'ſt thou know me ? 

Lear. | remember thine eyes well enough : do'lt thou 
ſquiny at me ? No, do thy worſt blind Cupic, Ple not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark but the peaning of it. 

Glow. Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not ice one. 

Edg. | would not take this from report, 

It is, and my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glow. What with the Caſe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? No eyes in your 
head, nor no money in your purſe? Your eyes are in he-- 


0es. 
; Glou, 1 ſee it feelingly. I j 
Lear. What, art mad? A man may ſee how this world 
goes, with noeyes, Look with thine ears: See how yond 
Juſtice rails upon yond Hmple thief, Heark in thine car * 
Change , and handy-dandy, which is the Jnſtic-, 
which is the thief; Thou haſt ſeen a Farmers do2 Hart 
at a Beggar ? 
Glou, Sir. g | 
Lear. And the Creatute rud from the Cur : there + 
might'ſt behold the great image of Authority, a Do” 
obey'd in Office, Thou, Raſcal Beadle, 1:04 thy bloud), 
hand: why do'ſt thou laſh that V Vhore ? Sti;jþ thy own 
back, thou hotly luſts to uſe her in that king, for wiich 
thou whip'ſt her: The Uſurer hangs the Cozzner: _ 
roug 


— 


— 


make me Chaticr : when the Thunge! wont not peace at | 


: 
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vycaſe, your purſe in a light, yer you ſee how this wor * 
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rough and tatter'd cloaths, great Vices do appear: Robes, 
and furr'd gowns hide all. Place fins with gold, and the 
{tronge Lance of juſtice, hurtleſs breaks : Arme it 1n rags, 
a Pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. None does offend, none, 1 
ſay none, I'le able *em ; take that of me my friend, who 
have the power to ſeal th*accuſers lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem to ſee the things thou 
do'ſt not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Boots : har. 
der, harder, ſo. | 

Ear. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in Madneſs. 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou muſt be patient 3 we came crying hither : 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Mark. 

Glou. Alack, alack, the day. 

Lear. Whea we are borp, we cry that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fools. This a good block : 
It were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhooe 
A Tcoop of Horſe with felt: Vle put*t in proof, 
And whenlI have ſtoln upon theſe Sonsi0-Laws : 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. O here heis : lay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your moſt dear Daughter — 

Lear. No reſcue ? what, a Priſoner ? I ameven 
The Natural Fool of fortune. Uſe me well, 


| You ſhall have ranſom, Let me have Surgeons, 


| am cut to th*Brains, 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing, 
Lear. No Seconds? All my ſelf ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt ; 
To uit his eyes for Garden water-pots. I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug Bridegroom. What ? 1 will be Jovial: 
Come, come, Il am a King. Maſters, know you that ? 
Gent, You are a Royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, and you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa. [Exit 
Gent. A ſight moſt pittiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of ina King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you : what's your will ? 
Eag. Do you hear ought Gir) of a Battel toward. 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar : 
Every one hears that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 
Eag. But by your fayour : 
How near's the other Army ? 
Gent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot :' the maia diſcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Eag. 1 thank you,Sir, that's all. 
Gent. Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is here, 
Her Army is mov'd on. [ Exit. 
Ede. I thank you,sSir. 
Glox. Youever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worſer Spirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleaſe, 
Edz. Well, pray you Father. 
Glo. Now good Sir, what are you ? 
Edg. Amoſt poor man, madetame to fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, 
Ple lead you to ſome biding. 
Glou. Hearty thanks : 
The bounty, and the benizon of Heaven 
To boot, and boot. 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. A proclaim'd prize : moſt happy: 


| That eyeleſs head of thine, was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thov old, unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thy ſelf remember : the Sword is out 

That muſt deſtroy thee. 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ſtrength enough to't. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Peazant, 

Darſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd traitor ? hence, 
Leſt that tl"infeCtion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee, Let go his Arm, 
Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther caſion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Eadg. Good Gentleman go your gate, and let poor volk 
paſs : and*chud ha'been zwagged out of my life, *twould 
| ha'deen zo long as *tis, by a vortnight. Nay, come not 
near th'old man : keep out che vor*ye, or ice try whither 
your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder; chill be plain 
with you, 

Stew. Out Dunghil. 

Edg. Child pick your teeth Zir: come, no matter vor 
your foyns. 

Stew. Slave thou haſt Nain me: villain, take my puiſe; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 

And give the Letters which thou find*{t about me, 
To Edmud Earl of Gloſter : ſeek him out 
Upon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 

Eag. 1 know thee well, A ſerviceable Villain, 

As duteous to the vices of thy Miſtris, 
As badneſs would deſire. 

Glou, What, is he dead ? 

Eds. Sit you down Father : reſt you. 

Let's ſee theſe Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeaks of 
May be my friends : he's dead ; 1 am only ſorry 

He had no other Deathſman. Let us ſee : 

Leave gentle wax, and manners: blame us not 

To know our enemies minds, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful, 


Reads the Letter. 
| By t our reciprocal vows be remembred. You have many 
opportumties to cut him off : if your will want not, time 
and place will be ſruitfully offer” d. There is nothing done. If be 
return the Conqueror, then am I the Priſoner, and his bed, my 
Gaol, fromthe loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, and ſupply 


the place of our Labour, 
Your (Wife, ſo 1 would ſay ) affeftio- 
nate Servant, Goneril, 


Of indiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertuous Husbands life, 
And the exchange my brother : here, in the ſands 
Thee Ple rake up, the poſt unſanQified 
Of murtherous Letchers : and inthe mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 
Of the death-praftis'd Duke : for him *tis well, 
That of thy death, and buſineſs, I can tell. 
Glow, The King is mad : 
How ſtifle is my vile ſenſe 
That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows ? Better I were diſtract, 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſeyer'd from my griefs, 
L Drum afar off. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations loſe 
The knowledg of themfelves. | 
Eadg. Give me your hand : 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 


Come, Father, I'le beſtow you with a friend, [Exeunt. 


Scene 


- 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter Cordclia, Kent and Gentleman. 


Coy. O thou good Kent, 
How ſhall I liye and work 
To match thy goodneſs ? 
My life will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure fail me. 
Kent. Tobe acknowledg'd Madam is 0're-paid, 
All my reports go with the modeſt truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 
Cor. Be better ſuired, 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours ; 
| prechee put them off. 
Kent, Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known ſhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time, and I think meet. 
Cor. Then be*t ſo my good Lord: 
How do's the Ring ? 
Gent. Madam, ileeps ſtill. 
Cor, O you kind gods! . 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed Nature, 
Thuntun'd and jarring ſenſes, O wind up, 
Of this child changed Father, 
Gent. So pleaſe your Majeſty. 
That we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long ? 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
I'ch* ſway of your own will : is he array*'d ? 


Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servants, 


Gent, I Madam: in the heavineſs of ſleep, 
We put freſh garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
[ doubt not of his Temperance. 
Cor. O my dear Father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two Silters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
Kent, Kind and dear Princeſs, 
Cor. Had you not been their Father,theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this face 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring winds ? 
Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me, 
Should have ſtood that night againſt my fire, 
And was't thou fain ( poor Father ) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? alack, alack, 
'Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeak to him. 
Gent, Madam, do you, 'tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord ? 
How fares your Majeſty ? * 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out oth*grave z 
Thou art a Soul in bliſs, but I 2m bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald, like molten Lead. 
Cor, Sir, do you know me ? 
Lear, Youare a Spirit I know, when did youdie ? 
Cor, Still, ſtill, far wide. 
Gent, He's ſcarce awake, . 
Let him alone a while, 
Lear. Where have 1 been ? 
Wheream 1? fair day light ? OY INESe< 
I am mightily abus'd ; I ſhould even die with pity 
To ſee another thus, I know not what to ſay : 
I will not ſ«car theſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
| feel this pin prick, would I were afſur'd 
Of my condition, 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 


And hold your hand in benedittion o're me 

You mult not kneel, $5 
Lear. _ do not mock me; 

[ am a very fooliſh fond old map, 

Fourſcore and upward, 

Not an hour more, nor leſs : 


| And to deal plainly, 


I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks 1 ſhould know you, and know this man, 
Yet I am doubtfull : for I am maicly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the $kill i bave 
Remembers not theſe garments: ror i know not 
Where 1 did lodge laſt night, Do voc laugh at me, 
For (as lam a man) I think this Lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. Andſolam: I am, 

Lear. Be yout tears wet ? 
Yes faith: 1 pray weep not, 
If you have poiſon for me, 1 will drink it : 
[ know you do not love me, for your Siſters 
Have (as I do remember) done me wrong. 
You have ſome cauſe, they have not. 

Cor, No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

* Kent, In your own Kingdom, Sir, 

Lear. Do not abuſe me. 

Gent, Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You ſee is kill'd in him 4 ite himto go 4 . 
Trouble him no more till further ſetling. 

Cor, Wilt pleaſe your highneſs walk ? 

Lear. You muſt bear with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
| am old and fooliſh. 


FExeunt. 


— 
— 


Scena Prima. 


Aftus Quintus. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Elmund, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Souldiers. 


Baſt. KC of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 
Or whether ſince heis advis'd by ought 

To change the courſe, he's full of alteration, 

And ſelf reproving, bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg. Our Siſters man is certainly milcarried. 
Baſt. *Tisto be doubted, Madam. 

Reg. Now ſweet Lord, 

You know the goodneſs | intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but then ſpeak the truth, 

Do you not love my Siſter ? 

Baſt. In honour'd Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way, 

To the fore-fended place ? 

Baſt. No by mine honour, Madam. 
Keg. I never ſhall endure her, dear my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Baſt. Fear not, ſhe and the Duke ber husband, 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Albany, Goneril, Souldiers, 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, well be met : 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whorm the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 
Reg. Why is this reaſon'd ? | 
Gon, Combine together *gainſt the Enemy. 
For theſe domeſtick, and particular broils, 
Are not the queſtion here. 
Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancient of wat 
On our proceeding, : 
Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us ? Gon, No. 
Reg. 'Tis molt convenient, pray go with us. 
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' Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, 1 will go. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edz. If ere your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. 

lb. Vie overtake you, ſpeak. : 

Ea. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter : 

lf you have victory, let the Trumpet ſound 

For him that brought it: wretch though 1 ſee, 

I can produce a Champion, that will prove 

What isavouched there. If you miſcarry, 

Your buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end, 

And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you. 

Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter, 

Eg. 1 was forbid it. 

When time ſhall ſerve, let but the Herald cry, 

And Ile appear again. [ Exit, 
Alb. Why farethee well, I will o're-look thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Baſt, The Enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, 

By diligent diſcovery, but your halt 

Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time. LExit. 
Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 

Are of the Adder. Which of them ſhall-I take ? 

Both? One? Orncither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 

[f both remain alive: Tb take the Widow, 

Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerill, 

And hardly ſhall I carry out my ſide, 

Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of hum, deviſe . 

His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 


_— —_ 


} The Battel done, and they within our power z 


Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate, | 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate, [Exit, 


Scena Secunda. 


eAlarum within. Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear 
Cordelia,and Souldiers,over the Stage, & Exennt. 


Enter Edgar, and Glouceſter. 


Edz. Here Father, take the ſhadow of this tree. 

For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 

If ever I return to you again, 

'Ple bring you comfort. 

Glo, Grace be with you Sir. CExt, 
[ Alarum and Retreat within. 


Enter Edgar. 


Ede. Away old man, give me thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What in ill thoughts again ? 

Men mult endure 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripenelſs is all, come on. 


Glo, And that's true too. L Exennt, 


[Exeunt both the Armies. 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter in conqueſt with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
and Cordelia, as priſovers, Souldiers, Capt ain. 


Baſt. Some Officers take them away : good guard, 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known 
That are to cenſure them, 
1 Cor. Weare not the firſt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For thee, oppreſled King, I am caſt down. 
My ſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortunes frown. 
Shall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters ? 
Lear. No, no, no, no: come lets away to priſon : 
We two alone will Sing like Birds i'th*Cage : 
When thou do'ſt ask me bleſſing, le kneel down 
And ask of thee forgiveneſs : So we'll live, 
And pray and Sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterfties: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins ; whe's in, who's out : 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 
As if we were Gods ſpies : And we'll wear out 
[na wall'd priſon, packs and ſets of great oncs 
That ebbe and ſlow by th*'Moon, 
Baſt. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. 
Have I caught thee ? 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from hcaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eye, 
The good years ſhall devour them, fleſh andell, 
E're they ſhall make us weep ? 
We'll ſee*em ſtarv'd firſt : come. [Exit 
Baſt. Come hither Captain, bark. ; 
Take thou this note, go follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 
As this inſtrufts thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is ; to be tender minded 
Do's not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not bear queſtion : either ſay thou'It do't, 
Or thrive by other means, 
Capt, Ple do't my Lord, 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, . when ti''aſt done, 
Mark I fay inſtantly, and carry it ſo 
As I have ſet it down. 


LExit Captain. 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Souldiers. 


Alba. Sir, you have ſhew*d to day your valiant ſtrain 
And fortune led you well : you have the Captives 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife : 

| dorequire them of you ſo to uſe them, 

As we ſhall find their merits, and our ſafety 

May equally determine. 

Baſt. Sir, I thought it fit, | 

To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 
Whoſe Age bad Charms in it, whoſe Title more, 
Topluck the common boſom on this ide, 

And turn our impreſt Launces in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him 1 ſent the Queen 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 

| To morrow, or at further ſpace, appear 

Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 

Alba. Sir, by your patience. 

I hold you but a ſubject of this VVar, 

Not as a Brother, 

Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 

Me thinks our pleaſure might have been demanded 
Ere you had ſpoke ſo far. Heled our Powers, 

Bore the Commiſſion of my place and perſon, 
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The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call it ſelf your Brother. 
Gon. Not ſo hot : : 
In his own grace he dotb exalt bimſclf, 
More than in; your addition, 
Reg. In my-rights, | 
By me invelted, he compeers the bell. 
Alb. That were the moſt; if he ſhould Hasband you. 
Rep, ]eiſters do oft, prove Prophets. 
Gon, Holla, holla, 
That Eye that told you ſo, look'd but a ſquint. 
Reo, Lady 1am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full lowing ſtomach. General, 
Take thou my Souldiers, Priſoners, Patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the Walls are thine : 
Witacts the World, that | create thee here, 
My Lord, and Maſter, 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 
Alb. The lett alone lies not in your good will, 
Baſt. Nor in thine, Lord. 
eAlb. Half. blouded Fellow, yes. | 
Ree. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine, 
Alb. Stay yet, hear reaſon : Edmund, I arrelt thee 
On capital Treaſon; and in thy arrelt, 
This gilded Serpent : for your claim fair Siſters, 
| bare it ia the intereſt of my Wife, 
Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord, 
And 1 her Husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 
Gon, An- enterlude. 
Alb. T hou art armed, Gloſter, 
Let the Trumpet ſound : : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perſon, 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many Trealons, 
There is my pledge : I'll make it on thy heart 
Ere [ taſte Bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 
Reg. Sick, O lick. A 
Gon. If not, I'll ne*re truſt Medicine. 
Baſt. There's my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traytor, Villain-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach z 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. ; 
Truſt to thy ſingle vertues, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge. | 
Ree, My ſickneſs grows upon me. 
eAlb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
And read out this. LoL Trumpet ſounds, 


Herald reads. | 
& any man of quality or degree within the liſts of the 
eArmy , will maintain upon' Edmund ſuppoſed Earl of 


' Gloſter, that .he is a manifold Traytor , let him appear by 


the third ſound of the: Trumpet : he is |. bold: in his at- 


fence. 1 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 972 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. - 4 103 Trumpet. 


, LTrumpet aphvers bim within. 
Enter Edgar armed, mio 


eAlb. Ask him his purpoſes,: why he: appears 

[pon this Call o* th* Trumpet. 2950 1 | 
Her. What are you? 'col- 9197! | 

Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 

This preſent Summons ? yes 1. ont} Sag | 


_ 


Eds. ' Know my name is loſt 
By Treaſons Tooth : bare-gnawn, and Cznker-bit, 
Yet am 1 Noble as the Adverſary 
| come to cope. 
Alb, Which is that Adverſary ? 
Edz. What's he that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of Gloſter 7 
Baſt. Himfelf, what faiſt thou to him ? 
Edgy. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my Speech offend a Noble hearr, 
Thy arm may do thee Juſtice, here is mine : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
The priviledge of mine honours, - 
My Oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
:ſpiſe thy Victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a Traytor : 
Falſe to thy gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Conſpicant *gaiaſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th” extreamelt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and dult below thy foot, 
A moſt Toad ſpotted Traytor, / Say thou no, 
This Sword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To prove upoa thy heart, whereto 1 ſpeak, 
Thou lyelt. | 
Baſt. ln wiſdom I ſhould ask thy name, 
But ſince thy out-ſide looks fo fair and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (ſome ſay).of breeding breaths, 
What ſafe, and nicely 1 might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-haqd, 1 diſdain apd ſpurn : 
Back do 1 toſs theſe; Treaſons to thy head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie, orewbelm thy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 
This Sword of mine ſhal} give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt. for ever.. Trumpets ſpeak. 
Alb. Save him, fave him, -- LAlarums, Fight: 
Gon. This is practice, Gloſter, - | __ 
By th' law of War, thou waſt got bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozen'd, and beguil'd. 
!b. Shut your mouth, Dame, 
Or with this -paper ſhall I ſtop-it; -hold, Sir, 
Thou worſe than any oame, -read thine own <vil : 
No tearing Lady; 4 perceive you know it. 
Gon. Say if I vQ,.the Laws are. mine not thine, 
Who can arraign me for't ? -  CExit. 
Alb. Moſt monſtrous! O, know'ſt thou this Paper ? 
Baſt. Ask me not what 1 know. 
Alb. Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 
Baſt. What you have charg'd me with, | 
That have I done, Lau lo | 
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. | 
*Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what'iart thou 
That haſt this fortune on me 2 If thou'ct Noble, 
I do forgive thee, | 
Eag. Let's exchange charity: 
[am no leſs in bloud than thou arth.,Edmund. 
if more, the more th* haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy Fathers Son, 
The gods are juſt, and of our; pleaſant Vices 
Make inſtruments/to plague; us : .' 
The dark and vitious place,..where thee he got, 
Colt him his Eyes. | 
Baſt. Tit haſt ſpoken right, -*gistrue, 
The Wheel is come full Cictleg Þ ann here. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate:did propheſte 
A Royal Noblenefs: I mult:embrace thee, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever - 
Did _ thee, or thy any os. 
Edg. Wortby Prince; 1 know't: -- 
4b. Where wk you hid your ſelf? 
How have you known the miſeries of your Father ? 
Eds. By nurſing them, my Lori; Lilt a brief rale, 
And when 'tis toldy,O that my, heart would burſt. 
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That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives ſweetneſs ! 
That we the pain of Death would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to ſhift - 
[nto a Mad-mans rags, t' aſſume a ſemblance 
That very Dogs diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my Father with his wore mh | 
Their precious Stones new loſt : me his guide, 
Led him, -beg'd for him, ſav'd him from deſpair, 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my felf unto him, 
Until ſome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſacceſs, 

[ ask'd his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 

Told him our Pilgrimage. But this flaw*d heart 
(Alack too weak the conflift to ſupport) 

'Twixt two extreams of paſſion, joy and grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly. . 

Baſt. This Speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhall perchance do good, but ſpeak you on, 
You look as you had ſomething more to fay. * 
Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For 1 am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 

Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Help, Helpz O help, 
Edo. What kind of help ? 
Alb. Speak man. 
Edo. What means this bloudy Knife ? 
Gent. *Tis hot, it ſmoaks, came even from the heart 
of — O ſhe's dead. 
Alb. Who's dead ? Speak man. 
Gent. Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe confeſſes it. 
Baſt. 1 was contracted to them both, al#three 
Now marry in an inſtant, . | T7 
Ede. Here comes Kenr. 


Enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
[Gonerill ad Regans Bodbes brought out. 

This judgment of the Heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty, O ! is thisſhe ? 
The time will not allow the complement + 
Which very manners urge. 

Kent. I am come - ; 

To bid my King afd Maſter aye good night, 
[s he not here? © 
Alb. Great thing of us forgot, | 
Speak Edmund, where's the King ? and where's Cordel;a ? 
Seeſt thou this objeC(t;Kenr, 

Kent. Alack, whiy thus ? 

Baſt. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after, flew her Telf. 

Alb, Even ſo: cover their Faces. 

Baſt. I pant for life : ſome good I mean to do 
Deſpight of mine own Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Be brief in it) to th* Caſtle for my Writ 


| ls on the life of Loaf, and Gordelia : 


Nay, ſend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, Orun. 

Eds. To whom my Lord > Who hasthe Office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve. 

Baſt, Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain. - '--- - | 

Ede. Haſte thee for thy life. 

Baſt. He hath Comm from thy Wife and me, 
To hang (ordeha in the Prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own deſpair, 
That ſhe fore-did her ſelf. | 

Alb. The gods defend her, beat him hence a while. 


| 


Enter Lear wit} Cordelia 52 bis arms. 


| Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'd uſe them ſo, 


I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She's dead as Earth : Lend me a Looking-Glaſs, 
[f that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Eaz. Or image of that horror. 

. Fall and ceaſe, 

Lear. This Feather ſtirs, ſbe lives: if it be ſo, 
It is a chance which do's redeem all ſorrows 
That ever [ have felt. 

Kent. Oh my good Maſter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg. *Tis noble Kent your Friend. 


| might have ſay'd her, now ſhe's gone for ever : 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha. 
What is't thou ſaiſt ? her Voice was ever ſoff, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
[ kil'd the flave that was a hanging thee. 

Gent, *Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear, Did I not, Fellow ? 


I would have made him $kip : 1am old now, 
And theſe ſame croſſes fpoil me, Who are you ? 
Mine Eyes are 0' th' beſt, [ll tell you ſtraight. 


One of them we behold. 
Lear. This is a dull ſight, are you not Xeyt ? 
Kent. The ſame: your Servant Kerr, 

Where is your Servant Caius ? 

| Lear, He's a good Fellow, 1 can tell you that, 


Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very man. 
Lear, Vl ſee that ſtrai | 
Have follow'd your fad ſteps. 

Lear. You are welcom hither. 

Kent, Nor no man elſe : 
Alls cheerleſs, dark, and deadly : 


And deſperately are dead, 
Lear. I, ſol think. 


That we preſent us to him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Edg. Very bootleſs. 

Meſ. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifle here : 
Yon Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'd.” For us we will reſign, 
During the life of this old Majeſty, 


-With boot, and ſuch addition as your Honours 

Have more than merited. All Friends ſhall 

' Taſte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes 

The Cup of their deſervings: O ſee, ſee. 
Lear. And my poor F 

Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat have life, 


- —— 


Never, never, never, never, never, 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you ſee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 
1 Look there, look there. 

Edg. He faints, my Lotd. 
Kent. Break heart, I prethee break. 


tt _—_ 


Lear. Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of ſtones, 


That Heavens Vault ſhould crack : ſhe's gone for ever. 


Lear. A plague upon you Murtherers, Traitors all, 


[ have ſeen the day, with my good bitipg Faulchion 


Kent, If Fortune brag of two, ſhe lov'd and hated, | 


He'll ſtrike, and quickly too, he's dead and rotten; 


ht. 
Kent, That from your Rf of difference and decay, 


Your eldeſt Daughters have fore-done themſelves, 


f ÞAlb, He knows not what he ſayes, and yain is it 


To him our abſolute power, you to your rights, 


is hang'd: No, no, no life ? 


'| And thou no breath at all ? 'Thow'lt come no more, j 


{ 


[He aees. | 


Edgp, | 


—— 
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Edg. Look to my Lord. Rule in this Reaim, and the gor'd ſtate ſaſtain, 
Kent. Vex not his Ghoſt, O let him paſs, he hates him, | Kent. I have a Journcy, Sir, ſhortly to go, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World My Malter calls me, 1 muſt not tay a0. [ Dies. 
Stretch him out longer. Edg. The weight of this ſad time we muſt obey, 
Es, He is gone indeed. Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay : 
Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long, The oldeſt hath born moſt, we that ace young, 
He but uſucpt his life. Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our preſent buſineſs 
[s general woe: Friends of my Soul, you 'twain, | [Exeunt with a dead march. 
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Thello, the Moore. | Gentlemen of Cyprus. 
Brabantio, Father to Deſdemona. | Lodovico, and Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 

Caſiio, an honourable Lieutenant. | Saylors. 
Jago, 4a Villain. | Clown, 
Rodorigo, 4 gulPd Gentleman. | 
Duke of Venice. Deſdemona, Wife to Othello. 
Senators. Amilia, Wife to Jago. 
Montano, Governour of Cyprus. Bianca, a Curtezap. 


. Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


If I do not. Three great ones of the City, 


Enter Rodorigo, and Jago. (In perſbnal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant) 
Offcapt to him : and by the faith of man 
Rods. Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly | know my price, I am worth no worſe a place. 
That thou ( Fago) who haſt bad my Purſe, | But he (as loving his own pride and purpoles) 
As if the ſtrings were thine, Evades them, with a Bumbaſt Circumſtance, 
Should®ſt know of this. Horribly ſtuft with Epithets of War, 
Zago. But you'll not hear me. Non-ſuits my Mediators. For certes, ſayes he, 
If ever | did Dream | havealready choſe my Officer. And what was he ? 
Of iuch a matter, abhor me. Forſooth, a great Arithmerician, 
Rodo. Thou told'ſt me, f One e Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, ; 
Thou didſt hold him in thy hate. (A Fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair Wife) 
7ago, Deſpiſe me That never ſer a Squadron in the Field, 
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Nor the diviſion of a Battel knows 
More than a Spialter : Unleſs the Bookiſh Theorick : 
Wherein the Tongued Conluls can propoſe 
As Malterly as he, meer prattle (without practice) 
{nall his Souldicrthip. But he (Sir) had th'cleCtion 
And 1 (of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof 
At Rbodes, at Cyprus, and on others grounds 
Chriſtian, and Heathen) muſt be be-lee'd, and calm'd 
By Debitor, and Creditor, This Counter-Calter, 
He (in good time) mult his Lieutenant be, 
And I (bleſs the mark) his Moor-ſhip's Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, 1 rather would have been his hang-man. 
Fago. Why there's no remedy, 


: | *Tis the curſe of Service ; 


Preferment goes by Letter, and affeftion, + 
And not by old gradation, where cach ſecond 
Stood Heir to th* firſt, Now, Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 
\Whether 1 in any jug term am Afﬀin'd 
To love the Moore ?: 
Red. 1 would not fofiow him then. 
Faco, O, Sir, content you. 
| follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
That (doting on his own obſequious bondage) 
Wears out his time, much like his Maſters Aſs, 
For novght but Provender, and when he's old Caſheer'd. 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves, Others there are 
Who trimm'd in Forms, and Viſages of duty, 
Keep yct their hearts attending on themſelves. 
And throwing but ſhows of lervice on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them. 
And when they have lin'd in their Coats 
Do themſelves Homage. 
Theſe Fellows have fome Soul, 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs my felf. Far (Sir) 
[t is as ſure as you are Rodorego, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Fago : 
In following him, I follow but my felf. 
Heaven is my Judge, Rot I, for love and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The native act, and figure of my heart 
In complement extern, *cis not long after 
But | will wear my heart upon my fleeve 
For Dawes to peck at; Iani not what I am. 
Rod. What a fall Fortune do's the thick-lips owe 
[f he can carry't thus ? 
Fago. Call up her Father : 
Rowſe him, make after him, . poyſon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ſtreets, Incenſe her Kinſmen, 
And though he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flyes : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch chances of vexation on't, 
As it may looſe ſome colour. 
Rodo, Here is her Fathers Houſe, Þ ll call aloud. 
Fago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence) the fire \ 
[s ſpicd in populous Cities. 
Rodo, What ho: Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho. 
Faro, Awake, what ho, Brabantio : Thieves, Thieves, 


> 


Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 


| Thieves, Thieves, 


Bra. Above, What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons ? what is the matter there ? 

Rods, Signior, is all your Family within ? 

Fago, Are your Doors lock'd ? 

Bra. Why? wherefore ask you this ? 

Fave. Sir, y* are robb?d, for ſhame put on your Gown, 
Your heart is burſt, you have loſt half your Soul 
Even now, very now, arnold black Ram 


| ls Tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 


Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 


-— - 


Oc elſe the Devil will make a Grand-fire of you, 
Ariſe I ſay. 


Bra. What, have you loſt your Wits? 


Bra, Not I: what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 

Bra, The worſer welcome : 
[ have charg'd thee not to haunt about my Doors : 
in honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneſs 
(Being full of Supper, and diſtempering dravghts) 
Upon malicious Knavery, doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet, 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their power . 
To make this bitter to thee, : 

Rod. Patience, good Sir, 

Bra. What telPſt thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice - my Houſe is not a Grange. 

Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio, 
[ln ſimple and pure Soul, 1 come to you. 
| Fag. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you ſerv -, 


Rod. Molt Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice ? | 


and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Dav;:: - 
ter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe, you'll have your N-- ' 
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courſers for Couſins, and , 
Gennets for Germans. | 
Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 
Fag. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Dangh. 
ter and the Moore, are making the Beaſt with two backs. 
Bras Thou art a Villain. | 
Fago. You area Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer, I know thee, Rodorizo. 
Red, Sir, 1 will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech you, 
[f't be your pleaſure, and moſt wiſe conſent, 
(As partly 1 find it is) that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch oth Night 
Tranſported with no worſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundefticr, | 
To the grofs claſps of a Laſcivious Moore : | 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, | 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the ſenſe of all Civility, 
| thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter (if you have not given her leave) 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and every where : ſtraight fſatisfie your ſell. 
If ſhe be in your Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you. 
- Bra. __ on the Tinder, ho : 
ve me a Taper : call up all my people, 
This Accident is not unlike my Loma 
Belief of it oppreſſes me alrcady. 
Light, I ſay, light. 
Zazo. Farewel : for I muſt leave you. 
[t ſcems not meet, nor wholſome to my p!ace 
To be producted, as if I ſtay, I ſhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the ſtate, 
(However this may gall him with ſome check) 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon tothe Cyprus Wars, 
(Which even now ſtands in AQ) that for their Souls 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
Tolead their buſineſs. In which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do Hell, 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent life, 
I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and ſign of Love, 


(Which is indeed but ſign) that you ſhall ſurely find him 


Lead 
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Lead tothe Sagittary the raited Search : 
And there will 1 be with him. So farewel. [ Exit. 
Enter Brabantio, with Servants and Torches. 


Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And whar's tocome of my deſpiſed time, 
is naught but bitterneſs. Now, Rodorigo, 
Where dicſt thou ſee her? (Oh unhappy Girle) _ .. 
With the Moore ſailt thou ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
| How didſt thou know *twas ſhe ? (Oh ſhe decerves me 
| Paſt thonght : ) what ſaid ſhe toyou? Get mor Tapers: 
Raiſe all my Kindred. Are they married, think you ? 
Rod. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got ſhe out ? 
Oh treaſon of my blood. 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what you ſee them Aft. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Rodorigo , 
Of ſome ſuch thing? 
Rod. Yes, Sir : | have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my brothers : oh wonld you had had her. 
Some one way, ſome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprebend her, and the Moore ? 
Rod. I think 1 can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houle III call, 
(1 may command at moſt) get Weapons (hoa) 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might : 
On, good Roderigo, I will deſerve your pains. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, Attendants, with Torches. 


Fayo. Though in the trade of war I have flain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuff oth* Conſcience 
To dono contriv'd murder : I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me ſervice. Nine or ten times 
I had chought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 
Othel. *Tis better as it is. 
Zago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy, and provoking terms 
Againſt your honour, that with the little godlineſsI have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 
Are you faſt married ? Be aſlur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd, 
And hath in bis effe&t a voyce potential 
As double as the Dukes : He will divorce you. 
Or pur upon you, what reſtraint or grievance, 
The Law (with all his might, toentorce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 
Oche, Let him do his ſpight : 
My ſervices, which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complajnts. *Tis yet to know, 
Which when | know, that boaſting is an honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From men of Royal Siege. And my demerits 
May ſpeak (unbonnetted) to as a proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, 7ago, 
Bur that [ love the gentle Deſdemona, 
| would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into Circumſcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But look, what lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſio with Torches. 


ago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his friends : 
You were beſt go in. 

Othel, Not |: I muſt be found. 
My parts, my title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. ls it they ? 


[Exeunt. | 


FI_—_ 


azo. By Zailus, 1 think no, 

Othel. The Servants of the Dukes ? 
—_ my Licutenant ? 

e goo [nels of the night upon you ( friends 
What is the News ? PLrSgaey , 

(aſſio. The Duke does greet you (General) 
And herequires your baſte, Polt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 

Othil. What is the matter think you ? 

Caſſio, Something from Cyprws, as | may Civine : 
[t is a buſineſs of ſome heat, , The Gallics 
Have fent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Conſuls (rais'd and met,) 


Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, | 


When being not at your lodging to be ſound, 
The Senate hath ſent about three ſeveral Quelts, 
To ſearch you our; 
Othel. *Tis well I am found by you : 
[ will ſpend but a word here in the Houſe, 
And go with you. 
Caſſi2. Aucient, what makes he here ? 
Z4go, Faith, he to night bath boorded a Land Carrac, 
[f it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſſio. | donor underſtand. 
7ago. He's married. 
Cajſ:o. To whom ? 
700. Marry te— —Come, Captain, will you go? 
O:bl. Have with you. 
C./ſio. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you , 


Enter Brabantio, Rodo:igo, with Officers and Torches, 


azo. It is Brabantio: General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel, Holla, ſtand there. 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, T hief, 

Fago- You Rodorizo Come, Sir, I am for you. 

Ochel. Keepup-your bright Swords, for the dew will ruſt 
thems Good Signior, you ſhall more command with years, 
than with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foul Thief, 


| Where haſt thou ſtow'd my Daughter ? 


Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her, 
For Ple refer me to all things of ſenſe , 

(If ſhe in chains of Magick were not bound ) 

Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 


' 1 So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhuan'd 


Tone wealthy curled Darlingof our Nation, 


| Would ever haye (tincurr a general mock) 
1 Run from her Guardage to the ſooty boſom, 


Of (ach a thibg as thou :; to fear, not to delight ? 
Judge me the world, if *cis not groſs 1n fenfe, 
That thou haſt practis'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abug'd her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motion. Ile hav't diſpated on, 
'Tis probable,and palpable to thuwnking z 
| therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world, a prafticer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him, if he do refit 
Subdue bim, at: his: peril. ; 

Othel. Hold your hand. 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. ; 
Were it my Cue to fight, 1 ſhould have known it 
Without a Prompter, Whither will you thatl go 
To anſwer this your charge ? 

Bra, To priſon, till fic time 
Of Law, and courſe of direct Scllion 
Call thee to an{wec, 

Otbel. What if I do obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
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Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the State, 


| To bring me to him. 


Officer. *Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 


; The Duke's in Council, and your Noble ſelf, 
| | am fure isſent for. 


| 


| By Sigaior Angelo. 


Bra, How ? The Duke in Council ? 
'n th;s time of the night ? bring him away : 
V1: not an idle cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
"ant but teel this wrong, as 'twere their own : 
For if ſuch Adtions may have paſlage free, 
50nd flaves and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


Duke. There is no compoſition in this news, 
That gives them credit. . | 
I. Ser, [ndeed, they are diſproportioned z 
My Leters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies, 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2. Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But though rhey jump not oa a juſt account, 
( As 19 theſe Caſes where the ayme reports, 
'Tis oft with difference) yer do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh Flect, and bearing up to Cypru. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment : 
[ do not ſo ſecure mc in the errour, 
But the main Article I do approve 
ln fearfull ſenſe. 
Saylor within. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 


Enter Saylor. 


Officer. A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 

Duke, Now? What's the buſineſs ? © - 

Saylor. The Turksſh preparation makes for Rhodes,\ 
So was | bid report here to the State, + . 


D..ke. How 1ay you by this change ? ' 
I. Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. *Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falſe gaze, when we conſider 
Th'importancy of Cyprus to the Turk : 
And Ict out ſelves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th'abilities | | ; 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. 1f we make thought of this, 
We mult not think the Twrk is ſo unskilfull, 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt, 
NegleCting an attempt of eaſe and gain, | 
To wake and wage a danger profitlefs. 
Duke. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here 1s more News. 


Enter a Meſlenger. 


Meſſen. The Ortamittes, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the-Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted thern with an after Fleet. 

1. Sen. I,fo | thought : how many, as you gueſs ? 

M:ſſ. Of thirty Sail: 'and now they do re- 

This backward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signior Mont arc , 
Your truſty and moſt valtant Servitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 

And prays yon to believe him. 

Duke. *Tis certain then for Cyprus - - 
eAarcus Luccicos, is he not in Town? 


-- 


” .- * 


[ Exennt. 
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1. Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Duke, VVrite from us, 
To him, Poſt, Poſt. haſte, diſpatch. 
I. Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor, 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſlio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Orroman. 
I did not ſee you; welcom, gentle Signior, 
VVelack't your Counſel, and your help to night. 
Bra. So did I yours : Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my place, for ought | heard of buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me. For my particular grief 
Is of ſo flood-gate, and o're-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And it is ſtill it ſelf. 
Duke. VVhy ? what's the matter ? 
Bra: My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 
Sen. Dead ! 
Bra. 1, to me. 
She is abus'd, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature ſo + nagar to erre, 
( Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe,) 
Sans witch-craft could not. 
Duke. VVhoe'ce he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiPd your Daughter of her ſelf, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 
Alter your own ſenſe : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. | 
Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace, 
Here is the man ; this Moore, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Aﬀairs, 
Hath hither brought. | 
All. VVe are very ſorry for't, 
Dake. VVhat in your own part can you ſay to this ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. 
Othel. Moſt Potent, Grave, and Reverend Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approv'd good Malters ; 


| That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, 


It is moſt true : true 1 have married her : 

The very head, and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent z no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little -bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 

For ſince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 

Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 


' | Their dearſt Action, in the tented field : 


And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broyls, and Battel, 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
ln ſpeaking for my ſelf. Yer, (by your gracious patience) 
| will a round un-varniſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of love. 
VVhat Drugs? what Charms? 
V'Vhat Conyuration ? and what mighty Magick, 
( For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
| won his Davghter with. 

Bra. A Maiden , never bold: 
Of Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at her felf, and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on ; 
[t is a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect. 
That w1il confeſs Perfeftion ſo could erre 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out prafticesof cunning hell 
V Vhy this ſhould be, I therefore vouch again, 


' | That with ſome mixtures powerful o're the blood, 


Or with ſome Dram (conjur'd to this effect ) 
He wrovght upon her. 


Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, VVithout 


— 


—_————__ _—_—C—_ 


. —4 . 


—_—— — 


] 


the eNoore of Venice. 


II5 


Without more wider, and more over-Teſt 
Than theſe thin habits, aud poor likelyhoods 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 
Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced courſes _ 
Subdue, and poyſon this young Maids aftetions ? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion, 
As ſoul to ſoul affordeth ? 
Othel. 1 do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the pony R 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Father 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Deſdemona hither, 
Othello. Ancient, conduct them : 
You beſt know the place. dv 
And *till ſhe come as truly as to heaven, 
[ do confeſs the vices of my blood, 


| So juſtly to your Grave ears, Ill preſent 


How I did thrive in this fair Ladies Love, 
And fhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Othello, Her Father loyv'd me, oft invited me : 
Still queſtion?d me the Story of my life, 
From year to year : The Battells, Sieges, Fortune, 


That 1 have paſt. 
| ran it through, even from my Boyiſh days, 


| To th! v-ry moment that he bad me tell ir, 


Wherein [ ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous Chances : 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of haic-breadth ſcapecs i'th' imminent deadly Breach 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
And ſold to ſlavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Traveller's hiſtory. 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and deſarts wild, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whoſe heads touch hea- 
{t was my. hint to ſpeak. Such was my Proceſs, 
And of the Canibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whoſe heads 
Grew beneath their Shoulders, Theſe things to hear, 
Would Deſdemona ſcrioully incline : 
But ſtill the honſe affairs would draw her hence : 
Which ever as ſhe could with hafte diſpatch, 
She*ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my Diſcourſe , which 1 obſerving, 
Took once apliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard , 
But not diſtinctively: I did conſent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When L did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke, 
Tue my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 
e pave me for my pains a world of kiſſes : 
She ſwore in faith, *twas ſtrange, *twas paſſing ſtrange. 
'Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful. 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſach a man. She thank'd me, 


I] And bad me, if 1 had a friend thatlov'd her, 


I ſhould but reach him how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her. Upon this hint 1 ſpake, 
She loy'd me for the dangers I have paſt, 


| And1lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 


This only is the witchcraft I have us'd. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it, 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Attendants. 
Duke. Ithink this tale would win my Daughter too, 


Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the beſt - 
Mendo their broken weapons rather uſe, 


[Than their bare hands. 


Bra, | pray you hear her ſpcak : 

If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 

Deltruction on my head, it my bad blame 

Light on the man. Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs, 

Do you perceive, in all this Noble Compan Y, 

Where molt you owe obedience ? 

Deſ. My Noble Father ; 

[ do perceive here a divided duty, 

Toyoul am bound for life, and education : 

My life and education both do learn me, 

How to reſpeCt you. You are the Lord of duty, 

| am hitherto your Daughter. But here's my busband ; 

And ſo much duty, as my Mother ſhew'd 

To you, preferring you before her Father : 

50 much [ challenge, that I may profeſs 

Due to the <Aoore, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you: 1 have done. 

Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affairs ; 

[ had rather to adopt a child than get it. 

Come hither, e./oore, 

| here do give thee that with gall my heart, 

Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart, 

| would keep from thee. For your ſake (Jewel) 

| am glad at ſoul, I have no other child 

For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny 

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

Dake. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf: 

And lay a Sentence, 

Which, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe Loyers. 

When remediesare paſt, the griefs are ended 

By ſeeing worſt, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a milchief that is paſt and gone, 

[s the next way to draw new miſchief on. 
What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes : 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
Tie robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief, 
Je robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile , 
We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile : 

He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears, 

| But the free comfort which from thence he hears. 

But he hears both the ſentence, and the ſorrow, 

That to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow, 

| Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being ſtrong on both ſides are equivocall. 

But words are words : I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
Humbly beſeech you to proceed toth'affairs of State. 
Dukgs. The Tark, with a moſt mighty preparation, 

makes for Cyprus: Othello , the Fortitude of the place is 

belt known to you. And though we have there a Subſti. 
| tute of moſt allowed ſufficiency; yet opinion, a more 

Sovereign Miltreſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe voice 

on you : you mult therefore be content to ſlubber the groſs 
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{terous expedition. 
Ochel. The Tyrant Cuſtome, moſt Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steel Coach of War 
My thrice-driven bed of Down. I do agnize | 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 
| find in hardneſs; and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Orromutes. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
| crave fit diſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 
Dake. Why, at her Fathers. 
Bra, 1 will not have it fo. 
Othel. Nor I. 
Def. Nor would [ there reſide, 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding, lend your proſperous Ear, 
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of your new fortunes, with this more ſtubborn, and boy- | 
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And let me find a Character in your voice 
Taſſilt my {impleneſs. 

Duke, What would you, Deſdemona ? 

Deſd. That 1 love the Moor, to live with him, 
My down-right violence, and ſtorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world, My heart's ſubdu*d 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 
| faw Othello's viſage in his mind, 


. "ory to bis honours and his valiant parts, 


id I my foul and fortunes conſecrate, 

So that (dear Lords) if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for why 1 love him, are bereft me : 
And I a heavy interim ſha!! ſupport 

By his dear abſence. Let m- go with him. 
Othel, Let her have your voice. 

Vouch with me heaven, [l therefore beg it not 
To plealt the palate of my Appetite : 


j Nor to comply wich heat the young effects 


In my defunct, and proper ſatisfaction. 

But to be free, and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend your good ſouls, that you think 

| will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant 

When ſhe is with me. No, when light wing'd Toyes 
Of feather'd Cupid, feel with wanton dulneſs 

My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtrument : 

That my Diſports corrupt and taint my bufineſs : 

Let Houſewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 

And all indign and baſe adverſities, 

Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 

Dke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 

Either tor her ſtay or going : th*Afair crics haſte : 

And ſpeed mult auſwer it. 

Sen. You muſt away to night. 

Othei, With all my heart. | 

D.ke. Ar nine ith* morning here we'll meet again. 
Othe'lo, leave ſome Officer behind, 

And ne ſhall our C,mmiſtion bring to you : 

And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect 

As doth imp». tto you. 

Ochel. So pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of hon-fty and truſt : 

To his conveyance | aſſign my wife. 

With what elſe needful, your good Grace ſhall think 

To be ſent after me. 

Duke. Let it be ſo: 

Good night to every one. And Noble Signior, 

If Vertu? no delighted beauty lack, 

Your Son-inelaw is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adien, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her (Moor) if thou haſt eyes to ſee : 

She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. [Exit 
Othel. My life upon her faith, Honeſt Jags, 
My Deſdemona muit I leave to thee : 

] prethee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in their b« it advantage. 
Come, Deſd:mma, | have but an hour 

Of Love, of wordly matter, and direCtion 

To ſpeak with thee, We muſt obey the time. 
Rod. Fago. 

Zago. What fayeſt thov, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will | do, thinkeſt thou ? 

Fago. Why, go to bed and ſleep. 

Rod. | will incontinently drown my felf. 
Fago. If thoudoft, 1 ſhall never love thee after, Why, 
thou lilly Gent!eman ? 

Rod. It is fillineſs to live, when to live is torment : and 
then have we a preſcription to dye, when death 1s out 
Phyſician. 

F 20. Oh villanous: 1 have look'd upon the world for 
four times ſeven ycars, and fince I could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a Benefir and an Injury, I never found man that 


[ Ext, 


| knew how to love himſelf. Ere I would fay, I would drown 


my ſelf for the love of a Gainney-Hen, I would change my 


( humanity with a Baboon. 


Rod, What ſhould | do, 1 confeſs it is my ſhame to be 
io fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Fago. Virtue? a Fig, *cis in owt ſ:lves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that it we will plant Nettles, or 
ſow Lettice : Ser Hyſſop, and weed up Time : Supply it 
with one gender of Herbs , or diſtraCt it with mauy : et 
cher have ic ſteril with idleneſs, or manured with induſtry, 
why the power and corrigible Authority of this lies in our 
wills.If the brain of our lives had not one ſcale of Reaſon to 
poiſe another of Senſuality, the blood and baſeneſs of our 
Natures would conduct us to moſt prepoſterous Conclu- 
ſions. But we have reaſon to cool our raging Motions, or 
carnal Stings, or unbitted Luſts : whereot I take this, that 
you call Love, to be a Sect, or Scyen, 

Rod, It cannot be. | 

Faces It is meerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a permiſſion 
of the will, Come, be a man: drown thy felt ? Drown 
Cats and blind Puppies, I have profeſt me thy Friend, 
and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving , with Cables of 
perdurable- toughneſs. I could never better ſteed thee 
;han now. Pur money in thy purſe : follow thou the 
Wars, defeat thy favour, with an uſurped Beard, I ſay, 
put money in thy purſe. * It cannot be long that Deſae- 
-:0na ſhould continue her love to the Moor. Put money 
'n thy purſe : nor he histo her. It wasa violent Commen- 
--ment in her, and thou ſhalt ſce an an{werable Sequeſtra- 
tion, but put money in thy purſe. Theſe Moors are 
cnangeable in their wills: fill thy purſe with money. The 
0d that to him now is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to him 
hortly be as bitter as Coloquintida, She mult change for 
youth :; when ſhe is ſated with his body, ſhe will find the 
-rrours of her choice. Therefore put money in thy purſe, 
if thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a more delicate 
way than drowning. Make all the money thou canſt : If 
zanttimony and a frail Vow betwixt an erring Barbarian 
and fuper-ſubtle Yenetzan be not too hard for my wits, and 
all the tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her : therefore make 
money : a poxof drowning thy ſelf, it is clean out of the 


way. Seck thou rather to be hang'd in compaſling thy joy, 


tian to be drown'd, and go without her, 


: Red. Wilt thou he faſt to my hopes, if I depend on the 
1 ue ? 

ago, Thou art ſure of me: Go make money : I have 

"old thee often , and l re-tell thee again and again , I hate 
he Moor. My cauſe is hearted ; thine bath no leſs rea- 
'on. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge. againſt him. 
if thou canſt cuckold him , thou doſt thy ſelf a pleaſure, 
me a ſport, There are many Events in the womb of Time, 
which will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy mo- 
aecy, We will have more of this to morrow. Adieu. 

Rod, Where ſhall we meet ith* morning ? 

74270. At my Lodging. 

Rod. I'il be with thee betimes, 

Zago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Red. VII ſell all my Land. 

Zago. Thus do | ever make my Fool my purſe: 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
if I would time expend -with ſuch a Swain, 
3ut for my ſport and profit : 1 hate the Moor, 

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office. I know not if *t be true, 
But I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety, He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him : 
Caſſio's a proper man : Let me ſee now, 

To get this place, and plume up my will 

[n double Knavery. How ? how ? Let's ſee. 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's ears, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe - 

To be ſuſpe&ted : fram'd to make women falſe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo, 
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And will as tenderly be led by th” Noſe 

As Aſlles are : 

| have't : it is engendred : Hell and Night : 
Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth to the worlds light. 


Aus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. 
I, Gents { 
| cannot *twixt the Heaven and the Main, 


| Deſcry a Sail, 


Mont. Methinks the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A {uller blaſt ne*'re ſhook our Battlements : 
If it hath rufhand ſo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties, What ſhall we hear of this ? 

2, AScgregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chidden Billow ſeems to pelt the clouds, ; 
The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 
Szems to calt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th'ever fixed Pole : 
| never like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Mont, |f that be the Turkiſh Fleet, 
Be not 1uſhelrer*d and embay'd, they are drown'd, 
It is impoſſible to bear it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


3. News, Lads : our Wars are done : 
The deſperate Tempelt hath ſo bang'd the Twks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Ship of Yenzce 
Hath ſeen a grievous wrack and ſufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ? Is this true ? 

3. TheShip is put ia: A Yeroneſſo, Michael Caſſio 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Othello, 
ls come on ſhore : the Moor himſelf at Seca, 
And is in full Commiſſion here for Cyprue. 

ont. I am glad ont : 
'Tis a worthy Governour. 

3, But this ſame Caſſio, though he ſpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Twrkz(þ loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempeſt. 

e Mont, Pray heavens he be: 
For I have ſery'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide (hoa) 
As well to ſee the Veſſel that comes in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the Main and th' Erial blue, 
And indiſtin&t regard. 

Gent, Come, let's do ſo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of our Arrivancy. 


Enter Caſlio. 


{aſ. Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor : Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence from the Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mont. Is he well ſhipp'd ? ; 

Caſ. His Bark is ſtoutly timber*d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd Allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes (not ſurfeited to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within, A Sail, a Sail, a Sail, 

Caſ. What noiſe ? 


- 


Hat from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea ? 
Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought Flood : 


Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow oth* Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Ca. My hopes do ſhape him for the Governovr. 
Gent, They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſie, 
Qur fricnds at leaſt, 
Caf. 1 pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 
Gent, I {hall 
Mont, ut, good Lieutenant, is your General wiy'd ? 
Cj. Molt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That Paragons deſcription, and wild Fame : 
One that excels the quicks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th eſſential Veſture of Creation, 
Do's tire the lngeniver. 


Enter Gentleman. 


How now ? who has put in ? 
Gent, *Tis one F420, Ancient to the General, 
Caſ. Ha's had molt favourable and happy ſpeed : 
Tempelts themſelves; high Seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rocks and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd, to enclog the guiltleſs Keel, 
As having ſenſe of Beauty do omir 
Their mortal Natures, letting go ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemons. 
e Monte. What is the ? 
Caf. She that I ſpake of : 
Our great Captain's Captain, 
Left in the Condudt of the bold Fg, 
Whote footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A Sennights ſpeed. Great Fove, Othelle guard, 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may bleſs this Bay with his rall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to dur extinCteſt Spirits. 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Roderigo, und Emilia. 


Oh behold, 
The riches of the Ship is come on ſhore : 
You men of Cyprs, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady : and the grace of heavcn, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
Def. 1 thank you, valiant Caſſio, 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 
Caſ. He is not arriv'd, nor know I ought 
But that he's well,” and will be ſhortly here. 
Deſ. Oh but I fear : 
How loſt you company ? 
Caſ. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowſhip. Bat hark, a Sail. 
Within, A Sail, a Sail. 
Gene. They give this greeting tothe Cittadel : 
This likewiſe is a friend, 
Caf. See for the News: 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, Welcome, Miſtreſs. 
Let it not gall your patience (good Faro ) 
That I extend my Manners. *TIis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of Courteſie. 
Zage. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows of me, 
Yon would have enough. 
Deſ. Alas : ſhe has ao ſpeech. 
7ago. In faith, too much : 
I find it ſtill, when I have leave to ſleep, 
Marry before your Ladiſhip, I granc, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
Emil, You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 


ago. Come on, come.0n : you are Pictares out of doors: 


Bells in your Parlors : Wild-Cats in your Kitchens : 
Saints in your injuries : Devils being offended : 
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The Tragedy of Othello, 


Players in your Huſwifery, and Huſwives in your Beds. 

Def. Oh, fie npon thee, ſlanderer. 

7azo. Nay, it is true: orelſe | am a Tark, 

You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 

e/Emil, You ſhall not write my praiſe. 

Fagzo, No, Ict me not, 

Deſ. What would'ſt write of me, if thou ſhould'ſt praiſe 
me.? 

Fago, Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to'r, 

For | am nothing, if not Critical. 

Def. Come on, allay. 

There's one gone to the Harbour, 

Fago. I, Madam, 

Def. 1 am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing | am, by ſeeming otherwiſe, 

Come, how would'ſt thou praiſe me ? 

Faoo. I am about it, but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze , it plucks 
out Brains and all. - But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe is 
delivered, 


- | If ſhe be fair and wiſe : fairneſs and wit, 


The one” for uſe, the other uſeth ut. 

Deſ. Well praigd : 
How if ſhe be black and witty ? 

Fago. If ſhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 

Deſ. Worſe and worſe. 

Emil. How if fair and fooliſh ? 

Fago. She never yet was fookſh that was fair, 


| For even her folly helpt ber to an heir, 


D:ſ. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
ith* Alchouſe What miſerable praiſe haſt thou for her 
that's foul and fooliſh ? 

Fago. There's none ſo foul and fooliſh thereunts, 

But does foul pranks, which fair and wiſe ones do. 

Def. Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the worſt beſt. 
But what praiſe could'ſt thou beſtow on a deſerving wo- 
man indeed ? One, that in the authority of her merit, did 
juitly put on the vouch of very malice it ſelf, 


Fago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
HA44 tongue at will, and yet was never loud : 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid now I may. 

Sve that being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly. 

She that in wiſdom never was ſo frail 

To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon's T ail : 
She that could think, and ne're diſcloſe her mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look, behind : 

She was a Wight, (if ever ſuch Wights were.) 
Deſ. To do what ? 

Jazo. To ſuckle Fools, and chronicle ſmall Beer. 


Deſ Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Do not 


| learn of him, eAmilia, though be be thy Husband. How 


- y ary (Caſſio) is he not a molt profane and liberal Coun- 
ellor ? | 

(af. He ſpeaks home (Madam) you may reliſh him 
more in the Souldier, than in the Scholar. 

74go, He takes her by the palm: I, well ſaid, whiſper. 
With as little a web as this , will I enſnare as great a Fly 
as Caſſio. I, ſmile upon her, do: I will give thee in thine 
own Courtſhip. You ſay true, *tis ſo indeed. If ſuch 
tricks as theſe ſtrip you out of your Lieutenantry , it had 
been better-you had not kiſg'd your three fingers ſo oft, 
which now again you are moſt apt to play the Sir in. Ve- 
ry good : well kiſs'd, and excellent Curteſie : *tis ſo in- 
(deed. Yet again, your fingers to your lips? Would they 
were Clyſter. pipes for your ſake. 
The Moore, I know his Trumpet. 

Caſ. *Tis truly ſo. 

Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caſ. Lo, where he come. 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Othel. O my fair Warriour. 

Deſ. My dear Othello. 

Othet, It gives me: wonder, great as my content 
To ſee you here before me. 
Oh my ſouls joy : 
If after every Tempeſt come ſuch calms, 
May the winds blow, till they have waken'd death : 
And let the labouring Bark climb hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven. It it were now to dye, 
"Twere now to be moſt happy. For I fear 
My ſoul hath her content b abſolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate, 

Def. The heavens forbid 
But that our Loves 
And Comforts ſhould increaſe 
Even as our days do grow. 

Othel. Amen to that (ſweet Powers) 
[ cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here: it is too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That e'ce our hearts ſhall make. 


Zago. Oh you are well tun'd now : But I'll fet down | 


the Fegs that make this Muſick, as honeſt as I an, 

Othel, Come, let us to the Caſtle. 
News, (Friends) our wars are done : 
The Turks are drown'd. 
How do's my old acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Honey) you ſhall be well defir*'d in Cyprus, 
[ have found great love amonglt them, O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faſhion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prethee, good Fazo, 
Go to the Bay, and diſembark thy Coffers : 
Bring thou the Maſter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Do's challenge much reſpect, Come, Deſdemona, 
Once more well met at Cypris. 

Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona, 

7ago. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. Come 
thither, if thou beſt valiant, (as they ſay, baſe men being 
in love, have then a Nobility ie their Natures , more than 
is native to them) liſt me ; the Lieutenant to night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this : 
Deſdemona is direCtly in love with him. 

Rod, With him ? why, *tis not poſſible, 

Fago, Lay thy fingers thus : and let thy ſoul be inſtruct- 
ed. Mark me with what violence ſhe lov'd the Moore, but 
for bragging , and telling her fantaſtical lies. To love 
him ſtill for prating , let not thy diſcreet heart think it. 


 Hereye muſt be fed. And what delight ſhall ſhe have to 


look on the Devil? When the blood is made dull with 
the ACt of Sport, there ſhould be a game to inflame it, 
and to give ſatiety a freſh appetite. Lovelineſs in favour, 
Sympathy in years, Manners, and Beauties: all which 
the Moore is defeftive in, Now for want of theſe re- 

uir'd Conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will find it 
ff abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and abhor 
the Moore , very Nature will inſtruct her in it, and com- 
pel her to tome ſecond choice, Now, Sir, this granted 
(as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd poſition) who ſtands 
ſo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as Caſſio do's: a 
Knave very voluble : no further conſcionable , than in 
putting on the meer form of Civil and humane ſeeming, 
for the better compaſs of his Salt, and moſt hidden looſe 
affetion? Why none, why none? A ſlippery and ſubtle 
Knave,, a finder of occaſion : that has an eye can ſtamp 
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
preſent it ſelf, A Deviliſh Knave: beſides, the Knave is 
handſom , young : and hath all thoſe requiſites in him, 


that folly and green minds look after. A peſtilent com- 
pleat 
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pleat Knave, and the woman hath found him already. 

Red. 1 cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition, 

Faro. Bleſs'd Figgs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is 
made of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would ne- 
ver have lov'd the Moore: Bleſs'd pudding. Didit thou 
not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand ? Didſt 
not mark that ? 

Rad. Yes, that I did: But that was but courteckie. 

Fago. Leachery by this hand : An ladex, and obſcure 
Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt, and foul Thoughts. 
They met ſo near with their Lips , that their breaths 
embrac'd together, Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when 
theſe mutabilities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the Maſter, and main exerciſe , th* incorporat- 
concluſion : Piſh. But, Sir, be you ru'd by me. 1 have 
brought you from FYenice. Watch you to night: For 
the command, Vl lay'e upon you. Caſſio knows you 
not: I'll not be far from you. Do you find ſome oc- 
caſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, or 
tainting his diſcipline, or from what other courſe you 
pleaſe, which the time ſhall more favourably minilter. 

| Rod. Well, 

Fago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in Choler : and 
- happily may ſtrike at you, provoke him that he may : For 
even out of that will 1 cauſe theſe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whoſe qualification ſhall come into no true taſte again, 
but by diſplanting of Caſſio. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 
journey to your deſires, by the means I ſhall then have 
to prefer them. And the impediment moſt profitably 
removed, without the which there were no expectation 
of our proſperity. 

Rod. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity, 

Jags, I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Cit- 
tadel. I muſt fetch his neceſlaries aſhore. Farewel, 

Rod, Adieu. 

Fago, That Caſſio loyesher, I do well believe't: 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moore (howbeit that 1 endure him not) 

Is of aconſtant, loving, noble Nature, 

AndIdare think, hell prove to Deſdemona, 

A moſt dear Husband, Now l do love her too, 
Not out of abſolute Luſt, (though peradyenture 

I ſtand accountant for as great a in) 

But partly led to diet my Revenge, 

For that 1 do ſuſpect the lulty Xdoor 

Hath leapt into my ſeat. The thoughts whereof, 
Doth (like a poyſonous Mineral) gnaw-my Inwards: 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife : 

Or failing ſo, yet that I put the Adoor, 

At leaſt into a Jealouſie fo ſtrong, 

That Judgment cannot cure, Which thing to doe, 
[f this poor Traſh of Yenice, whom 1 trace 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

PI1 have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the Adoor 1n the right garb 

(For I fear Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 

Make the oor thank me, love me and-reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſs, 
"And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madneſs. *Tis here: but yet confus'd, 
Knaveries plain face, is never ſeen, *till us'd. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello's Herald j with 4 Proclamation. 


Exit. 


[Exit. 


Herald. It is Othello's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
ant General ; That upon certain Tidings now arriv d, 
importing the meer perdition of the Tarksfb Fleet , every 
man put himſelf into triumph. Some to dance , ſome to 


make Bone-fires, each man to what Sport and Revels bis 
addition leads him, For Beſides theſe beneficial News , It 
is the celebration of his Nuptial. So much was bis plea 
l m= nes be ; yo ny - Offices are open, and there 
of Feaſting, fr 

'rill the Bell bo colPd - Fong ON IO IAEY 
Bleſs the Iſle of Cyprws, and our Noble General Orb+lo. 

' (Ext. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendants. 


Ochel. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to niglit. 
Let's reach our ſelves that honourable ſtop 
Not to out-ſpoct diſcretion, . 

Caj. Fazo hath direftion what to do. 
Bur notwithſtaning with my perſonal eye, 
Will 1 look to't. 

Othel. 7ago is moſt honeſt : 
Michael, good night. To morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my d-ar Love, 
The purchace made, the fruits are toenſue, 
That profit's yet to come "tween me and you. 
Good night. LExi, 
Enter Jago. 


Caſ. Welcome, 7ago;, we mult to the Watch, 

Fago. Not this hour, Lieuetenant: *cis not yet ten o'th? 
Clock, Our General caſt us thus early for the love of his 
Deſdemona: Whom let us not therefore blame ; he hath 
not yet made wanton the night with her : and ſhe is ſport 
for Jove. 

Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 

Jago, And Pll warrant her full of Game. 

Caf. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 

Jago. What aneye ſhe has? | 
Methinks it ſounds a parley to provocation. 

Caſ. An inviting eye: 

And yet methinks right modeſt, 

Jago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 

Is itnot an Alarum toLoye? . | 
Caſ. She is indeed perfeQion. | 
Jago. Well: Happineſs to theic ſheets: Come, Lizu | 

tenant, I have a ſtope of wine, and here without are a 

brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meaſure | 

to the health of black Orhe/o, 

Caf. Not to night, good Fago : I have very poor, and 
unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well wiſh courteſic 
would invent ſome other cultom of entertainment. 

Jage. Oh, they are our Friends : But one Cup['ll drink 
for you. 

Caſſio. | bave drunk but one Cupto night, and that 
was Craftily qualified too: and behold what innovation 
it makes here. [ am infortunate in the infirmity, and dare 
not task my weakneſs with any more. 

Jago. What, man ? 'tis a night of Revels, the Gallaat 
deſire it. 

Caſ. Where are they ? 

Zage. Here, at the door : Ipray you, cail then in. 

(af. Pl do'e, but it diſlikes me. 

7ago. If I can faſten but one Cupupon him, | 
With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
He'll be as full of 1, and Offence, 

As my young Miſtriſs's Dog, 

Now, my ſick Fool, wp. Þ 

Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide out, 

To Deſdemens hath to night Carourz'd, 

Potations, pott! ; and he'sto watch. 

Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling Spirits, 

(That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 

The very Elements of this warlike Iſle) 

Have I to night fluſter*d with flowing Cups, 

And they watch too. 

Now *mongſt this flock of Dcunkards, 


. 
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And Ito put our Caſs in fome Action Mont, But is he often thus. 
That may offend the Iſle. But here they come, Zago. "Tis eyermore his prologue to his ſleep, 
He?ll watch the Horologue a double Set, 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gentlemen. [f drink rock not his Cradle. 
Mont. It were well | 
If conſequence do but approve my Dream, The General were put in mind of it : | | 
My Boat fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. Perhaps he ſees it nor, or his good nature | 
Caſ. *Fore Heaven, they have given me a rowſe already. | Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſſio, | 


1/0», Good Faith a little one : not paſt a Pint , as 1 | And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 
am a Souldier, | 


Fage. Some Wine ho, Enter Rodorigo., 
And let me the Cannakn clink,, clink.; 7age. How now, Rodorigo ? 
And let me the C annakin clmk. [ pray you after the Lieutenant, 20. Yona 
A Souldier's a man : Oh, mans life's but a ſpan, Mont. And *tis great pity that the Noble Moore 


Sould hazard ſuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one ingraft Infirmity, 
Some Wine Boyes. It were an honeſt Action, to ſay ſo 


Caf. *Fore Heaven, an excellent Song. To the Moore. 

7azo. | learn'd*it in England : where indeed they are | Fago, Not I, for this fair Iſland, 
molt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and | Ido love Caffio well : and would do much 
your {wag-belly'd Holander, (drink ho) are nothing to | To cure him of this evil. But hark, what noile ? 
your Exgliſh. Cert 36s 6h : 
S Ciſſiv. Is your Engliſh-man ſo exquiſite in his drink- Enter Callio purſuing Rodorigo. 
ing ? 
Fago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane| Caf. You Rogue: you Raſcal. 
dead Drunk. He ſwears not to overthrow your Alma. | e Hon. What's the matter, Lieutenant ? 
He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next Portle can | Cy. AKnave teach me my duty ? [ll beat the 
be filPd. Knave into a Twiggen Bottle, 


{af. To the health of our General. Rod. Beat me, 
Mon, I am for it, Lieutenant : and Fll do you Juſtice. Caſ. Doſt thou prate, Rogue ? 


Faso. Oh ſweet England. Mon, Nay, good Licutenant : 
[ pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 


Why then let a Souldier drink, 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peer, Caf. Let me go (Sir) | 

His Breeches coft him but a Crown, © : Or I'll know you o're the Mazzard, 

He held them fix pence all too dear, Mon, Come, come, you're Drunk. 

With that be calld the Taylor Lown : 4 Caſſio. Drunk ? 

Fle was a Wight of high Renown, © Zago, Away I ſay : go out and cry a Mutiny, 

end thou art but of low degree : Nay, good Lieutenant, Alas, Gentlemen : 

"Tis pride that pulls the Country down, | Help ho, Lieutenant. Sir ontano : 

And take thy awl'd Cloak about thee, | Help Maſters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. p 


V'Vho's that which rings the Bell : Diablo, bo. 
Some Wine ho. The Town will riſe. Fie, fe, Lientenant, 
Caſſio. Why this is a more exquiſite Song than the | You'll be aſham'd for ever. 


other. 


Zage, Will you hear't again ? ; Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Caſ. No: for 1 hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that do's thoſe things. Well : Heaven's above all: and | Orh. VVhat is the matter here ? 1 
there be Souls mult be ſaved, and there be Souls muſt not | Aon, I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th* Death. "AK 
be ſaved. _. Oth, Hold for your lives, 

F430, It's true, good Lieutenant. Zago. Hold ho : Lieutenant, Sir 2ontano, Gentlemen : AP 

Caſ. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor | Have you forgot all place of ſenſe and duty ? 
any wan of quality : 1 hope to be ſaved. Hold. The General ſpeaks to you : hold for ſhame. 

Zago. And ſo do l too, Licntenant. Oth,. VVhy how now ho? From whence ariſeth this ? 

Caſſio. 1: (but by your leave.) not before me. The | Are we turn'd Turks ? and to our ſelves do that ++ 
Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient. Lets have | V Vhich Heaven hath forbid the Ortamites, . 
no more of this: lets to our affairs, Forgive our fins : | For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl : | 


Gentlemen, lets look to our buſineſs. Do not think, | He that ſtirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Gentlemen, 1 am Drunk: this is my Ancient, this is my | Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 
right hand, and this is my left, I am not drunk now : I | Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 


can ſtand well enough, and [ ſpeak well enough. From her propriety. VVhat is the matter, Maſters, 
Gent, Excellent well. Honeſt 7ago, that looks dead with grieving, 4 
Caf. Why very well then: you muſt not think then, | Speak : whq'began this ? On thy love l charge thee ? 4 
that I am drunk, TAME | ZFago. I do not know: Friends all, but now, even now 4 


Montan. To th* Platform (Maſters) come, lets {ct the | In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 


Watch, $ Deveſting them for Bed : and then, but now : 
Fago. You ſee this Fellow that is gone before, (As if ſome Planet had \unwitted men) 
He is a Souldier, fit to ſtand by Ceſar, Sword out, and tilting one at others Brealts, 
And give direQtion, And do but ſee his Vice, In oppoſition bloody. I-cannot ſpeak 
"Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, ' | Any beginning to this peeviſh odds. 
The one as long as th* other. *Tis pity of him ; And would in Action glorious, I had loſt a> 
| fear the truſt Orhello puts him in, Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it. 
| On ſome odd time of his infirmity ' Oth. How comes it (Michael!) you are thus forgot ? 
| Will ſhake this Iſland. Caſ. 1 pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 


| 
i 
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The world hath noted. And your name is great 

In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 

That you unlace your reputation thus, 

And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 

Of a Night-brawler ? give me anſwer to it, 
Mon. Worthy Othello, 1 am hurt to danger, 

Your Officer, F470, can inform you, 


Of a!l that 1 do know, nor know | ought 
By me; that's ſaid or done amiſs this night, 
Llaleſs Self-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a lin, 
When violence allails us. 

Othel. Now, by Heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 
And paſſion (having my beſt judgment collied) 
Aſſays to lead the way. If I once tir, 
Or do but lifr this Arm, the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began: Wo ſet it on, 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Though he bad twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall looſe me. What in a Town of War, 
Yer wild, the peoplzs hearts brim-fall of fear, 
To manage private, and domeſtick Quarrel ? 
In nig!it, and on the Court and Guard of ſafety ? 
'Tis monſtcous : Fago, Who began't ? 

Mon. If partially affin*d, or league in office, | 
Thou doſt deliver more, or ſeſs than truth, 
Thou art no Souldier, 

Fago. Touch me not ſonear, 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio. . 
Yet I perſwade my ſelf, to ſpeak ſo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General ; 
Montano and my ſelf being in ſpeech, 
There comes a Fellow, ap_ for help, 
An1 Caſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him, Sir, This Gentleman 
Steps into Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe : 
My ſelf the crying fellow did purſue, 
Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) 
The Town might fall in fright. He, (ſwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpoſe : and I return'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caſſo, high in oath : Which till to night 
[ ne'er might ſay before. When I came back 
(For this was brief ) 1 found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them: 
More of this matter cannot I report, 
But men are men : The beſt ſometimes forg** 
Though Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 


| As men in rage, ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them b.ic, 


Yet ſurely Ceſſio, I believe, receiv'd 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which Patience could not pals. 

Othel. 1 know, Fago, 


| Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 


Making it light to Caſio: Caſſio, I love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine, | 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up: 
11 make thee an example, 

Deſ. What*s the matter (Dear ? ) 

Othel. Als well, Sweeting : 
Come, away to bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My Self will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
7400, look with care about the Town, | 
And fileace thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtrated. 


While | ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends me, 


lee 


Ls 


the Moore of Venice. 121} 
Othel. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be civil: | Come, Deſdemona, "tis the Souldiers life, 
The gravity and ſtilneſs ot your youth, To have their Baimy flumbers wak'd with firife, [Exir. | 


| malice) even ſo as one would beat his offc.nceleſs dog 


| 


| what had he done to you? 


Fago. Whiat, are you hurt, Licutcnant ? 

C af. 1, palt all Surgery. 

d / 4 Marry, Heaven fobid. | 

Caſ. Repucation, Reputation, Reputation : Oh I have 
'vit my R-putacion! I have loſt the immortal part of 7, 

if, aud waat remains is beſtial. My Reputation, 7-2: 
nyR DULaCliun, - 

Fago. As 1 am an honeft man, I had thought you hay 
:eceived {2m bodily wound; there is more tedce in a 
« {47 i” &*puration. Reputation ts an idle, and moſt falſe 
.Jp2t1u0;z oft got without merit, and loſt without dc- | 
.iViug. You have loſt no Reputation at all, unleſs you 
-cpute your {-If tuch a looſer. What man=-there are mote 
ways to recover the General again. You are but now 
calt in his mood, (a puniſhment more in policy, thag ir 


to affright an imperious Lyon. Sue to him again, and: 
he's yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather ſue to be deſpis'd , than to deceive 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo flight, ſo drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk? and ſpeak, Parrot ? And 
ſquabble? Swagger ? Swear ? And diſcourſe Fuſtian with 
ones own ſhadow? O thou inviſible Spicit of Wine! 
Sag haſt no name to be known by, let us call thee 

vil. 

Yago. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword ? 


(af. 1 know not. 
7 go. Is't pollible ? | 
Caf. I remember a Maſs of things, but nothing di. 

ſtin&tly : A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore, Oh, that 
men ſhould put an Enemy in their mouths, to ſteal away 
their Brains? That we ſhould with Joy pleaſance, revel 
and applauſe, transform our ſelyes into Beaſts. 

Jago. Why, But you are now well enough : How came 
you thus recovered ? | 

Ca. It hath pleas'd the Devil, Drunkenneſs, to give 
Place to the Devil, Wrath z one unperfectacſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelf, 

Fago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the condition of this Countrey 
[tands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befala : But ſince 
it is, aSit is, mend it for your own good. 

Caf. I will ask him for my place again, he ſhall tel} 
me, Il ama Drunkard: Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be now a ſen- 
ſible man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a Beaſt. Oi 
ſtrange ! Every inordinate Cup is unbleſs'd , and the ln- 
gredient is a Devil. 

ago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familia; 
Creature , if it be well us'd: Exclaim no more again!. 
it, And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think 1 love 
you. 
Caſ. I have well approv'd it, Sir, I drunk ? 

Fago. You, or any man living, may be drunk ata time, 
man. | tell you what you ſhall do: Our General's Wite 
is now the General. I may ſay ſo, in this reſpet, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſelf to the con. 
templation, mark: and Devotement of her Parts and 
Graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely to her : Importue her 
help, to put you in your place again. She is of ſo free, ſo 
kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a diſpolition, ſhe holds it a vice 
in her goodneſs, not to do more than ſhe is requeſted. | 
This broken joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
her to ſplinter, And my Fortunes againſt any lay worth; 
naming, this crack of your Love, ſhall grow ſtronger than 
it was before. 

Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

Fage, I protelt in the ſincerity of Love, and honelt f 
kindneſs. | 

Caſcio, 1 think it freely : and betimes in the morniog, 


[ will beſeech the virtuous De to undertake for 
L1 me. 


— — 


| —— 
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me: 1 ain Gceſperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Faeo. You are in the right : Good night, Lieutenant, 1 
mult co the Watch, 
C:ſ. Good night, honeſt Fas, 
7a”. And wiat's he then, 
That ſays I play the Villain? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the courſe 
To win the oor again. 
For *tis moſt caſte, 
Ttiticiining Deſdemona to ſubdue 
[n any honeſt Suit. She?s fram'd as fruitful 
As the free Elements. 'And then for her 
To win the Moor, were torenounce his Baptiſm, 
All ſeals and Symbols of redeemed fin : 
His Sonl is ſo enfetter'd to her Love, 
That-ſhe may make, untmake, do what ſhe liſt : 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the god 
With his weak FunCtion, How 1 am then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſio to this parallel courſe. 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeſt fins pnt on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
As1 do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Plies Deſdemona, to repair his Fortune, 


[Exit Caſſio. 


1 And ſhe for him, pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 


[Il pour this Peſtilence into his ear : 

That ſhe repeals him, for her bodies Luſt, 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives todo him good, 
She ſhall undoe her Credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtye into pitch, 

And out of her own goodneſs make the Net, 
That ſhall enmaſh them all. 

How now, Rodorigo ? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Rodorio, 1 do follow here in the Chace , not like a 
Hound that hunts, but one that fil up the Cry. My mo- 
ney is almoſt ſpent; I have been to night exccedingly 
well cudgelld: and I think the iſſue will be, I ſhall 
have ſo much experience for my pains; and fo with no 
money at-all, and a little more wit , return again to Ye- 
NICs. 

7aro. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thou know'ſt we wark by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time : | 
Doſt not go well? Caſo bath beaten thee, 


| And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier*d Caſſio : 


Though other _ grow fair againſt the Snn, 

Yet fruits that bloſſome firſt , will firſt be ripe : 
Content thy ſelf a while. In troth *tis Morning; 
Pleaſure and ation make the honrs ſeem ſhort. 

Retire thee: Go where thou art Billeted: 

Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter : ; 
Nay, get thee gone. CExi. Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done: 

My Wife muſt move for Cafso-to her Miſtreſs : 

I'll ſet her on my felf a white, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jomp, when he may (aſſio find 
Solliciting his Wife : 1, t hat's the way : 


Dull not Device, by coldneſs and delay. LExit, 


Aa oz oy 


4 


Aﬀus Tertins, Scena Prima. 
Erter Caſſio, Muſicians, and Clown. 
Caf. Maſters, play here, I will content your pains, 


Something that's brief: and bid good morrow, General. 
Clo. Why, Maſters, have your Inftruinents been in Na- 


| ples, that they ſpeak th? noſe thus ? | 


—RI—_ 


ith... 


Myſ. How, Sir, how ? 

Clown, Are theſe, I pray you, wind Inſtruments ? 

My. I, marry are they, Sir. 

Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. h 

Muſ. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? Hurd. 

C'own. Marry , Sir, by many a wind Inſtrument that 1 
know. But, Maſters, here's money for you : And the Ge: 


neral ſo likes your Muſick, that he deſires you for loves | 


ſake to make no noiſe with it. 

Muſ. Well, Sir, we will not. 

Clown, If you have any Muſick that may not be heard, 
too't again. But (as they ſay) to hear Muſtck, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. *% 

Mu. VVe have none ſuch, Sir. 

Clown. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll 
away. Go, vaniſh into air, away. [Exit Muſ', 

Caſ. Doſt thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ? 

Clown, No, I hear not your honeſt Friend : 


| I hear you, 


Caſ. Prethee, keep up thy Quillets, there's a poor viecc 
of Gold for thee : If the ; ... rn Aon that f cons, the 
General be ſtirring, tell her, there's one Ceſſo entreats her 
a little favour of ſpeech, Wilt thou do this ? 

Clown. She is ſtirring, Sir, if ſhe will Ric hither, 1 ſhall 
ſcem to notifie unto her. [Exit Clown, 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Fago. 

Zago, You have not been a bed then ? 

Caſ. Why, no: The day had broke before we parted. 
| have made bold (Fago) to ſend in to your wife : 
My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 

Zago. INI ſend her to you preſently : 
And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more free. 

Caf. I humbly thank yon for't. I never knew 
A Florertine more kind and honeſt, 


Ext. 


Enter XEmilia. 


e/E£mil. Good morrow (good Lientenant) I am ſorry 
For your diſpleaſure ; but all will ſure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it. 
And ſhe ſpeaks for yon ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you burt is of great fame in Cyprms, 
And great Affinity : and that in wholſom wiſdom 


; He might not but refuſe yon. Bnt he proteſts he loves you, 


And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 

(af. Yet, I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
Wirth Deſdemon aloue. 

e/Emil. Pray, come in: 
[will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your boſom freely. 

Caſ. Il am much bound to you. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, «nd Gentlemen, 


{ Exennt. 


Othel. Theſe Letters give (ago) to tht Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate : 
That done, I wil! be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me, 

Zago. Well, my good Lord, PII do't, 

Othel, This Fortification (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 

Gent, Well wait upon your LordCiip. 


Scena 


A 


[Exeunt, 


, 


| 


—_ 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. 


Def. Be thou aſſur'd (good Caſſio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

e/Emil, Good Madam, do : 

[ warrant it grieves my Husband, 
As if the cauſe were his, 

Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow: do not doubt, Caſſio, 
But 1 will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caſſio. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever ſhall become of Michae! Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant, 

Def. I know't: 1 thank you: vou do love my Lord : 
You have known him long. and be you well afſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance. 

(aſſio. 1, but Lady, 
That policy may either laſt ſo 1ong, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 
Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my p'/ac? ſupply'd, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 

Deſ. Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 

| give thee warrant of thy place. Aſure thee, 

If L do vow a friendſhip, Pll perform it 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhall never reſt, 
Pilwatch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
PIl intermingle every thing he do's 

With Caſſio's ſuit : Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 

Than give thy Cauſe away. 


Enter Othello and Jago. 


Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caſſio. Madam, I il take my leave. 
Deſ. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now : I am very ill at eaſe. 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 
Def. Well, do your diſcretion, 
Fago, Hah ? 1 like not that, 
Othel. What doſt thou fay ? 
Fazo. Nothing, my Lord ;, or if——1 know not what. 
Othel, Was not that Caſſio parted from my wife ? 
Zago. Caſſio, my Lord ? No ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Othel. | do believe 'twas he. 
Deſ. How now, my Lord ? 
[ have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
Othel. Who is't you mean ? 
Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſſio. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not 1n cunning, 
[ have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
[ prethee call him back. 
Othel. Went he hence now ? 
Def. I, Sooth ; ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back, 
Othel. Not now (ſweet Deſdemona) ſome other time. 
De. But ſhaPt be ſhortly ? 
Othel. The ſooner (ſweet) for you. 
Def. ShalPt be to night, at Supper ? 
Othel. No, not to night. 


| I prethee name the time, but let it not 


| When you woo'd my Lady, know of your love ? 
| Why doſt thou ask ? 
LEx:it Callio. 


Deſ. To morrow Dinner then? 

Ochel. 1 ſhall not dine at home : 
| meet the Captains at the Cirtadel, 

Deſ. Why then to morrow night, on Tueſday morn, 
Oa Tueſday noon, or night z on Wedneſday morn, 


.xceed three days. In faith he?s penitent : 
And yet his Treſpaſs, in our common reaſon 
(Save that they ſay the wars muſt make example) 
Out of her beſt, is not a!moſt a fault 
T'incur a private check. When ſhall he come ? 
Tell me, Orhello, 1 wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that 1 would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on ? What ? Michael Caſcio, 
That came a wooing with you ? and ſo many a time 
(When | have ſpoke of you diſpraiſing;) 
Hath tane your part, to have ſo much to Jo 
To bring him in ? Truſt me, 1 could do much. 
Othel. Prethee no more : Let him come whea he will : 
| will deny thee nothing. 
Deſ. Why, this is not a Boon : 
"Tis as [| ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing Diſhes, or keep you warm, 
Jr ſue to you, to do a peculiar profic 
To your perſon. Nay, when | kave ſuit, 
Wherein | mean to touch your Love indced, 
[t ſhall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 
Othel. | will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my ſelf. 
Def. Shall I deny you? no: Farewel, my Lord. 

Oth. Farewel, my Deſdemona, Il come to thee fraight, 
Deſ. «Emilia, come ; be as your Fancies teach you : 
\V hate're you be, I am obedient. LExit 
Othel. Excellent wretch : Perdition catci my Soul, 

ut 1 do love thee : and when | love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Fago. My Noble Lord. 
Othel: What doſt thou ſay, 7ago ? 
Zago. Did Michael Caſo | 


Othel. He did, from firſt to laſt : 


Fago. But for a ſatisfaftion of my Thouzht, 
No further harm. 
Othel. Why of thy thought, Fago ? 
ago, I did not think he had been acquainted wit! it 
Othel. O yes, and went between us very off. 
Zago. Indeed ? 
Othel. Indeed ? 1 indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought in that ? 
[s he not honeſt ? 
Zago. Honeſt, my Lord? 
Othel. Honeſt ? I, honeſt. 
Zago. My Lord, for ought I know. 
Othel. What doſt thou think ? 
Zago. Think, my Lord ? 
Othel. Think, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccho'ſt me; 
As if there ſome Monſter in thy thougbt 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean ſomething : 
[ heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt nor that, 
VVhen Caſio left my wife. What di1'ſt not like ? 
And whenl told thee, he was of my Counfel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'ſt, Indeed ? 
And did'ſt contradt and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadlſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceir, if thou dolt love me 
Shew me thy thought. 
Fage. My Lord, you know I love you. 
Otbel. 1 think thou doſt : 
For | know thour't full of Love and Honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more : | 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyal Knave | 
LIl2 Are! 
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Are tricks of Cultom : but in a man thar's jult, 

! Tacy're cold dilations working from the heart, 

T hat pallion cannot rulc. ; 

Fazo, For e Michael Caſſio, 

[ dare be ſworn, 1 think that he is honeſt. 

Othel. I think ſo roo. 

7a70. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 

Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none, 
Othel. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Fago. Why, then 1 think Caſſio's an honeſt man, 
Othel. Nay, yct there's more in this? 

[ pray thee ſpcak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doll ruminate, and give thy worlt of thoughts, 

| Fac worlt of words, 

7470, Good, my Lord, pardon me, 

Tough | am bound to every AR of duty, 

| am not bound to that : All Slaves are free : 

Utter my thoughts ? Why ſay they are vild and falſe ? 

As, where's that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not ? Who has that breaſt fo pure, 

\Vhcerein uncleanly apprehenſions 

| Keep Leets, and Law-Cays, and in Seſſions ſit 

| With meditations lawful ? 

O:hel. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend (Fago) 
If thon but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak*lt his ear 
A Stranger to thy thoughts, | 

Jar, I do beſecch you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſs 

| ( As I confets it is my natures plague 

To ſpice into abuſes, and of my Jcalouſie 

S':apes faults that are not) that your wiſdom 

F:om one, that ſo. imperfectly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor build your felf a trouble 

Out of his ſcattering, and unſure obſervance : 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honeſty and wiſdom, 

Tolet you know my thoughts. 

Othel. What doſt thou mean? 


| Is the immediate Jewel of rheir Souls ; 
| Who ſteals my purſe ſteals traſh: 
' Tis ſomething, notking z 
*Twas mine, ?tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands : 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indecd, 
Othel. PIl know thy thoughts. 
Fazo, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt *tis in my cuſtody. 
Othel, Ha! 
Fage, Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealovuſie, 
It is the green-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock, 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, c:rtain of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But Ok, what damned minntes tells he o're, 
Who dotes, yet doubts : ſuſpzCts, yet ſoundly loves ? 
Othel. O miſery ! 
F-5e, Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But r:ches finelels, is as poor as V Vinter, 
To bun that ever fears he ſhall be poor : 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealouhie. 
Orhel, Why ? VVhy is this ? 
Think'ſt thou I'1d make a Life of Jealouſie ? 
To ollow {till the changes of the Moon, 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No: To be once in doubt, 
Is to be refolv'd : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I ſhall turn the buſineſs of my Sonl 
To ſuch cxufflicated, and blowed Surmifſes, 
Matching the inference. *Tis not to make me Jealons, 
To ſay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpecch, Sings, Plays, and Dances : 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 


" Fazo. Good name in man and woman (dear my Lord) 


The ſmalleſt tear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, Favo, 
PII ſee before | doubt; when | doubt, prove; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 
Away at, once with Love, or Jealouſie. 
Zago. lam glad of this: for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore (asI am bound) 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof: 
Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſſo, 
Wear your eyes, thus : Not Jealous, nor Secure: 
| would not have your free,and Noble Nature, 
Out of Selt-bounty be abus'd, look to't : 
| know our Country diſpoſition well : 
[n Venice, they do let Heaven ſee the pranks 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands, 
Their beſt Conſcience 
Is not to leave*t undone, but kept unknown, 
Othel. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? 
ago, She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov*'d them moſt. t 
Othel. And fo ſhe did. 
Zago. Why, goto then: 
She that ſo young could give out ſuch a Seeming 
To ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak, 
He thought *twas Witchcraft. 
But I am much to blame : 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Orhel, 1 am bound to thee for ever. 
7Zage. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your Spirits : 
Othel. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 
7ago. Truſt me, 1 fear it has: 
I hope you will conſider, what is ſpoke, 


| Comes from my Love, 


But I do ice y'are mov'd : 


' I am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 


To groſler iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to Suſpicion. 
Othel, 1 will not. 
Fago., Should you do ſo (my Lord) 
My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vild ſucceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim'd nor, 
Caſſio's my worthy friend : 
My Lord, I fee y'are mov'd : 
Othel. No, not much mov'd : 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt, 
Fago, Long live ſhe ſo, 
And long live you to think ſo. 
Othel. And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf —— 
Zago. I, there's the point: 
As (fo be bold with you) 
Not to affeCt many propoſed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh, one may ſmell in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But (pardon me) 1 do not in poſition 
Diſtialy ſpeak of her, though I may fear 
Her will, recoyling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. 
Othel. Farewel, farewel : 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obſerve. 
Leave me, 7ago. 
Fago, My Lord, I take my leave. 
Othel Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt Creature (doubtleſs) 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
7ago. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your Honour 
To ſcan this thing no farther : Leave it to time, 


Although *tis fit that Caſio have his place; n 
or 
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For ſure he ills it up with great ability ; Zago. Halt ſtollen it from her ? 
Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, eEmil. No + But ſhe let it drop by negligence, 
You ſhall by that perceive bim, and his means : And to th* advantage, | being here, took't up: 
Note, if your Lady ſtrain his Entertainmence Look, here 'tis. 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity, + Jago. A good wench, giyc it me, 
Much will be ſeen in that : In the mean time, Emil, VVhat will you do with't, you have been ſo 
Lec me be thought too buſie in my fears, carnelt to bave me filtch it ? 
(As worthy cauſe | have to fear I am) | Fago, Why, whatisthat to you ? 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour : «Emil, If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Othel. Fear not my Government. Giv't me again. Poor Lady, ſhe'll run mad, 
7ago. I once more take my leave, V Vhen ſhe ſhall lack it. 
Orhel. This Fellow's of exceeding honeſty, Jago. Be not acknown on't : 
And knows all Quantities with a learg'd Spirit [ have uſe for it. Go, leave me, [Exit Xmil. 
Of humane dealings, If 1 do prove her Haggard, [ will in Caſſio's Lodging looſe this Napkin, 
Though that ber Jeſſes were my dear heart-[trings, And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
ld whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind Are tothe jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for 1 am black, As proofs of holy V Vrit. This may do ſomething. 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of Converſation, The e Moor already changes with my poyſons : 
That Chamberers have: Or for 1 am declin'd Dangerous conceits arc 1u their natures poyſons, 
laco the vale of years (yet that's not much) V Vhich at the firſt are ſcarce found to dittalte : 
She's gone, 1 am abus'd, and my relief But with a little a&t upon the blood, 
Mult be to loath her, Oh Curſe of Marriage ! Bura like the Mines of Sulphur. 1 did ſay ſo. 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, | 
Aad not their Appetites I had rather be a Toad, Enter Othello. 
Aud live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing | love, Look, where he comes: Not Poppy, Mandragora, 
For others ulcs, Yet "tis the plague to Great-ones, | Nor all the drowlie Syrups of the world, | 
Prerogativ'd are they lefs thanThe Baſe ; { Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep, 
'Tis deſtiny un{huanable like death : | Which thou ow?*d'ſt yeſterday. 
Even then, this-forked plague is fated to us, Othel. Ha, ha, falſe tome? 
V Vhen we uo quicken, Look where ſhe comes; Tago V'Vhy, how now, General ? no more of that. 
| Othel. Avant, be gone: Thou baſt ſet me on the Rack - 
Enter Deſdemona and Xmilia, [ ſwear *tis better to be much abus'd , 
Than but to know a little. 
If ſhe be falſe, Heav'n mock'd it ſelf: i F7azo. How now, my Lord? 
['il not belicy'r. Othel. VVhat ſcent had 1, in her ſtoln hours of Luſt ? 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello ? | | ſaw it not, thought it not : it harm'd not me : 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, | ſlept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry. 
{ By you invited, do attend your preſence. | | found not Caſſio's kiſles on her lips : 
Othel. 1 am to blame, He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtoln, 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo faintly ? Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Are you not well ? Fage. I am ſorry to hear this, 
Othel, I have a pain upon my Forehead here, | Othel, | had been happy if the general Camp, 
Def. VVhy that's with watching, *cwill away again, Pioneersand all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 
Let me but bind it hard, witbin this hour S0 | had nothing known, Oh now, for ever 
[t will be well. Farewel the tranquill mind, Farewel, Content 
Othel. Your Napkin is too little : Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big V Vars, 
Let it alone: Come, VIl go in with you. LExewnt. | That make Ambition virtue ! Oh farewel, 
Deſ. lam very ſorry that you are not well, Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
Emil. 1 am glad 1 have found this Napkin : The Spirit-ſticring Drum, th'Ear-pierciog Fife, 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Adoor, The Royal Banner, aad all Quality, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious V Var: 
Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loyes the Token, And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude throats 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it) Th'immortal Fove's dread Clamonrs counterteir, 
That ſhe reſerves it ever more about her, | Farewel: Othello's Occupation's gone. 
To kiſs and talk to. Pll have the work tane out, | JFayo. Is'tpoſlible, my Lord ? 


Othel. Villain , be ſure thou prove my Love a V Vhore ; 


And giv't Fago: what he will do with it, 
Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocular Proof, 


Heaven knows, not 1 : 


[ nothing, but to pleaſe his Fantaſie. Or by the worth of mineeternal Soul, 
Thou hadl(t been better have been borna Dog, 
Enter Jago. Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 
| | Fage. Is't come to this ? 
7ago. How now? What do you here alone ? Ochel., Make me to fce't, or (at the leaſt) fo proveit, 
' mil, Do not you chide : I have a thing far you. That the probation bear no Hindge, nor Loop, 
| Fago. You havea thing for me? | To hangadonbt on: Or woe upon thy Life. 
: tis a common thing | TJago. My Noble Lord. 
e/Emdl. Hah? | Othel. If thoudoſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
' 7ags, To havea fooliſhwife. | Never pray more : Abandon all remorſe 
' _«Amil. Oh, is that all? 'what will yougive me now | On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 
"5c that ſame Handkerchief ? Do deeds to make heayen weep, all carth amaz'd ; 
| 7490. What Handkerchief ? For nothing canſt thou to damnation add, 
 <Ami. What Handkerchief? Greater than that, 
| Wiy, that the <Afoor firſt gave to Deſdemona, ago. O Grace ! O Heaven forgive me ! 
| {at which ſo often you did bid me ſteal, Are you a man? Have you a Soul? Or Senſe ? £ 
| 04 
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God b'w* you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Foo, 
That lov'ſt to make thine honeſty a Vice ! 
Oh monſtrous World ! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be dire an41 honeſt, is not ſafe. 
1rthank you for this profit, and from hence 
[Il love no Friend, ith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Oth. Nay lay : thou ſhouldſt be honeſt, 
Fago. I ſhould be wiſe, for honelty's a Fool, 
And loſes thar it works for, 
Oth. By the World, 
[think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not : 
| think that thou art juſt, and think thon art not : 
[']l have ſome proof. My name that was as freſh 
As Dians Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
[4] not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied. 
F170. | ſee you are eaten up with paſſion : 
| do1tcpent me that | put it to you, 
You would be ſatisfied ? 
Oth. Would, Nay, and I will. 
Fa70, And may : but now ? how ſatisfied, my Lord ? 
- Would you the ſuper-viſion groſly gape on ? 
Behold her topp'd ? 
Oth. Dzath, and Damnation. Oh ! 
ago. It weie a tedious difficulty I think, 
To bring to that profpe&t : Damn them then, 
{fever mortal Eyes do ſee them boulſter 
More than their own. What then ? how then ? 
What ſhall | ſay ? Where's SatisfaCtion ? 
[t is impoſſible you ſhould lee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, 
As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 
As Ignorance, made drunk, But yer, 1 ſay, 
if imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, 
V Vill give you fatisfaftion, you might hav't, 
Oth. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal. 
7ago. 1 do not like the Office | 
But {ith I am entred in this cauſe fo far 
(Prick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love) 
| will goon. 1 lay with Caſſo lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
[ could not ſleep. There are a kind of men, 
So looſe of Soul, that in their ſleeps will mutter 
Their Afﬀairs : one of this kind is Caſſio : 
In ſl:epI heard him fay, ſweet Deſdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 
Cry, oh ſweet Creature : then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon my Lips, laid his Leg o'ce my Thigh, 
And ſigh and kifs, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moore. 
Oth. O monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 
7ago. Nay this was but his Dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion, 
'Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a Dream. 
. Fago, And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth, I'll tear her all to pieces. 
Fago. Nay yet be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet : Tell me but this, 
Have you-not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Straw-berries, in your Vives hand ? 
Oth, 1 gave her ſuch a one : *twas my firſt giſr. 
ago. I know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchief 
(lam ſure it- was your VVives) did1 to day 
See Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 
Och, If it be thar, | 
7ago. If it be that, or any, if *wvas hers, 
[t ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 


| 
| 


Now dol fee *tis true. Look here, 7azo, 
All my fond love thus do | blow to Heaven.  *Tis gone, 
Ariſe black vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannovs hate, Swell boſom with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpicks tongues. 
Zago. Yet be content. 
Ori. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
Jago. Patience I fay : your mind may change. 
Oth. Never, Fago. Like to the Pontick, Sea, 
V Vhoſe Icy Current, and compulſive courſe, 
Ne're keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont : 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne*re look back, ne're ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
[n the due reverence of a Sacred Vow, 
| here engage my words ——- 
Zago. Do not riſe yet : 
VVitnelſs your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, that clip us round abour. 
VVitnefs that here Fago doth give up 
The Execntion of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Oth. 1 greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee ro'r: 
Within theſe three dayes let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſo's not alive, 
Fago. My Friend is dead : 
'Tis gone at your requeſt, 
But let her live, 
Oth. Damn her lewd Minx : 
O damn her, dama her. 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with fome ſwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. | 
Now art thou my Lieutenant, 


Zago, I am your own for ever. { Exenmt, 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter D:(demona, Mmilia, aud Clown, 


| Del. Do you know, Sirrah, 'where Lieutenant Caſſio 
yes ? [- 

Clown, I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why man ? ; 

Clown. He's a Souldier, -and for me to ſay a Souldier 
lyes, *tis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Goto : where lodges he ? | 
RE To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 

ye. 

Deſ. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me to de- 
viſe a lodging, and ſay he lies here, or he lies there, were 
tolye in mine own throat. 

Deſ. Can you cnquire him out? and be edified by 
report ? . L 

Clown, I will Catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queſtions, and by them Anſwer. ... . 

Def. Seek him, bid him come hirher : tell.him, I have 
mov*d my Lord on his behalf, and hope all. will he well. 

Clown. To do this, is within the compals of mans Wit, 
and therefore I.will attempt-the doing it. [| Ex#t Clown. 

Def. Where ſhould 1 looſe the Handkerchicf , 
milia ? 

e/Emil. I know not, Madam. 

Def. Believe me, I had. rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Vioore 
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| Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ul] thinking, 
e/Emul. Is he not jealons ? | 
Deſ. Who he ? 1 think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all ſuch humours from him, 
e/Emilia, Look where he comes, 
Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call*d to him. How is't with you, my Lord? 


Enter Othello, 


Oth. Well, my good Lady, Oh hardneſs to diſſemble ! 
How do you, Deſdemona ? 
Deſ. VVell, my good Lord. 
O:h. Give me your hand, 
This hand is moiſt, my Lady. 
Deſ It hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulneſs, and liberal heart : 
Hot, hot, and moiſt. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequelter from Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 
Much Caltigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: *Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
Deſ. You may (indeed) fay fo : 
For *twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oth. A liberal hand. The hearts of old, gave hands ; 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Def. 1 cannot ſpeak of this: 
Come, now your promiſe. 
Orh., V 'Vhat promiſe, Chuck ? 
Def. 1 have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with yay, 
Oth. I have a falt and ſorry Rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy Handkerchiet, 
Deſ. Here, my Lord. \ 
Oth. That which I gave you. 
Def. | have it not about me. 
Oth. Not ? 
Deſ. No indeed, my Lord. ; 
Oth, That's a fault : That Handkerchief 
Did an <Zgyptian to my Mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read 
| The thoughts of people : She told her, while ſhe kept it, 
'Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Iatirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a Gift of it, My Fathers Eye 
Shonld hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me VViv'd) 
To give it her. 1 did ſo, and take heed on't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye: 
Toloog't, or giv't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match, 
Def. 1s poſſible ? 
Oth., 'Tis true, there's Magick in the VVeb of it : 
A Sybil that had numbred in the VVorld 
The Sun to courſe two hundred compaſles, 
In her prophetick fury ſow'd the work : 
The VVorms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was di'd io'Mummey, which the $kilful 
Conſery'd of Maidens hearts. - 
Def. Indeed F is't true? © © | 
Oth. Moſt veritable, therefore Took to't well. 
Def. Then would the Heaven, that I had never ſeen't. 
Oth, Ha? wherefore ? id 
Def. VVhy do you ſpeak ſo'ſtaringly, and raſh ? 
Oth, 1st loſt ? is't gone ? Speak, 1&t out'o'th* way ? 
Def. Bleſs us." N + G9 
Oth. Say you ? 
Def. It is not loft : bnt what and if itwere ? 
Oth, How ? | 
Def. | fay it is not loſt, 
Oth, Fetch't, let me ſee't; 


——_—— 


Def. VVhy fol can : butl will not now : 
This is a trick to put me from my ſuit, 
Pray you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief, 
My mind mil-gives. 
Deſ. Come, cume : you'll never meet a more ſuffici- 
cnt man. 
Oth, The Handkerchief. 
D:ſ. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love; 
Shar'd daugers with you. 
Oth, The Handkerchief. 
Dej. Inſooth, you are to blame, 
Oth,.: Away. 
e/£ mil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Def. | never ſaw this before. 
Suce there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
| am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 
e/Enul, "Tis nota year or two ſhews us a man : 
They are all but ſtomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full * 
They belch us. 


[Exit Othello. 


Enter Jago, and Caſſio. 


Look you, -Caſſio, and my Husband. 

Fago. There is no:other way : *tis ſhe muſt do't : 
And lo the happineſs : go and importune her. 

Dk How now, (good Caſſio) what's the news with 
you { 

Caſſio. Madam, my former ſuit. I do beſecch you, 
That by your virtuous means; I may again 
Exiſt, and,be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I woutd not be delay'd. 
If my offence be of ſuch martal kind, 
Thar not my Service paſt, nor preſent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, _ 
Can ranſome me into his love again, 
But to know ſo, muſt be my benehit : 
So ſhall Fcioath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſbut my felt up ia ſome other coucſe 
To Fortunes Almes, 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſſio) 
My Advocation is not now in tune, 
My Lord, is not my Lord ;, nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in favour, : as in-dumour alter'd. 
So help me every ſpicitanCtihed, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 
And ſtood within the blank of bis diſpleaſure 
For my free ſpeech. You mult a while be paticnt : 
VVhat I can do, I will: and more | will 
Than for my ſelf I dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Zago, Is my Lord angry? 
e/Emil. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. 

7.g0. Can he be angry 2 L have ſeen the Cannon, 
VVhen it hath blown bisRanks into the air, 

And like the Devil from. his very Arm 
Putt his own Brother :.; And js be angry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him; 
There's matter in'c indeed, if he be angry, 

Def. 1 prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
Either from Yenice,-or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in {ypruz, to him, 

Hath pugdled a it: and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens Natutes wrabgle with infertour things, 
Though great ones are their object. *Tis even lo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues 

Our other healthful members, even to a ſe nle 
Of pain. Nay, we mult think men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch obſervance 

As fits the Bridal. BeſWrew me much, e£mla, 

I was (unhandſome VVatrriour as | am) 


Exn, 
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Arraigning bis unkindnefs with my fol : Zago. Or to be naked with her Friends in bed, 
But now 1 find, I had fuborn'd the Witneſs, An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 
And he's indited falſely, Ochel. Naked in bed (ago) and not mean harm ? 
Anil. Play heaven it be [t is hypocriſie againſt the Devil : 
Statc-Matters, as you think, and no Conception, They that mean vertuouſly, and yet do ſo, 
Nor no j-alous toy concerning you. The Devil their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
Dif. Alas-the-day, I never gave him cauſe. 7age. If they do nothing, *tis a Venial ſlip : 
Emil, But jealous Souls will not be anfwer'd ſo ; But I give my wife a Handkerchief. 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe, Othel. What then ? | 
But jcalous, for they're jealous, Ir is a Monſter Zago. Why then *tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 


She may (1 think) beſtow't on any man, 

Othel, She is Proteftreſs of her Honour too : 
May ſhe give that ? | 

Zago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very oft that have it not. 
Exit, | But for the Handkerchief. 

Othel, By heaven I would moſt gladly have forgot it : 
Thou faidſt (Ob, it comes o'ce my memory, 
As doth the Raven o're the infeftious houſe : 
Boading to all) he had my Handkerchief, 
Bin, *Save you (Friend Caſſio. ) Fago. I : what of that ? 

| Caſſie. What makes you from home ? Ochel. That's not ſo good now. 

How is't with you, my moſt fair Bianca ? Zago. What if | had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you wrong ? 
ladeed (ſweet Love) 1 was coming to your houſe, Or hear him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 

Bin, And I was going to your Lodging, Caſſio. Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 

Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 


| \Whar ? keep a week away ? Seven days and nights ? 
Eight ſcore cight hours ? And Loves abſent hours Convinced or ſuppli'd them, cannot chuſe 


Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. ; 
Def. Heaven keep the Monſter from Orhello's mind, 
e/Enul. Lady, Amen. 

Def. 1 will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout : 

If I do find him fir, I'll move your ſuit, 

And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. 

Caſ. 1 kumbly thank your Ladiſhip. 


ee 


Enter Bianca. 


More tedious than the Dial, eight ſcore times ? But they muſt blab. 
Oh weary reck*ning., Othel. Hath he ſaid any thing ? 

Caſſio. Pardon me, Bianca : Fago, He hath (my Lord) but be you well aſſur'd, 
[ have this while with leaden thoughts been preſt, No more than he'll unſwear. 


Othel. What hath he ſaid? 
Zago. Why, that he Gid : I know not what he did, | 


Otchel, What ? what ? 


But I ſhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 


Take me this work out. | 


Bian, Oh Caſſio, whence came this ? ( Tago Lye. 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend, | Othel, With her ? 


To the telt-abſence : now l feel a Cauſe : Zago., With her? on her : what you will. 
Ochel. Lye with her? lye on her? we ſay, Iye on her, 


[s*r come to this ? Well, well, 

Caſſio. Go to, woman : when they be-lye her. Lye with her ? that's fulſom ; 
Throw your vild gueſſes in the Devils teeth, * Handkerchief: Confeſſions : Handkerchief. To confeſs, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now and be hang'd for his labour. Firſt, to be hang'd, and 

Nature would not inveſt 


That this is from ſome Miltrefs, ſome remembrance z then to confeſs : I tremble at it. | 
No, in good troth, Bianca. her ſelf in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome inſtructi- 


Bian. Why, whoſe isit? on. It is not words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh)) Noſes, Ears 
Caſſio. 1 know not neither : and Lips : is't poſſible. Confeſs ? Handkerchiet? O De- 
| found it in my Chamber, vil. [Falls in a Trance. | | 


[ like the work well : * Ere-it be demanded Fago, Work on, 
(As like enough it will) I would have it copied : My Medigine works. Thus credulous Fools are caught, 


Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. And many worthy, and chaſt Dames even thus | 
Bian. Leave you ? wherefore ? (All guiltleſs) meet reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ? 


Caſſio. 1 do attend here 6n the General, My Lord, I ſay, Othello. 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh 


To have him ſee me woman'd. Enter Caſlio. 
Bran, Why, | pray you? + 
{aſſio. Not that | love you not. - How now, Caſſio ? 
Eian, But that you do not love me, Caj. What's the matter ? 

! I pray you bring me on the way a littte, Zago, My Lord is faln into an Epilephie, 

And fay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon'at night ? This is the ſecond Fit : he had one yeſterday. 
Caſſio. *Tis but a little way that 1 can bring you, Caſ. Rub him about the Temples. 

For | attend here. But [I'll fee you ſoon. Fage. The Lethargy mult have his quiet courſe : 


Bian, *Tis very good : 1 muſt be circumſtanc'd. If not, he foams at mouth : and by and by 
[Exennt omnes. | Breaks out to ſavage madneſs : Look, he ſtirs: 


Do you withdraw your ſelf a little while, 
——— —- | He will recover ſtraight: when he is gone, 
| would on great occaſion, ſpeak with you. 


v , How is it, General ? Have you not hurt your hand ; 
Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. mfr boy oor peblon ren © 
Fago. I mock you not, by Heaven : 
Enter Othello and Jago. Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
| Othel, A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 

Fago. We you think ſo ? ago. There's many a Beaſt then 1n a populous City, | 
Othel. Think ſo, Fago? | { And many a civil Monſter. | 
Zago, What, to kiſs in private ? Othel. Did he confeſs it ? | 
Othel. An unauthorized kiſs ? | Fago. Good Sir, be a man: de J | 
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Think every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you, There's millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar, Your caule is better, 
Oh, "cis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
Tolipa wanton in a ſecure Cowch 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let me know, 
And knowing what | am, 1 know what ſhe ſhall be. 

Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe: *cis certain, 

7azo. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your ſelf but in a patient Liſt, 
WhiP(t you were here, o're whelmed with your grief 
(A paſſion moſt reſulting ſuch a man) 
Caſſio came hither, I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Ecſtaſie, 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his face, 
For | wi!l make him tcll the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how ofc, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife, 
| ſay, but mark his geſture, marry Patience, 


| Or I ſhall ſay y*are all in all in Spleen, 
| And nothing of a man. 


Oth. Doſt thou hear, 7ago, 
[ wiil be found moſt cunning in my patience : 
Burt (dolt thou hear) molt bloody. 

Fago. That's not amils, 
But yet keep time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queſtion Caſſio of Branca, 
A Huſwife, that by ſelling her deſires, 
Buys her ſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 
That dotes on C:ſſio, (as *tis the Strumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguiP'd by one) 
He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 
From the exceſs of Laughter, Here he comes, 


Enter Caſſio. 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad : 
And his unbookiſh Jealouſie mult conſerve, 
Poor Caſſio ſmiles, geſtures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant ? 
Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me. 
Zago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't : 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca's dowre, 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 
( 4}. Alas, poor Caitiffe. 
Oth. Look how he laughs already. 
ago. I never knew-woman love man fo, 
Caj. Alas, poor Rogue, 1 think indeed ſhe loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughs it out, 
Zago. Do you hear, Caſſio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him ; 
To tell it o're: goto, well ſaid, well ſaid. 
Fago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 
Caf. I marry. What? a cuſtomer ; prithee bear 
Some Charity to my wit, do not think it 
So unwholſome, Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, ſo: they laugh that win. 
7a70. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 
(af. Prithee ſay true. 
7azo. I ama very Villain elſe. 
Oth. Have you ſcoar'd me ; well. 
Caſ. This is the Monkies own giving out : 
She is perſwaded [ will marry her ; 
Out of her own love and flattery, not out of my promiſe, 
Oth. Fago beckons me : now he begins the ſtory. 
Caſ. She was here even now: ſhe haunts me 1n every 


_ 


place, I was the other day talking on the Sca bank with 
certain Yenetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my neck. 

Othel. Crying , oh dear Caſſo, as it were: his geſture 
imports It, 

Caſ. 50 hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me : 

So ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Othel. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt hing to my Cham- 
ber : Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but now that Dog, | 
ſhall throw it to. 

Caj. Well, I muſt leave her company. 

Zago. Before me : Look where ſhe comes. 


Enter Bianca. 


Caf. *Tis ſuch another Fitchew : marry, a perfum'd one : 
What do yon mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you : What 
did you mean by that ſame Handkerchicf you gave mc 
cven now? | was a fine fool to take it: I muſt rake our 
the work? - A likely picceof work, that you ſhould find 
it in your Chamber, and know not who left it there. Thts 
's fome Minxes token, and I mult take out the work ? 
T here, give it your Hobbey-Horfe : Whercſocver you 
"ad it, Pll take out no work on'r, 

Caj. How now, my ſweet Bianca ? 

How now ? How now ? 

Othel. By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchkief. 

Bian, If you'il come to ſupper to night, you may; if you 
will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. LExrt. 

Jago. After her, after her. 

Caſ. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreets elſe. 

Zago. Will you ſup there ? 

C4. Yes, I intend ſo. 

Jago. Well, I may chance to ſee you: For I would very 
tain ſpeak with you. 

Caſ. Prithee, come, will you ? 

Jago, Goto: Say no more. 

Othe!. How ſhall | mucther him, Fazo ? 

Zage. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice ? 

Othel. Oh, 7azo. 

Fave, And did yon ſee the Handkerchiel ? 

Othel, Was that mine ? 

Fago. Yours by this hand: and to ſee how he prizes 
the fooliſh woman your wife : She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Whore. 

Othel, | would have him nine ycarsa killing : 

A fine woman, a fair woman, a ſweet woman ? 

Jago. Nay, you mult forget that. : 

Othel. 1, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. -No, my heart is turn'd to ſtone : ] 
ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
a ſweeter Creature : She might lie by an Emperor's lice, 
and command him Tasks. 

7420. Nay, that's not your way. 

Othel. Hang her , 16do but ſay what ſhe is: ſo delicate 
with her Needle: An admirable Muſician. Oh, ſhe will 
ſing the Savageneſs out of a Bear : Of ſo high a plenteous 
wit, and invention ? 

7azo. She's the worſe for all this. 

Othel. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 

And then of ſo gentle a condition ? 

Fave. I, too gentle, 

Othel. Nay that's certain. ; : 
But yet the pity of it, Fags : Oh,7ago, the pity of it, Zago. 

ago, If you are fo fond over her iniquity: Give her 
patent to offend, for if it touch not you, 1t Comes near 
no body. 

Othel. 1 will chop her into Meſſes : Cuckold mc! 

ago. Oh, *tis foul in ber. 

Othel. With mine Officer ! 

Fago. That's fouler. 

Othel Get me ſome poyſon, Fago, this night. PII not 


expoſtulate with her : Leſt her body and her beauty un- 
provide 


[ Exit. 
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130 The Tragedy of Othello, 
provide my mind again : this night, Fago. | Call all in all ſufficient ? ls this the Nature 
Faro. Do it not with poyſon, ſtrangle her in her bed, | Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid vcrtue 
even the bed ſhe hath contaminated. The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Orhel. Good, good : Could neither 'graze, nor pierce ? 
The juſtice of it pleaſes : very good. age. He is much chang'd. 
Zago, And for Caſſio, let me be his undertaker : Loa, Are his wits ſafe ? Is he not of light Brain? 
You lhall hear more by midnight. Fago. He's that he is: I may not breathe my cenſure. 
What he might be : if what he might, he is nor, 
| Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, «nd Attendants. | would to heaven he were. 
Lod. What, ſtrike his wife ? 
Othel. Excellent good : what Trumpet is that ſame ? Zage. *Faith that was not ſo well; yet would I knew 
Zage. I warrant ſomething from Yemce, Thar ſtroke would prove the worſt. 
"Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. Lod. Is it his uſe ? 
See, your wife's with him. Or did the Letters work upon his blood, 
Lolo. Save you, worthy General. And new create his fault ? | 
Othel. With all my heart, Sir. 7ago. Alas, alas : 
Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Yenice greet you. | It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 
Orhe/, 1 kiſs the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerye him, 
Def. And what's the News, good Couſin Lodovico ? And his own courſes will denote him ſo, 
7ago. 1 am very glad to ſee you, Signior. That I may ſave my ſpeech : do but go aſter, 
Welcome to (yprus. And mark how he continues. 
Led. 1 thank you : how do's Lieutenant Caſſio ? Lod. I am ſorry that I am deceiv'd in him, F[Exemrr, | 
7azo. Lives, S'r. p | 
Def. Couſin, there's faln between him and my Lor 
An unkind breach : but you ſhall make all __ Scena Secunda, 
Othel Are you ſure of that ? 
Deſ. Mv ford ? Enter Othello and /Emilia. 
Ochel. This fail you not to do, as you will ——- 
Lod He did not call : he's buſie in the paper, Othel. You have ſeen rothing then? 
[s there diviſion *twixt my Lord and Caſſio ? Emil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did ſuſpect. 
Deſ. A moſt unhappy one : I wou'd do much Othel, Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together, 
T*atone them for the love I bear to Caſſio. Emil, But then I ſaw no harm : and then | hzard 
Othel Fire and Brimſtone. Each ſyllable that breath made up between them. 
Deſ. My Lord. Othel, What? Did they never whiſper ? 
Othel. Are you wiſe ? Emnul. Never, my Lord. 
Deſ. What, is he angry ? Othel. Nor ſend you out oth* way ? | 
Lod. May be the Letter mov'd him. e/Emil, Never. | 
For as I think they do command him home, Oth.To fetch her Fan,her Gloves, her Mask,nor nothing? 
Deputing Gof in his Government, e/Emil, Never, my Lord. 
D-/. Truſt me, I am glad on'c. Othel. That's ſtrange. | 
Othe:, Indeed ? Emil, 1 durſt (my Lord) to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Deſ. My Lord? Lay down my Soul at ſtake: If you think other, 
Orhel. 1 am glad to ſee you mad, Remove your thought. 1t doth abuſe your boſom, 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello ? If any wretch hat! put this in your head, 
Othel. Devil. Let heaven requite it with the Serpents curſe, 
Def. I have not deſeryv'd this. For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſt, and true, 
Led. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, | There's no man i:appy, the pureſt of their Wives 
Thovgh I ſhould ſwear | ſaw't. *Tis very much, Is foul as Slander. 
Make her amends ; ſhe weeps. Othel. Bid her come hither : go, [Exit Amilia, 
O:hel. Oh Devil, Devil: She ſays enough : yer ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
[f that the Earth could teem with womans tears, That cannet ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore : 
Each drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile : A Cloſſet-Lock and Key of villanous Secrets, 
Out of my ſight. - And yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray : I have ſeen her do't. 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you : 
Lod., Truly obedient Lady : Enter Deſdemona and Xmilia. 
-I do beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 
Othel. Miſtreſs. Deſ. My Lord, what is your will ? 
Deſ. My Lord. Othel. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 
O-he!, What would you with her, Sir ? Deſ. What is your pleaſure ? 
Lod. Who I, my Lord? Othel. Let me fee your eyes: look in my face. 
Oth:1. I, you did wiſh that I would make her turn : Deſ. What horrible Fancy's this ? 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn: and yet go on Othel. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, . 
And turn again, And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the door : 
And ſhe's obedient : as you ſay obedient. Cough, or cry hem, if any body come : 
Very obedient : proceed you in your tears- Your Myſtery, your Myſtery ; nay diſpatch. [Exit Emil, 
Concerning this, Sir, (Oh well painted paſſion) Deſ. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech import ? 
{| am commanded home : get you away : [ underſtand a Fury in your words. 
[II ſend for you anon. Sir, I obey the Mandate. Othel. Why ? What art thou ? 
And will return to YVemce. Hence, avant : Deſ. Your wife, my Lord : your true and loyal wie. 
Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to night Othel. Come ſwear it : damn thy ſelf, being like one of 
| do entreat, that we may ſup together. Heaven , the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize thee. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. Therefore be double damn'd : ſwear thou art honeſt. 
; Coats and Monkzes. CExit, | Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate Othel, Heaven truly knows, that thou art falſe as Hel], 
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the Moore of Venice. 


Deſ. To whom, my Lord? 

Wirth whom ? How am 1 falſe? ' ; 
Othel. Ah, Deſdemon, away, away, away. 
De. Alas the heavy day: Why do you weep ? 

Am | the motive of theſe tears, my Lord? 

[t happily yon my Fathet do faſpett, 

An Inſtrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me : if you have loſt him, 

| have lolt him roo. 

Othel. Had it pleas'd Heaven, 

To try me with Afﬀidtion, had they rain'd 

All kind of ſores, and ſhames ot my bare head : 

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips. 

Given to Captivity me and thy utmolt hopes. 

[ ſhould have found in ſome place of my fvul 

A drop of patience. But alas, . to. make me 

Che fixed figure for the time of Scorn, 

To point his ſlow and moving finger at. 

Yet could | bear that too, well, very well : 

Zur there where ] have garner*d up my heart, 

Where citacr | muſt live, or bear no life, 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or elſe dries up: To be diſcarded thence, 

Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toads 

To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there : 

Patience, thou young and roſe lipp'd Cherubin, 

| here look grim as hell, 

Deſ 1 hope my Lord eſteems me honeſt. 

Othel, O 1, as Summer. flies are in the Shambles, --. 
Thar quicken ven with blowing. Ob thou weed: 7. 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and ſmelPſt ſo ſweet, 
That the Sence asks at thee, 


1 Would thou'dit never been born, 


Deſ Alas, what ignorant ſin have I committed ? 
Othel, Was this fair Paper ? This moſt goodly Book 
Made co write Whore upon ? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, 
Did but I ſpeak thy deeds. V Vhat, committed ? 
Heaven ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks: 
The bawdy wind that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is huſh*d within the hollow Mine of Earth 
And will not hear*t. What, committed ? 
Deſ. By Heaven, you do me wrong, 
Othel, Are not you a Strumpet ? 
Deſ. No, as | am a Chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none, 
Othel. What, not a Whore ? 
Def. No, as 1 ſhall be ſay'd. 
Othel. 1s't poſlible ? 
Deſ. Oh Heaven forgive us. 
Othel. I cry you mercy, then, 
[ took you for that cunning Whore of Yenice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miltreſs, 


% 


Enter Xmilia. 


That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keeps the gate of Hell. You, you: I, you. 
We have done our courſe-: there's money for your patns: 
| pray you, turn the Key, and keep our counſel, [ Exe. 
Emil. Alas , what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam? How do yoo, my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, half aſleep. 
Emil, Good Madam, | 
\What's the matter with my Lord ? 
Def. VVith whom ? | 
Emil. Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Def Whois thy Lord ? 
mil, He that is yours, ſweet Lady, 
Def. I have none, do not talk to me, c/Afmilia, 


| 


i cannot weep: noranſwers haye I none, 
But what ſhould go'by Water. Prethee to night, 
Lay on-my Bed my V Vedding Sheets, remember, 
And Call thy Husband hither. | 
Emil, Here's 2 Change" indeed. 
Def. *Tis meet | ſhould be usgd fo: very meet. 
How have { bzen betray”, tiar he mighr (tick 
Che ſma.!eſt opinion on my leaſt miſulc 7 


[Exit, 


Prter Jago, and Emilia. 


790, What is your pleaſure, Madam ? 
How '3't with you? 
DJ. Icanoot tell ; Thoſe that do teach your Babes, 
Do 1. with gentle mcans, and eaſie tasks. 
He mig'it have chid me fo: For in good faith, 
| am a Child to chiding. | 
Jago. Whar's the matter, Lady ? 

mil. Alas (Favs) my Lotd hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch defpighr, and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it, © 

Deſ. Am 1 that name, ago? 
Jago, What name (fair Lay?) 
Def. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord &id fay 1 was. 
e/£mil. He calPd her whore : 'A Beggar, in his drink 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon ts Caller. 
Fago, Why did hefo? 
* , Def. Idpnot know: I am fure Iam none ſuch. 
F7ago, Do not weep: Do not weep: Alas-the-day, 
e/Emsl. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father ? And her Countrey ? And her Friends ? 
To'be call'd Whore ? Would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched Fartune, 
. Zage. Beſhrew him for't : 
How cyrmes this trick npon him ? 
Deg. Nay, Heaven doth know. 
e/Emil. 1 will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villain, 
Some, buſie and infinuating Rogue, 
Sore cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome Office, 
Has not devis'd this ſlander : 1 will be hang'd eife, 
Jago. Fie, there is no fuch man: It is impoſſible. 
Deſ. Tt any ſuch therebe, Heaven pardon him. 
Emil, A Halter pardon him : 
And Hell gnaw his bones. 
Why ſhonld he call her Whore? 
Who keeps her company ? 
What Place? What Time? 
What Form ? What Likelyhood? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous Enave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcorvy Fellow. 
Oh Heavens, that ſuch companions thoud'ſt uniold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, | 
To laſh the Raſcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaſt to th? V Veſt. 
7azo. Speak within Door. 
Emil, Oh he upon them : Some ſuch "Squire he was, 
Thar turn'd your Wir, the ſeamy fide withour, 
And made you to fuſpelt me with the Moore. 
Jago. You are a Fool: Goto. 
Deſ. Alas, Favo, 
What ſhall I do to win my Lord again ? 
Good Friend, go to him : For by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how [ loſt him. Here I kneel : 
It ere my will did treſpaſs *gaioft his Love, 
Either in diſcourſe of thought, or actual deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, orany Sence 
Delighted them : Or any other Form : 
Or thatI do not yet, andever did, 
And ever will (though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly Divorcement) love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindnels may do much, 
And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, 
But never taint my Love I cannot fay Whore, 
[t do's abhor me now I ſpeak the word, 
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_— 


| away with him the fair Deſdemona , unleſs his abode be 
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| TFago, Why,by making him uncapable of Othello's place: 
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Todothe Act, that might the addition earn, 
Not the worlds Male of vagity could make me. 
Fago. I pray you be content : *tis but his humour : 
The buſineſs of the State do's him offence. 
Def. If *twere no other. 
Fago, Itis but ſo, | warrant : 
Heark how theſe laſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Yenice ſtayes the Meat 


Go in, and weep not : all things ſhall be well. = 
[ Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia, 


Enter Rodorigo. 


How now, Rodorigo ? 

Rod, | do not find 
That thou deaf juſtly with me. 

Fago. Whatin the contrary? _ ; 

Rode. Every day thou dofts me with ſome device,74go, 

and rather as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from me all 

[ntaebioncy, thou ſupplieſt me with the leaſt advantage 
of hope : I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am I yet 
perſwaded to put up in peace, what already I have fool- 
iſhly ſuffer'd. 

Fago, Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Rods. 1 have heard too much : and your words and per: 
formances are no kin together. 

Fago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. | 

Rode. With navght but truth : I bave waſted my ſelf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from me to de- 
liver Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a Vortarilt. 
You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and return'd me 
expectations and comforts of ſudden reſpeCt, and acquain- 
tance, but 1 find none. 

Fago. Well, goto: very well. oy 

Rodeo. Very well, goto: I cannot goto, (man), nor us 
not yery well : nay, I think it is ſcurvy : and begin to find 
my ſelf fopt in it. 

Fago. Very well. | ; | | 

Rods, I tell you, *tis not very well : I will make my ſelf 
known to Deſdemona, If ſhe will return me my Jewels, I 
will give over my Suit , and repent my unlawful ſolicita- 
tion, If not , aſſure your ſelf, I will ſeek ſatisfaCtion of 
you. - | 

Zago. You have ſaid now, : 

Rode. 1, and ſaid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 
of doing. 

7ago. Why, now I ſee there's mettle in thee : and even 
from this inſtant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before: give me thy hand, Rodorigo. Thou haſt taken 
againſt me a moſt juſt exception: bur yet | proteſt I have 
dealt moſt direCtiy in thy Afﬀair. 

Rods. It hath not appear'd. 

Fago. I grant indeed it bath not appear'd : and your 
ſaſpition is not without wit and judgement. But, Rodorigo, 
if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaſon 
to believe now than ever (1 mean, purpoſe, Courage, and 


lowing enjoy not Deſdemona, take me from this world with 
Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my life. 

Rodeo, Well : what isit? Is it within reaſon and com- 

ſs? 
£ 7a:o; Sir,there is eſpecial Commiſſion come from Yenice 
to depute (aſſio in Orhello's place. 

Rods. ls that true ? Why then Othello and Deſdemona 
return again to Venice. 

Fago. Oh no: he goes into Hawritania, and taketh 


lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein none can be ſo 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 
Rodo, How do you mean removing him ? 


knocking out his brains, 
Rods. And that you would have me to do. 


Fage. I: if you dare do your ſelf a profit, and a right. 


( Nay that's not next, Hark who is't that knocks ? 


He ſups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will I go to 
him. He knows not yet of his honourable fortune, it you 
will watch his going thence ( which I will faſhion to fall 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
pleaſure. 1 will benear to ſecond your Attempt, and he 
ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but 
goalong with me: I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his 
death , that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to put it on 
him. It is now high ſupper time : and the night grows 
to waſt, About ir. 
Rode. 1 will hear further reaſon for this. 


Zago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. [LExemnt, 


Scena Tertia, | 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Xmilia 
and Attendants, 


Led. I do beſcech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no further. 

Othe. Oh pardon : *twill do me good to walk, 

Lod. Madam, good night : I humbly thank your Ladi. 

Deſ. Your honour is moſt welcom. (hip 

Othe. Will you walk, Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. 

Deſ. My Lord. 

Othe. Get you to bed on tl'inſtant, I will be returns 
forthwith : diſmiſs your Attendant there : look't b« 


done, [Exi. | 

Def. 1 will, -my Lord. | 

e/Emi, How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he di. | 

Deſ. He ſayes he will return incontinent, 

And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 

e/Emi; Diſmiſs me? | 

Deſ. It was his bidding : therefore good /AEmilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adiev, 

We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. . | 
e/£m, | would you had never ſeen him.' 

Def. So would not I: my love doth ſo approve him, 
That even his ſtubbornneſs, his checks, his frowns, | 
( Prithee un-pin me have grace and favour. 

e/£ms, I have laid thoſe ſheets you bad me on the bed. 

Deſ. All's one: good Father, how fooliſh are our 
minds ? 

If I do die before thee, prithee ſhrowd me 
In one of theſe ſame ſheets. 

e/£,91, Come, come : you talk. 

Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love: and he ſhe Iov'd prov'd mad. 
And did forſake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing *twas: but it expreſs'd her Fortune, 
And ſhe dy*d ſinging it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind : I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one ſide 
And ſing it like poor Barbara : prithee diſpatch. 

</Emn, Shall I go fetch your Night-gown ? 

Deſ. No, un-pin me here, 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handſom man. 

Def. He ſpeaks well. 

Emil. I know a Lady in Yenice would have walk'd f 
bare-foot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether lip, 

Deſ. The poor Soul ſat ſinging,by a Sycamore tree ; 

Sing all a green Willow : 

Her hand on her boſome, her head on her knee, 

Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 

The freſh ſtreams ran by her, and murmur'd ber moans , 
Sing Willow, Cc. 

Her ſalt tears fell from her,andſoftned the ſtones ; 

Sing Willow , &c. (Lady by theſe) 
Willow, Willow. (Prithee high thee, he”]1 come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muſt be my Garland. 

Let no body blame him, his ſcorn I approve, 
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Emi. It's the wind. 
Def. I call'd my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? 
Sinp Willough, "WE - © 
If I court no women, you'l couch with mo met 
So get thee gone, good night: mine eyes do itch : 
Doth that boad weeping ? 
Amil, 'Tis neither hece, nor there, 
Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo, O theſe men, theſe men! 
Dit thou in conſcience think (tell me Emilia) 
That there be women do abuſe their husbands 
-In ſuch groſs kind ? 
e/Emil, There be ſome ſuch, noqueſtion. 
Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world : 
e/Emil, Why, would not you ? 
Def. No, by this heavenly light. 
e/Emil, Nor 1 neither, by this heavenly light, 
[| might do't as well ith'dark. 
Def. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the word ? 
Emil, The worlds a huge thing : 
[t is a great price, for a ſmall vice. 
Def. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. 
e/Emil, In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when 
I bad done. Marry , I would not do ſuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawn , nor for Gowns, 
Petticofts, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch ? 1 ſhould ven. 
ture Purgatory fort. 
Deſ. Beſbrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world, 
eEmil, Why,the wrong is but a wrong Yth*world; and 
having the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Deſ. 1 do not think there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil, Yes, a dozen: and as many to th'vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But I do think it is their husbands faults 
If Wives do fall : (Say, that they ſlack their duties, 
And pour our treaſures ihto foreign laps : 
Or elſe break but in peeviſh Jealouſies, 
| Throwing reſtraint upon us: Or ſay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight) 
Why we have galls : and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſe like them : they ſee and ſmell, 
And have their Palats both for ſweet and ſowr, 
As husbands have, What is it that they do 
When they change us for others ? Is it ſport ? 
| rhink it is:. and doth affeRtion breed it ? 
| I think it doth : Iv frailty that thus erres ? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affeftions ? 
Deſires for ſport? and frailty as men have ? 
Then let them uſe us well : elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruCt us to. 
Deſ. Good night, good night : 
Heaven me ſuch uſes ſend, 
Not to pick bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. [Exeunt. 


_ 


Aftus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Jago, and Rodorigo. 


7ago. Ere, ſtand behind this Bark, 
Straight will he come : 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home : 
Quick, quick, fear nothing ; Ile be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it marts us, think on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution ; 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry int. 
7ago. Here, at thy hand : Bebold, and take thy ſtand. 
Red, | have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 


| Enter Lodovico, and Gratiano. 


"Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies. 
ago. 1 haz rub'd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 

And te growsangry. Now, whether he kill Caſſi, 

Or C:ſſio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorig: 

He calls me to a reſtitution large ; 

Of Gold, and Jewels, that 1 bob'd from him, 

As gitts to Deſdemona, 

[c muſt nor be: if Caſſio do remain, 

He hath a daily beaury in his life, 

That makes me ugly : and beſides, the «oor 

May unfold meto hinz : there ſtand 1 in much peril : 

No, he mult die. But fo, I hear him coming. 


Enter Caſlio. 


Rod. 1 know his gate, *tis he : Villain thou dyeſt. 
Caſ. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know'lt : 
[ will make proof of thine. 
od. Oh, I am ſlain, 
. lam maim'd for ever : 
Help hoa : Murtber, murcther, 


Enter Othello, 


Othe. The voice of Caſſio, 7ago keeps his wor d 
Red. O Villain that 1 am. 
Orh, It is even fo. 
Caſ. Oh help hoa : Light, a Surgeon. | 
Oth. 'Tis he: O brave 7ago, honeſt and juſt, | 
That haft ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strompet 1 come : 
For oft my heart, thoſe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed-leſt-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſts bloud be ſported. 
LExrr. Othello. 


Caſ. What hoa ? no watch ? nopaſlage ? 
Murther, Murther. 
Gra. *Tis ſome miſchance, the voice is very direful, {| 
Caſ. Oh help. Loas. Hark, | 
Rod. Oh wretched Villain. | 
Lod. Two or three groan. *Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfeits - Let's think't nafafe | 
To come into the cry, without more help. 
Rod. No body come « then ſhal! I bleed to death. | 


Enter Jago. 


Lod. Hark. 
| Gra, Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, anc 
Weapons. 
Fago. Who's there ? 
Whole noiſe 1s this that cryes out murther ? 
Lodo, We do not know. 
Zago. Do not you hear a cry ? 
Caſ. Here, here : for heaven ſake help me. 
Zage. What's the matter ? 
Gra. This is Othello's Ancient as I take it. 
Lodo. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Zago. Whatare you here, that cry ſo grievoully ? 
Caſ. Fago ? Ohlam ſpoyPd, undone by Villains: 
Give me ſome help. 
Zago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this ? 
Caf. I think that one of them is hereabount, 
And cannot rake away. 
Zago, Oh treacherous Villains: 
What are you there ? Come in, and give ſome help. 
Rod, O help me there. 


Caf. That's one of them. F 
M m m Yago; 


W—— 


Fago. Oh murd*rous Slave! O Villain! 
Rod. O damn'd Fago! O inhumane Dog ! 
Fago. Kill men Pth'dark ? 
Waere be theſe bloudy Thieves ? 
How ſilent is this Town? Ho, murther , mutther. 
What may you be? Are you of good or evil? 
Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Fago. Signior Lodevice. 
Lod. He , Sir. : 
7azo, I cry you mercy : here's Caſſio hurt by Villains, 
Gra. (aſſo. 
Faze. How is't, Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg is cut in two. 
Fazo. Marry heaven forbid - | 
Light Gentlemen, Ile bind it with my ſhirt, 


Enter Bianca, ky 


Bian, What is the matter hoa? who is'tthat cry'd ? 
Zaga Who is't that cry'd ? 
Bian, Oh my dear Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſſio: Oh (aſſio, Caſſio, Caſſo. 
Zago. O notable Strumpet. Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 
Caſ. No, 
Gra. | am ſorry to find you thus : 
| have b:en to ſeek you. 
Fago. Lend mea Garter. So: — Oh for a Chair 
To bear him eaſtly hence. . 
Bian. Alas be faints, Oh Caſe Caſsio, Caſas. 
Zago. Gentlemen all, Ido ſuſpect this Traſh 
To be a party in this injury. 
Patience a while, _- Caſswo. Come, come ;z 
Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no ? 
Aias wy friend, and my dear Country-man 
Rodorigo? No: Yes ſure: Yea, 'tis Rodorzgo. 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
Za7o. Even he, Sir: did you know him ? 
Gra, Know him? 1. 
ago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentlep ardon : 
Theſe bloudy accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That fo neglected you. 
Gra, I am glad to fee you. : 
7ago. How do you, Caſio? Oh a Chair, a Chair. 
Gra. Rodorigo ? 
Fago, He, he. *tis he: 
Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence, 
Ile fetch the General Surgeon. For you, Miſtris, 
Save you your labour. He that lies ſlain here (Cato) 
Was my dear friend. VVhat malice was between you ? 
Caſ. None in the world : nor dol know the man : 


Stay you good Gentlemen. Look you pale Miſtris ? 
Do you perceive the galſtneſs of her eye ? 

Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 

Behold her well : 1 pray you look upon her - 

Do you ſee, Gentlemen? Nay, A will ſpeak 
Though tongues were out of uſe. 

Emil. Alas, what is the matter ? 

VVhat is the matter, husband. 

F.go. (aſſio hath here been ſet on in the dark 

By Rodorzs0, and Fellows that are ſcap'd : 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo quite dead. 

Emil. Alas, good Gentleman : alas, good (afvo. 
Zago. That is the fruits of whoring, Prithee «Emilia, 
Go know of Caſcio where he ſupt to night. 

VVhat do you ſhake at that ? 

Bian. He ſuptat my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 
Faro. Odid he ſo? Icharge you. go with me. 
Emil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet. 

Bian, 1am noStrumpet, but of life as honeſt, 

As you that thus abuſe me. 

Emil. As 1? Fie upon thee. 


| Enter Othello, and Deſdemona in her bed. 


.| Put out the Light, and then put out the Light : 


7ago. VVhatlook you pale? Oh bear him out otlAir. 


| Fago. Rind Gentlemen :; 

Let's go ſee poor Caſio dreſt. 

Come Miſtris, you mult teli*s another Tale. 
e/Emilza, run you to the Cittadel, 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what bath hap'd : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 


Scena Secunda. 


[ Exeunt, 


Othel. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my Soul) 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
[r is the Cauſe, Yet Ile not ſhed her bloud, 
Nor ſcar that whiter skin of hers than Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alabaſter : 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men : 


If I queuch thee, thou flaming Miniſter, 

| can again thy former light reltore, 

Should I repent me. But once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promethear heat 

That can thy Light re-lume. 

When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

[t needs muſt wither. Ple ſmell thee on the tree : 
Oh Balmy breath, that do'ſt almoſt perſwade 
Juſtice to break her Sword. One more, one more ; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt. 
So ſweet, was ne're ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 

But they arecrul tears: this ſorrow's heavenly, 

It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. [ 
Deſ. Who's there ? Othello ? 
Othel. 1, Deſdemons. | | 
Deſ. Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 

Othel. Have you pray'd tonight, Deſdemona, 
Def. I, my Lord. 

Othel., If you bethink your ſelf of any Crime 
UnreconciPd as yet to heaven, and Grace, 

Solicit for it ſtraight. 

Deſ. Alack, my Lord, 

What may you mean by that ? 

Othel, Well, do it,and be brief, I will walk by ? 
[ would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 

No, (Heavens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy Soul. , 
Def. Talk you of killing ? 

Othel. 1, I do. 

Deſ. Then heaven have mercy on me. 

Othel. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. If you ſay ſo, 1 hope you will not kill me. 
Othe. Humh. 

Deſ. And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then. 
When your eyes rowl fo. 

Why I ſhould fear I know not, 

Since guiltineſs I know not : But yet I feel 1 fear 
Othel. Think on thy ſins. . + 

Def. They are love 1 bear to you. 

Othel. 1, and for that thou dy'lt. 
Deſ. That death's uanatural,that kills far loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether-lip ? 

Some bloudy paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 
Theſe are portents : but yet 1 hope, I hope, 

They do not point on me. 

Othel. Peace, and be (till. 

Def. 1 will ſo: what's the matter ? 

Othel. That Handkerchicf 

Which 1 ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'lt Caſſio. 
Deſ. No by my life, and Soul : ſend for the man, 
And ask him. 


Othel. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of aa 
ou 


———— 
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| Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſiv's death : 


? 
| Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in ? wer't good ? 
{ | think ſhe ſtirs again :No, what's beſt todo ? | 


1 Of Sun and Moon: and that tiFaftrighted Globe 
{| Did yawn at Akeration. 
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—— _——-—— 


Thou ar: on thy death-bed. | 
Def. 1, but not yet to die. 
Othe. Preſently, 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy fin : 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong Conception | 
That | dogroan withal, Thou art to die, | 
Deſ. Oh heaven haye mercy on me. 
Othe, 1 ſay , Amen. 
Def. And have you mercy too, I never did . 
Offend you in my life : never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heaven, 
As | might love. I never gave him Token. 
Otch. By heaven I ſaw my Handkerchief in's hand, 
Q perjur*'d woman, thou do'ſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Mucther, which | thought a Sacrifice, 
I ſaw the Handkerchiet. 
Deſ. He found it then : 
[ never gave it him ; Send for him hither : 
Let him confeſs a truth. 
Othe, He hath confeſt.: 
Deſ. What, my Lord ? 
Oth, That he hath us'd thee. 
Deſ. How ? unlawfully ? 
Oth, |. 
Def. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No : his mouth is ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt Fago hath tane order for't. 
Deſ. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead ? 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth, Out Strumpet: weep'ſt thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night, 
Oth, Nay, if you ſtrive. 
Def. But half an hour. 
Oth. Being done, there is no pauſe, | 
Def. But while 1 ſay one prayer. 


Oth. It is too late.  Smothers her. | 


Xmilia at the door. 


e/£mil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ? 
My Lord , my Lord. 
Oth; What noiſe is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead, 
[ that am cruel, am yet merciful, 
| nw not have thee linger in thy pain ? 
50, 10. 
Emil. within. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord? 
Oth, Who's there? 
e/Emil, Oh, my good Lord, 1 wonld ſpeak a word with 


you. 
Oth. Yes: *tis Amilia: by and by. She's dead. 


"The noiſe was high. Hah, no more moving 


If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife : 
My wife, my wiſe, what wife? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! O heavy hour ! 

Methinks,} it ſhould be-.now a huge Eclipſe 


e/Emil. 1 do beſeech you mpg f; 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my Eord. 
” Oth. I had forgat thee ; Oh.come 10, «Emilia. 
Soft, by and by , let me the'Cartains draw, 
Where art thou ? what's the matter with thee now ? 


As 1 have to be hurt. Oh gull, oh do'r, 


Enter Emilia. 


,_—_ Oh , my good Lord, yonders foul Murthers 
Orke. What? now? 
AE 1, Bur now, my Lord, 
, Venr. cis the very error of the Moon, 
vie COM. $ more nearer Earth than ſhe was wont 
Aud maxts men mae. ; 
e/E mil. Caſſin, my Lord, hath killd 
A yuuug, Venetian, call'd R odorieo, 
Oth. Reaerty,o KilPd? and Caſſio kill'd? 
ml Nv, (aſſio is not kill'd. 
Oth. Not Caſſio kili'd ? Then Murther's out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh, 
Def. O fallely, tfalfely murder'd. 
eEmil, Alas! what cry is that? 
Othe. That? what? 
Emil. Our, and alas, that was my Ladies voice 
Help, help hoa, help, Oh Lady Hoek cnaia, ; 
Sweet Deſaemona, oh ſwcet Miltris, ſpeak. 
Def. A guiltleſs death | die. 
e/E£mil. Oh who hath done this deed ? | 
Deſ. No body : I my ſelf, farewel : | 
Commend me to my kind Lord : oh farewel, | 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murd”red ? | 
e/Emil. Alas: who Knows ? | 
Oth, You hear her ſay her ſelf, it was not 1. 
Emil. She ſaid ſo : | muſt needs report the truth, 
Och. She's like a Lier gone to burniog ell , 
'Twas I that kilPd her. 
 _ Oh the more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 
evil. 
Oth. She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore. 
e/Emil, Thou do'ſt bely her, and tnou art a devil, 
Oth. She was falſe as water. 
Emil, Thou art raſhas fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly true. 
Oth. Caſſio did top her : ask thy husbacd elſe. 
O, I weredamn'd beneath all depth in hell : 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounas 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 
Emil. My Husband ? 
Oth. Thy Husband. 
e/Emil, That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock ? 
Oth. I, with Caſſio : had ſhe been true, 
If Heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of oneentire and perfect Chryſolite, 
1d not have ſold her for it. 
Emil, My Husband ? 
Och. 1, *twas he that told me on her firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 
e/Emil, My Husband ? 
Och. What needs this iterance, woman ? 
| ſay thy Husband. 
Emil, Oh Miftris, 
Villany had made mocks with love: 
My Husband fay ſhe was falſe ? 
Othe. He, woman 
| ay thy husband : do'ſt underſtand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband ; honeſt, honeſt 7ago. 
A;mil, If hefayſo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a graina day : he lies to'th"heart, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargain. 
Oth. Hah? 
Emil, Do thy worſt: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy Heaven, 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 
Oth. Peace, you were beſt. 
«Emil. Thou haſt not half that power todo me harm 
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As ignorant as durt : thou haſt done a deed 
Mmm 2 [ care | 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


{I care not tor thy word) I'll make thee known, 
hough 1 loſt twenty lives, Help, help, hoa, help: 
The 4foor hath kill'd my Miſtreſs. Murther, mucther, 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 


Aon, What is the matter ? Fow now, General ? 
eA'mil, Oh, are you come, Fago: You have done wel, 
That men muſt lay their Murthers on your neck. 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
Emil, Diſprove this Villain, if thou be'ſt a man, 
He ſays thou told?ſt him that his wife was falſe : 
[ know thou didſt not : Thou'rt not ſuch a Villaig. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
7azo, I told him what I thought, 
' And rold no more 
Than what he found himſclf was apt and true, 
e/E 14]. But did you ever tell him, 
She was falle ? 
Faro, I did. 
eEnil, You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie : 
| Upon my ſoula Lie; a wicked Lie. 
She falſe with Caſio ? 
Did you ſay with C aſſio ? 
| Fazo. With Caſſio, Miſtreſs, 
Go to, charm your tongue. 
e/£mil, | will not charm my tongue ; 
[ am bound to ſpeak, 
My Miſtreſs here lies murthered in her bed. 
| At, On heavens forefend. 
e/£mil. And your reports have ſet the Murther on, 
Orhel. Nay, ſtare not, Maſters, 
lt is true indeed. 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange Truth. 
©3ſont, Oh monſtrous ACt. 
Emil. Villany, villany, villany : 
[ think vpon't, I think: 1ſmel't : O Villany: 
I thought ſo then : I'll kill my ſelf for grief, 
O viilany, villany? 
7aso. What, are you mad? 
| charge you, get you home, 
Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak : 
"Tis proper I obey him; but not now - 
Perchance, Fago, I will ne're go home. 
Othel. Oh, oh, oh. 
eAml, Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haſt kild the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That e're did lift up eye. 
Othel, Oh ſhe was foul / 
[ ſcarce did know you, Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whoſe breath (indeed) theſe hands have newly ſtopp'd: 
[| know this A ſhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona : 
| am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him ; and pure grict 
Shore his old thred in twain. Did he live now, 
This ſignt would make him do a deſperate turn : 
Yea, cutſe his better Angel from his ſide, 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Othel. *Tis pitiful, but yet 7ago knows, 
That ſhe with {aſſo hath the aCt of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confelt it, 
And ſhe did gratifie his amorous works, 
With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which 1 firſt gave her ; I ſaw it in his hand: 
It was a Handkerchief, an Antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil, Oh heaven ! Oh heavenly Powers! 
Jago, Come, hold your peace. 
e/Emil. *Twill out. *Twill out, I peace ? / 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the North, | 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak. 


| But every Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 


| So come my ſoul to bliſs, as 1 ſpeak true: 


Here is my Journeys end, here is my But, 


Do you go back diſmaid ? *Tis a loſt fear, 


Now : How doſt thou look now ? Oh 1ll-Starr'd wench, 
Pale as thy Smock : When we ſhall meet at compr, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 

And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl ? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave! 

Whip me, ye Devils, 

From the poſſeſſion of this beavenly ſight : 

Blow me about in winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſteep.down gulfs of liquid Fire. 


Emil, | will not. 

Gra. Fic, your ſword upon a woman. 

Emil, Oh, thou dull Moor, 

Fhat Handkerchief thou ſpeak'ſt of 
| found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often, with a ſolemn earneſtneſs, 
(More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifle) 
He begg'd of me, to ſteal it. 

Zago. Villanous Whore, 

e/£mil. She give it Caſſio? AlasI found it, 
And I did giv't my husband, 

Zago Filth, thou lieſt, 

e/Emil. By heaven I do not, I do not, Gentlemen - 
On murd*rous Coxcomb, what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a wife ? 

Othel. Are there no ſtones in heaven, 
But what ſerve for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villain. 

Gra, The woman falls : 
Sure he hath kilPd his Wife. 

Emil. |, I; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs ſide, 

Gra. Hc's gone, but his Wife's kilP'd. | 

e Hon. *Tisa notorious Villain : take you this weapon, | 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather : PII atter that ſame Villain, 
For *tis a damned Slave, [ Ext. } 
Othel. I am not valiant neither : | 
But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 
Let it go all. 
e/Emil, What did thy Song boad, Lady ? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me? I will play the Swan, 
And die in Muſick : Willough, willough, willough. 
Moor, (he was chaſt : ſhe lov'd thee, cruel oor : | 


So ſpeaking as [| think, alas, I die. 

Othel. 1 have another weapon in this Chamber, 
[t was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks temper : 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth, 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear ; 
Thou baſt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 
Othel. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or naked as I am I will aſſault thee, 

Gra. What isthe matter ? 

Othel. Behold, I have a weapon : 

A better never did it (elf ſuſtain 

Upon a Souldiers Thigh. I have ſeen the day 

That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 

[ bave made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times you ſtop. But (oh vain boaſt) 
Who can controul his fate ?-*Tis not ſo now, 

Be not afraid, though you do ſee rfie weapon'd : 


And very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 


Man but a Ruſh againſt Ocbelo's breaſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go? 


Oh Deſdemona! Dead, Deſdemona: Dead, dead. Ob, oh! 


Enter Lodovico, Caſſio, Montano, and Jago 
', with Officers. 


Lod, Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man ? 


Zago. Be wiſe and get you home, 


Othel. That's he that was Orhello: Here 1 am. 


Lod 


— 
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Lod. Where is that Viper ? 
{ Bring the Villain forth, 
Oth. | look down towards his feat ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, Lcannoy kill thee, 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 
ago. I bleed,$ir, -but not, Fild. | 
Oth, I am not ſotcy neither, I'd have thee live : 
For ia my ſenſe, *tis happineſs to die. % 
Lod. Oh thou, Othello, that was once ſo good; 
Faln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 
Oth, Why any thing : 
An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did hate, but all in Honour, 
Lod. This wretch bath part contelt his Villaoy : 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's Death ? 
Oth, |. 
Caſ. Dear General, I never gave you cauſe, 
Oth. I do believe it, andI ask ww pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy. Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soul and Body, 
Jag, Demand me nothing : what you know, you know : 
From this time forth, I never will ſpeak word. 
Led. What? not to pray ? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 
Oth, Well, thou do'lt beſt. 
Lad. Sir, 
You ſhall underſtand what hath befaln, 
(Which as [| think, you know not) here is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Roderigo, 
And here another, the one of them imports 
The Death of Caſſio, to be undertook 
By Rodersgo. 
Oth. O Villain ! 
Caſſio. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſs. 
Led. Now, here's another diſcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too: and this it ſeems 
00 meant t'haye ſent this damned Villain : 
But that (belike) Fago in the interim 
Came in, and fatish'd him. . 
Oth. Oh thou pernicious Caitiff : 
How came you (Caſſio,) by that Handkerchicf 
That was my Wives ? 
Caf. 1 found it in my Chamber : 
And he himſelf confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpecial purpoſe, 
Which wr to his deſire. 
Oth, O Fool; Fool, Fool ! 
Caſ. There is beſides, in Roderigo's Letter, 
How he upbraids Fago, that he made him 


Killing my ſelf, todie upon a kiſs. 


Brave me upon the Watch: whereon it came 
That I was caſt : and even but now be ſpake 
{ Aﬀter long ſeeming dead) Fago hurt him, 
Z ago ſet him on. 
Lod. You muſt forſake this room, and go with us: 


Your power, aud yougtomand' is taken off, 


Add Caſio rules in Cyprus, For this Slave, 
If there be any cunnug Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
[c ſhall be his You (hall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be known 
To the Yenetian State, Cone, bring away, 

Oth. Soft you ; a word or two before you go : 
[ have done the State ſome ſervice, and they know't : 
No more of taat. | pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky dgeds relate, 
Speak of me, as | am. Nothin extenuate, 
Nor ſet down ought in malice. 
Then muſt you ſpeak, 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well : 


Of one, not calily*Jcalous, but being wrought, 
| Perplexed ig theextream: Of one, whoic hand 
(Like the baſe Indian) threw a Pearl away 


Richer than all his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 


Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gum. Set you down this : 
And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the Srate, 

| took by th? throat the circumciſed Dog, 
And ſmote him, thus. 


Led. Oh bloudy period. 

Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 

Oth. I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee : -No way but this, 
 ſelt [ Dries. 
Cs}. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon: 


For he was great of heart. 


Lod. Oh Spartan Dog: 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger. or the Sea : 


Look on the Tragick Loading of this Btd : 
This is thy work : 

The Object poyſons ſight, 

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houſe, 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Afoor, 
For they ſucceed on you. To'you, Lord Governour, | 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſh Villain : | 
The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 
My ſelf will ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 
This heavy ACt, with heavy heart, relate. 


LExeunt. 


— — = 
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THE 


TRAGEDY 


OF 


ANTHONY and CLEOPATR A. 


Enter Demetrius, and Philo. 
A Y, but this dotage of our General 
O're-flows the meaſure : 


N Thoſe his goodly Eyes 


That o're the Files and Muſters of the War, 


| Have glow'd like plated ears, 


Now bend, now turn 

The Office and Devotion of their view 

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captains heart, 
Which in the ſcuffles of great fights hath bucſt 
The Buckles on his breſt, reneges all temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gypſies Luſt. 


Enter Anthony, and Cleopatra , her Ladies, the Train, 
with Eunuchs fanning her. 


Look where they come : | 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſee him 
The tripple Pillar of the World transform'd 
Into a Strumpets Fool. Behold and ſee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 
<Ant. There's beggery inthe love that can be reckon'd. 
(leo. VII ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thon needs find out new Heaven, 
new Earth. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


' Me. News (my good Lord) from Rome, 

Ant. Rate me, the ſumm. 

Cleo. Nay hear them Anthony. 
Fulvia petchance is angry : or who knows, 
If the ſcarce-bearded Ceſar have not ſent 
His ful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that : 
Perform't, or elſe we dama thee. 

An, How, my Love ? 

(leo. Perchance? Nay, and molt like ; 
You muſt not ſtay here longer, your diſmiſſion 
Is come from Ceſar, therefore hear it Anthony. 


Call in the Meſſengers: as I am Egypes Queen, 

Thou bluſheſt Anthony, and that bloud of thine 

ls Ceſar: Homager : elſe ſo thy Cheeks pay ſhame, 

When ſhrill-tongu'd Fulvia ſcolds. The Meſſengers. 
Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 

Of the raign'd Empire fall : Here is my ſpace, 


| 


— IR 


Where's Fulvia's Proceſs ? (Ceſars | would lay) both? 


| 


—— 


eAGus Primes. Scena Prima. 


Kingdoms are Clay : Our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſs of life . 
Is todo thus: when ſuch a mutual pair, 
And ſuch a twain can do't, in which I bind, 
On pain of puniſhment, the World to weet 
We ſtand up Peerleſs. 
Cleo, Excellent falſhood : 
Why did he marry Falvia, and not love her ? 
PIl ſeem the Fool I am not. Anthony will be himſelf. 

Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra. 

Now for the love of love, and her ſoft hours, 

Let's not confound the time with Conference harſh; 
There's-not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtretch . 
Without ſome pleaſure now. What ſport to night ? 

(leo. Hear the Ambaſſadors. 

Ant. Fie wrangling Queen : | 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep : whoſe every paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make it ſelf (in Thee) fair, and admir'd, 

No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
We'll wander through the ſtreets, and note 


The qualities of people Come my Queen, 
Laſt night you did defire it. Speak = to us. 
[ Exernnt with the Tyr ain, 


Dem, Is Czſar with Anthoniw priz'd fo flight ? 

Philo. Sir, ſometimes when he is not Luthory, 
He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
Which ſtill ſhould go with Anthony. 

Dem. | am full forry, that he approves the common 
Lyar, who thus ſpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
of better deeds tomorrow. Reſt you happy. [Exeurt. 


Enter Enobarbus, Lamprins, « Sootbſayer, Rannius, 
Lacillivs, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, the 
Funuch, and Alexas. 


Char. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, molt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute eAlexas, where's the Sooth 
ſayer that you prais'd to th' Queen ? Oh ! that I knew 


this Husband, which you ſay, .muſt change his Horns 


with Garlands. 
eAlex. Soothſayer. 
Sub. Your will ? 
Char. Is this the Man ? Is't you, Sir, that know things ? 
Sooth, In Natures infinite Book of Secrecy, a little 1 
can read. 
Alex. Shew him your hand. 
Enob. Bring in the Banquet quickly : Wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 
Char. Good Sir, give me gool Fortune. 


Sooth. 


- 
< 
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Sooth. I make not, but foreſee. 
Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 
Sooth, You ſhall be yet far faicer than you are; 
Char. He means in fleſh. 
Iras. No, you fhall paint when you are old, 
- Char. Wrinkles forbid. 
Alex. Vex not his patience, be attentive, 
Char. Huſh, 
Seoth. You ſhall be more beloving, than beloved. 
Char, 1 had rather heat my Liver with drinking, 
Alex. Nay, hear him. 
Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune, Let me be 


| Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow tliem 


all : Let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of 7ewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Oftavins 
Ceſar, and Companion me with my Miſtreſs. 

Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you ſerve. 

Char. Oh excellent, 1 love long life better than Figs, 

Sooth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former For. 
tune, than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then belike my Children ſhall have no names: 
Prithee how many Bayes and Wenches mult I haye ? 

Sooth, If every of your wiſhes had a Womb, and fore- 
tel every wiſh, a Million. 

Char. Out Fool, I forgive thee for a Witch, 

Alex. You think none but your ſheets are privy to your 
wiſhes, 

Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

Enob, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunk to Bed, 

Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elle. 


Char. E'ne as the o'ce-flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- (%e 


mine, 

Iras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothſay. 

Char, Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognoſti- 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fartune. 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how, give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have ſaid. 

Iras, Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I : where would you choaſe it ? 

Iras. Not in my Husbands Noſe. 

Char. Our worſer thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alexas. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 


'1 Marry a Womaa that cannot go, ſweet Js, I beſeech thee, 


and let her die too, and give him a worſe, and let worſe 
follow worſe, till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good fs, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight : 
good Iſs, I beſeech thee. | 

Char, Amen, deas Goddeſs , hear that Prayer of the 
people, For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckold'd : therefore, dear Iſis, keep decorum, 
and Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. eAmen,. 

Alex. Loe now, if it lay in their hands-to make me a 
Cuckold , they would make themfelves Whores , but 
they'd do't.' 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Eb. Huſh, Here comes Anthony. 
Cy. Not he, the Queen, 
Cleo. Saw you my Lord ? 
£10b, No,Lady. 
Clco. Was he not here? 
Char. No, Madam. , 
lev. He was diſpoy'd to mirth, but on the ſudden 
A Roman thought had ſtruck him, | 


Enaparbus, 


Engb. Madan, | 

Cleo, Seek him,and bring tir? hither: where's Alex: 

Alex. Here at your feryice. 
My Lord approaches. 


Enter Anthony with « Meſſenger. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him : | 
Go with us. , LExeunt 
eHeſſ. Fulvia thy Wite, @ 

Firſt came into the Field, 
Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucius. 
ef]. |, bur ſoon that VVar had end, 
=_ _ times _ 
ade Fricnds of them, joiating their force *gainſt Colar. | 
V Vhoſe better iſſue in the vVar of 1taly, pd 
Upon the firſt encounter drave them. 
Am. VVell, what worſt. | 
Meſſ. The nature of bad news infefts the Teller, 
Ant, V'Vhen it concerns the Fool or Coward: On. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. *Tis thus, 
VVho tells metrne, though in his Tale lye Death, 
I hear him as he flatter'd. 
eUeſſ. Labienus (this is ſtif-news) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Aſia : from Emphrates his conquering 
Banner ſhook, from Syri« to Lydia, 
And to loma, whilſt 
eAnt. Anthony thou would'ſt fay. 
M:ſſ. Oh, my Lord, 
Am. Speak to me home, 
Mince not the general tongue, name 
atra as ſhe is calPd in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvsa's e, and taunt thy faults 
With ſuch full Li as both Truth and Malice 
Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye ſtill, and our ills rold us 
Is as our Ear-ring are : fare thee well a while. 
Meſſ. At your Noble pleaſure. [Exit Meſſenger. | 
| 


—_———___—— —C_ 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Ant. From Scicion how the news? ſpeak there. 
1 Meſſ. The man from Scicion, 
[s there ſuch an one ? 
2 Meſſ. He ſtayes upon you will. 
Ant, Let him appear : 
Theſe ſtrong Fg yprian Fetters I muſt break, 
Or loſe my ſelf in dotage. 


Enter another Meſſenger with a Letter. 


What are you? 
3 Meſſ. Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 
36. In Seven, ber length of fcknel 
+ In Scicion, her of ſickneſs, 
With what elſe more ſerious, 
Import to thee to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me, OY 
There's a great ſpirit gone, thus did Idefire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from ns, 
We wiſh it ours again, the preſent pleaſure, 

By revolution lowring, does become 

The oppoſite of it ſelf : ſhe's good being gone, | 
The hand could pluck her back, that ſhov'd her on. 
| muſt from this Queen break off: 

Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills I know 
My idleneſs doth hatch. 


Enter Enobarbis. 
How now, Enobarbis. 
Enob. What's your pleaſiire, Sir ? 


Ant. 1 muſt with haſt from hence. 


Snob. | 


ht. : 


— 
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Eno: Why then we kill all ozr Women. | We ſec bow 
mortal an unkindneſs is to them, ifthey ſuffer our depar- 
cure, death's the word. 

Am, | mult be gone, ; 

Eo. Under a compelling an occaſion, let women die. 
[t were pitry to caſt ghem away for nothing, though be- 
eween tiiem and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaſt noiſe of this, 
dies initantly : I have ſeen her, die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment: I do think there is mettle in death, which 
commits ſome loving act upon her, ſhe. hath ſuch a celerity 
in dying. 

Ant, Sne is cunning paſt mans thought. 

Eno, Alack, Sir, no, her paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, ſighs and tears : they are greater ſtorms 
and Tempeſts than Almanacks can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her ; if it be, ſhe makes a ſhowre of Rain as 
well as Jove. . 

Ant. Would I had never ſeen her. 

Ene, Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful piece 
of work, which not to have been bleſt withal, would have 
diſcredited your Travel, | 

Ant, Fulvia is Gead. 

Eno. Sir! 

eAaut. Fulvia is Gead» 

Eno. Fulvia ? 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno. Why Sir, give the gods a thankful Sacrifice : when 
it pleaſeth their Deities to take the wife of a man from 
him, it ſhews to man the Tailors of the earth : comforting 
therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are mem- 
bers to make new. If there were no more, women but Ful- 
vi2,then had you indeed a cuit,and the cafe to be lamented : 
chis grief is crown'd with Conſolation, your old Smock 
brings forth a new Petticoat,and indeed the tears live in an 
Onion, that ſhould water this ſorrow... 

Ant, The buſineſs ſhe, hath broached.ia the State, 
Cannot cndure my abſence. | 

Eno. And the buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly 
depends on your aboad, 

Ant. No more like Anſwers : 

Let our Officers 

Have notice what we propoſe. I ſhall break 

The cauſe of our Exp:dience to the Queen, 

And get her love to part, For notalone 

Thedeath of + «/via, with more urgent touches 

Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us : but the letters too 

Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 

Petition us at home, Sextus Pompeins 

Hath given thee dare to Ceſar, and commands 

The Empire of the Sea. Our ſlippery people 

Whoſe love is never link'd to the deferver, 

Till his deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 

! Pompey the great, andall his dignities 

| Upon his Son, who high in Name and Power, 

| Higher than both in bloud and life, ſtands up 

| For the main Souldier. Whoſe quality going on, 

| The ſides oth*world may danger. . Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courſers hare, hath yet bur liſe, 
And got a Serpents poyſon. Say our pleaſure, 
To ſuch whoſe place is under us, requires 

Our quick remove from hence. 

E:.o. | (hall dot, 


[_Exxeunt, 


| | 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras, 


Cl:o, Where is he? 
Char. I did not ſee him (ince, 
Cleo. See where he is, 
Who's with him, what he do's : 
| did not ſend you. If you find him ſad, 


| And quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
| By any deſperate change : My more particular, 


That 1 am ſudden ſick, Quickly, and return. 
Cha, Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 
Ceo. What ſhould I do, I do not ? 
Char, In each thing give him way, croſs hint in nothiog. 
Cleo. Thou teachelt like a fool: the way to loſe him, 
Char. Tempt him not ſo too far. I wiſh forbear, 
[n time we hage-that which we often fear, 


Enter Anthony. 


But here comes Anthony, 
Cleo. T am Sick, and ſullen, 
Ant. 1 am ſorry to give breathing to my purpoſe, 
Cleo, Help me away, dear Charmian, 1 ſhall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the ſides of Nature 
Will not ſuſtain it. 
| Ant, Now, my dereſt Queen. 
Cleo, Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
Ant, What's the marter ? 


| What! ſaies the married woman you may go? 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come, 
' Let her not ſay *tis I that keep you here, 
[ have no power upon yon: Hers you are. 
Ant, The gods beſt know. 
Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the firſt 
[ ſaw the treaſons planted. 
eAnt. Cleopatra. 
Clea, Why ſhould I think you can bt mine, and true 
( Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throned gods ) 
Who have been falſe to Fylvia ? 
Riotous madneſs, * 
To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made vows, 
Which break themſelves in ſwearing. 
eAnt. Moſt ſweet Queen. 
Cleo, Nay pray you ſeek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go : 
When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for words ; No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Bliſs in our brows bent : none our parts ſo poor, 
But was a race of Heaven. They are ſo ſtil), 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 
Ant. How now, Lady ? 
Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou ſhould*ſt know 
There were a heart in Egypr. 
Ant, Hear me, Queen: 
The ſtrong neceſlity of time, commands 
Our ſervices a while : but my full heart 
Remains 1n uſe with you. - Our 1taly 
Shines 0're with civil Swords z Sextus Pomperes 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeſtick powers, 
Breed ſcrupulous faftion : the hated grown to ſtrength 
Are newly grown to Love : the condewn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his Fathers honour, creeps a pace 
[nto the hearts of ſuch, as have not thrived 
Upon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 


And that which moſt with you ſhould ſave my going, 
Is Falvia's death. ; 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not gre me freedom, 
It does from childiſhneſs. Can Falvi« die ! 
An. She's dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy Soveraign leiſure read 
The Garboyls ſhe awak?d : at the laſt, beſt, 
See when, and where ſhe died. 
Cleo. O moſt falſe love / 


Say | am dancing : if in mirth, report 


Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhould'ſt fill 


Cleo. 1 know by that ſame eye there's ſome good news. | 


With | 


unggy” 


} 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


With ſorrowful water ? nowl ſee, 1 ſee, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd ſhall be, 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The purpoles | bear : which are, or ceale, 
As you ſhall give th'advice. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus (lime, I go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect'lt. 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charman, come, 
But let it be, 1 am quickly il}, and well, 
So Anthony loves. 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true evidence to his Love, which ſtands 
An honoucable Trial. 
Cleo, So Falvia told me. 
[ prithee tura aſide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adicu to me, and fay the tears 
Belong to Egypr. Good now, play one Scene 
Ofexcellent diſſembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ? 
{eo. You can do better yet : but this is meetly, 
Ant. Now by my Sword. 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 
But this is not the beſt, Look prithee, Charman, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant, Vig leave you Lady. 
Cle. Courteous Lord, one word: 
Sir, you and | muſt part, but that's not it : 
Sir, you and [ have loy'd, but there's not it : 
That you know well, ſomething it is L would + 
Oh, my oblivion is a very Anthony. 
And 1 am all forgotten. 
Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds idleneſs your ſubject, I ſhould take you} 
For Idleneſs it ſelf. 
Cleo, *Tis ſweating labour, 
To bear ſuch idleneſs ſo near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to yau. Your honour calls you hence. 
Therefore be deaf to my unpittied Folly, 
And all the gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell'd victory, and ſmooth ſuccels 
Be ſtrew'd befare your feet, 
Ant. Let us go. 
Come : Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And l hence fleering, here remain with thee, 
Away, LExeunt. 


Enter Oftavius reading 4 Letter, Lepidus, 
and their 'Traiv. 


Ceſ. You may ſee Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Ce/ars Natural voice, to hate 


1 Onegreat Competitor. From Alexandria 


This is the news : he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 

The Lamps of night in revells: Is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra : nor the Queen of Ptolomy 

More Womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 

Or did vouchſafe to think he had Partners, You 
Shall find there a man, who is tVabſtract of all faults; 
That all men follow, | 

Lep. I muſt not think 
There are evils enow to darken all his goodneſs, 

His favlts in him, ſeemas the ſpots of Heaven, 
More fiery by nights blackneſs ; Hereditary, 

Rather than purchaſt : what he cannot change, 
Than what he choofes. be, 

Ceſ. You are too indulgent. Let's grant it 1s 
Amiſs to tumble on the bed of Pralomy, 

To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 


C——_—_— 
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And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
Toreelthe ſtreets at Noon, and itand the Buffet 


With knaves that ſmell of ſweat : Say this becames him 


( As his compofure muſt be rare indeed, 

V Vhom theſe things cannot blemiſh ) yet m 
No way excule his toys, when we do bear 
50 great weig!t in his Lightacts, If he 61d 
His vacancy with his Voluptuouſnels, 

Ful! ſurtzits, aad the dringls of bis boncs, 
Call on vim for't. Gut to contound ſucn time, 

'Y at Ct ums £m from his ſport, an4 i pcaks as loud 
A: his own State, aa1 ou:s, *tis 10s hid : 

As we rare Bojes, who being mature in knowledge 
Paw their experience to their preſent pleaſure ; 
Aad ſo rebel to judgement. : 


Enter a Mcſſ:oger. 


Lep. Here's more news. 


ach ny 


Mef. Thy biddings have been Cone, and every hour 


Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is (trong at Sca, 
And it appears, he is belov'd of thoſe 
That only have fear'd Ceſar : to the ports 
The diſcontents repair, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 
Ceſ. I ſhould have known no leſs, 
[t hath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſht, until he wete : 
And the ebb'd man, 
Ne're lov'd till ne're worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the ſtream, 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying tyde 
To rot it ſelf with-motion. 
' Meſ. Ceſar, | bring thee ward, 
Mmecratesand Menas, famous Pyrates, 
Make the Sea ſerve them, which they ear and wound 
VVith knells of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in /taly, the borders Maritime 
Lack bloud to think on't, and fleſi) yeuth torevolr, 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but "tis as ſoon 
Taken as ſeen: for Pompeyes name ſtrikes more 
Thancould his V Var reliſted, 
Ceſar. Anthony. 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſals. VVhen thou once 
V Vert beaten from Medena, where thouflew'it 
Hirtius and Panſas Conſuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou foughrſt againſt, 
( Though daintily brought up ) with patience more 
Than Savages cou'd ſuffer. Thoudidſt drink 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded Puddle 


V Vhich Beaſts would cough at. Thy pallat then dil Jain 


The rovgheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge. 


| Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Palture ſhects, 


The barks of trees thou browled*ſt. On the Alps, 
[t is reported thou did'lt eat ſtrange fleſh, 

V Vhich ſome did die to look on : and all this 

( It wounds thine honour that 1 ſpeak it now ) 


. V Vas born fo like a Souldiers, that thy cheek 


So much as I lank'd not. 

Lep. *Tispitty of him. 

Ceſ. Let his ſhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, *tis time we twain 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Field, and to that end 
Alle mble we inamediatly councel, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idleneſs. 

Lep, To: morrow,' Ceſar, 
l ſhall de furnifh'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by Seca and Land 1 can be able 
To front this preſent time. | 


( wel. 


Ceſ. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſs too. Fare. 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you ſhall know mean time 


Of ſtirs abroad, l ſhall befeech you, Sic, 
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To let me be partaker. 
Ceſ. Doubt not, fir, | knew it for my bond, [Exemm. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char. Madam. 
{leo, Ha, ha, give me to drink <andragoras, 
Char, Why, Madam ? ; 
Cleo. That 1 might ſleep out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony 1s away. 
Coar. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O *tis treaſon, 
Char. Madam, 1 truſt not ſo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch e Hardian ? 
Mar. What's your highnelſs pleaſure ? 
Co. Not now to hear thee ſing. I take no pleaſure 
[n ought an Funuch has; ?*Tis well forthee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Eyypr, Halt thou AﬀeCtions ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo, Indeed ? | 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done: 
Yet have I fierce Aﬀections, and think 
What Yenus did with e Hars. 
Cleo. Oh (harmian ; 
Where thiak'ſt thou he is now ? Stands, or ſits he ? 
Or does he walk? Oris he on his horſe ? 
Oh happy horſe to bear the weight of Anthony ! 
Do bravely, horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou moy'ſt, 
The demy Arlas of this Earth, the Arme 
And Burgonet of man. He's ſpeaking now. 
O: mui muring, where's my Serpent of old Nile, 
( For lo he call's me :) Now I feed my ſelf 
| With molt delicious poyſon. Think on me 
That am with Phazbus amorous pinches black, 
| And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted (ſar, 
When thou walt here above the ground, | was 
A morſel of a Monarch ; and great P 
Would ſtand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor his aſpect, and die 
With looking on his life, 


Enter Alexas from Czlar. 


Alex. Soveraign of Ezypt, hail, 

Cleo. How much art thou like Mark Anthony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave ark Anthony ? 

Acx. Laſt thing hedid ( dear Queen) 

He kiſt the laſt of many doubled kiſſes, 
This Orient Pearl. His ſpeech ſticks in my heart. 

Cleo, Mineear muſt pluck it thence. 

Alex, Good friend, quoth he : 

Say the firm Roman to great Eoypr ſends 

[his treaſure of an Oyſter : at whoſe foot 

To mend the petty preſent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne, with Kingdoms. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou) ſhall call her Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And ſoberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ſpoke, 
Was beaſtly dumb by him. 

Cleo. What was he fad or merry ? 

Ale. Like to the time oth*year, between the extreams 
-Of hot and cold, he was not ſad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided diſpoſition : Note him : 
Note him good Charmian, *tis the many but note him, 
He was not ſad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
That make their looks by his. He was'not merry, 
Which ſeem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
[n Egypt with his joy, but between both, 

Oh heavenly mingle ? Beſt thou ſad, or merry, 


The violeace of either thee becomes, 
Sodo's it no manelſe. Met'ſt thou my Poſts ? 

Alex. I, Madam, twenty ſeveral Meſſengers, 
Why do you ſend fo thick ? 

Cleo. Who's born that day, when I forget to ſend to 
Anthony, ſhall die a Begger. Ink and paper, Charmian. 
VVelcom my good Alexas. Did I, Charmian, ever love 
Ceſar io? | 

Char. Oh that brave Ceſar. 

Cleo. Be choak'd with ſuch another Emphaſis, 

Say the brave Athony, 
Char. The valiant Ceſar. 
Cleo. By Iſis, I will give thee bloudy teeth, 
[f thou with Ceſar Paragon again 
My man of men, 
Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 
[| Sing but after you. 
Clee, My Sallad dayes, 
When I was green in judgement, cold in bloud, 
To fay, as I ſaid then. But come, away, 
Get me Ink and Paper, 
He ſhall have every day ſeveral greetings, or le unpeople 
SA£gyptr. Exennt. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, aud Menas 37: 
Warlike manner. 


Pom. If the great gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The deeds of juſteſt men. 
Mene, Rnow worthy Pompey, that which they do delay, 
they not 4eny. 
Pom. While we are ſuitors to their Throne,decayes the 
thing we ſue for. 
Mene. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe Powers 
Deny us for our good : ſo find we profit 
By loſing of our Prayers. 
Pom. I ſhall do well : 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine 
My powers are Creſcent, and my Auguring hope 
Says it will come to th'full. efark eAnthony 
in «£gype lits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without dogrs. Ceſar gets mony where 
He loſes hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is ftatter*d : but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Mene, Ceſar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 
Pom, Where have you this ? *Tis falſe. 
Mene. From Silvia, Sir. 
Pom, He dreams: I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony : but all the charms of Love, 


| Salt Cleopatra ſoften thy wand lip, 


Let withcraft join with beauty : Luſt with both, 
Tie vp the Libertine in a field of Feaſts, 
Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks, 


| Sharpen with cloyleſs ſawce his Appetite. 


That ſleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour 
Even "till a Lethied dulneſs . ; 


Enter Varrius. 


How now Varrins ? 
Var. This is moſt certain, that I ſhall deliver : 
Mark, Anthony is every hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from egypt, *tis 
A ſpace for farther travel. 
Pom. I could have given lefs matter 
A better ear, AMenas, Idid not think 
This amorons Surfeiter would have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a petty War : His Souldierſhip 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſticring , 
Can from the lap of «/£gypr's Widow pluck » 
| he 
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The near Luſt-wearied Anthony. 

<Mene. | cannot hope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well greet together : 
H1s Wife that's dead, did treſpaſles to Ceſar, 
His Brother warr'd upon him, alchough | think 
Not mov'd by Anthony. 

Pom, I know not, e Mena, 
How Icſſer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them all : 
'Twere pregnant they ſhould ſquare between themſelves, 
Far they have eatertained caute enough 
To draw their Swards : but how the fear of us 
May Cement their diviſions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Be't as our gods will have't ;, it only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe onr ſtrongelt hands : 
Come, e Menas. 


Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


[ Exeunt. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, *tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captain 
To ſofc and gentle ſpeech, 
£nob. I ſhall intreat him 
Toanſwer like himſelf : if Ceſar move him, 
Let «Anthony look over Ceſar's head, 
And ſpeak as loud as ears. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Anthomo's Beard, 
I would not ſhave't to day. 
Lep. 'Tis not a time for private ſtomaching, 
Enob. Every time ſerves for the matter that is then born 
inc. 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Enob. Not if the ſmall come firſt. 
Lep. Your ſpeech is paſſion : but pray you ſtir 
No Embers up. Here comes the Noble e Anthony. 


Enter Anthony «nd Ventidius, 
Enob. And yonder (ſar, 
Enter Cz\ar, Mecznas, and eAgrippa. 


Ant. If we compoſe well here, to Parthia. 
Hark, Yentidies. 
Ceſ. 1 do not know, Mecenas, ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner ation rend vs. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Thea noble Partners, 
The rather, for I earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt terms, 
Nor curſtneſs grow to th*matter. 
Ant. *Tis ſpoken well : 
Were we before our Armies and to fight, 
I ſhould do thus, 
{«f. Welcom to Rome. 
Ant, Thank you. 
Ceſ. Sit. 
Ant, Sit , Sir. 
Ceſ. Nay then. 
Ant. 1 learn you take things ill, which are not fo : 
Or being, concern you nor. : ; 
Caf. | muſt be laught at, if, or for nothing, or a little, 
Should ſay my ſelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly 'th*world. More laught at, that 1 ſhould 
Once name youderogately : whento ſound your name 
[t not concern'd me, 
Ant. My being in <gypt, Ceſar, what was't to you ? 
Ceſ. No more than my reſiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in «gype - yet if you there 
Did practiſe on my ſtate, your being in «£gypt 


[ Flonriſh, 


- | Of what I was i*th*morning : but next day 


Might be my queltion. 

Ant. How intend you, prattis'd ? 

Ceſ. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me, and their conteſtation 
Was Theam for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant, You do miſtake your buſineſs, my brother never 
Did urge me in his Act: 1 did inquire it, 

And have my learning from ſome true reports 

ſhat drew their Swords with you. Did he not rather 
Diſcredit my Authority with yours, 

And make the wars alike againſt my Stomach, 
Having alike your cauſe? Of this, my Letters 
Before did ſatisfie you. If you patch a quarrel : 

As matter whole you have to take it with, 

It muſt not be with this. 

Ceſ. You praiſe your ſelf, by laying defeCts of judge- 
ment to me : but you patch up your excuſes. 

eAnt, Not ſo, not fo: 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 

Very neceſlity of this thonght, that 1 

Your partner in the cauſe 'gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with graecful eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

| would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 

The third oth world is yours, which-with a Snaffle, 
You may pace ecafie, but not ſuch a wife. 

Enob. Would we had all ſuch wives, that the men might 
go to wars with the women. 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles (Ceſar) 
Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrewdneſs of policy too: I yay grant, 

Did you too much diſquiet, for that you muſt, 
But ſay I could not help it. 

Ceſ. I wrote to you, when rioting in AMexardria you 
Did re up my Letters: and with taunts 
Did beg my Miſlive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted, then : 
Three Kings had newly feaſted, and did want 


I told him of my ſelf, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife : if we contend 
Out of our queſtion wipe him. 

Ceſ. You have broken the Article of your Oath, which 
you (hall never have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Ceſar. 

Ant. No, Lepidas, let him ſpeak, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppoling that I lackt it : but on, Ceſar, 
The Article of my Oath. 

Ceſ. To lend me Arms, and aid when requir'd them, 
The which you both denied. 

ent. Neglected rather. 

And then when poylſoned hours had bound me vp 
From mine own knowledge, as nearly as I may, 
Ple piay the penitent to you. But mine honelty, 
Shall not make poor my.greatneſs, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Faulvia, 

To have me out of E:ypt, made Wars here, 

For which my ſelf, the ignorant motive, do 

So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 

To ſtoop in ſuch a caſe. 

Lep. "Tis nobly ſpoken. 

Mece. If it might pleaſe you, toenforce no further 
The griefs between ye : to forget them quite. 

Were to remember, that the preſent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily ſpoken, eHecenas. ; 

Eno. Or if you borrow one anothers love for the inſtant, 
you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return 
it again : you ſhall have time to wrangle in, when you | 
have nothing elſe to do. 

Ant, Thou art a Souldier, only ſpeak no more. 


Enob, | 
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Erobar, That truth ſhould be ſilent, 1 had almoſt for- 
or. 
Arth. You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeak no 
mere, 
Enob. Go tothen : your Conſiderate ſtone. 
{eſar.. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 
Tae manner of his ſpeech : fort cannot be, 
\Ve ſhall remain ia friendſhip, ouc conditions 
So differing in their aCts, Yet if [| knew, 
Whet Hoop ihould hold us ſtaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world, I wou!d purſue it. | 
Azeri. Give me leave, Ceſar. 
Caſ. Speak, , Agrippa. 
Agri. Thou halt a Siſter by thy Mother's ſide, admir'd 


> Otavia ? Gr:at Mark Antbony is now a Widower, 


Ceſ. Say not, ſay eAgrippa it Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof were well deſerved of raſhnels. 
Ant. 1 am not married, Ceſar : let me hear eAgrippa 
furcher ſpeak. | 
A.ri. To hold you in perpetual amitie, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an uaſlipping knot, take eLnthony 
Otavia to bis wife: whoſe beauty claims 
No worſe a | uzband than the beſt of men: 
Whoſe vi tue, and whoſe general graces ſpeak 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All I ttle Jealouſies which now ſeem great, 


| And all great fears, which row import their dangers, 


Would thn be nothing. Truths would be tales, 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both. 
\V.uld e:ch to other, and all loves to both 
Draw afcer her, Pardon what'l have ſpoke, 
For "tis a ſtudied, not a preſent thought, 
By duty iu:ninated. 

Anth. Will Ceſar ſpeak? - 

Ceſ. Not 'till he hears how Anthony is toucht 
With what is ſpoken already. 

Anth. What power is in Agrippa, 
[f I would ſay Aegrippa, be it fo, 
To make this good 

Ceſ. The power of Ceſar, 
Ard his power unto Oftavia. 

Anth. May I never 
(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairly faews ) 
Dream of impediment : let me have thy hand 


| Furthec this aCt of grace: and from this hour, 


The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And ſway our great Deſigns, 
Ceſ. There's my hand; 
A Siſter I bequeath yov, whom. no Brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly. Let her live 
To join our Kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. : 
Lep. Happily, Amen. | 
Ant. 1 did not think todraw my Sword againſt Pompey, 
For he hath ſtrange courteſies, and great 
Of lace upon me. I mult thank him only, 
Leſt my remembrance ſuffer ill report : 
At heel of that defie him? 
Lepi. Time calls upon's, 
Of us mult Pompey preſently be ſought, 


1Or elſe he ſeeks out us. 


Anth. Where lies he? 
({ſ. About the Mount- Meſena. 
Anth. What is his ſtrength by land ? 
Ceſ. Great, and increaſing : 
But by Sea he is an abſolute 
Anh. $0 is the Frame, ' 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Yete're we put our ſelyes in Arms, diſpatch we 
The buſineſs we have talkt of. 
Caſ. With moſt gladneſs. 
And do invite you to my Siſters view, 
Whither ſtraight Ple lead you, 


alter. 


ih 


Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 
Lep. Noble Anthony, not ſickneſs ſhould detain me. 


[ Exeunt omnes, 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecznas. 


Mec, Welcom from e/&gypt, Sir. 

Eno. Halfthe heart of Ceſar, worthy Xeceras. My ho- 
nourable Friend Avryppa. 

Agri, Good Enobarbus, 

Mece. We have cauſe to be glad,that matters are ſo well 
digeſted : you ſtay'd well by*t1n eEgypr. 

Enob, I Sir, we did ſleep day out ot countenance, and 
made the night light with drinking. 

Mace. Eight wild-Boars roaſted whole at a breakfaſt : 
and but twelve perſons there. ls this true ? 

Enob. This was but as a Fly by an Eagle : we had much 


more monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily deſerved | 


noting. 
Mecenas. She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if report be 
ſquare to her. 


Enoþ. When ſhe firſt met 2{ark Anthony, ſhe purs'd up | 


his beart upon the riyer of Cydnus. 

Agrip. There ſhe appear'd indeed : or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her. 

Enob. 1 will tell you, 
The Barge ſhe ſat in, like a burniſht Thrane 
Burnt on the water ; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails: and ſo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Love-lick. 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow faſter : 
As amorous of her ſtrokes, For her own perſon, 
[t beggar'd all deſcription, ſhe did lye 
In hec Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
O're-pifturing that Yerus, where we ſec 
The fancie out-work nature. On each ſide her 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour*d Fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 
To glove the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did, 

Agrip. Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i'th'eyes, 
And made their bends adornings, At the Helm, 
A ſeeming Mere-maid ſteers : the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the tcuches of thoſe Flower-ſoft hands, 
T har yearly frame the office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs, The City caſt 
Her people out upon her : and Anthony 
Enthron'd i'th* Market place, did fit alone, 
Whiſtling to th*air : which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Arip. Rare e/Epyptian. 

Eno, Upon her landing, Anthony ſent to her, 
[nvited her to Supper : ſhe replyed, 


"It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : 


Which ſhe entreated ; our Courteous Anthory, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'ce, goes to the Fealt: 
And for his ordinary, payes his heart, 


| For what his eyes cat only. 


eFprep. Royal wench: 
She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and ſhe cropt. | 

Eno. | ſaw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick ſtreet, 
And having loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defe@t, perfettion, 
And breathleſs power breathe forth, 

Mece. Now Anthony mult leave her utterly 

Eno 


”- 


A 
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Eno, Never, he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety : other women clo 
The appetitesthey feed, but ſhe makes hanery, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies, For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy Prieſts 


| Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſh. 


Mecs. If Beauty, Wildom, Modeſty, can fettle 
The heart of Anthony : Oftavia's 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 

Azrip. Let us go. Good Encbarbus, make your felt my 
gueſt, whilſt ou abide here, 

Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. FExennt. 
Enter Anthony, Czſar, Octavia between them. 


Anth. The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes divide me from your boſom. 
Ota. All which time, before the gods my knee ſhall bow 
my prayersto them for you. 
Amb. Good night Sir, My Oftavia, 
Read not my blemiſhes in the world's report : 
| have not kept my ſquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th? Rule : good night, dear Lady. 
Ofta. Good night, Sir. 
Ceſar. Good night. CExit, 
Enter Soothſayer. 


Ant. Now ſirrah : do you wiſh your ſelf in «/£gypt ? 

Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant, If you can,'your reaſon ? 

Sooth, I ſee it in my motion: have it not in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to e/£gypr again. k 

Anho, Say to me , whoſe Fortune ſhall rife higher, 
Ceſar's or mine ? 

Sooth.Ceſar*s. Therefore (oh Anthony) ſtay not by his fide. 

Thy Demon (that's thy Spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, Couragion:, high, unmatchable, 
Where Ceſers is not. But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a fear : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 
Make ſpace enough between you. 

Anth. Speak this no more, 

Sooth. To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 


| If thou doſt play with him at any game, 


Thou art ſure to loſe : And of that Natural lock 
He beats thee 'gainſt the odds. Thy Luſter thickens, 
When he ſhines by : I ſay again, thy Spirit 
[s all afraid to govern thee near him : 
But he alway is noble, 

Anth. Get thee gone : 
Say to Yentidius I would-ſpeak with him. 
He ſhall to Parthia, be it art or ha 
He hath ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Under his chance, if we draw lots, he ſpeeds, 
His Cocks do win the Battel, ſtill of mine, 
VVhen it is all to nanght: and his Quailes ever 
Beat mine (in hoopt)at odd's. I will to /£gypr : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
Pch'Eaſt my pleaſure lies. Oh come, Yentidins. 


Ex. 


Enter Ventidius. 


You muſt to Parthia, your Commiſſion's ready - 
Follow me and receiv't. FExeunt. 
Enter Lepidus, Mecznas, and Agrippa. 


Lepidus. Trouble your ſelf no fatther : pray you haſten 
your Generals after. | : 

Aer. Sir, «Mark Ambhony will een but kifs Oi7avia,and 
well follow. 


—_— 


| 


{ 


| 


| There is Gold, and here 
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Lep. *Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldier's dreſs, 
Which will become you both , Farewel. 

Mece, We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be at the 
Mouat before you Lepidus. | 

Lep. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes do draw me | 
much about, ybu'll win two dayes upon me. | 

Both. Sir, good ſucces. 

Lep. Farewel, 


{ Exeun. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, lras and Alexas. 


Cleo, Give me forme Muſick : Mnſick, moody food of 
us that trade in love. 


Omnes. T he Mulick, hoa. 
Enter Mardian rhe Eumch, 


Cleo, Let it alone, let's to Billiards : come (harmian, 

(har. My armig ſore, beſt play with eIardian. 

Cleo, As well a woman with an Enunch play'd, as with 
a woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir ? 

Mardi. As well as | can, Madam, | 

Cleo, And when good will is ſhewed, . 

Though't come too ſhort, 

The ACtor may plead:ipardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to the*River,there 
My Muſick playing far off, 1 will bettay 
Tawny-fine fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 
Their flimie jaws: and, as I draw them up, 
I'le think them every one an Anthony, 

And fay,ah, ha; yare caught. 

Char. "Twas when you wager'd on your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on bis hook, which he 
with fervencie drew up. 

Cleo. That time ? Oh times : 

[ laught him out of patience, and that night 

[ langht him into patience, and next morn, 

E'rethe ninth hour I druak him to his bed : 

Then put = Tires and Maantles on him, whilſt 
{ wore his Sword Philippan, Oh from Babe. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Ramm thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Meſ. Madam, Madam. 

Cleo. Anthony's dead, 
[f thou ſay ſo, Villain, thou kiPſt thy Miſtreſs : 
But well and free, if thou ſo yield him. 


My bleweſt veins to kiſs : a hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiſſing. 
Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. 
Cleo. Why there's more Gold. 
But, Sirrah, mark, we uſe 
To ſay, the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The Gold 1 give, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat, 
Meſ. Good Madam, hear me, 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will : 
But there's no goodneſs in thy face, it Anthony 
Be free and healthful ; ſo tart a favour 
Totrumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 
Meſ. Wilt pleaſe you hear me ? 
Cleo. | have amind to ſtrike thee ere thou ſpeak'ſt 
Yer if thou ſay, Anthoay lives, *tis well, 
Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
Vle ſee thee in a ſhowre of Gold, and hail 
Rich Pearls vpon thee. 
eHeſ. Madam, he's well. 
Ceo, Well fhid. | 
«Hef. And Friends with (afar. 
Nan Cleo, 


— 
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| Like balls before me : I'le unhair thy head : 
[She bales him up and down. 


ft Meſ. Gracious Madam, 


- Though I am mad, 1 will not bite kim : Cal. 


1 Doſt thou hold there ſtil]? 


O_o 
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Cleo. Tart an -honeit man. 
Mef. Ceſar, and he, are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo, Mark thee a Fortune from me. 
Aeſ. But yer, Madam. 
Cleo, 1 do not like but yet, 1: does allay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yet is as a Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monſtrous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together : he's friends with Ceſar, 
[n ſtate of health thou ſay'ſt, and thou ſayeſt, free. 
Meſ. Free, Madam! go: I made no fuch ſport, 
He's bound unto Octavia. 
Cleo. For what good turn ?. 
Aeſ. For the belt turn i” th bed. 
Cleo. I am pale, Charman. | | 
HMeſ. Madam, he's married to Oftavia. 
Cleo, The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee. 
| [Strikes him down. 
Azſ. Good Madan, ;patience. - 
Cico. What ſay you? [Strikes bim, 
Hence horrible Villain, or I'le ſpurn thine eyes 


Thoy ſhalt be whipt with Wyer, anditew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. | [+: 57 


[, that do bring the news, made not the match; 
Cleo, Say *cisnot ſo, a Province I-will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : . the-blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And | will boot thee with what giſt beſide 
Thy modeſty can beg. 

Meſ. He's married, Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv'd too long. 
Meſ. Nay then Ile run: 

What mean you, Madam, I have made no fault. "2 
Char. Good Madam, keep your ſelf within your frlf, 
The man is innocent. i 

Cleo. Some Innocents ſcape not the thunderbolt :5 

Melt <&gypt into Nile; and kindled creatures 

Turn ali to Serpents. Call the ſlave egain; 


-—- 


LDrav aha. 


Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo, I will not hurt him, 

Theſe hands do lack Nobility, that they ſtrike 
A mecaner than my ſelf : ſince 1 my ſelf 

Have given my ſelf che cauſe. Come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Meſſenger again. 


Though it be honeſt, it is never good 

To bring bad news: give to a gracious Meſſage 
An hoſt of tongues, but let il! tidings tell 
Themſelves when they be felt. 

Meſ. 1 have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worſer than I do, 

if thon again ſay yes. 

Meſ. He's married, Madam. 

Cleo, The gods confound thee, 


Mcſ. Should I lye, Madam ? 

Cleo. Oh, would thou did'lt : 

So half my /£-ypr were ſubmerg'd and made 

A Ciſtern for {cai'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'ſt thou Narciſſus in thy face, to me : 
Thou would'ſt apprar moſt ugly - He is married ? 
Meſ. 1 crave your highneſs pardon, 

Cleo, He is married ? 

Meſ. Take no offence, that I would not offend you z 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 

Seems much unequal: he's married to Oftawvis. 


| Which if thou haſt conſidered, let us know, 


| That elfe muſt periſh here. 


*| That art not what thou act ſure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandifes which thou baſt brought from Rome, 
Are all too dcar for me: 

Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by'em. 

Coar. Good your Highneſs patience. 

Cleo. In prailing Anthony, 1 have diſprais'd Ceſar, 
Char. Many times, Madam. 

Cleo. Lam paid for*t now: lead me from hence, 

[ faint, oh Iras, Charmian : *tis no matter, 

Goto the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of Ofavia, ber years, 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly. 

Let him for ever go, let bim not, Charmian, 

Though be be paintcd one way like a Gorgon, 

|] The other way's a Mars. Bid you Alexas 

Bring me word, how tall ſhe is: pity me, Charmian, 

1 But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber, 

| [Exennt. 


Enter Pompy, at one door with Drum and Trumpet : at an- 
other Czſar,Lepidus, Anthony, Enobarbus, Mecznas, 
Agrippa, Menas wb Souldiers marching. 


Pom. Your Hoſtages I have, ſo bave you mine ; 
And we ſhall talk before we fight. 

Ceſ. Moſt meet that firſt we come to words, 
And therefore have we 

| Our written purpoſes before ns ſent, 


If ic will tie vp thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry back to Sics/y much tall youth, 


Pom, To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great world, 

Chief FaQtors for the gods, I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Son.and Friends; ſince Fali Ceſar, 

Who at, Philipp: the good Brutw gholted, 

There ſaw you labouring for me. What was't 

That moy'd pale Caſſi to conſpire? And what 
Made the all. honour'd, honeſt Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt,Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one man but a man, and that is it 

Hath made me rigge my Navie. At whoſe burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant 

To ſcourge th'ingratitude, that deſpightful Rome 
Caſt on my Noble Father. 

Ceſar. Take your time, 

Ant. Thou canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy ſails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ſt 
How much we do o're-count thee. 

Pom, At Land indeed 

Thou doſt o're-count me of my father's houſe, 

But ſince the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 

Remain in't as thou may'ſt. 

Lepi. Be | wade to tell us, 

 ( For this is frome the preſent now you talk ) 

The offers we have ſent you, 

Ceſar. There's the point, 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, 

But weigh what it is worth embrac'd. 

Ceſ. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 
Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia : and I muſt 

Rid all the Sea of Pirats : then, to ſend 

Meaſures of Wheat to Rome : this *greed upon, 

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 

Qur targets undinted, 

Omnes. That's our offer. 

Pom, Know then | came before you here, 

A man prepar'd 

To take this offer. But, Mark Anthoxy, 


Cleo. Oh that his fault ſhould make a: knave of thee, 


Put 
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Put me to tome impatience; though 1 loſe 
Tae praile of ic by telling, You mult know 
When Ceſar and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did find 

Her welcom friendly, | 

Art. | have heard it, Pompey, 

And am well ſtudied for a libcral thanks, 
Which I Go owe you. 

Pom, Let me haye your band : 

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here, | 

Ant. The beds i'th'Ealt are ſofr, and thanks to you, 
Thac call'd me timelier than my purpoſe hither : 

For [ bave gaind by't, 
(#/. Since 1 ſaw you laſt, there's a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not, 

What counts bard Fortune caſts upon my face, 

But in my boſom ſhe ſhall never come, 

To make my heart a vallal. 

Legi, Well met here. 

Pom. | hope (o, Lepidus, thus we are agreed : 
| craye our compoſition my be written 
And ſeal'd between us, 

Ceſ. That's the next todo, 

Pom, We'll feaſt each other, e're we part, and let's 
Draw lots who ſhall begin, 

Anth. 1 nat will 1, Pompey. 

Pompey, No, Anthony, take the lot : but firſt or laſt, your 
fine e-/£-ypi:an Cookery ſhall have the fame, 1 have heard 
that 7: Ceſar grew fat with fealting there. 

Ant. You have heard much, 

Pom. | have fair meaging, Sir. 

tat. And tair words tothem. 

om, Then fo much have l heard. 

Au! | have heard Apollodorus carried —— 

Eno, No more of that : he did ſo. 

Pom. What, I pray you ? | 

Eno. A certain Queen to Ceſar in a Materice. 

Pom, | know thee now, how far'ſt thou,Squldier ? 

Eno, Well, and well amlike to do, for 1 perceive 
Four Fealts are toward. ; 

Pom, Let me ſhake tby hand, 
| never hated thee: 1 have ſeea thee fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. Q 

Eno. Sir, 1 never lov'd you much, but 1 ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſery*d ten times as much, 

As | have ſaid you did. 

Pom. Injoy thy plainneſs, 

[t nothing ill becomes thee : 
A-board my Gally, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords ? 

All. Shew's the way, Sir. 

Pom. Come. [CExeunt, Manent Enob. c> Menas. 

Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne*re have made 
Treaty, You, and I have known, Sir. 

Eno, At Sea, I think. 

Men, We have, Sir. 

-Eno, You have done well by Water. 

Men. And you by Land. | 

Eno, 1 will praiſe any man that will praiſe me, though 
it cannot be denied what 1 have done by Land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, ſomething you can deny ſor your own ſafety : 
you have been a good Thief by Sca. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Eno. There 1 deny my Land ſervice : but give me your 
hand, eHenas, if your eyes had authority,here they might 
have two Thieves kiſſing. 

een, All mens faces are true, whatſoQe their hands 
arc. 

Enob, But there is nc're a fair VVoman, ha's a true 
Face. 

Men. No ſlander, they ſteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. gar 

Men. For my part, 1am ſorry it is tucn'd to driakibg, 


Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 
&no, If he do, ſure be cannot weep't back again. | 
Men, Y'*have faid, Sir, we look'd not for Mar: Anthony 

here, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno, Caſar's Silter is call'd O:tavis, 

An, True, Sr, ſhe was the wite of Cains Afarcellns. 

Eno. But now ſhe is the wife of arcs Anthonins. 

Men. Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. "Tis true. 

An, Then is Ceſar and he for eyer knit together. 

Eno, It | were bound to Divine of this unity, 1 would 
aot. P:ophiclie ſo. | 
een. | think the policy of that purpoſe, made more in 

tte Marriage thay the Love of the parties. 

Eno, | thiik ſo tov. But you ſhall od the band that 
ſ2:ms to tic their friendſhip together, will be the very 
[irauger of their Amitie: Oftavie is of a holy, cold, and 
{till coaverſation. 

Men, Who would not have his wife ſo ? 

Eno. Not he that himſelf is not ſo: which is efa@k 
Anthony : he will to his </£gyprian diſh again : then ſhall 
the ſighs of Octavia blow the fireupin Ceſar, and ( as 1 
ſaid before) that which is the ſtrength of their Amity, 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance. 4 
thony will ule bis afteftion where it is. He married but bis 
occaſion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you a-board ? 
[ have a health for you. 

Eno. | ſhall take it, Sir: we have us'd our Throats 
in egype. 

Men. Come, let's away. 


Muſick playes. 


Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


[ Exennt. 


1, Here they'llbe, man : ſome o'their Plants are ill | 
_— already , the leaſt wind I'th*world will blow them 

own, 

2, Lepidus is high-colour*d. 

1, They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2, As they pinch one another by the diſpoſition he cries 
out, no more ;, reconciles tem to: his entreaty, and him- 
ſelf to th*drink. 

1, But it raiſes the greater war between him and his 
diſcretion. | 

2, Why this it is to have a name ia great men's Fellow- 
ſhip : 1 had as lieve have a Reed that will do me no ſer- 
vice, as a Partizan | could not heave. 

1, To be calld into a huge Sphere, and not to be feen 
to move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould be, which 
pitifully diſaſter the cheeks, 


A Sonnet ſounded. 
Enter Czſar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Me» 
cznas, Enobarbus, Menas, wth other Capt ans. 


Art. Thus do they, Sir : they take the flow o'th*N\:/z 
By certain ſcale, 'th*Pyramid : they know 
By th*height, the lowneſs, or the mean : It dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Wins ſwells, 
The more it promiſes as it ebbs, the Seedſman 
Upon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters his grain, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. 
Lep. Y*have ſtrange Serpents there ? 
Ant, 1, Lepidns. 
Lp. Your Serpent of e/£gype, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun : ſo is your Crocodile, 
Ant. They are ſo. 
Pom, Sir, and ſome Wine: A health to Lepidus. 
Lep. 1 am not ſo well as I ſhould be : 
But le ne're cut. 
Eno. Not *till you have ſlept : 1 fear me you'll be in 
"till then. 


| 


Lep. Nay certainly, I have beard the Prolenne's Py- 
Nnn 2 ramilis \ 
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ramiſis are very goodly things :* without contradiftion I 
have heard that. 
Men, Pompey, a word. 
Pom, Say in mine ear, what is't ? 
Men. Forſake thy ſeat, | do beſeech thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a word. 
Pom, For me *till anon. * 
This Wine for- Lepidns. | 
Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 
eAnt. It is ſhap'd, fir, like it ſelf, and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth; It is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 
it's own organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates. 
Lep. What colour is it of ! 
Ant. © it's -_ colour too, 
ep. *Tisa ſtrange Serpent. 
_ 'Tis (b, vn the _ of it are wet, 
Ceſ. Will this deſcription fatisfie him ? 
Ant, With the Health that Pompey gives him, elſe he is 
a very Epicure, 
Poem. Go hang, Sir, bang : tell me of that ? Away: 
Do as I bid you. Where's the Cupl call'd for ? 
 e Men. |f for the ſake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 
riſe from the ſtool. 
Pom. | think th*art mad : the matter ? 
Men. | have ever held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haſt ſerv!d me with mach faith : what's 
elſe to ſay? Be jolly, Lords. 
eAnth. Theſe Quick-ſands, Leprdas. 
Keep offthem, for you fink. 
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 
Pom, What fſailt thou ? 
Mex, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That's twice. 
Pom. How ſhould that be ? | 
Meri. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
[ am the man will give thee all the world. 
Pom. Haſt thou drunk well ? RE 
Men. No, Pompey, 1 have kept me from the cup, 
That if thou Jarſtb., the I : 
Whate're the Ocean pales, or skie inclippes, 
[s thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom, Shew me which way. 
Men. Theſe three world-ſharers, theſe Competitors 
Are in thy veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put off, fall torheir throats: 
All there is thine. 
Pom, Ab, this thou ſhould'ſthave done, 
And not have ſpoken on'r. In me 'tis villanie, 
In thee, *t had been good ſervice : thou muſt know, 
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e*ce thy tongue, 
Hath ſo betrai'd thinea&t. Being done unknown, 
| ſhould have found ir afterwards well done : 
But muſt condemn it now : deſiſt, and drink. 
Men, For this Vle never follow 
Thy palPd Fortunes more ; 
Who ſeeks and will not take, when once *cis offer*d, 
Shall never find it more, 
Pom. This health to Lfdus. 
Ant. Bear him a-ſhoar, 
Ple pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno, Here's to thee, «Henas. 
Men. Erobarbus, welcom. 
Pom. Fill *rill the cup be hid. 
Eno. There's a ſtrange Fellow, Menas. 
Alen, Why ? | 
Eno. A bears the third part of the world, man: feeſt| 
not ? 
Men. The third part, then he isdronk : wonld it were | 
all, that it might go on wheels, | 
Eno. Drink thoy, encreaſe the Reels. 
AMen, Come. 


[hier in's Ear. 


| 


| Shall ſet thee on tri 


Ant, |t ripens towardsit : ſtrike the Veſſels hoa. 
Here's to Ceſar. 


I waſh my brain, and it grows fouler. 
Ant. Be a Child o'ttitime. | 
Ceſar. Poſſeſs it, Ile make anſwer : but I had rathe 
faſt from all, four dayes, than drink ſo much in one. 


Pom, Let's ha*t, good Souldier. 

Ant. Come, let's all take hands, 
"Till that the conquering Wine hath ſteept our ſenſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe, 

Eno, All take hands : 


The while, Vle place you, then the Boy ſhall fing. 
The holding every man ſhall beat as loud 
As bis ſtrong ſides can volly. - --- 


Muſich, Player, Enobarbus plares chow hand in hand, 


The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plunpie Bacchus with pirtk eyne : 
In thy Fattes our cares be drowr'd : 
With thy Grapes our hairs be crowr'd. 
Cup #43 *tull the world po round, 
Cup 48 "till the world go round, 


Ceſ. What would you more? 
Pompey, good night. Good Brother 
Let me requeſt you of our graver buſineſs 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part, 
You ſee we have burnt our cheek. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the wind, and mine own tongue 
Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all.. What needs more words ? good night. 
Good Amhony, your hand. - 
Pom, Vle try you on the ſhour, 
An. And fhall, Sir, give's your hand. 
Pom. Oh, Anthony, you have my Father*s'houlſe. 
But what, we are Friends? 
Come down into the Boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not, ena; Vie not on ſhoar, 
No, to my Cabin: theſe Drumms, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what, {1 
Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farewel 
To thele great Fellows. Sound and be hang'd, ſound out. 
[Sound a Flonriſh with Drumms. | 
Eno. Hoo ſaies a, there's my Cap. | 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captain, come. ' [Exeunt. 


Enter Ventidius 4s it were in 4 trwmph, the dead body 
of Pacorus born before law 


Ven. Now darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Craſſus death 
Make merevenger. Bear the King's Son's body, 
Before our Army, thy Pacorus Orades, 
Payes this for e Harcus Crafſſwe. 

Roman. Noble Vemidins, ; 
Whilſt yet with P-rthien bloud thy Sword is warm, 


| The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
| Meſapotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
| The routed flie. So thy _ Captain Anthony 


Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head, 
Ven. Oh Silins, Silius, 


| I have done enough. A lower place, note well 


May make toogreat an at. For learn this, Sus, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſerve's away. 
Ceſar and Anthony have ever won 

More in their officer,than perſon. Soſſws, 


Pom, Thisis not yet an Alexandrian Feaſt. | 
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One 


Ceſar. I could well forbear't,it's monſtrous labour when | 


| Eno, Ha, my brave Emperour, ſhall we dance now the | 
e/Epyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? 


Make battery to our ears with the loud Muſick, SE 
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Anthony: and* Cleopatra. 


Nne of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which atchiey'd by th'minute, loſt his favour. 


| Who dozs 'th* Wars more than his Captain can, 


Becomes his Captain's Captain : and Ambition 

( The Souldier's virtue ) rather makes choice of loſs 

Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Anthonus good, 

But *rwould offend him. And in his oftence, 

Shoul 1 my performance periſh, 

Rom, Thou haſt, Yentiduws,, that, without the: which a 
Sauldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinftion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

Ven. Vie humbly ſigaite what in his name, 

That magical wor of War we have effected, 

Haw with his Banners, aud his well pard ranks, 

The ne*re-yet beaten Horſe of Parthra, 

We have jaded out o'th*Field, 

Rom. Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purpoſeth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The weight we mult convey with's, will permit : 

We ſhall appear before him. Qa there, paſs along. 

[ Excunt. 


Enter Agiippa at one door, Enobarbus at another, 


Azri. What are the Broth. cs parted ? 
Eno. They have diſpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Oftavia weeps 
To part from R ome : Ceſar is ſad, and Lepidas 
Since Pompey $ fealt, as Menas fayes, is troubled 
With the Green-ſickneſs, 
Agri. *Tis a Noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one ; oh, how he loves Ceſar. 
Agri, Nay but how dearly he adores Mark Anthary. 
Eno, Ceſar ? why he's the Jupiter of men. 
Ant, VVhat's Anthony, the god of Zupiter ? 
Eno, Speak you of Ceſar? Oh ? the non-pareil ? 
Agri. Oh Axthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno, V Vould you praiſe (ſar, ſay Ceſar, go 00 further, 
Aeri. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praiſes, 
Eno. But he loves Ceſar belt, yet he loves Anthony : 
Ho, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, tpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number : ho, 
His love to Anthony, But as for Ceſar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder, 
Agri, Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, ſo : 
This is to Horſe : Adien, Noble Agrippa. . * 
Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier, and farewel. 


Enter Czſar, Anthony, Lepidus, 4:4 Octavia. 


Antho, No farther, Sir. 

Ceſar. You take from mea great part of my ſelt : 
Uſe me well in't, Siſter, prove ſuch a wiſe 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſs on thy approof : moſt noble Anthory, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 
Betwixt us, as the Cement of our love 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Foctuae of it ; for better might we 
Have lov'd without this mean, it on both parts 
This be not cheriſh. | 

Ant. Make me not offended in your diſtrylt, 

Ceſ. 1 have faid. | 

Ant, You ſhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, -the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear; ſo.the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ſerve your ends : 
VVe will here part. 

Ceſ. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


Thy Spirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 

Oita, My Noble Brother. 

Ant. The eApriPsin her eyes, it is loves ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it 02: be cheartul. 

Ota. Sir, look well to my Husband's Houſe : and— 
Ceſar. VVhat Oftavia. 

Ota. Ple tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tonge. 

The Swan's doun feather 

That ſtands upon the Swell at full of tide : 

And neither way iaclines. 

Eno. VVill Ceſar weep? 

Agri. He ha's a cloud in's face, 

Eno, He were the worſe for that were he a Horſe, 19 is 
he being a man, 


Agri. VVhy Enobarbas : 
VVhen Anthony found Fulius Ceſar dead, 
He cryed almoſt to roaring: And he wepr, 
V Vhea at Philipp: he found Brmus Nlain, 
Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled with a rheum, 
V Vhat willingly he did confound, he wail'd, 
Believ't *till I weep too. 
Ceſ. No, ſweet Ottawa, 
You ſhall hear from meſtill : the time ſhall not 
Out-go my thinking o0n-you, 
Aat. Come Sir, come, 
le wreſtle with you in my ſtrength of love : 
Look here I have you: thus let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
Ceſ. Adieu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. 
Ce, Farewel, Farewel, [ K:fſes Oftavia, 
_ Farewel, Trumpets ſound. [ Exennt, 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, lras, and Alexas. 


Cleo. VVhere is the bellow ? 
Alex, Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Goto, goto: Come hither, Sir. 


| Emer the Meſſenger & before 


Alex, Good Majeſtie,' Herod of Fewyy dare not look vp. 
on you, but when youate well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herod's head, Ile have: but how? VVhen 
Anthony is gone, through whom might command it : 
Come, thou near; 174 - GI 

Meſ. Molt gracious Majeſty, 72 © 

Cleo. Did'ſt thou behold "Oft&ia ? 

Me. 1, dread Qaven! 49% 

Cleo. V Vhere ? T3 

M:ſ. Madam, in Rome, Ilookt herin the face; and ſaw 
her led between her Brother, and Mark Anthony. 

Cleo. Is ſhe as tall asme? 4 

Meſ. She is not, Madam, - © 

Cleo. Did'ſt hear het ſpeak? 

Is ſhe ſhrill taggw'd o6-low ? 
Meſ. Madam, 1 heard her ſpeak, ſhe is low voic'd. 
Cleo. That's not ſo gogd*: he catinot like her long. 


V V hat Majeſty is id her gate; reffiember 
[f e're thou look'ſt on Majeſty. - 


She ſhews a body, rather thana life, 


| A Statue, than a'Breather. 


Aeſ. 1s this'cerrains?” -\ 61 4 
Cleo, Or | have no odſervance. 
Cha.” Three in £gypr cannor'maks better note. 
Cledi. Hes very ktiowing, I dopereciv't, © 
There's nothing in her yet. 02 270 
The Fellow has good judgement. 


Nan 3 


Char. Like her ? Oh ſs : *ris-impoſſible. 
Cleo. I think ſo,Charmian : Uul'oftongue,and dwarfiſh. 


= her ftivtiotiend her ſtation are as one - 


(har. 
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The Tragedy of 


Char, Excellent. | 
Cleo. Gueſs at her Years, I prythee. 
Meſ. Madam, ſhe was a Widow, 
Co. Widow ? Charmian, bark. 
Meſ. And I do think ſhe's thirty, 
Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind ? is't long or round ? 
- Meſ. Round even to faultineſs. 


\ Her hair what colour ? 

Meſ. Brown, Madam : and her Forehead. 
As low 2s ſhe would wiſh it. 

{leo, There's Gold for thee, 

Thou muſt not take my former ſharpneſs ill, 
| will employ thee back again : 1 find thee 
Moſt fit for buſineſs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 

(bar. A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed he is ſo; I repent me much 
That ſo [ harried him. Why methinks by him, 

This Creature's no ſuch thiog, 

Cbar. Nothing, Madam. 

Clo. The man hath ſeen fome Majeſty , and ſhould 
know. 

Char. Hath he ſeen Majeſty ? elſe defend : and fſer- 
ving you ſo long. 

Cleo, 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
mian : but *tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
where I will write; all may be well enough. 

Char. | warrant you, Madam. [Excunt. 
Enter Anthony and Octavia. 


Ant. Nay, nay Ofavia, not only that, 
That were excufable, that and thouſands more .. 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd Elbe 
New Wars *gainſt Pompey, Made his Will, and read it, 
To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me, 
V Vhen pertorce he conld not 
But pay me terms of Honour : cold and: Gekly 
He vented then moſt narrow meaſure ; lent me, _. 
V Vhen the beſt hint was given him: -he-had lookt, . 
Or did it from his teeth. 
Of#a. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all, A more uabappy Lady, 
[f this diviſion chance, ne're ſhood between 
Praying for both parts: g 
The good gods will mock me preſently, | 
When 1 ſhall pray: oh bleſs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer : by crying ont as loud, 
Oh bleſs my Brother. Rusband win, win Brother, 
Prayes, and deſtroys the Prayer, no midway 
*Twixt theſe extreams at all. 
Ant. Gentle Ot avig, | 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it: if I loſe mine Honour, 
L loſe my ſelf : better I were not yours 
[Than yours ſo branchleſs. Bat as you: requeſted, 
'Your ſelf ſhall go between's, the mean time, Lady, 
PI! raiſe the preparation'of a War 
Shall ſtain, your Brother, make. your ſponeſt haſte 
'So your deſires are yaurs... - Fa: 
| OZa, Thanks tomy Lord,.. .._ 
The Jove of Power make me-malt-weak, molt weak, 
Your reconciler : Wars *twixty@utwain would be, 
As if the World ſhould cleave, and that flain men 
Should ſodder up the Rift, /- i — 
Anth. V'Vhen it appears to yow-where'this begins, 
Turn your diſpleaſure that way, for our faults: 
'Can never be ſo equal, that, yaur love 


| Can equally move with them: - Provide. your going, 


Chooſe your own Company, and command -what'coſt 
Your heart has mind to. CExemwrt. 


Cleo. For the moſt part too, they are fooliſh that are ſo. | 


Enter Enobarbus, and Eros. 


Enob, How now, Friend Eros ? 

Eros, T here's ſtrange News come, Sir. 

Eno. bones man ? / 

Eros, Ceſar and Lepidus have made V Var upon Pompey. 
Eno, This is old, what is the ſucceſs? ry 


*gainſt Pompey : preſently denied him rivality, would not 
let him partake of the glory of the attion, and not reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Upon his own appeal ſeizes him, ſo the poor 
third 1s up, till death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the food thou haſt, they'll 
grind the other. Where's — 

Eros. He's walking in the Garden thus, and ſpurns 
The ruſh that lies before him, Cries, Fool Lepidys, 

And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno, Our great Navy's rigg'd. 
Eros. For Italy and Ceſar, more Domnitins, 
My Lord deſires you preſently : my News 
I might have told hereafter. | 
Eno. Twill be naught, bur let it be: bring me to Anthony. 
Eros, Come, Sir. [Exeunt. 


Enter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Czſar. 


Ceſ. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and morc 
in Alexandria: here's the matter of it : 
P th Marketplace on a Tribunal ſilver'd 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were publickly enthron'sd : at the feet ſat 
Ceſarion whom they c:H my Father's Son, 

' And all the nnlenfl liae, that their Juſt 

Since then hath made between them, Unto her, 
He gave the ſtabliſhment of Agypr, made her. 
Of lower _ Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queen. 

AMec. This is the publick Eye ? 

Ceſ. Þ th* comwan ſhew place where they exerciſe, 
His Sons hither proclaim'd the King of Kings, 

Great eHedia, Parthia, and eArmenia 

| He gave to Alexander. To Ptolemy he aſflign'd, 

| Syria, Sicilia, and Phemcia : ſhe 

In ti abiliments of the Goddefs Iſs 

| That day appear?d, and oft before gave audience, 
As 'tis reported, ſo. 

' Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd. | 

Agrip. Who queaſy with his infolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Ceſ. The people know it, 

And have now receiv'd his accuſations. 

Agri. Whom do's he accuſe? 

Ceſ. Ceſar, and that having in-Sicy 
Sextus Þ 


ompeuus Tooir'd, we had ono MP him 
His part o th* Ile. Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtored. Laſtly he frets 
That Lepidys of the Triumvirate, ſhould be depos'd, 
And being that we detain all his Revenue. 

Aer. Sir, this ſhould be anſwered. 

Ceſ. *Tis done already, and his Nicſſenger gone : 
I have told him. Lepsds was too cruel, 
That his high Authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve his chance for-what I have conquer'd, 
1 grant him part : but then in his Armenia, 


Mec, He'll-never yield to that. 
Ceſ. Nor mult not then beyielded to in this. 


Enter 


Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the VVars | 


; And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I'demand the like. | 


| 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ig1 


| Enter Oftavia with ber Train. 


1 OZ. Hail C2fer, and my Lord; hail, moſt dear Ceſar. 
Ceſ. That ever 1 ſhould call thee Caſt.away. 
O&. You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe. 
Ceſ. Why haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ceſar”s Siſter z the Wife of Anthony 
Should have an Army for an Uſher, and 
The neighs of Horſe to tell of her approach, 
Long ece ſhe did appear. The Trees by th? way 
Shauld have born men, and expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had nat. Nay, the duſt 
Should have aſcended to the Roof of Heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous Troops : But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oftentation of our love ; which left unſhewn, 
Is often left unloy'd : we ſhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying every ſtage 
With an augmented greeting. 
OX. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord, ark. «Anthony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal : whereon { begg'd 
His pardon for return, 
Ceſ. Which ſoon he granted, 
Being an abſtract *eween his Luſt, and him 
Ott. Do not ſay ſo, my Lord. 
Ceſ. 1 have Eyes upon him. 
And his affairs come to me on the wind : where is he now ? 
Of. My Lord, in Athens, 
Ceſ. No, my moſt _ Siſter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his Empire 
Up to a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o? th' Earth for War. He bath diſſembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilans 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Papblagonia : the Thracian King eAdullas, 
King Mauchu of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Jewry, Mithridates Ring 
Of Comageat, Polemen and Amintas, 
The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, . 
With a more larger Liſt of's Scepters. 
OX. Aye me moſt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do afflict each other. 
Ceſ. Welcome hither, 
'Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
'Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart, 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives 
O're your content, theſe ſtrong neceſlities, 
But let determin'd things to deſtiny 
; Hold unbewai['d their way. Welcome to Rome - 
Nothing more dear to me.. You ate abus'd 
| Beyond the mark of thought : and the iigh gods 
' To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Beſt of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 
Aerip. Welcome Lady. 
Mec, Welcome, Deac Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you, 
Oaly th* aduſterous Anthony, molt large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his t Regiment to a Trull 
That noiſes it againſt us. 
| OZ. Is ito, Sir? 
| Ceſ. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome ;. pray you 
Be ever known to patience, My dear'ſt Siſter. , [Zxeurt, 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 


Cleo, I will be even with thee : doubt it not. 
___ may, why, why ? 
eo. 1 hon halt forelpoke my being i ars; 
And ſay'ſt it is not fir, PA Ion 
Enob. _ is it, is it ? 
Cleo, It not, denounc'd againſt us, why ſho 7 
be there in perſon ? l rr On 
Erob, Well, I could reply : if we ſhould ſerve with 
Horſe and Mares together, the Horſe were merely loſt : 
the Mares would bear a Souldier and his Horſe. 
Cleo. What is't you tay? 
Enob. Your preſence needs muſt puzzle 4nthony, 
Take from his heart,take from his brain,take from's time, 
What ſhould not then be ſpar*d. He is already 
Tcadnc'd for Levity, and 'tis ſaid in Rene, 
That Photinus an Eunuch, and your Maids 
Mannage this War. 
Cleo, Sink Rome, and their tongues rot 
That ſpeak againſt us. A Charge we bear i* th* War, 
And as the preſident of my Kingdom will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not againſt it, 
| will not ſtay behind, 


Enter Anthony and Camidius. 


Enob, Nay I have done, here comes the Emperour. 
Ant, 1s it not ſtrange, Camidive, 

That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 

He could ſo quickly cut the /onmsan Sea, 

And take in Toryne * You have heard an't (Sweet ?) 

Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the —_ 

Ant, A good rebuke, | 
Which might have well becom'd the beſt of men 
To taunt at ſlackneſs. Camidew, we, 

Will fight with bim by Sea. 

Cleo, By Sea, what elſe ? 

Cam, Why will my Lord do ſo? 

Ant. For that he dares vs to't, | | 

Enob. So hath my Lord dar'd him to ſingle fight. 

Cam. I, and to wage his Battel at Pharſaha, 
Where Ceſar fought with Pompey. But theſe offers 
VVhich ſerves not for his vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And fo ſhould you. 

Enob. Your Ships are not well mann'd, 

Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
| [ngroſt by fwift Imprefs. In Ceſar's Fleet 
' Are thoſe, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy : ho diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 
Being prepar*d for Land, 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. : 

Enob, Moſtworthy Sir, you thereia throw away 
The abſolute Souldierſhip you have by Land, 
Diſtrat your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of Wat-markt-Footmen, leave unexecyted 
Your own renowed knowledge, quite forgo 
The way which promiſes aſſurance, and _ 

Give up your ſelf merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm Security, 

Ant. Pl fight at Sed. 

Cleo. 1 have ſixty Sails, Ceſar none better, 

Ant. Our over-plns of ſhippi will we burn, 
And with the reſt full-mann'd, from th* heart of Atm 
Beat th* approaching Ceſar. But if we fail, 

We then can do't at Land, 


Entry a Meſſenger. 


Thy- buſineſs ? | Py 
Meſ. The news is true, my Lord, he is deſcried, | 


Ceſar has taken Toryne. 
«ſar ") An. 
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Ant, Can he be there in perſon? 'Tis impoſlible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be ſo, Camaime, 

Our nineteen Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, _ 
And our twelve thouſand Horſe. V Ve'll to our Ship, 
Away my Ther, 


Enter 4a Souldier. 


How now, worthy Souldier ? 

Son/d, Oh Noble Emperour, do not fight by Sea, 
T+uſt not to rotten planks: Do you miſdoubt 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds ; let th' Egyptians 
And the Pheicians go a Ducking : we 
Have ns'd co conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 

And fighting foot to foot, 

Ant. Well, well, away. CExeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enob, 

Sould. By H.rcules | think 1 am tl right. 

C:m. Souldier thou art : but the whole aCtion grows 
| Not in the power on't: ſo our Leaders lead, . 
And we are Womens men. 

Sexld. You keep by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do-you not ? 

Ver, Marcus Ottaviu, e Marcus Juſtus, 

Publicol.z, and Celis, are for Sea : 
But we keep whole by Land, This ſpeed of Ceſar's 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold, While he was yct In Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtractions, 

As b.guii'd all Spics. 

C:im, Who's-his Licutenant, hear you ? 

Sid, They ſay, one Towrws. 

Cur, Well, I know the man. 


| - Entcr a Mcſlenger, 


| Aſcſ. The Emperour calls © amidzus. 
Cam. With News the time's with Labour, 
And throws forth each minute, ſome. [LExennt, 


Enter Czſar with his Army, marching. 


Ceſ. Towrw ? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Ceſ. Strike not by Land. 

Keep whole, provoke not Battel 

'Till we have doneat Sea, Do not excced 

The Preſcript of this Scroul : Our Fortune lyes 

Upon this jump. - Ext. 


Enter Anthony, 4nd Enobarbus. 


Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond ſide of th* Hill, 
[n Eye of Ceſar's Battel, from which place 
We may the number'of the Ships behold, 
And ſo proceed accordingly. | CExit. 


Camidius marching with his Land Army one way over the 
Stare, and Towrus the Lieutenant of Czſar the other 
way: aftcr their 7oins in, ts beard the noiſe of a Sea-fight. 

| Alarum, Enter Enobarbus and Scarus.. 


Enob. Naught,nauglit,all naught,l can behold no longer : 
{ Thantoniad, the e£eyptian Admiral,” 

With all their ſixty flie, and turn the-Radder : 

To lite*'t, mine Eyes are blaſted. - 


Enter SCarus. 


Scar. Gods,and Goddeſſes, all the whole Synod ofthe! 
Enov, What's thy paſſion? '. * oY 

| Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is lolt 

| With very ignorance, we have kiſt away 

| Kingdoms, and Provinces. i 


| E-n0b. How appears the fight? 


--" 


| Scar, Oa our ſide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 


(VVhom Leproſie o're)) ” th? mid'ſt o? th* ſight, 
VVhen vantage like a pair of Twins appear'd 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the Elder ; 
(The Breeze upon her) like a Cow in 7wne, 
Hoiſts Sails, and flies. 

Enob. That 1 beheld : 
Mine Eyes did ſicken at the ſight, and could not 
[ndure a further view. | 

Scar, She once being looft, 
The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthony, 
Claps on his Sea.-wing, and (like a doating Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after her : 
| never ſaw an aCtion of ſuch ſhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honour ne'ce before, 
Did violate fo it ſelf. 
Enob, Alack, alack, 


Enter Camidins. 


Cam, Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And ſinks moſt lamentably, Had our General 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well : 
Oh he has given example for our flight ; 

Molt groſfly by his own. 


indeed, 

Cam, Toward Peloponneſus are they fled. 
Scar. *Tis caſie to'r. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 
Cam, To Ceaſar will I render 

My Legions and my Horſe, fix Kings alceady 
Shew me the way of yielding, 

Enob, I'll yet follow 


. | The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reaſon 


Sits in the Wind againſt me, - 


Enter Anthony with eAttendants. 


lt is aſham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
| am ſo lated in the World, that I 

Have loſt my way forever, I have a Ship 

Laden with Gold, take that, divide it: flie, 

And make your peace with Ceſar. 

Omnes, Fly ? Not we. 


| have my ſelf refoly'd upon a courſe, 

Which has no need of you. Be gone, 

My Treaſure's in the Harbour. Take it : Oh, 

| follow'd that I bluſh to look upon, 

My very Hairs do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends be gone,” you ſhall 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad : 
Nor make replies of lothneſs, take the hint 
Which my deſpair Jen Let them be left 
Which leaves it ſelf, to Sea-ſide ſtraightway ; 

I will poſſeſs you of that Ship and Treafure. 
Leave me, I pray, alittle : pray you now, 
Nay, do ſo: for indeed I have loſt command, 


Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian andEros. 


Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Ira, Do, moſt dear Queen. | 
Char. Do, why, whatelſe? 

Cleo. Let me fit down : Oh Juno; 

eAnt. No, no, no, no, no. 


Eros, See you here, Sir ? 


Where Death is ſure, Your ribauldred Nag of /£gypr, 


Enob. |, are you thereabouts? Why then goodaight 


Ant, Hark, the Land bids me tread no more npon't, 


<Ant, I have fled my ſelf, and have inſtruted Cowards 
Torun, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 


Therefore, I pray you, F'Il ſee you by and by. [Sits down. 


Ant. 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, Oh good Empreſs. 

Eros. Sir, Sir. 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes he at Philipps kept 
His Sword e'cn like a Dancer, while 1 itrook 
The lean and wrinkled {aſiws, and *twas 1 
That the mad Brutwended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
ln the brave ſquares of War : yet now : no matter. 

Cleo. Ah ſtand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen. 

Ir&. Goto him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very ſhame. 

Cleo, Well then, ſuſtain me: Oh. 

Eros. Moſt Noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will teize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 

Ant. | have offended Reputation z 
A moſt unnoble ſwerving, 

Eros. Sir, the Qneen. 

Ant. O whither naſt thou led me, «£gypr, ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 

By looking back what [ have left behind 
Stroy'd in diſhonovr, 

Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord ; 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

eAnt. «Agypt, thon knew'ſt too well, 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by th* ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould'ſt ſtowe me after. O'ce my ſpirit 
The fall ſupremacy thou knew'ſt, and that 

Thy beck, might from the biddiog of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I muſt : 

To the young man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 
And paler in the ſhifts of lowneſs, who, 

With half the bulk o'th* World play'd as I pleay'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by my affeftion, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. 

Azt, Fall not a tear, I ſay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt : Give me a Kiſs, 

Even this repays. 

We ſent our Schoolmaſter, is he come back ? 

Love 1 am full of Lead: ſome Wine 

V Vithin there, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 

VVe ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers blows. [Exenrr. 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, with others. 


(ef. Let him appear that's come for Anthony. 
Know you him? 

Dol. Ceſar, "tis his Schoolmaſter, 
An argument that he is ptuckt, when hither 
He ſends ſo poor a Pinnion of his VVing, 
V Vhich had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moons gone by, 


Enter Ambaſſador from Anthony. 


Ceſ. Approach, and ſpeak. 
eAmb, Such as I am, Tk from Anthony : 
[ was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn-dew 0a the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea. 
Ce]. Bet 6, declare thine Office. 
Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalates thee, and 
Requires ta live in »£gypre, which not granted 
He Leſſens his requeſts, and to thee ſues 
Io let him breathe between the Heavens and Earth 


| Unſtate his happineſs, and be Stag'd to th* ſhew 


A private man in Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra docs confeſs thy greatneſs: 

| Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Ceſ. For Anthony, 

[ have no Ears to his requeſt. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor deſire ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From </£gype drive her alk-diſgraced Friend. 
Or take his life, there. This if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 

Amb. Fortune purſue thee. 

Ceſ. Bring him through the Bands: 
To try thy Eloquence, now *tis time, diſpatch, 
From Anthony win Cleopatra, promiſe | 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
[n their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will perj 
The ne're touch'd Veſtal. Try thy cunning, Thidsas, 
Make thine own Edit for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. 

Thid. Ceſar, 1 go. F 

Ceſ. Obſerve how Anthony:becomes his flaw, 

And what thou thinkeſt his very Attion ſpeaks 
[n every power that moves. 
Thid. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. [Execute 


Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, «xd lras. 


Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbu ? 

Enob. Think, and dye. 

Cleo. Is Anthony, or we in fault for this? 

Enob. Anthony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fled, 
From that great face of War, whoſe ſeveral ranges 
Frighted eachother ? Why ſhould he follow ? 
The itch of his AﬀeAtion not then 
Have nickt his Ca , at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion ? *Tis a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing, 


Cleo. Prythee peace. 
Enter the Ambaſſador, wich Anthony. 


Ant. 1s this bis Anſwer ? 

Amb. 1, my Lord. 

Art. The Queen ſhall then have courtelie, | 
So ſhe will yield us up, 

Amb, He ſays ſo. 

Ant. Let her know't. To the Boy (ſer fend this 
grizled Head, and he will fill thy wiſhes to the brim, | 
With Principalities. 

Clo. ThatHead, my Lord? 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Roſe 
of pun upon _— —_ which, the World ſhould note 
Something particular : His Coyn, Ships, Legions, 
May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the ſervice of a Child, as ſoon 
As i th' Command of Ceſar. 1 dare him therefore 
To lay his gay compariſons apart, 
And anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 
Our ſelves alone; Pll write it, F me. 

Enob. Yes, like enough : bye-batted Ceſar will 


Againſt a Sworder. I ſee mens judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 

To ſuffer all alike, that he ſhould dream, 
— all meaſures, the full Ceſ@ will 
Anſwer his emptineſs ; C ſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His judgment too. 


Enter 
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{| To follow with Allegiance a faln Lord, 


| Whole he is, we are; and 


| Tell him from his al!-obeying breath, 1 heax- 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Meſſenger from Ceſar, | 
«* (lo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women, _ 


What you require of him : for he partly begs 


Againſt the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Nole, 

That kneel'd unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir. 
Enob. Mine hoveſty, and I, begin to ſquare, 

The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 

Our Faith meer Folly : yet be that can endure 


Do's conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i: thi Story. 


©(TH43 < 
Enter Thidias. 


Cleo. Cefar's Wilk: or 7 
"T hid, Here it aparte 1. 

Clee,>None but- Friends : ſay boldly. 

Thid, $9.haply are they Friends to Anthony. 

Enob. He needs as many (Sir) as Ceſar has. 
Or needs not us. If Ceſar pleaſe, our Maſter 
Will leap to be his Friend:,. For as you know, 
that is Ceſars. 
Thid, So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, Ceſar 1ntreats 
Not to: cpnſider in what caſe thou ſtand*ſt 
Further than he is Ceſar. | 
Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did love, but as.you feared him. 
Cleo, Oh. 2) Ls 
Thid. The ſcars upon your honons, therefore he 
Do's pitty, as conſtrained blemiſhes, 
Not as deſerved. ' 1 
Cleo,: He ts a god, IGv- | 
And knows what is moſt-tight. Mine honour 
Was not yielded, but; canquer'd, meetly. 
Enob. To be ſure of that; I will ask Anthony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art ſo leaky. | oh 
That we mult leave: thee thy ſinking, for | 
Thy deareſt = thee; 57 LEx# Enob. 
Thid, Shall I ſay to (ſar, 

To be deſird to give. It much would pleaſe him, 
That of his-fortunes:you ſhould make a ſtaff 
To lean upon. But it would warm his ſpirits 
To hear from me you had left Anthony, 
And put your ſelf under his ſhrowd,the univerſal Landlord. 
(leo. What's your name ? 

Thid. My name is Thidias. 
Cleo. Moſt kind Meſſenger, 
Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 
I kiſs his conqu*ring hand':” Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crown at's feet, and there to knee]. 


The doom of <Agypr-: . 

Thid. Tis yotr nobleſtcourſe : | 

Wiſdom-and Fottune'combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may ſhake it. -Give me grace to lay 
My duty on: your hand.. 

Cleo, Your Caeſars Father oft 05. 
(When he hath mug'doof taking Kingdoms in) 
Beſtow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain'd kifſes. | 


Enter Anthony, 4nd Enobarbus. 
Ant. Favours? By Jove that thunders. . 


What art thou Fellow ? 
Thid. One that but performs 


The Tragedy of 


To our confuſion. 


Ant. Approach there: ah you Kite. 
Now gods and devl's, 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cry'd hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry your'will, Have you no Ears? 
| am Anthony yet, Take hence this Jack and whip him, 


Enter a Servant, 


Enob, *Tis better playing with a Lyons Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and Stars, 
Whip him : were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Ceſar, ſhould I find them 
So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here, what's her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra? Whip him, Fellows, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge his Face, 
And whine TT for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid. Mark Anthony. 
Ant. Tug him away : being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Ceſars ſhall 
Bear us an errand to him. LExemnt with Thidias, 
You were half blaſted ere I knew you : Ha? 
Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rome, | 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on Feeders ? | 
Cleo. Good, my Lord, 
Ant. You have been a Boggeler ever, 
But when we in our viciouſneſs grew hard 
(Oh miſery on't)) the wiſe gods ſeal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errours, laugh at's while we ſtrut 


Cleo. Oh, is't come to this? 

Ant. 1 found you as a Morſel, cold upon 
Dead Ceſar's Trencher : Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's, beſides what hotter hours 
Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For I am ſure, 
Though you can gueſs what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo, Wherefore is this ? 

eAnt. Tolet a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And ſay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-Fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high hearts, O thatI were 
Upon the Hill of Baſan, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage cauſe, 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter*d neck, which do's the Hangman thank, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 


Enter a Servant with Thidias. 


Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

eAnt. Cryed he? and begg'da pardon ? 

Ser. He did ask favour. 

ent, If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thon waſt not made his Daughter, and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ceſar in his —_— ſince 
Thou haſt been whipt. For olſowing him , -henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Fever thee, 
Shake to look on't, Get thee back to Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : look thou ſay 
He makes me angry with him. For he ſeems 
Proud and diſdainful, harping on what I am, | 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, | 
And at this time moſt eaſie *tis to do't : 
V'Vhen my good ſtars, that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Orbes, and ſhut gheir Fires | 
Into the Abiſm of Hell. If he _miſlike, 


| The biddibg of the folleſt man, and worthicſt 
To have command obcy'd. | 
- + Exob. You will be whipt. 


| My ſpeech, and what is done, tell him he has | 
| Hiparchu, my enfranched Bondman, whom | 
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He may at p/catuce whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he ſnall like to quir me, Urge it thou : 
Hence with thy ſtripes, be gone, [Exit Thid. 
Cleo, Have you done yet ? 
Art, Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclipſt, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony, 
Cleo. | mult ſtay his time. 
Ant. To flatter Ceſar, would you miogle Eyes 
With one that ties his points. 
Cleo. Not know me yet ? 
eAnt. Cald- hearted toward me ? 
Clio, Ah (Dear) it I be ſa, 
From my cold heart, let Heaven ingendes Hail, 
And poyſon it in the ſource, and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines ſo 
Diſſolve my life, the next Czſarian ſmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave /£gyptian: all, 
By the diſcandering of this pelletted ſtorm, 
Lye graveleſs, till the Flies and Gnats of Ale 
Have buried them for prey. 
Aat. 1 am ſatished ; 
Ceſar ſets down in eAlexandria, where 
I will oppoſe his Fate. Our force. by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and ſever'd Navy too : 
Have knit again, and Fleet, threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haſt thou been my heart? Dolt thou hear, Lady ? 
[f from the Field I ſhall return once more 
To kiſs theſe Lips, I will appear in blood, 
Il, and my Sword, will earg my Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 
Cleo, That's my brave Lord. 
At. 1 will be treble-ſinewed, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranſome lives 
Of me for jeſts: but now, I'll ſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Call tome 
All my ſad Captains, fill our Bowls once more : 
Let's mock the midnight Bell, 
Cleo. It is my Birth-day, 
| had thought t? have held it poor. But ſince my Lord 
Is Anthony again, | will be Cleopatra. 
Ant. We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 
Ant. Da ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, 
And to night "Il force 
The Wine peep through their ſcars. 
Come on (my Queen) 
There's ſap ig't yet. The next time [ do fight 
"Il make death love me: for 1 will contend 
Even with his peſtilent Scythe, [Exeunt. 
Enob. Now he'll out-ſtare the Lightning, to be furious 
[s to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge; and I ſee ſtill 
! A diminution in our Captains brain, 
{Reſtores his heart; when valour prays in reaſon, 
' It eats the Sword it fights with : I will ſeck 
; Some way to leave him. 
| 
| Enter Czſar, Agrippa, and Mecz0as with by Army, 
| __ Czlar reading 4 Letter. 


[Exennt. 


Ceſ. He calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me out of A&gypt. My Mellenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perſonal Combat, 
Ceſar to Anthony : let the old Ruſhan know, 
| have many other ways todie : mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 

Mec. Ceſar muſt think, 
When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diſtraftion : Never anger 
Made good guard for it ſelf. 


Czſ. Let our beſt Heads know, 
That to morrow, the laſt of many Battels 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thofe that ferv'd £24ark, Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ltore to do'r, 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Anthony. [Excunt. 


Entcr Anthony «nd Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas, with others. 


Ant, He will not fight with me, Domeriar. 
Enob, No? 
Ant, Why ſhould he not ? 
Enob. He thinks, being ewenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty men to one, | 
eat, To morrow, Souldier, 
By Sea and Land Ii] fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood, 
Shall make it live again, VVoo't thou fight well. 
Enob, I'll ſtrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. VVell ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houthold Servants, let's to night. 


Enter three or four Servitors. 


Be bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honelt, ſo haſt thou, 
Thou, and thou, and thoy: you have ſery'd me well, 
And Kings bave been your Fellows. 

Cleo. V Vhat means this? 

Eneb, *Tis one of thoſe odd tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 
Out of the mind. 

Art. And thou art honeſt too: 
[ wiſh I could be made ſo many men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you ſervice, 
$0 good as you have done. 

Omnes. The gods forbid. 

Ant. VVell, my good Fellows, wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empice was your Fellow too, 
And ſuffered my command. 

Cleo. V'Vhat does he mean ? 

Enob. To make his Followers weep. 

Ant, Tend meto night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, - 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'll ſerve another Maſter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
| turn you not away, but like a Maſter 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay till death : 
Tend me to night two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for't. 

Enob. VVhat mean you (Sir) 
To give them this diſcomfort ? Look, you weep, 
And1, an Afs, am Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, | 
Transform us not to Women. | 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho : | 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. | 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſence ; 
For I ſpake to you for your comfort, did deſire you 
To burn this night with Torches : know (my hearts) 
| hope well of ro morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expect victorious Life, 
Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
And drown conſideration. [Exeurt, 


Enter a Company of Souldiers, 


1 Soul, Brother, good night: to morrow is the day, 


2 Soxl. It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard) 


—— 
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Heard you of nothing ſtrange about tbe ſtreets, 
1. Nothing : what news? 
2, Belike tis but a Rymour, good night to you. 
1, Well, Sir, good nigt.t. | 
[ They meet with other Souldiers. 
2. Souldiers, have careful Watch. 
I. And you : Good night, good night. 
 [ They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage. 
2, Here we, and if to morrow 
Our Navy thrive, 1 have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
I. 'Tis a brave Army, and full of purpoſe. 
Le Muſick of the Hoboyes 14 under the Stage. 
2, Peace, what noiſe ? 
1, Liſt, liſt. 
2. Hark. 
I, Maſick ith* Air. 
3. Under the Earth. 
It lings well, do's it nat? 
3. No. 
1, Peace I ſay : what ſhould this mean ? 
2. *Tis the god Hercules, whom Antbony loved, 
Now leayes him. 
- 1, Walk, let's ſee if other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? | 
| 1, How now, Maſters? [ Speak together. 
Onmer, How now ? how now ? doyou hear this ? 
I, Ist not ſtrange? 
3. Dqyou bear, Maſters? Do yon hear? 
1. Follow the noiſe ſo far as we baye quarter. 
Let's ſee how it will give off. 
Omnes. Content : 'Tis ſtrange. LExeunt. 


Enter Anthony, and Cleopatta, with others. 


\ ent. Eros, mine Armour, Eros. 


Cleo. Sleep a little. ; 
Ant. No, my Chuck : Eros, come, mine Armour, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


Come good fellow, put thine Iron on, 

If Fortune be not ours today, It is 

Becauſe we brave her. Come. 

Cleo, Nay, Ile help too, Anthony. 

What's this for ? Ah, let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe, falſe : This, this, 
Sooth-law 1'le help, Thus it muſt be. 

Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 

Seeſt thou my good fellow. Go put on thy defences. 
Eno. Briefly 5 Sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do pleaſe 

To doſt for our repoſe, ſhall hear a ſtorm. 

Thou fumbleſt &ros, and ray Queen's a Squire 

More tight at this: Diſpatch, O Love, 

That thou could'ſt ſee my wars to day, and knew'ſt 
The Royal Occupation, thou. ſkould"it ſee | 

A workman in't. 


Enter an armed Souldier. 


Good morrow to thee, welcom, : 
Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To buſineſs that we love, we.riſe betime, 
And go to't with delight. ' 
Soul. A thouſand, Sir, early though't be, bave on their 
Rivetted trim; and at the Port expect you, [Shout . 
[ Trumpets flouriſh, 


Enter Captains and Souldiers. 
Alex. The Morn is fair : Good morrow, General. 


CO CS 


| All. Good morrow, General. 
Ant. *Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, ſo: Comegive me that, what ere becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me, 
This is a Souldiers kiſs : rebukeable, 
And worthy ſhameful check it were, to ſtand 
On more Mechanick Complement, I'le leave thee. 
Now like a man of Steel, you that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, Ple bring you to't : Adieu, 
Char, Pleaſe you retire to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : that he and {ſar might 
Determine this great War in ſingle fight ; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Well on, 


[Exeunt. 


LExennt. | 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Anthony, 4»d Eros. 


Eros, The gods make this a happy day to Anthony, 

Ant, Would thou, and thoſe thy ſcars had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. (vaild, 

Eros. Hadſt thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have ſtill 
Followed thy heels. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 

Eros, Who? one ever near thee, call for Enobarbxs. 
He ſhall not hear thee, or from Czſar's Camp, 
Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What fayeſt thou ? } 

Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. 

Eros, Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone? 

Sold, Moſt certain, | 

Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his Treaſure aſter, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : writeto him, 
(1 will ſubſcribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that | wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt men, Diſpatch, Eros. CEx:. 
Enter Agrippa, Czſar, wich Enobarbue, 

and Dolabella, 


Ceiſ. Go forth, Aprippa, and begin the fight: 
Our will is Anbey! pt ue! 6 
Make it ſo known. 

eAopri. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. 

Geer, The time of univerſal peace is near, 
Pcove this a proſp'rous day, the three-nook'd world 
| Shal bear the Olive freely. 


, o 
Enter a Meſlenger. 


Meſ. «Anthony is come into the field, 

, Ce. Go charge «Agrippa, 

Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
' That Anthony may ſeem to ſpend his Fury 
| Upon himſelf. 

Enob. Alex as did revolt, and went to Zewry 0n 
Afﬀairs of Anthony ;, there did diſſwade 
Great Herod to incline himſelf to (ſar, 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this pains 
Ceſar hath hang'd him : Camidius and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honovrable-truſt : I have done ill, 

Of which I do accuſe my ſelf ſo ſorely, 
That I will joy no more. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter a Souldier of Czfars. 


Soul, Enobarbus, _ ; 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 


His 


—— — 


Anthony and Cleopatra, : 


His bounty over-plus. Tlic Meſſenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Teat is now 
Unloading of his Mules. 

Enob. | give it you. 

Sout, Mock not, Enobarbur, 
I tell you true : Beſt you ſat't the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, I mult attend mine Office, 
Or would have done't my felt, Your Emperour 
Continues ſtil] a Jove. 

Enob. I am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And f-el 1 am ſo moſt. Oh Anthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldſt thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doſt ſo Crown with Gold. This blows my heart 
If ſwift thought break it not: a ſwifted mean 
Shall out-ſtrike thought, but thought will do't. I feel 
| fight againſt thee : No, I will go ſeek 
Some Ditch, where to die; the foul?ſt beſt fits 
My latter part of life, 


Exit. 


[Extt. 


| Alarum, Drums and Trumpets, 
Enter Agrippa. 


Aerip. Retire, we have engag'd our ſelves too far : 
Ceſar himſelf has work, and our oppreſſion 
Exceeds what we expected. [Ext 

Alarums, . 
Emer Anthony, and Scarus wounded, 


Scar. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed, 
Ha! we done fo at firſt, we had droven them home 
With Clouts about their Head, [Far off. 

Ant. Thoa bleed'ſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now *tis made an H, 

Ant. They do retire, 

Scar. We'll beat em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Room for ſix ſcotches more. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ſerves 
For a fair ViCtory. 
Scar. Let us ſcore their backs, 
And ſnatch *em up, as we take Hares behind, 
'Tis a ſport to maul a Runner. 
Ant. | will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour, Come thee on. 


| Scar. Pll halt after. 


[ Exennt. 
| Alarum, Enter Anthony again 11 4 march, 
Scarus, with others, 


Ant. We have beat him to his Camp : Run one 
Before, and let the Queen know of our Guelts : to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall ſee*s, we'll ſpill the blood 
That has to day eſcap'd. I thank you all, : 

For doughty handed are. you, and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had been 

Each mans like mine : you have ſhewn all Hettors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 

{ Tell them your feats, whiPlt: they with joyful tears 
Waſh the congealment from your Wounds, and kiſs 
The honour'd gaſhes whole. | 


| Enter: Cleopatra. 


Give me thy hand, = 

ſo this great Faiery, I'll commend thy- acts, 

Make her thanks bleſs thee. O thou day.o? tt? World, 
Ciain mine arm'd neck, leap thou, Attire and all 
Through proof of Harneſs t6 my part; and there 


i 


Ride on the paints triumphing, 
Cleo, Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Virtue, com'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The Worlds great ſnare uncaught, 
Ant, My Nightingale, 
We have beat them to their Beds. 
What, Girl, though gray 


Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha'we | 


A brain that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole gf youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſayouring hand, 
Kiſs it my Warriour : He hath fought to day, 
As if a god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a ſhape. 
Cleo. III give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all ot Gold : it was a Kings. 
Ant. He has deſery'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phebus Car. Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaſt, we all would ſup together, 
And drink Carowſes to the next dayes Fate 
Which promiſes Royal peril. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaſt you the Cities Ear. 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 
That Heaven and Earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our reproach. [Exeunt. 


Enter a Century, and his Company, Enobarbus follows. 


Cent, If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 
We mult return to th* Court of Guard : the night 
[s ſhiny, and they fay, we ſhall embattle 
By th* ſecond hour i* ch* Morn. 

1 Watch. This laſt day was a ſhrewd one to's. 

Enob. Oh bear me witneſs night. 

2. What man is this? 

1, Stand cloſe, and liſt him, 

Enob. Be witneſs to me (O thou bleſſed Moon) 
When men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Bear hateful memory : poor Enobarbu did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbus ? 

3. Peace: hark further. 

Enob. Oh Sovereign Miſtriſs of true Melancholy, 
The poyſonous damp of night diſpunge upon me, 
Thar life, a very Rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my fault, 

Which being dried with grief, will break to Powder, 
And finiſh all foul thoughts: Oh Arncboyy, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular, 

But let the World rank me in Regiſter 

A Maſter-leaver, and a fugitive: 

Oh Anthony ! Oh Anthony ! 

1, Let's ſpeak to him. 

Cent, Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Ceſar. 

2, Let's do fo, but he ſleeps. : 

Cent. Swoonds rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ſleep. 

1, Go we to him. 

2. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 

1. Hear you, Sir? ; 

{*e«t, The hand of death hath caught him. 


Hark how the Drums demurely wake the | 
Let us bear him to th* Court of Guard ; he is of note: 
Our hour is fully out. 

2, Come on then, he may recover yet. 


Ooo 


[Exeunt. 
Emer 


li. 


[ Drums af ar off. | 
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Enter Anthony, «nd Scarus, with their Army. 


Ant. Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar. For both, my Lord. 

- Ant, I would they'ld fight ith? Fire, or ith* Air, 
We'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the hills adjoyning to the City 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth che Haven: 

Where their appointment we may belt diſcover, 
And look on their endeavour. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Czſar, and bis Army, 


Ceſ. But being charg'd, we will be ſtill by Land. 
Which as I tak't we ſhall, for his beſt force 
[s forth to Man his Gallies. To the Valcs, 
And hold our belt advantage. [Exennt, 
[eAlarum afar off, as at a Sea fight. 


Enter Anthony, and Scarus. 


eAnt. Yet they are not joyn'd : 
Where yond Pine does ſtand, I ſhall diſcover all. 
Ple bring thee word ſtraight, how *tis like to go. 
Scar. Swallows have built 
In (teopatra's Sailes their neſts. The Avuguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, look grimly, 
And dare not ſpeak their knowledge. Anthony 
Is valiant, and dejeted, and by ſtarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fear 
Of what he has, and has not. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Anthony. 


eAnt. All is loſt: . 

This foul «/£gyprian hath betrayed me : 

My Fleet hath yielded co the Foe, and yonder, 

They caſt their Caps up, and Carowſe together 

Like friends long loſt, Triple-turn'd Whore, tis thou 
Haſt ſold me to this Novice, and my heart 


{ Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all flye : 


For when I am reveng'd upon my Charm, 

I have done all. Bid themall flye, be gone. 

Oh Sun, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more : 

Fortune and Anthony park here, even here 

Do we ſhake hands? All come to this ? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their wiſhes, do di>Candy, tmelt their ſweets 

On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is barkt, 
That over-topt them all, Betray'd lam 

On this falſe Soul of «4&gypr this grave Charm, 


Whoſe Boſom was my Crownet, my Chief end, 
Like a right Gyplie, hath at faſt and looſe 
Beguil'd me, to the very heart of loſs. 

What Eros, Eros? - | 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 33.20} 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love 
Ant. Vaniſh, or | ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Ceſars Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting Plebrians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt ſpot 

Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 

For poor*ſt Diminntives, for Dolts, and tt 
Patient Oavia plough thy viſage up 

With ber prepared nails. [Exit Cleopatra. 
'Tis well th* art gone, 

Ifitbe well to live, But better *twere 


Whoſe eye beck'd forth my wars, ant call'd them home : | 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ira 


| Was never ſo imboſt. 
Char. Toth' Monument, there lock 
And fend him word you are dead : 


Than greatneſs going off. 

Cleo. Toth* Monument : 
eMardian, go tell him I have ſlain my 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was e Anthony, 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 
Fros. | , Noble Lord. 
Ant. Sometime we ſee a cloud that's 


A toward Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blew Promonto 


And mock our eyes with Air, 
Thou haſt ſeen theſe ſigns, 

They are black Veſper's Pageants. 
Eros, |, my Lord. 


As water is in water. 

Eros, It do's, my Lord, 

Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy 
Even ſuch a body : here | am «Fathony, 


I made theſe wars for «& 


Unto an Enemy's triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Ero, there is left 
Our ſelves to end our ſelves. 


Enter Matdian. 


eMar. No, Antbony, 
With thine intirely. 


And ſhall dye .the death. 
Mar. Death of one perſon can be 


Was Anthony, moſt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midſt a tearing 
The name of Anthony : it was divided 


Thy name £ buried in her. 
Axnt. Deat) then? 
Mar. Dead. 


_ 


Thou felPſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa ? 
The ſhirt of Neſs is upon me, teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine Anceltor, thy rage, 

Let me lodge Licas on the horns oth* Moon, 
And with thoſe hands that graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf : the Witch ſhall dye : 
To the young R omar Boy ſhe hath ſold me, and 1 fall 
Under his plot : the dyes for't. Eros, hoa ? 


s, Mardian. 


Cleo. Help me, my Woman : Oh he is more mad 
Than Telawon for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 


your ſelf, 


The Soul and body rive not more in parting, 


ſelf : 


And word it (prethee) pitiouſly. Hence, eardiar, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th* Monument. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Anthony and Eros. 


Dragoniſh, 


A vapour ſometime, like a Bear,or Lyon, 


ry 


With Trees upon't, that nodd unto the world, 


Ant. That which is now a Horſe, even with a thought 
The Rack diſlimes, and makes indiſtint 


Captain is 


Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 

, and the Queen, 
Whoſe heart 1 thought 1 had, for ſhe bad mine : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto't 

A Million moe (now loſt :) ſhe, Eros, has 

Packt Cards with Cezſars, and falſe plaid my Glory 


us 


Oh the vile Lady, ſhe has robb'd me of my Sword. 
My Miſtris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 

Ant, Hence,ſawcy Eunuch, peace,ſhe hath betraid me, 
paid but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd. What thou would'ſt do 
[s done unto thy hand : the laſt ſheſpake 

groan did break 


Between her heart and lips: ſhe tendred life 


Ant, Unarme, Fros, the dong dayes task is done, 


[ Exit, 


| 
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And we mult ſleep : chat thou'depart'lt hence ſafe 

Does pay thy labour richly :i.g0« (Exit Mardian. 
Oh, pluck off, | 

The ſeven-fold ſhield of Ajax cannot keep 

The battery from my heart. Ohcleave my ſides. 

Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent, 

Crack thy frail Cafe, Apace, Eros, apace: 

No more a Souldier : bruiſed pieces go, 

You have hcen nobly born, From me a while; ( Exit Eros, 
I will o're-take thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it muiſt be, for now 

All length is Taotues : ſince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and ſtray no farther. Now all labour 

| Marrs what it does: yea, very force entangles 

It ſelf with ſtrength : Sealthen and all is done, 

Eros ? | come, my Queen. Erez? Say for me, 

Where Sou!s do couch on Flowers, well hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Port make the Ghoſts gaze : 
D1ao, and her Areas ſhall want Troops, 

And all the haunt be ours, Come, Eros, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


Eroj, What would my Lord ? 
ent. Since Cleopatra died, 
[ have liv'd 10 ſuch diſhonour,, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſeneſs.. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter*d the World, and o're green Neptunes back 
With Ships, made Cities; condemn my ſelf, to lack 
The Courage of a Waman, leſs Noble mind 
Than ſhe which by her death, our ('sſar tells 
| am Conqueror of my ſelf. Thou art ſworn Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : when I ſhould fee behind me 
THY inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horrour, 
That on my command, thou then would'ſt kill me. 
Do'r, the time is come : thou ſtrik*ſt not me, 
'Till Ceſar thou defeat?ſt. Put colour ig my cheek. 
Eros. The gods with-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy ) loſt aim, and could not. _ ++ 
eAnthony. Eros. 
Would*(t chou be window'd in great Rome, . and fee 
The Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face ſubdu®d 
To penetrative ſhame z whiPſt the wheeP'd ſeat 
Of fortunate Ceſar drawn before him, branded * - 
His baſeneſs that enſued. | ” 
Eros. I would not fee't. 1s 
Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muſt 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy Country. : 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once, 
Oc thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 
Eros, Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the warſhip of the whole world lies, 
Ant. Lo thee. 
Eros, My. Sword is drawn. 
Ant, Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 
Eros, My dear Maſter, 
My Captain, and my Emperour. Let me fay 
Before | ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 
Ant, Tis faid, man, and farewel. 
Eros. Farwel, great Chief, Shall I ſtrike now ? _ 
Ant. Now , Eros. [Kills bamſelf. 
Eros. Why there then : 
Thus 1 do eſcape the ſorrow of Anthony's death. 
Ant, Thrice nobler than my felf, 
Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eros, what 
[ ſhould, and could'ſt not, my Queen and Eros 


cur'd. 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


O—— . — 
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Have y their brave initrutiya got ppon me 
A Noviicnct, in Record, But wil! be 

A Bride-2:v0m in my death, and run into't 
As toa Loves bed. Come then, and Ero,, 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar : to do thus 

| learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 
The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 


Enter a Guard 


1. Guard. What's the noiſe? 
Ant. | have done my work, ill Friends: 
O make an end of what 1. have beguy, 
2, The Star is faln. 
1. Andtime is at his Period. 
All, Alas, and woe. ; 
Ant. Let him thatToves me, ftrike me dead. 
1. Not I. 
2, Not |. | 
3. Nor any one. | | LExeunt. 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flyc. 
This Sword but theryn £0 Caſar withthis tidiogs, 
Shall enter me with hmn. 26-4 


Enter Diomedes ** 


Dio. Where's Anthony ? 
Decre, There, Diomed, there. 
Diom, Lives he ? wiſtthou not anſwer, man ? 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? 
Draw thy Sword, and give me 
Sufficing ſtrokes for death. 
Dio, Moſt abfolnte Locd, 
My Miſtris Cleopatyz fent me to thee. 
Ant, When did ſhe fend thee? 
Diom. Now, my Lord. 
Ant, Where is ſhe? © : ( fear 
Diom. Locktin her Monument : ſhe had a Propheſying 
Of what hath come to paſs: for when ſhe ſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found Yyon did 
She had difpes'd with C4/ar, and that'your ra 
Would not be purg'd, the ſent yal\Word ſhe was dead - 
But fearing ſince bow it right wot, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the truth, atid I am come 
|S  ,_ LY 
Att. Too late, goo Themed : call my Guard I prethee. 
Dio. What hoo : thi* ours Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come; your Lord calls. 


Enter four or foe of th# Guard of Anthony. 


Ant. Bear me, Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
'Tis the laſt rar row fall command 5+ wag 

1. Woe, woe are we, Sir, you may not live to wear 
All your true Followers out. 

All, Moſt heavy day. 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp fate 
To grace it with your ſorrows. Bid that welcom 
Which comes to puniſh ns, and we puniſh it 
Seming to bear it lightly. - Take me up, 
| have led you oft, carry me now, good friends, 

And have my thanks for all. 


Enter Cleopatra, and ber e aids aloft, with 
Charmian, «rd Icas. 


Cleo. Oh Charman, | will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
0. No, | will not: 
All ſtrange and terrible events are welcom, 
But comforts we deſpiſe : our f1ze of ſorrow 
Proportion'd to our caule, mult be asgreat 
As that which makes it, 


tf! 


[Exennt bearing Anthony. } 
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The Tradgedy of 


Enter Diomed, 


How now? Is he dead ? 

Diomed. His Death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o'th' other ſide your Mogument, 

His Guard have brought him hither. 


Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


Cleo. O Sun, 
| Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
Ti:e varying Shore o'th* world. O Antony, Antony, Antony, 
Help, Charmazr, help, Ira, help: help, friends, 
Below, let's draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, | 
Not Ceſar*s Valour hath o'er-thrown eLnthony, 
But Anthony hath triumpht oa it ſelf. 

Cleo, So1t ſhould be, 
' That none but Anthony ſhould conquer Anthony, 
But woe *tis ſo, 

ent. lamdying, c-£gyprt, dyipg : Only 
[ here importune Death awhile, unril 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poor laſt 
L lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo, I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon : I dare not, 
Leſt I be taken : Not th” imperious ſhew 
| Of the dull. fortun'd Ceſar, ever ſhall 

Be broach'd with me, If Knife, D-ugs, Serpents have, 

Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am ſafe : | 
Your Wife O#avia, with her modeſt Eyes, 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire honour, 
Demuring upon me : But, come, come, «Antony, . 
Help me, my Women, we mult draw thee up >, 
Aſſiſt, good friends. Rwy 

- wo Oh wu, or l am gone. 

Cleo. Here's parkindres x 
' How heavy weighs my L rd? _, 
Our ſtrength is all gone into heavineſs, . 
That makes the weight, Had I great Zuno's power, 
The ſtrong wing'd -y. ſhould fetch thee up, 
| And ſet thee by Fove's. de. Yet come a little, 
Wikſhers were ever Fools.. Qh came, come, come, 
| [! hey beave Antony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome, . Dye when thou haſt liv'd, 
Quicken with kiſſing : Had mylips that power , | 
Thus would I wear them out. "S 

All. A _ ſight. 

Ant, 1 am dying, </£gypt,. dying... 
Give me ſome Wine, eTke Ku ſeal a little. | 

Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail ſo high, 
That the falſe Huswife, Fortune, break ber wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence, _ + 

Ant. One word (ſweet Queen) 
Of Ceſar ſeek your honour, with your ſafety. Oh. 

Cleo. They donot go together. 

eAnt, Gentle, hear me, 
None abont Ceſar truſt, but Proculemns. 

{leo. My Reſolution, and my hands, I'll truſt, 
None about Ceſar. 

Ant. The miſerable charg2now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : But pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former fortunes, 
Whecein 1 liv'd. The greateſt Prince o'th'world, 
The Nobleſt : and do not baſely die, 
Not Cowardly, piit off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd. Now my ſpirit is going, 
[ can no more. | 

Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't die, 
Haſt thou nocare of me , ſhall Iabide 
ln thisdull world, wbich in thy abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſee, my Women : 


BY 
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The Crown 0'th* Earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh wither*'d is the Garland of the War. 
The Souldiers Pole is faln : Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with men : The odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the yiſting moon. 

Char. Oh quietneſs, Lady. 

Ira. She's dead too, our Sovereign, 

Char, Lady. ; 

Iras. Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Iras. Royal Egypt: Enmgprels. 

Char. Peace, peace, ras. 

Cleo. No more but in a Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor paſſion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtoln our Jewel. All's but nought: 
Patience is ſottiſh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that's mad : Then is it ſin, 
To ruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Eredeath dare come to us? How do you, women ? 
What, what good cheer ? why how now, Charmian ? 
My Noble Girls? Ah, women, women ? Look, 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out, Good Sirs, take heart, 
We?il bury him : And then what's brave, what's Noble, 
Let's do't after the high Roman faſhion, 
And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that huge Spirit now is cold; 
Ah, women, women / Come, we have no friend, 
But Reſolution, and the briefeſt end. 


[Exeunt, bearing of Anthony's Body, 


Enter Czlar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with 
his Counſel of War . 


Ceſ. Goto him, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawſes that he makes. 

Dol. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. 


Enter Decretas with the Sword of Anthony. 


Ceſ. VVherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appear thus to us ? 

Dec. Iamcalled Decretas, 
Mark, Anthony 1 ſery'd, who beſt was worthy 
Belt to be ſery'd : whil'ſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I was tohim, 
PI be to Ceſar : If thou pleaſeſt not, 
[ yield thee up my life. 

Ceſ. VVhat is't thou ſayeſt? 

Dec. | ſay (Oh Ceſar) Anthony is dead. 

Ceſ. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater crack, The round world 
Should have ſhook Lyons into civil ſtreets, 
And Citizens to their Dens, The Death of Amhony 
Is not a ſingle Doom, in the name lay 
A moiety of the world, 

Dec. He is dead Ceſar, 
Not by a publick miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hired Knife, but that ſelf-hand 
Which writ his honour in the ACts it did, 
Hath with the Conrage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
[ robb'd his wound of it : Behold it ſtain'd 
With his moſt noble Blood. 

Ceſ. Look you, ſad friends, 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a Tidings 
To waſh the eyes of Kings. 

Dol. And ſtrange it is, 

That 


| 
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That Natuce muſt compel us to lament 
Qur moſt pcrliited - deeds, 
Men, His taints and honotirs may equal with him. 
Dol. A Rarer Spirit never 
Did itcer humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ceſar is touch'd, 
Men. When tuch a ſpacious Mirror's ſet before him, 
He needs muſt fee himlelf, 
Ceſar. Oh eAnthony, 
| have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeaſes in our Bodies. 1 mult perforce 
Have ſhewa to thee ſuch a declining day, 
Or look on thine : we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole world, But yet let me lament 
| With tears as Soveragin as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
ln top of all delign ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Stars 
Unreconcileable, ſhould divide our equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſineſs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he ayes. 


Enter an Egyptian. 


Whence are you ? 
gyp. A poor «egyptian yet, the Queen my Miſtris 

Confin®d in all, ſhe has her Monument 

Of thy intents, deſircs, inſtruction, 

That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 

Totl? way ſhe's forc'd to. 

Ceſ. Bid her have good heart, 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her, For {ſar cannot leave to be ungentle 
TL; Sothe gods preſerve thee. Ext, 
(es. Come bither Proculeixs, go and ſay 

We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 

The quality of her paſſion ſhall require ; 

Leſt in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal ſtroke 

She do defeat us. For her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your ſpeedielt bring us what ſhe ſayes, 

And how you find of her. ; 
Pro. Ceſar, | ſhall. CExit Proculcius. 
Ceſ. Gallus, go you along : where's Dolabe#la, tolecond 

Proculewn ? 
eAll. Dolabella. 

Ceſ. Let him alone: for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : he ſhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
How hardly I was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded ſtill 

In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee 


What I can ſhew in this. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, lras, avd Mardtan. 


Cleo, My deſolation does begin to make 
A better life : *Tis paltry to be Ceſar : 
Not being fortune, he's but fortunes knave, 
A miniſter of her will: and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change z 
Which ſleeps, and never pallats more the dung, 
The Beggar's Nurſe, and Ceſars. 


Enter Proculeius. 


Pro. Ceſar ſends greeting to the Queen of ©£gypr, 
And bids thee ſtndy on what fair demands 


| Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee. | 
Cleo. What's the name ? | 
Pro. My name is Proculeins. 
Cleo. eAnthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, bug 
[ do not greatly caretobe deceiv'd 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your Maſter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you mult tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, mult 
No leſs b.g than a Kingdom : if he pleaſe 
To give ine conquer'd <gypt for my Son, 
He gives ine ſg much ol mine own, as 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 
Pro, Be of good cheer : 
Y'are faln intoa Princely hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Whois fall of Grace, that it flows over 
(2n all that need, Let me report to him 
Your ſweet dependency, and you ſhall find 
A Conquerour that will pray in aid for kindneſs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
| am his Fortanes Vaſſal, and 1 ſend him 
The greatneſs he has got, I hourly learn 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i th” Face. 
Pto, This Ple report (dear Lady) 
Have comfort, for 1 know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it. 
Char. You (ee how eafily ſhe may be ſurpris'd : 
Guard her till Ceſar come. 
Ira. Royal Queen. 
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queen. 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold : 
Do not your ſelf ſuch wrong, whoare in this 
Reliev'd, but not betraid. 
(co. What of death too that rids our d 
Pro, C 4, do not abuſe my Maſters 
Th” undoing of your ſelf: Let the world fee 
His Nobleneſs well ated, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 
Cleo, Where art thou, Death ? 
Come hither, come : Come, and take a Queen 


_ 


| And hang me up in Chai 


| Worth many Babes and Beggars. 

| Pro. Oh temperance, Lady. 

' Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, IPe not drink, Sir : 
If idle talk will once be neceſſary, 

[le not ſleep neither. This mortal houſe Ple raine, 
Do Ceſar what he can. Know, Sir, that | 

Will not wait pinnion'd at your Malter's Court, 
Not once to be chaſtis'd with the ſober eye 

Of dull VZavia, Shall they hoiſt me up, 

And ſhew me to the ſhouting Varlotry 

Of ceaſuring Rome ? rather a ditch in e/Egype. 

Bc gentle, grave, unto me: rather on N «4 mud 
Lay me ſtark nak'd, and let the water-Fhes 

Blow me into abhorring : rather make 

My Countreys high ids my Gibbet, 


| Pro. You do extend 
| Theſe thoughts of horrour farther than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Ceſar. 


£ner Dolabella. 


Dolabella, Proculei, 
What thou haſt done, my Maſter Ceſar knows. 
Any he hath ſent for thee: as for the Queen, 
le take her to my Guard. 

Proculeics. $0, Dolabella, 
It ſhall coutent me beſt : be gentle to her : 
To Ceſar 1 will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, 
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[f you'll employ me to him. CExt Froculeivs, 
Ooo 3 Cleo. | 
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PA The Tragedy of 


Cleo. Say. I would die, 

Dol. Moſt Noble Empreſs, you have heard of me. 

Cleo, I cannot tell. 

Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what | have heard or known : 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is not your trick ? 

Dol. 1 underſtand not, Madam, 

Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperour Anthony. 
Oh ſuch another ſleep, that I might ſee 

But ſuch another man. 

Dol. If it might pleaſe ye. 

(leo, His face was as the Heavens, and therein ſtuck 
{| A Sun and Moon, which kept their courſe, and lighted 
{ The little oth? Earth. 

Dol. Moſt Sovereign Creature. 

(leo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World : his Voice was propertied 

As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 

But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 

He was as ratling Thunder, For his bounty, 

There was no Winter in't. An Anthony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 

Were Dolphin-like, they ſhew'd his back above 

The Element they liv'd in ; In his Livery 

Walk*'d Crowns and Crownets : Realms and Iflands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol. ('leopatra. | 

Cleo, Think you there was, or might be ſuch a man 
As this I dreamt of ? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. . 

Ceo. You Lye up to the hearing of the gods: 

But if there be, or ever were ane ſuch, 

Its paſt the ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuff 

To vy ſtrange forms with fancy, yet t' imagine 

An Anthony with Natures piece, *gainſt Fancy, 
Condemning ſhadows quite, 

Dol. Hear me, good Madam : 

Your loſs is as your elf, great; and you bear it 
As anſwering to the weight, would I might never 
O're-take purſu'd ſucceſs : but I da feel 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 

My very heart at root. 

Cleo, I thank you, Sir: 

Know you what Ceſar means to do with me ? 

Dol. 1 am loth to tell you what, I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. | 
Dol. Though he be honourable. 

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph. 

Dol. Madam, he will, 1 koow't. 


Enter Proculeius, Czſar, Gallus, Mecznas, 
and others of his Train. 


All. Make way there, Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Which is the Queen of e/£gype. 
Dol. It is the Emperour, Madam, 
\ Ceſ. _ —_— not kneel : 
I pray you riſe, riſe, e£gype. 
Fs. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord | much obey. 
Ceſ. Take to you no bard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in onr fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo, Sole Sir oth* World, 
-I cannot project mine own cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confeſs I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham*'d our Sex. 

Ceſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce : 
If you apply your ſelf to our intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 


[Cleo. kneels. 


| 


[ 


A benefit in this change, but if you ſeck 

To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 

Amhony's courſe, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 

Of my good purpoſes, and put your Children 

To that deſtruftion which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. Pll take my leave. 

Cleo, And may through all the World:'tis yours,and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your ſigns of Conqueſt ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord, 

Ceſ. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo, This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels 
[ am poſſeſt of, *tis exaCtly valued, 

Not petty things admitted. Whereas Seleucw ? 

Sel. Here, Madam. 

Cleo, This js my Treaſurer, Jet him ſpeak (my Lord) 
Upon his peril, that I have reſery'd | 
To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Selexcus, 

Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my Lips, 

Than to my peril ſpeak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have | kept back ? 

Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 

Ceſ. Nay, bluſh not, Cleopatra, | approve 
Your wiſdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitnde of this Selexcww, do's 
Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Than love that's hir*d ? What, goeſt thou back, thou ſhalr 
Go back I warrant thee: but Vil catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-leſs, Villain, Dog, 
O rarely baſe ! 

Ceſ. Good Queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo, O Ceſar, what a wounding ſhame is this, 
That thou vouchſafing here to viſit me, 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlineſs | 
Toone ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the ſumm of my diſgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy ! Say (good Ceſar ) 
That I ſome Lady.-trifles have reſerv'd, 
Immoment toyes, things of ſuch Dignity 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and ſay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Oftavia, to induce 
Their meditation, mult I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred: the gods ! it ſmites me 
Beneath the fall I have, Prethee go hence, 
Or 1 ſhall ſhew the Cynders of my ſpirits | 
Through th* aſhes of my chance: Wer't thou a man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 

Ceſ. Forbear, Seleucws. 

Clee. Be it known, that we the greateſt are miſ. thought | 
For things that others do - and when we fall, | 
We anſwer others merits, in our name | 
Are therefore to be pittied. | 

Ce. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put we i” th Roll of Conquelt : till be't yours, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, - and believe 
Ceſar*s no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, as 
Your ſelf ſhall give us counſel : Feed, and ſleep : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 
Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 
Ceſ. Not ſo: Adieu. 


_ CPamm—gmne >_< I — —_— - 


Cleo, He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I ſhould not be noble to my ſelf. 
But hark thee, Charmiar. 
Ira. Finiſh, good Lady, the bright day is done, 


54% 
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[Exeunt Czlar, and his train: | 


And we are fot the dark. 
Cleo. 


—_—— 
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; | DOT ET CORY _—_ | 
| Anthotty and Cleopitta: 163| 
Cleo, Hye thee again. That kills and pains not ? 
| have ſpoke already, and it is provided, Clown. Truly I have him: but T would not be the party 
Go put it to the haſte, that ſhould deſire you to touch him, ſor his biting is im- 
(bar. Madam, I will, mortal : thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never 
| recover, 
Enter Dolabella. Cleo, Remember'ſt thou any that have di'd on't ? 
Clown, Very many Men and Women too. I heard of, 
if Dol. Where's the Queen ? one of them no longer than yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 
" } Char. Behold, Sir. man, but ſomething given to 1ye, as a Woman ſhould nor : 
| Cleo, Dolabella, do, but in the way of honeſty, how ſhedied of the biting 
| Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your command | of ir, whac pain the felt: Truly, he makes a very 200d 
| (Which my love makes Religion to obey) report oth' Worn: bnt he that will believe all that they 
| 1 tell you this : Ceſar through Syria ſay, £h2!] never be ſaved by half that they do : but this is 
| Intends his Jourgey, and within three dayes, molt fail:blz, the Worm's an odd Worm. 
| You with your Children will he ſend before, C leo. Get thee hence, farewef. 
Make your beſt uſe of this. I have perform'd Cor. 1 with yau all joy of the Worm, 
Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. | Cie, Farewel. 
{ (leo. Dolabella, I ſhall remain your Debtor. | Clown, Youmſt think this (look you) that the Worm 
Dol. I your Servant : will do his kind, 
Adieu, good Queen, I mult attend on Ceſar. [Exit,] Cle, I, I, fatewel. 
Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. C:own. Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted, but 
Now, 4, what think'ſt thou ? | in the keeping of wiſe people: for indeed, there 1s no 
Thou, an </£gyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn | goodneſs in the Worm. 
| In Rome as well as I: Mechanick Slaves Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded, 
| Witn greaſie Aprons; Rules, and Hammers ſhall Clown. Very good : give it nothing | pray you, fer it is 
Uplift us to the view, In their thick breathe, not worth the feeding. 
| Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be cnclouded, Cleo, Will it ear me ? 
And forc'd to drink their vapour. Clown. You mult not think Iam ſo ſimple, but I know 
| lras. The gods forbid. | the Devil himſelf will not eat a Woman : 1 know, that a 
| Cleo, Nay, 'tis moſt certain, [ras : ſawcy Liftors Woman is a diſh for the gods, if the Devil dreſs her not. 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcalFd Rhimers But truly, theſe-lame whorſon Devils do the gods great 
Ballad us out a tune. The quick Comedians harm in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent the Devils mar five. 
Our Alexandria Revels: Anthony Cleo. Web the gone, farewel. 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee ' Clown. Yes fotfoathi 1 wiſh you joy'oth* Worm. {Exi. 
Some ſpeaking Cleoparra-Boy tny tteatnels | Cleo. Give me my Robe, put oft my Crown, 1 haye | 
ith? poſtore of a Whore. Immortal longings in me. Now no mote 
Ira. O the good gods ! The juice of «£&ypts Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. 
| Clo. Nay that's certain. Yare, yare, good Jras, quick : me thinks I hear 
Iras. Vl never ſee*t ; for Iam ſure my Nails Antheny call : 1 fee him rowſe himſelf 
Are ſtronger than mine Eyes. To praiſe my Noble Aft. I hear him mock 
Cleo. Why that's the way to fool their preparation, | The luck of Ceſar, which the gods give men 
þ And conquer their moſt abſurd intents. To excuſe their aſter wrath, Husband, I come : 
Now to that name, my courage prove my Title, 
Enter Charmian. | am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
| give no baſer life. So, have you done ? 
Now Charmian. Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. 
|Shew me my Women like a Queen : Go fetch Farewel kind ({barmian, Iras, long farewel. 
| My beſt Attires. I am again for (#dr« | | Have | the Aſpick in my Lips? Dolt fall? 
4 [fo mee Mark Anthony. Sirrah Iras, go, If thou and Nature can fo gently part, 
(Now, noble Charmian, we'll diſpatch indeed,) The ſtroke of death is as a Lovers pinch, 
And when thou haſt done this chare. Ill give thee leave | Which hurts, and is deſir'd. Doſt thon lie ſtill ? 
To play till Doomſday : bring our Crown, and all. If thus thou vaniſheſt, thon tell'ſt the World 
| | LeA noiſe within, | It is not worth leave taking, 
| Wherefore this noiſe ? Char. Diſſolve thick Clond and Rain, that I may fay, 
/ | The gods themſelves do weep. 
| Enter a Guardſman, Cleo. This proves me baſe : | 
It ſhe proves the curſed Anthony, 
| Guardſ. Here is arural Fellow, He'll make demand of her, rs ſpend that kiſs 
[That will not be deny*d your Highneſs preſence, Which is my Heaven to have. Come thou mortal wretch, 
'He brings on Figs. With thy ſharp teeth this knot intrinlicate, 
: Cles: Lethim come in. CExit Guardſman. | Of life at once unty: Poor venemous Fod), 
How poor an Inſtrument Be angry and diſpatch. Oh could'ſt thou ſpeak, _ 
May do a noble deed: he brings me liberty : That 1 might hear thee call great Ceſar Aſs, unpolicied. 
My reſolution's plac'd, and 1 have nothing Char. Oh Eaſtern ſtar. 
of Woman in me : Now from head to foot Cleo, Peace, peace : 
1 am Marble conſtant : now the fieeting Moon Doſt thou not ſee my Baby at my Breaſt, 
No Planet is of mine. That ſucks the Nurſe aſleep. 
| Char. O break! O break ! 
Enter Guardſman and Clown. (leo. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 
| O Anthony / Nayl1 will take thee too. 
Guardſ. This is the Man. What ſhould | ſtay —— [Dies. | 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. LExit Guardſman, Char. In this wild World ? So fare thee well : | 
Haſt thou the pretty Worm of Nl there, . Now boalt thee Death, in thy poſleſſion lies wo 
$ 
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A Laſs unparallePd. Downy Windows cloſe, 
And golden Phcebus never be beheld 

Of Eyes again ſo Royal : your Crowns away, 
I'll mend it, and then play —— 


Enter the Guard ruſtling in, and Dolabella. 


I Guard, Where's the Queen ? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
1, Ceſar hath ſent. 
Char. Too ſlow a Meſſenger. 
Oh come apace, diſpatch, | partly feel thee. 
1, Approach ho, 
All's not well : Ceſar's beguiPd. 
2, There's Dolabela ſent from Ceſar : call him. 
1, What work is here, Charman ? 
Is this well done ? 
Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 
Deſcended of: ſo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Souldier ! [Charmian dyes, 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

2. Guard, All dead. 

Dol. Ceſar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effefts in this: thy ſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded Act which thou 
So ſought'ſt to hinder. 


| Emer Ceſar and all bis T rain, marching. 


All. Make way there, make way for (ſar. 
- Dol. Oh, Sir, you are $00 ſure an Augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 
Ceſar. Braveſt at the laſt, 


She levelPd at our purpoſes, and being Royal 
Took her own way : the manner of her Deaths ? 
| do not ſee them bleed. 
Dol. —_ y laſt with them ? 
1. Guard, A ſimple Countryman, that brought her Figs: 
This was lis Baoket.0 Ee 
Ceſ. Poyſon'd then. 
1 Guard, Oh Ceſar : 
This Charman liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem, 
On her dead Miltriſs, *tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 
Ceſar. Oh noble weakneſs : 
If they bad ſwallowed poyſon, *twonld appear: 
By external ſwelling : but ſhe looks like ſleep, 
As ſhe would catch another Anthony 
In ber ſtrong toil of Grace. 
Dol. Here on her Breaſt, 
There is a vent of blood, and ſomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm. 
1 Guard. This an Aſpects trail 
And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them ſuch 
As th' Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile, 
Ceſ. Moſt probable 
That ſo ſhe died: for her Phyſician tells me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſie ways to dye. Take up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She ſhall be buried by her Anthony. 
No Grave upon the Earth ſhall clip in it 
A pair ſo famous: high events as theſe 
| Strike thoſe that make them : and their ſtory is 
No leſs in pitty, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In ſolemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, ſee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. LExeunt onnes. 


THE 


TRAGEDY 


OF 


CYMBELINE. 


be — 


«AGus Primus. Scena Prima. 


As he was born. The King he takes the Babe 


Enter two Gentlemen. To his pratection, calls him Pofthumus Leonatur, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed.Chamoer, 
I Gent, OU do not meet a man but frowns, Puts to bim all the Learnings that his time 
Qur blouds no more obey the Heavens | Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
Than onr Courtiers : As we doair, faſt as 'twas miniſtred, 
Still ſeem as do's the Kings. And in's Spring, became a Harveſt : Liv'd in Court 
2 Gent, But what's the matter ? (Which rare it is to do) moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd, 
1. His Daughter, and the Heir of's Kingdom (whom | A ſample to the youngeſt : to th* more Mature, 
He purpos'd to his Wives ſole Son, a Widow A glaſs that feated them : and to the graver, 
That late he married) hath referr'd her ſelf A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtriſs, 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She”s wedded. (For whom he now is baniſh'd) her own price 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him; and his Vertue h 
Is outward ſorraw, though I think the King By her Eletion may be truly read, what kind of man he is. 
Be touch'd at very heart, 2, | honour him, even out of your report. 
2, None but the King ? | But pray you tell me, is ſhe ſole Child to ch King ? 
1. He that hath loſt her too: ſois the Queen, 1. His only Child? 
That moſt defir'd the Match. But not a Courtier, He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
| Although they wear their faces to the bent Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three years old 
Of the Kings looks, hath a heart that is not P th* ſwathing Cloaths, the other from their Nurſery 
Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. Were ſtoln, and to this hour, no gueſs in knowledge 
2, And why ſo? Which way they went. 
1, He thathath miſs'd the Princeſs, is a thing 2. How long is this ago ? 
' Too bad, for bad report : and he that hath her, 1. Some twenty years. 
(1 mean, that married her, alack good man, 2. That a Kings Childten ſhould be ſo convey'd, 
And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, So ſlackly guarded, and the ſearch ſo flow 
As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth That could not trace them. 
For one, he likes; there would be ſomething failing 1. Howſoere *tis ſtrange, 
la him, that ſhould compare. - I do not think, Or that the negligence may well be lavgh'd at : 
So fair an Outward, and ſuch ſtuff within Yet is it true, Sir. 
Endows a man, but he. 2, I do well believe you. 
2, You ſpeak him fair. ' 1. We muſt forbear. Here comes the Gentleman, 
1, Ido extend him (Sir) which himſelf, The Queen, and Princeſs. [Excunt, 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His meaſure dully, = ida 
2, What's his name and Birth ? cena Secunda. 
I, I cannot delve him to the root : his Father | 
Was call'd Sici/liz«, who did join his honour Enter the Queen, Polthumus, 414 Imogen, 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelar, 
But had his Titles by Tenantine, whom Qs. No, be aſſur'd you ſhall not find me (Davghter) 
He ſerv*d with Glory and admir*'d Succeſs : After the ſlander of moſt Step-Mothers, 
So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonatas. Evil-ey'd unto you. You're my. Priſoner, but 
And bad (beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) Your Gaoler ſhall deliver you the Keys 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o' th' time That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
Dy'd with their Swords in hand. For which their Father | $o ſoon as I can win th? offended King, 
Then old, and fond of iſſue, took ſuch ſorrow [ will be known your Advocate: matry yet 
That be quit Being, and his gentle Lady The fire of Rage isin him, and 'twere good | 
Big of this Gentleman (our Theam deceaſt) You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 


Yow | 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Your wiſdom may inform you. 

Poſt, Pleaſe your Highneſs, 

[ will from hence to day. 

Qe. You know the peril : 

Ple tetch a turn about the Garden, pitying 
The bangs of barr'd afigctions, t the King _ 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak tagether. [Exit. 
Imo. O diſſemblingCurteſie ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds ? My deareſt Husband, 
| ſomething tear my Fathers wrath, but nothing 

( Always reierv'd my holy duty ) what 

His rage can do on me. You mult be gone, 

And 1 ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 

Of angry eyes : not comforted to live, 

But that there is this Jewel in the world, 

That T may ſee again, | 

Poſt, My Quoenymy Miltris:; 

O Lady, weep no more, jeſt I give cauſe 

To be {nfpected of moretendernefs | 

Than doth become a man. I will remain 

The loyall'&t kusband, that did ere phghr troth. 

My reſidence in Rome, at one Florio's, 

Who to my Father was a friend, to me - 

Known but by Letter ; thither write (wy Queen) 
And with mine eyes, Ile drink the words you ſend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 


Enter Queen. 


Que. Be brief, I pray you : 

If the King come, [ ſhall incur, I know not 

How much of his diſpleaſure : yet Ile move him 
To walk this way : 1 never do him wrong, 

But he do*s buy my injuries, to be friends. 

Payes dear for my offences, 

Poſt. Should we be —_ leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 

The lothneſfs to depart, would grow; Adieu. 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to air your ſelf, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers: take it (Heart) 
But keep it till you wooe another Wile, 

When Jmoger is dead. 

Poſt. How, how ? Another ? 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 

And fear up my embracements from a next, 


—— 


{ With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
| While ſenſe can keepit on : And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 


As | (my poor ſelf ) did exchange for you 
To your ſo infinite loſs : ſo in our trifles 

[ ſtill winof you. For my ſake wear this, 
[t is a Manacle of Love, Ple place it 

Upon this faireſt Priſoner. 

Imo. O the gods! 

When ſhall we ſee again ? 


Enter Cymbeliae, and Lords. 


PoFt, Alack, the King. 

Cym. Thou baſelſt thing, avoid hence, from my ſight : 
[f after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dyeſt. Away, 
Thov'ct poiſon to my bloud. 

Poſt. The gods protect you, 

And bleſs the good Remainders of the Court : 
Il am gone, * 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp thaa this is. 

Cym. O. diſloyal thing, 
| That ſhould'ſt repair my youth, thou heap'ſt 
A years age on me. 
| Jmo. I beſeech you, Sir, 
| Harm not your ſelf with your vexation, 


[ Exit, 


| Throne, a Seat for baſeneſs. 


| am ſenſelets of your wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. | 

Cym. Palt Grace? Obedience ? 

Inv. Paſt hope, and in diſpair, that way paſt Grace. 
Cym, That might'ſt have had 

Fhe ſole Son of my Queeg- ».-,.,-- 
Imo. Obleſſed that] might not : fetole an Eagle, . 
And did a Puttack.,. > 
' Cym. Fhowtook'ſt @ Beggar, woul@'ſt have made my 


Imo, No, I rather added a luſtre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo, Sir 

It is your fault that I have lov'd Poſthumns : 


You bred hizg as my.Play-fgllow, anddci rs, 
A man, worth any woma eb $ t 
Almoſt the. ſumm he pay. + : E 


Cym. What? art thou mad? _+. "ww 
Ime. Almoſt, Sir: Heaven reſtore me : would 1 were 
A Neat-herds Daughter, and my Lecnatrs 


Our Neighbour-Shepherds Son. | $7 
Exter Queen. 


Cym. Thou fooliſh thing 3 

They were again together : you have done 
Not after our command. : Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Que. Beſecch your patience : Peace, 

car Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraign, ..” 

Leave us to our ſelves, and make your felf ſomg comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 4. 

Cym. Nay let her languiſh 7 | 

A drop of bloud aday, and being aged | - 
Dye of this Folly, | 


] 


(Ext. 
Enter Piſanio. 


Que. Fie, you muſt give away: : 
| Here is your Servant. How now, Sir. ? What news ? 
P;ſ. My Lord your Son, drew on my Maſter, 
©ue, Hah ! 
\No harm I truſt is done ? | 
Piſa. There might bave been, 
But that my Maſter rather plaid, than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
Que. I am very glad ont. 
Imo, Your Son's my Fathers Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exite, O brave Sir, 
| would they were in Africk, both together, 
My ſelf by with a Needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your Maſter ? 
Piſa. On his command : he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him tothe haven : left theſe notes 
Of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 
| Wher't pleaſe you to employ me. 
Que. This bath been 
Your faithful Servant : I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain ſo. 
Piſa. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 
Que. Pray walk a while. 
Imo, About ſome half hour hence, 
Pray you ſpeak with me; 
You ſhall (at leaſt ) go ſee my Lord aboard. 


For this time leave me. [ Exennt. | 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords, 


1, Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt; the Vio- 


lence of Action hath made you reek as a Sacrifice : where | 
air 
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air comes out, air comes in: there's none abroad fo whol- 
ſome as that you vent, 

Clot. If my Shirt were bloudy, then to ſhift it, 
Have I hurt him ? 

2, No faith : not ſo much as his patience. 

1. Hurt him ? His bodie's a paſſable Carkaſs if he be not 
| hurt. 1c is a tbrough-fare for Steel if it be not hurt, 

2, His Steel was in debt, it went oth” Back-bde the 
Town. 

Core. The Villain would not ſtand me. 

3, No, but he fled forward till, toward your face. 

I, Stand you ? you have Land enough of your own : 
But he added ta your having, gave you ſome ground. 

2, As many Inches, as you bave Oceans (Puppies) 

Clor. 1 would they had not come between us. 

2. So would I, till you had meafur'd how long a fool 
you were upon the ground, 

Clot. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe mc. 

2. If it be a fin to make a true eleCtion, ſhe is damn'd. 

3. Sir, as I told you always : her Beauty and her Brain 
go pot together. She's a good ſign, but I have ſeen ſmall 
reflection of her wit. 

2. She ſhines not upon Fools, leſt the refleCtion 
Should hurt her, 

Clot. Come, Ile to my Chamber : would there had been 
ſome hurt done. 

2, I wiſh not fo, unleſs it had been the fall of an Aſs, 
which is no great hurt. 

Ciot, You'll go with us? 

1. le attend your Lordſhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let's go together. 

2, Well, my Lord. 


Scena (uarta. 


Enter Imogen, and Piſanio. 


Imo. I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores oth” haven, 
And queſtioned'ſt every Sail : if he ſhould write, 
And1 not have it, *twere a Paper loſt 
As offer'd mercy is: what was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee ? 

Piſa. It was his Queen, his Queen. 

Imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchief? 

Piſa. And kiſt it, Madam. 

Imo. Senſcleſs Linnen, happier therein than 1: 
And that was all? 

Pia. No, Madam: for fo long 
As he'could make me with his eyes, or car, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep _ 

The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ſticrs of 's mind 

Could beſt expreſs how ſlow his Soul ſaid on, 

How ſwift his Ship. 

Imo, Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 

As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 

To after-eye him. 

Piſa. Madam, fo 1 did 

Imo. 1 would have broke mine eye-ſtringsz; 
Crack'd them, butto look upon him, till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 

The ſmallneſs of a Gnat, to air : and then 

Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. But, good P:ſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him. 

Piſa. Be aſſr*d, Madam, 

With his next vantage. ; 

Imo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 


- | Molt pretty things to ſay : Ere I could tell him 


How I would think on him at certain hours, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch : Or I could make him ſwear, 

The She's of Fraly ſhould not betray 

Mine Intereſt, and his Honour : or have charg'd him | 


Y HT —__ 


'extend him, be it but to fortifie her judgemear, which 
| elſe an eaſie battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 


! with you ? how creeps acquaintance ? 


| ſhould have been put together, with ſo mortal a purpoſe, 


CE  ——  ye—_— ee —_ 


Atthe {1xth hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnighr, 
T*encounter me with Oriſons, for then , 

| am in Hzaven for him : Or ere | could, 

Give him that patting kiſs, which 1 had ſct 

Betwixt cwo charming words, comes in my Father, 
And lixe the ryrannous breathing of the North. 
Shakes all our buds from growing, 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady, The Queen ( Madam ) 
D-lires your highneſs Company, 

Imo, Thoſe things | bid you do, get them diſpatch'd, 
[| will attend the Queen, 


Pia. Madam, 1 thall. [ Exenrt, 


Scena Quinta. | 


Enter Philario, lachimo, Frenchmaa, Dutch- 
man, and 4 Spaniard. 


ach. Believe it, Sic, | have ſeen himin Britain; he was | 
thenof a Creſcent, none expected to prove ſo worthy, as 
lince he hath been allowed the name of. But I coutd then | 
have Ipok'd on him, without the help of Admiration, | 
though the Catalogue of his endowments kad bzen tabled | 
by his ſide, and I to peruſe him by /tems. | 

Phil, You ſpcak of him when he was lefs furniſh'd,than ' 
aow he is, with that which makes him both vithour and 
within, 

French. | have ſeen him in France : we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm eyes as he. | 

Iach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter , 
wherein he mult be weighed rather by her valve, than his 
own,woards him (I doubt not) a greatdeal from the matter, 

French, And then his baniſbment. 

[ach. 1, and the approbation of thoſe that weep this 
lamentable diyorce under her colours, are wonderfully to 


without leſs quality. But how comes it, he is to ſojourn 


Phil. His father and I were Souldiers together,to whom 
| have been often bound for no leſs than my lite. 


Enter Poſthumus, 


Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertaimed a- 
monglt you, as ſuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to a 
ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all be better known to 
this Gentleman, whom 1 commend to you,asa Noble friend 
of mine. How worthy he is, 1 will leave to appear here- 
after, rather than ſtory him in his own hearing. 

Fren, Sir, we have known together in Orlearce, 

Poſt. Since when 1 have been debter to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill. 

Fren. Sir, you ore-rate my poor kindneſs, I was glad I 
did atone my Countryman and you; it had been pitty you 


as then each bore, upon importance of ſo ſlight and trivial 
a nature. 

Poſt. By your pardon, Sir, 1 was then a young Traveller, | 
rather, ſhun'd to go even with what I heard, than in my 
very ation to be guided by others experiences : but upon 
my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it is mended) my 
Quarrel was not altogether ſlight. 

French. Faith yes,to be put tothe arbitrement of ſwords, 
and by ſuch two, that would by all likethood have con- 
founded one the other, d& have faln both. 


lach. Can we with manners, ask what was the diffte- 


rence ? 
Fren. Safely, 1 think, 'twas a contention in publick, 


Wis 


which may (without contradiction) fuffer the report. It | 
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was much alike an agrumenc that fell out Jaſt night, 
where each of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miltreſles. 
This Gentl:zman,at that time vouching (and upon warrant 
of bloudy affirmation) his to be more Fair, Vertuous, Wiſe, 
Chal, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs attemptible than any, 
the rarelt of our Ladies in France. 

lach, That Lady is not now living : this Gentleman's 
opinion by this worn out. 

Peſt. She holds her Vertue ſtill, and I my mind. 

lach. You muſt not ſo far preferr her, *fore ours of 
Ita'y. 

rot Being ſo far provok'd as [ was in France : I would 
abate her nothing , though 1 profeſs my ſelf her Adorer, 
not her Friend. 

lach. As fair, and as good a kind of hand in hand 
compariſon, had becn ſomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany : if ſhe went before others, I have ſeen, 
as that Diamond of yours out-luſters many I have beheld. 
| could not believe ſhe excelled many : but 1 have not ſeen 
the moſt precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poſt. I prais'd her, as rated her : ſo doll my ſtone. 

Iach. What do you eſteem it at ? 

Poft. More than the world enjoys. 

lach. Either your unparagon'd Miſtris is dead, or ſhe's 
out-priz2d by a trifle, 

Poſt. You are miltaken : the one may be ſold or given, 
or if there were wealth cnough for the purchaces, or merit 
for the giſt. The other is noc a thing for ſale, and only the 
gift of the gods. 

lach, Which the gods have given you ? 

Poſt. Which by their Graccs | will keep. 

Iach. You may wear her in title yours: but you know 
ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ſtoln too, ſo your brace of unprizeable Eſtimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other Caſual. A cunning Thief, 
or a ( that way) accompliſh'd Conrtier, would hazzard 
the winning both of firſt and laſt. 

Poſt. Your Italy contains none fo accompliſh'd a Cour- 
tier to convince the honour of my Milſtris': if in the hol- 
ding or loſs of that, you term her frail, Ido nothing doubt 
you have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtanding | fear not my 
Ring. 

Phil, Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poſt. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I 
_ him, makes no ſtranger of me , we are familiar at 

rſt, 

Iach. With five times ſo much cenverſation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair Miſtris; make her go back, even 


to the yielding, had I admittance, and opportunity to 


Friend. 

Poſt. No, no. 

lach. 1 dare thereupon pawn the monty of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring,which in my opinion or-evalues it ſomething : 
but 1 make my wager rather againſt your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. Andto bar your offence herein too, darſt 
attempt it againſt any Lady in the world. 

Poſt. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 
ſwaſion, and I doubt not you ſuſtain what y'are worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

lach. What's that ? 

Peſt. A Repullſe, though your Attempt (as you call it ) 
deſerves more ; a puniſhment too, 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſud- 
denly, let it dye as it was born, and I pray you be better 
acquainted. 

lach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbours 
on th* approbation of what | have ſpoke, _ 

Poſt, What Lady would you chooſe to aſlail ? 

lach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you think ſtands ſo 
ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſarfd Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, ' with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a fecond con- 
ference, and I will brig from thence, that honour of hers, 
which you imagine ſo relerv'd. 


Poſt. 1 will wage againſt your Gold, Goldto it : My 
Ring | hold dear as my finger, *tis part of it. 

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies fleſh at; a Million a Dram, you cannot preſerve 
it from tainting; but I ſee you have ſome Religion in you, 
that you fear. 

Poſt. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue : you bear a 
graver purpoſe I hope. 

lach. I am the Malter of my ſpeeches,and would under- 
go what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Poſt. Will you ? I ſhall but lend my Diamond till your 
return: letthere be Covenants drawn between's. My 
Miltris exceeds in goodneſs,the hugeneſs of your unworthy 
things. Idare you to this match : here's my Ring. 

Phil. 1 will have it no lay. 


lach. By the gods it is one : if I bring you no ſufficicnt | 
Teſtimony that 1 have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of | 
your Miſtris : my ten thouſand Duckets are yours, ſo is | 


your Diamond too: if I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
honour as you have truſt in: She your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours : provided-l have your com- 
mendation, for my more entertainment. 

Poſt, 1 embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixt us: only thus far you ſhall anſwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand, 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, ſhe is not 
worth our debate, If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you not 
making it appear otherwiſe : for your ill opinion, and 
th' aſſault you have made to her chaſtity, you ſhall anſwer 
me with your Sword. | 

lJach. Your hand,a Covenant : we will have theſe things 
fet down by lawful Counſel, and ſtraight away for Brita:n, 
leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve : I will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 

Poſt, Agreed, 

French. Will this hold, think you, 

Phil. Signior Tachimo will not from it, 


Pray let us follow '*em. LCExeunt, | 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. ; 


'Q'e, Whiles yet the dew's on ground 
Gataer thoſe Flowers, 
Make haſt. |Who has the note of them 

Lad. I Madam. 

Que. Diſpatch. [Exeunt Ladies, 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe drugs : 

Cor. Pleaſeth your higneſs, I : here they are, Madam : 
But [ beſeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Conſcience bids me ask) wherefore you have 
——_— of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing death : 
But though flow, deadly. 

Qwe. I wonder, Doftor, 
Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion; have I not been 
Thy Pupill long ? haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make Perfumes ? Diſtil ? Preſerve ? Yea ſo, 
That our great King himſelf doth wooe me oft 
For my ConfeCtions ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unleſs thou think®ſt me deviliſh) is it aot meet 
That I did amplifie my judgement in 
Other Concluſions ? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy Compounds,on ſuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Aft, and by them gather 
Their ſeveral vertues, and effects. 

Corn. Your highneſs 
Shall from this practice, but make hard your heart: 
Belides, the ſeeing thele effects will be 

Both 
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th. 


Both noyſome and infeftious. 
Lu, Q content thee. 


Enter Piſanio, 


Here comes a flattering Raſcal, 


upon him 


Will I firſt work: He's for his Maſter, 
And Enemy to my Son. How now, P:iſano ? 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is caded, 


Take your own way. 


Cor. I do ſuſpect you, Madam. 


But you ſhall do no harm. 
Lu. Hark thee a word, 


Cor, 1 do not like her. She doth think ſhe has 


Strange ling'ring poiſons: I do 


know her ſpicit, 


And will aot truſt one of her malice, with 


A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. 


Thoſe ſhe has, 


Will ſtupefic and dull the Senſe a while, 

Which firſt (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 

No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 


' To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 


With a moſt falſe effet : and | the truer, 


So to be falſe with her. 


£«. No further ſervice, Doctor, 


Uacil 1 ſend for thee. 
Cor. | humbly take my leave. 


LExi. 


£Q«. Weeps ſhe (till (fiſt thou ?) 


Do'it thou thiak in time 


She will not quench, and let inſtruftions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work : 

When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 
Pll tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 

As great as is thy Maſter: Greater, for 

His Fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 

Is at laſt gaſp. Retnra he cannot, nor 


Continue where he is : to ſhift 


his being, 


Is to exchange one miſery with another, 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes work in him, What ſhalt thou expect 


To be depender of a thing that leans ? 


Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 

So much, as but to prop bim ? Thou tak'ſt up 

Thou know'ſt nat what : But take it for thy labour, 

It is a thing 1 make, which hath the King 

Five times redeenr'd from death. I do not know 

What is more Cordial, Nay | prethee take it, 

[t is an earneſt of a farther good 

That I mean to thee, Tell thy Miſtriſs how 

The caſe ſtands with her : do't, as from thy felf: 

Think what a chance thou changeſt on, but think 

Thou haſt thy Miſtriſs ſtill, to boot, my Son, 

Who ſhall take notice of thee. I'll move the King 

To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch 

As thou'lt deſire : and then my ſelf, 1 chiefly, 

That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound | 
To load thy merit richly. Call my Women. CExic Piſanio, 
Think on my words, A (lye, and conſtant Knave, 

Not to be ſhak'd : the Agent for his Malter, 


And the Remembrancer of her, 


to hold 


The hand faſt to ber Lord. I have given him that, - 
Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 

Of Leidgers for her Sweet : and which ſhe after, * 
Except ſhe bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 


Totalſte of too, 


Enter Piſanio, and Ladies, 


So, ſo: well done, well done: 


The Violets, Cowſlips, and the Prime-Roſes 
Bear to my Cloſſet : Fare thee well, P:ſano, 


Think on my words. 
Piſa, And ſhall do; 


_—_— 


[Exit Queen, 4nd Ladies. 


- | But even the very middle of my heart 


Deſire my Man's abode, where I did leave him : 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh. 


| 


But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue 
ll choak my ſelf: there's all 'll do for you — [E#. 


Scena Septimd. 
' Enter |mogen alone, 


Imo, A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A Fooliſh Suiter to a Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupream Crown of grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had | been Thief-ſtola, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moſt miſerable 
is the deſire that's glorious, Bleſſed be choſe 
How mean ſo ere, that have their boneſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort, Who may this be? Fie. 


Enter Piſanio, and Jachimo. 


Piſa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of R ome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

Zach. Change you, Madam ! 
The Worthy Leonatws is in ſafety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 

Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

Zach. All of her, that is out of door, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, 
She is alone th* Arabian-Bird; and 1 
Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my Friend : 
Arm me Audacity from head to foot, 
Or like the Parthian [ ſhall flying fight, 
Rather diredtly flye 

Imogen reads. 

He 1 one o the Nobleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am mo#t 
rnfinitely tyed, Refleft upon him accordingly , 4s you value 
your truſt, Leonatus, 


So far I read aloud. 


Is warm'd by th* reſt, and take it thankfully, 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as [ 

Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
ln all that I can do, 

Zach. Thanks, faireſt Lady: 

What are men mad ? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 

Of Sea, and Land, which can diſtinguiſh *twixt 
The fiery Orbes aboye, and the twinn'd Stones 
Upon the number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spectacles ſo pretious 

'Twixt fair, and foul ? 

Imo, What makes your admiration ? 

Facb. It cannot be * th* Eye: for Apes, and Monkeys 
'Twixt two ſuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contema with mowes the other. Nor i” th* judgment : 
For Ideots in this caſe of favour, would 
Be wiſely definit: Nor in the Appetite. 

Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence, oppos'd 
Should make deſire vomit emptineſs, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter trow ? 
Zach. The Cloyed will, 
That fatiate yet unſatisfi'd deſire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravening firſt &he Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage. - 
Imo. What, dear Sir, 
Thus rap's you? Are you well ? 
Fach. Thanks, Madam, well ; Beſeech you, Sir, 


Piſa. 1 was going, Sir, 


_—_ 
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To give him welcortie, 
Imo. Continues wel! my Lord ? 

His health, beſeech you ? 
Fach, VVel', Manam. | 
Imo. Is i: dispos'd to miirth ? I hope he is. 


So m-rry, and ſo gameſome : he'is call®d 
The Britain Reveller, 
Imo, Wien he way here 
He did incline to ſaiineſs, and oft times 
Not knowimg why. 
Fach. I never ſaw him fad, 
There is a Frenchmtan his Companion, one 
An eminent Monſſerr, that it ſeems much loves 
A Galliar-Girl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick fides from him ; whiles the jolly Britasn, 


Can my ſides hold, to think that man who knows 
By Hiſtory, Report, or his own proof 

What Woman is, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 

But muſt be: will's free hours languiſh, 

For allured Bondage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord ſay ſo? 


It is a Recreation to be by 


And hear him mock the Frenchman: : 


But Heavens know ſome men are much tooblame. 
Imo. Not he, I hope. 

Zach, Not he. 

But yet Heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be us'd more thankfully, In himſelf *eis myth ; 
in you which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, t am bound 
To pitty roo. 

Imo. What do you pitty, Sir ? 

Fach. Two Creatures heartily. 

Imo. Afn I one, Sir? "tho 
You look on me + whit wtatk diſtern you 1n me 
Deſtrves your pitty ? 

Fach. Lamentable : what 

To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
th? Dungeon by a Snttff ? 

Ims. 1 pray you, Sir, | 
Deliver with more odptnreſs your Anſwets 

To my demands. Whiy do yon pitty me ? 
Fach, - That others do 

(I was about to ſay) enjoy your —— but 

It is an office of the gods to venge it, 


{ Not mine to ſpeak on'r. 


Imo, You do feertt to know | 

Something of me, or what concerns me z pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, ofcen hutts more 
Than to be ſure they do. For Certaintles _ 

Either are paſt remedies; or timely xnowing, 
by remedy then botn. . Diſcover to me 

at both you ſput and ſtop. 

Fach, Had I this Cheek 

To bath ty Lips upoti : this Hand, whoſe tonch, 
(Whoſe very ppre! would force the feelers Soul 
To th? Oath of Loyalty. This object, which 
Takes Priſoner, cha wild motion of tine "i 
Fixing it only here, ſhould I (daniif'd then 
Slaver with Lips as common as the ſtairs 

That mount the Capitol: join grifies, with hands 
Made hard with hourly (falſhood as 

With labour Pl than by preping in an Eye 

Baſe and illuſtriobs as the ſmoaky light 

That's fed with ſtinking Tallow * it were fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould at one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt, 

Imo, My Lord, 1 fear 

Has forgot Britain. 

Fach. And himſelf, not I 

laclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 


7<ch. Excecding pleaſant : none a ſtranger there, 


(Your Lord 1 mean)' tanghs from's free Lungs: cries oh, 


Fach. I Madam, with his Eyes in flood with laughter, 


a. 


The beggery ot his change : but *tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report our. 

Imo. Let me hear nq more. 


With pitty, that doth make me ſick. A Lady 
So fair, and faſtned to an Empery 


With Tomboys hir'd, with that ſelf exhibition 
That play with all inficmities for Gold, 


As well might poiſon Poiſon, Be reveng'd, 
Or ſhe that bore you, was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock, 

Imo, Reveng'd : 
How ſhould Þ be reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſuch a heart, that both mine Ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe) if it be true, 
How ſhall I be reveng'd ? 


' Fach. Should he make me 


Live like Diana's Prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps 

In your deſpight, upon your Purſe : revenge it. 
I dedicate my ſelf to your ſweet pleaſure, 
More Noble than that rannagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faſt to your AﬀeCtion, 


Still cloſe, as ſure. 


Imo, What ho, Piſani ? 

Zach, Let my ſervice tender on your Lips. 

Imo. Away, 1 do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thon wert honourable 
Thou wonldſt have told this tale for Vertne, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek*ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour : and 
Solicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains 

Thee, and the Devil alike. What ho, Piſanio ? 
The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 

Of thy Aſſault : if he ſhall think it fit, 

A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 

As is a Romiſh Stew, and to expound 

His beaſtly mind to vs ; he hath a Court 

He lictle cares for, and Daughter, whom 

He not reſpeRts at all, What ho, Piſani ? 

Zach. O happy Leonatw, I may ſay, 

The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 

Deſerves thy truſt, and thy moſt perfe&t goodneſs 
Her aſſuc*d credit, bleſſed live you long, 

A Lady to the worthieſt Sir, that ever 

Country ealFd his : and you his Miſtriſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fic. Give me your pardon. 

| have ſpoke this to know if your Aﬀiance 

Were deeply footed, and ſhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new ore ;z and he is one 

The trueſt manner'd ; ſuch a holy Witch, 


| That he inchants Societies into him : 


Half all mens hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. 
Fach, He fits amo 
He hath a kind of honout ſets him off, 

More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry 

(Moſt wighty Princeſs) that I bave adyentur'd 

To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment, 
[n the EleCtion of a Sir, ſo rare, 


Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you 
(Unlike all others) chaſfleſs, Pray your Pardon. 
Ims, Als well, Sir : 

Take my powet i th* Court for yours. 

Zach. My humble thatiks : 1 had almoſt forgot 
T* intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall requeſt, 


Aud yet of moment too, for it concerns 


Fach, O deareſt Soul: your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 


Would make the great'ſt King double, to be partner'd 
Which your own Coffers yield : with diſeag'd ventures 
Which rottenneſs can lend Nature, Such boyPd ſtuff 


men, like a deſcended god : 


Which you know, cannot erre. The Love bear him, 


Your 


———_—— 
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1 Of rich and exquiſite form, their values great, 


| had an hundred pound on't;; and then a whorſon Jack-ag- 


: The Tragedy of Cymbeline, 


Your Lord, my ſelf, and other Noble Friends 
' Are Partners in the buſineſs, 

Imo. Pray what is't ? 

Fach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord 
(The beſt Feather of our Wing) have mingled ſumms 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperour : 

Which I (the FaRtor for the reſt) have done 
In France : "tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 


And [ am ſomeching curious, being ſtrange 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage : May it pleaſe you 
To take them in proteCtion. 

Inq, Williogly : 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety, ſince _ 
My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will keep them 
la my Bed-Chamber. . 

Fach, They are in a Trunk | 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this night. 
I mult aboard to morrow. 

Ine. O no, nas 

Fach. Yes, I beſeech you : or I ſhall ſhort my word 
By length'ning my return. From Galba, 
| croſt the Seas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To ſee your Grace. 

Ime, I thank you for your pains: 
But nat away to morrow. 

Fach. O, 1 muſt Madam. 
Therefore I ſball beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
"To greet your Lord with writing, do't to night, 
| have out-ſtaod my time, which is material 
To th' tender of our Preſent. 

Imo, 1 will write: 
Send your Trunk to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: you're very welcome, - [Exewr. 


J———— "- 


AFus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clotten, and the two Lords. | 


Ld 


Clt. XY TAs there ever man had ſuch luck? when 1 kilt 
the Jack upon anup.caſt, tobe bit:away ? I 


Apes, muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if | borrowed mine 
Oaths of him, and might not ſpend them at my pleaſure. 
1, What got he by that? you have broke bis pate with 
your Bowl, 
2, 'If his wit had beea like him that broke it : it would 
have run all out. | 

Clot, When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear : it is not 
for any ſtanders by to curtail his Qaths. Ha ? 

2. No, my Lord; nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whorfon Dog : | Pgive: him fatisfaCtion ? would | 
he had beenrone of my Rank. | 

2, To have (melt like a Fool. 

Clor, 1 am not vext more at any thing in the Earth: a 
Pox ont. I had rather not be ſo Noble as lam: they dare 
not fight with me, becauſe of the my Mother : every | 
Jack-ſve hath his belly full of fighting, and I 'muſt go 
ap and down like a Cock, that no body can match. 

2. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you crow ; 
Cock , with jyour comb on. | 

Clor.. Sayeſt thou Þ | \ 

2. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould: undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. 

C'vzt. No, 1 know that : but it is fit I ſhould commit 
offerce to my inferiours. | 

2 |, 15 is fit for your Lordſhip only, 

Cc: Why ſol fay, 

+ Did you hear of a Stranger that's come to Court to 


q 
1 7 I 

Cot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? 

2. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows it not. 

1, There's an 7calian come, and *tis thought one of 
Leonatw Friends. | 

Clot. Leonarw.? A baniſh'd Raſcal ; and he's another, 
whereſoever he be, Wha told you of this Stranger ? 

1. One of your Lordſhips 

Clor, It is fit | went to look upon him ? ls there no de- 
rogation in't ? | 

2, You cannot derogate, my Lord, 

Clot, Not eaſily I think. 

2, Youare a Fool granted, therefore your Iſſyes being 
Fooliſh, do not derogate. 

Clet, Come, I'l go ſee this /ralian : what 1 have loſt 
today at Bowls, Pl win to night ofhim. Come: go. 

2, Vil attend your Lordſhip. Exit. 
That ſuch a crafty Devil as is bis Mother, 
Should yield the World this Aſs: a Woman, that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this ber Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his henrr, 
And leave eighteen. Alas poor Princeſs, 
Thou divine /mogen, what thouendur'ſt, . 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step=dame govern'd, 
A Mother honrly, coining Plots: A Wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulſion is 
Of thy dear Husband, than that hocrid Act 
Of the divorce, he'ld make the Heavens hold ficm 
The Walls of thy dear honour. Keep unſhak'd 
That Temple thy fair mind, - that thou maiſt ſtand 
T enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord: and this grgat Land. [Exenrr, 


Scena Secunda. 
,- Enter lmogen, is ber Bed, «nd « Lady. 


Ime. Who's there >. my VVoman Helen ? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam. 

| pri fmot qurark4 dam 

| . Livy: midnight, Madam. 

_ : Ima; I have read three hours then: 

' Mige Eyes are weak, 

' Fold down the Leaf where | haye left: to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 

| And if thou canſt awake by four o' th* Clock, 

| | prithee call me : Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 
| Toyour protection þ commend me, gods, _ 
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night, 


| Guard me, beſeech ye. % 
: [Jachimo french 


Facb. The Crickets ſing, and mans ore-labour'd ſenſe, 
Repairs it ſelf by reſt: Our Taxquz thus _ 
Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
[The Chalticy he wounded. Cycheres 


How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed ; freſh Lilly, 
And whiter : that mi a 


Bur kiſs; one kiſg. « xx- unparagon'd, 

How dearly they do't; 'Tis ; >= na: Fl that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus : the flame o? th' Taper 
Bows toward heg;..4nd would under-peep her lids. 
To ſee th* incloſed Lights, now Canopied 

Under the V Vindows, V Vhiteand: Azure lac'd 


| VVith Blue of Heayens own tine, but my delign's 


To.note the Chamber, I will write all down, 

Such, and fuch Pitures: there the V Vindow, ſuch 
Th' adornment of her Bed ; the Arras, Fi 

Why ſuch, and. ſuch: and the Contents of th? Story. 
Ah, but ſome natural notes about her Body, 

Above ten thouſand menner Moveables 

VVould teſtifie, t enrich mine Inventory. 


O ſleep, thou Ape of Deathglye dull upoa her, 
And be her ſenſe but as a Monument, _. 
Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off ; 


- 


] As ſlippery as the Gordian-Knot was hard. 
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of Cymbeline. 


"Tis mice, and this witneſs outwardly, 

As ſtrong'y as the Conſdence do's within : 

To th* madding of 'her Lord. / On her left breſt 

A mole Cinque-ſpotted: Like the Crimſon drops 
 th* bottom of -a-Gowlip. Heres a Voucher, 

Stronget then! Ever Law-eould make : this Secret | 
Will force him think [-have pick'd the lock, and tane 
The treaſure of her Hon6vur. ' No more: te what end ? | 
Why ſhould | write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my memory: ' She hath been reading late, 
The Tale of Terws, here the leaf's rurn'd down 

Where Phitomete gave-up. I have enough, 

To th? Trpnk again, and ſbut the ſpring of it. : 
Swift; fwift, you Drapons of the night, that dawning 
| May bear the Ravens Eye: I lodge in fear, 
Though this a Heayenly Angel: Hell is here. [Clock ftrikes. 
One, two, three : time, time. [ Exit. 


-+Scena Tertia. 
Emtt Clotten, nd Lords, 


7. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient man.in loſs, the 
moſt coldeſt that turn'd up Ace. , pas nb 
Cler. It would make any man cold.to looſe. 
1. But not-every wan patient; after the noble ternper 
of your Lordſhip 3- You-ate moſt hor, and furious when 
ow win, : 
, Cior. Winning will put -any man into Courage: if | 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhould have Gold enough : 
it's almoſt Morning, ig's nQby a9 ; 
I. Day, my Lore + \3 14 ; 
Clot. 1 would this Muſick would come : I am adviſed 
to give her:Muſfick a Mortmiogs, theyfuy i mill penetrate, 


Bias Muſicians, © * 
16G af 9H) 8 $4 L 

Come on, tune : if you can pentfratehere with your Fin- | 

gering, ſo: we'll try with xongoe toot if none will. to, | 


cellent good conceited thing ; after a wonderful ſweet | 
air, with admirable rich worls'to # z"and:ithen tether | 
conſider. JILE $76 
\'Sobg. FILE © ” F 
Hark, hark, the Lerk, at Heivent G ate ſings, .- | 
and Phoebus ?pinravife, - ©: DCs , 01: 
Hu Steeds to water at thoſe Springs (1-3-4 
0: chatic'd Flowers that lies wy ra. | 
And winking Mary buds begin th ope* Wden' Eyes 
With pn rye ecards pa wy: Dady front eviſe * | 
Ariſe; *uxiſe.* 411 63 #0939 v1.33 54, 
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So, get you gone : if this penettiits, 1 will conſider your 
Muſick the better: if 36446 not, jtfivwyoice in her Ears 
which Horſe-hairs, and. Oulves2Guty\, ave the yoice-.of 
unpaved Enguch to boot; 'can neveramiend.” + 
ils - 


ab 443 «3 13Gd113- 3. 5 


2, Here comes the Kig,” -  / 1 + / / | | 
Clet. 1'am glad 1'waswp+To fate, for ttiat's the reaſon | 
| was up ſo cerly : he-carii6t* chooſe 'bat-take this Service 
I have done; Fatherly. Good morrtwto your Najeſty, and | 
gracious Mother; "© i 1 2 e] 
Cym, - Attend you here the dodr-of our ſterg Daughter. 
Will ſhe not forth? | og 
Clet. 1 have aſſail'd her withMuſicks,- but ſhe youch- 
ſafes no notice. 01192 3 4 
(ym. The Exile of her Minionis tooWew. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome moreitime 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance.on't, 


*% 


f 


| T employ you towards this Roman. 


let ber remain : but Fll-never give o'fe. Firſt, a very-ex- | 


| Should learn (being taught) forbearance. 


Qs. You are moſt bound to th? King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter : frame your ſelf 
To orderly ſolicits, and be friended 
With aptneſs of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Encreaſe your ſcrvices: ſo ſeem, as if 
1 You were inſpir'd to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you inall obey her. 
Save when command to your diſmiſlion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs, 
Cot. Senſeleſs? Not ſo. 
eHeſ. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors from R ome .- 
The one is Cains Lucins. 
Cym, A worthy Fellow, | 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muſt receive him 
According to the honour of his Sender, 
And towards himſelf, his goodneſs fore-ſpent on us 
We mult extend our notice : Our dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miſtriſs, 
Attend the Queen, and us, we have need 


Come,our Queen, 

Clot, If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her : if not, 
Let her lye ſtill, and dream : by your leave ho, 

| know her Women are about her : what 

[f I doline one of their hands: *tis gold 

Which buys admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes 
Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves, yield up 

Their Deer to' th* ſtand & th* Stealer : and 'tis gold 
Which makes the True-man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief: 
Nay, ſometime hangs both Thief, and True-man : what 
Can it not do, and undo: I will make. 


[Excunt, 


One of her Women La to me, for 
1 yet nbt underſtand the caſe my (elf, | 
By your leave. [Knocks, 


d 
; 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there that knocks ? 
Clor, AGentleman. 
Lady. No more. 
Cior, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Son. 
Lady. That's more gs 
Than fome whoſe Taylors are as dear as yours, / | 
Can juftly boaſt of : what's your Lordſhips pleaſure ? 
Chr, Your Ladies p_—_ is ſhe ready ? 
Lady. 1, to keep ber Chamber. 
Cor. There is gold: for you, © - 
Sell me your good report. jp 
Lady. How,''m name:? or to report of you 
What I ſhall ink ioond, The Princeſs, 


Enter Imogen. 


Qt. Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your fiveet hand. 
Imo. Good morrow, Sir, you lay-out too much pains 
For purchaſing but trouble :. the thanks | give, 

&s telling you that Lam poor of thanks, 

And ſcarce can ſpare them. -.. . 

Cor. StilÞL fivear I love y 

Ime,"'1f you'd but faid fo, *twere as deep with me-: 
If you ſwear ſtill, your recompenee is ſtill 

That Lregard-it not. 

Clot, This is no anſwer, . ELIA 

Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, Iyield'being ſilent, 
I would not , I pray you ſpate me, Faith 

[ ſhall unfold equal difcourteſie 

To your beſt kindneſs : one'of your great knowing 


Clot, To leave- you in your ' madneſs, 'twere my fin, 
| will not. 
Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 


And then ſhe's yours. | 


Clot. Do you call me Fool ? 


Imo. 
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Imo, As | am mad I do: c 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be Mad, 
That cures us both, I am much ſorry (Sir) 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being ſo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That | which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By tl very truthof it, 1 catenot for you, 
| And am ſo near the lack of Charity 
To accuſe my ſelf, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than make't my boaſt. 

Clor, You fin againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
| The Contraft you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and foſter*d with cold Diſhes 
With ſcraps oth* Court : It is no ContraCt, none ; 
And though it be allawed in meaner parties 
(Yet who than be more mean) to knit their Souls 

On whom there is ao more dependancy 
ut Brats and Beggery ) in ſelf figur'd knot, 
Yet you are curb'd from that eplargement, by 
The conſequence o' th? Crown, and mult not foil 
The precious note of it ; with a baſe Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Paantler ; not ſo eminent. 
Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thou the Son of Fwpiter, and no more, 
But what thou art beſides : thou wer't too baſe, 
To be his Groom: thou wer't dignified enough 
| Even to the point of Envy, if *rwere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be ſtiPd 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 
| Clet. The South Fog rot him. 

Imo, He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. - His meaneſt Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his bogy, is dearer 
In my reſpeCt, than all the hairs above'thee, 

V Vere they all made ſuch men: How now, Piſanio ? 


Enter Piſanio, 
| Clos. His Garment? Now the Devil. 
Imo, To Dorathy, my Woman, bye thee preſently. 
Clet. His Garment ? 
Imo, I am ſprighted with a Foal, 
' Frighted, and angred worſe: Go bid my Woman 
Search for @ Jewel, that too caſually 
| Hath left mine Arm: it was tby Maſters. Shrew me 
If F would loſe it for a Revenue 
Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 
| ſaw't this Morning : - Confident I am, 
Laſt night 'twas on my Arm : 1kiſg'd it, 
| hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That | kiſs ought but him, 
| Piſa. *Twill not be loſt. 
Imo, 1 hope ſo: go and ſearch, 

Clor. You have abus'd me : 
His meaneſt Garment ? 

Imo, 1, 1 aid fo, Sir, 
If you will mak't an Attion, call witneſs to't. 

Clet, 1 will enform your Father. 

Imo, Your Mother too : 
She's my good Lady z and will conceive, I hope 
But the worlt of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


TotiY worſt of diſcontent. [Exit, 
Clot. Ill be reveng'd : ; 
His meaneſt Garment? VVell. Exit. 


+ wa , 


[ 
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Scena Quarta. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Philario. 


Po#t. Fear it not, Sir: 1 would 1 were ſo fure 
To win the King, as | am bold, her honour 
V Vill cemain hers. - - 

Phil. V Vhat means do you make to him? 

Poſt. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the preſent VVinters ſtate, and wiſh RR 
Taat warmer .dayes would come : 1a theſe fear'd hopes 
1 barely gratify your love ; they failing 
[| muſt die much your Debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodneſs, and your Company, 
O're payes all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of Great Auguſtus: Cains Lacias, 

V Vill do's Commiſſion chroughly. And 1 think 

He*ll grant the Tribute.: ſend th? Arrearageg, 
Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
[s yet freſh in their grief. 

Poſt. 1 do believe - ELIT 
(Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be) 

That this will prove a War ; and you ſhall hear 

The Legion now in Gals, ſooner landed - 

[n our not-fearing-Brit45n, than have tidings- 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men more order'd than when Fuli Ceſar 

Smil'd at their Jack of skill, but found their co 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Diſcipline, 

(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 

That mend upon the World, 


Enter Jachimo, 
Phil. See Fachimo. 
Poſt. The ſwiſteſt hearts have poſted you by land 
And Winds of all the Corners kiſs'd your Sails. 
To make your Veſſel nimble. | 


Phil. Welcome, Sir. 

Poſt. 1 hope the briefneſs of your anſwer, made 
The ſpeedineſs of your returf. 

Fach, Your Lady, 

[5 one of the faireſt that I have look'd upon. 

Poſt. And therewithal the beſt, or let her beauty 
Look thorough a Caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe with them. | 

7ach. Here are Letters for you. 

Po#t. Their tenure good | truſt. 

Zach. *Tis very like. 

Poſt, Was Came Lucine in the Britain Court, 
V'Vhen you were there ? 

Fach. He was expected then, 

But not approach'd, 
Pot, All is well yer, 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your go wearing ? 
Zach. If I have loſt it, * 
[ ſhould have loſt the worth of it in Gold, 
PI make a Journey twice as far, t* enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
VVas mine in Bricain, for the Ring is won. 
Poſt. The Stones t00 hard to'come by. 
Fach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being ſo caſie. 

Po#F, Make not, Sir, "TS 
Your loſs, your Sport: | hope you kiow that we 
Muſt not continue Friends. 

Fach. Good Sir, we mult , | 
lf you keep Covenant: had I not brought _. 
The knowledge of your Miſtriſs home, I grant 


VVe were to queſtion farther z but I now 
| PPP 3 
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Profeſs | 


| So liktly ta teport, 
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Profeſs my ſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 
| Poſt. If youcan mak't apparent 
That you have taſted her in Bed ; my band, 
And Ring is yours. Jf not the fopl opinion 
You had of her pgor honour, gains, or loſes 
Your Sword or mine, or Malterleſs leaye hoth 
To who ſhall find them, 

Zach, Sir, my Cireymſtances 
Being ſo near the truth, asI1 will make them; 
Med firſt induce you to believe : whoſe ſtrength 
[| will confirm with Qath, which I doubt not 
You'll give me lcave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 


| You need it not. 


Piſt. Proceed, 

Fach, Firſt, her Bed-Chamber 
(Where 1 confeſs | ſlept not, but profeſs 
Had that was well worth watching) it was bang'd 
With Tapiſtry of: Silk, and Silver;..the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met hex Roman, 
And Cidnus ſwell'd above the Banks, or far 
The preſs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done; ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workmanſhip, and: Value, which L wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and exaftly wrought 


Since the true life on't was —— 
Poſt. This is txue : | | 
And $his you tight have heard of bere, by me, 
Oc by ſome other; 
Zach. More particulars 
Muſt juſtity my pt 
Poſt. So they mult, | 
Or do your Honour injury. 
Fach, The Chimney: \ 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece 
Chaſt Dian, bathing : never ſaw I figuzes 
ſeives ; the'Cutter 
Was as another Natuge: damb, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left out. 
Poſt. This is a thing | 
Which you might froot Relation likewiſe read, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
Zach, The Roof # th' Chamber, ; 
With golden Cherubins is frexted, Her Andicons 
(I had forgot them) were two winkivg Cupids 
Of Silver, -each on one foot ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 
Poſt. This is her honour : : : 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this (and praiſe 
Be given to your remembrance) the deſcription 
Of what is in het Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid. | 
Fach. Then if you can We 
Be pale, I beg but leave toair this Jewel : See, 
And now *tis up again : it muſt be married 
To that your Dianiond; I'll keep them. 
Poſt. Jove — 
Once more let me behold it: Is it-that 
Which 1 left with. her ? 
Fach. Sir (I thank ber). that | 
She ftript it from her Arai: 1ſee her yet 
Her pretty ACtion, did out: fell her gift, 
.And = enrich'd it too: ſhe gave 4T me, 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. 
Poſt. May be, ſhe pluck'd it off 
To ſend it me. 
ach. She-writes ſo: to-you? Uoth ſhe? 
Poſt. O no, no, no, *tis true;' Here take this too, 
It is a Baſilisk nnto mine Eye, -/ ; 
Kills me tolookvn't: Let there-be no Henour, 
VVhere there is beapty: Truth, 'wheze ſemblance : Love, 
VVhere there's another may. The Vows of VVomen,. . | 


nw" 


Her Father. Pl do ſomething. 


Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
| Than they are to their Vectues, which is nothing : 
O, above meaſure falſe, 
Phil. Have patience, Sir, 
And take your Ring again, *tis not yet won ; 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it: or 
VVho knows if one of her VVomen, being corrupted, - 
Hath ſtoln it from her. 
Poſt. Very true, 
And ſol hope he came by' : back my Ring, 
Render to me ſome corporrl 6gn about her 
More evident than this : for this was ſtole. 
Fach, By Jupiter, 1 had it from her Arm. 
Poſt. Hark you, he ſwears: by Jupiter he ſwears. 
*Tis true, nay keep the Ring ;; "cis true : Lam ſure 
She ſhould not loſe it : her Attendants are I | 
All ſworn, and honourable #7 they induc'd to ſteal it?,, / | 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The Cogaizance of her incontinency | | | 
[s this : ſhe hath bought the name gf, Whore, thus dearly. || 
There, take thy hice, and all the Fiends of Hell | 
Divide themſelves between you. | 
Phil. Sir, be patient : bs” « | 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd 
Of one perſwaded well of. 
Poſt. Never talk on't : 
She hath been colted by bim. 
Zach. If you feck | 
For further ſatisfying ; under her Breaſt 
(Worthy her prefing) lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my life 
[ kiſt it, and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feed again, though full, You do remember 
This ſtain upon her ? 
Poſt. T, and it doth confirm 


| Another ſtain, as big as Hell can bold, 


Were there no more but it. 
Zach, Will you hear more ? 
Poſt. Spare your Arithmetick, 
Never count the Turns: Once, and a Million, 
Zach. T'll be ſworn, 
Po#F. No ſwearing : 
If you will ſwear you have net don't, you lie, 
And I will kill thee if thou do'ſt deny 
Thou'ſt made me Cuckold; 
Zach, PII deny nothing. ; | 
Poſt. O that 1 had her here, to tear her Limb-meal ; 
[ will go there and do't i” th* Court, before may 
vt, 


Phil. Quite beſides, 

The Government of Patience, You have won : 

Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 

He hath againſt himſelf, | 
Jach, With all my heart. LExemnt, 


Enter Poſthumus. 


Poſt. Is there no way for Men to be,. but Women 
Muſt be half-workers > We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt venerable man, which 1 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 
Made me a-counterfeit: yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time : ſo doth my Wife , 
The Non pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 
And pray'd me off forbearance : did it with 
A pudency ſo Roſie, the ſweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn : 
That I thought her 
As Chaſte, as un-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
This yellow Fachimo in an hour, was't not ? 
Qr leſs; at firſt? Perchance ſpoke pot, but 


Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a Jarmen on, 


Cry'd 


. 
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Cry'd ob, and mounted, tound no oppolition 

But what he look*d for, ſhould oppolc, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard, Could | find out 
The Womans part in me, for there's vo motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I afhcm 

[t is the Womans part : be it Lying, note ir, 

The Womans : Flattering, hers : deceiving, hers : 
Luſt, and rank thoughts, hers, hers » Reveages hers; 
Ambitions, Coverings, change of Prides, Diſdaio, 
Nice-longiag, Slanders, Mutability : | 
All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 

Why hers, in part, or all: but rather all. For even to Vice, 
They are not conſtant, but are changing [till z 
One Vice; but of a minute old, for one 

Not half ſo old as that. Ile write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them ; yet *cis greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very Devils cannot plague them better. 


_ —— 


[_Exit. | 


l 


_ 


— 
GW” 


Aﬀtus 'Tertus. 


g—mmenrn= 


Scena Prima. 


Enter in State, Cymbclige, Queen, Clotten, and Lords at 
on8 door, and at another, Caius, Lucius, 
and Attendains. 
Ry ſay, what would Augyſftus Ceſar with us ? 
| Luc.\Nhen Fulins {ofar(whoſe remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to Eais and Tongucs 
Be Theam, and hearing ever) was 2 this Brita, 
Aud Conquer'd it, Caſſwdan thine Uncle 
(Famous in Ceſar's praiſes, no whit lefs 
Than in his Feats deſerving it) for him, 
And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, -+ 
Yearly three thouſand poands; which (by thee) lately 
Is left uutcuder'd, | 

Q-e. And $6 kill the marvail, | 
Shall be ſo ever. 

Clot. There be many Coſars, 

Ere ſuch another Julius : Britant''s a workd 
By it ſelf, and we will gothing pay 
For wearing our own Noſes. 

Queen. That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from?s, torefume 
We have again ; Remember, Sir, my Liege, 

The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
The Natural bravery of your Iile, which ſtands 
| As Neptune*s Park ribb'd,and pal'd in | 

With Oaks unskaleable, androating Watcrs, 
With Sand that 'will not bear your enemies Boats, 
But ſuck them up'to? th* Top-maſt. A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and Saw, and Overcame : with ſhame | 
(The firlt that ever toach'd him.) he was catried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten z and his ſhipping 
(Poor ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas '- 
Like Egg ſheels; mov'd up6d their Surges crack'd 
As eaſily *gainſt our Rocks. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Caſſibelar, wha'was'once at point 
( Oh giglet Fortune ) to maſter {{sſars ſword, 
Made Lud's-Town with rejoyting+Fires bright, 
And Britains ſtrut with 'Courage. ; 

Clot. Come, there's nomore Tribute to be paid. Onr 
Kingdom is ſtronger than ir was at thar time: and ( as | 
ſaid) there is no more ſuch Ceſar3;other of them may have 
crook*d Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtrait Arms, nonee 

Cym, Son, let your Mother end. (1vt 

Clot, We have yet many-among us, can gripeas hard as 
C.(ſibelan, 1 do not ſay amone: butl have'achand. Why 
T:1hnce? Why ſhould wepay Tribute? If Ceſar can hide 
che $10 from ns with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
pocket : we will paythim Tribute for Light: elle, Sir, 
more Tribute, pray you now. 


] 


| This Tribute from us, we were free. 
| Which ſwelPd ſo:much 
{| The ſides o' th? world 


| Our Anceſtor was that 


| (ſar that hath more Kiogs his Servant 


| 1a Cſars name pronounce I 'gainſt thee : Look 


| Their Liberties are now in-Armes: a Precedent 
'| So Ceſar ſhall not "find them. 


| you beat us out of it;” it is yours:- if you fall in the adven- 
| ture, ITC" 5 i the better for you : and there's 
1] an end. | 


| 


Cym. You mult know, 
Till che injurious Romans did extort 
; Ceſar's Ambition, 
» That if did almolt ſtretch 
'orid, againſt all colour bere, 
Did put the yoak upon's : which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people; whom we reckon 
Our ſelves to be, we:do; Say then to Ceſer, 
An eMulmutins, which 

Ordain'd our Lawsz whoſe uſe the ſword of Ceſar 
Hath too much mangled : whoſe repair, and franchiſe, 
S:1all (by the power we hold) be our good deed; 
Though Rome be therefore angry. Aduimut ive made our laws 
\Vh:0 was the firſtof #ricavr, which did put : 
His brows within a golden Crown; and call'd 
Himſelf a King.” . -- | 

Lyc, | ami ſorry, Cymbeline, - 
That I am to pronounce Anouſtra (Ceſar 


than 
Jy ſelf Domeltick Officers) thine Lacey. 
Receive it from me then, War, and Confuſion 


For tury, not to be reſiſted, Thus defi'd. 

I thank thee for -my {clf. 

- Cym. Thou ate-welcom, Caias, 
Thy Cefar Knighted me; my youth 1 ſpent 
Much under litm : of him, | gather'd Honour, 
Which he, -tofeek of me again, perforce, 
Behooves me keep at utterance. I am perfedt, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 


Which not to read; would ſhew the Britains cold : 
Luc, Let 


 injdy Te Jon weliom 
Cor. His Nayefty bids you welcom. Make paſtime with 
us a day, or twd; or louger:: if you ſeck ns afterwards in 
other terms, you ſkabtfind ws in our Salt-water-Girdle : if 


Lac. So, Sir, | 
Cym, | know your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine : 
All the Remain, iswolcom. CExemm. | 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter 'Pifanio reading of 4 Letter, 


PT}. How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write 
\What Monſters her accuſe ? Leomatzs : 
Oh Maſter, what a infection - 
Is faln into thy ear ? 
(As poiſonous 
On thy too read 
She's puniſh'd : 
More Goddeſs-like, than Wife-like; fuch Afaults 
As would take in ſome Virtue. Oh my Maſter, 
Chy mind to hef, is now as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How ? that I ſhould murther her, 
Upon the Love, and truth, and yows: which | 
' Have made to thy command? I her? Her blood'? 
If it be ſo, todo good ſervice, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look 1; 
That I ſhould ſeert-to lack hurflanity, 
So-muich as this Fact-comes to 2” Do't : the Letter. 
That I bave ſent ber, by ber own _ 
Shall exve the opportun h damu*” r, 
Black as the Ince chat%s on thee : ſeiſlelels bauble, 
Art thou a Fatdarie for this at ; thou look'ſt 
So Yirgin-like-witkout * Lo here ſhe-comes. 


you not 


Enter 


-— 


— 


guy? 


Ac. 


_— 


_ 


— 
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cerncthwnoce 


| *'Twixt hour and hour ? 
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Emer Imogen. 


I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo, How now , Pyſumo ? 

Pif. Madam, here is a/Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who! thy Lord ? that is my Lord Leonatss ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Stars, as | bis Characters, 
He'ld lay.the Future. apen.. ; You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of Love, 
Of my Lord's health : of his content : yet not 
That we two are a-ſunder, let that grieve him z 
Some griefs are medicigaþle, that is ane of them, 
For it doth phyſick Love, of his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave : bleſt be 
You Beesthat make theſe Locks of counſel. Loyers, 
And men in dangerons Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeitours you caſt in priſon, yet 
You claſp young Cupid's tables : good News; gods. 


Uſtice, and your Father's wrath ( ſhould: be take me in bis 
| Domimon ) could not be ſo cruel ts me, as yon, (ob the dea- 
reſt of Creatures) would even renew me with your eyes. T ake 
notice that 1. am in Cambria #t Milford-Haven : what your 
own Love, will out of this adviſe you, follow. So be wiſhes you 
all happineſs, that remains loyal to his ow, and your increaſing 
in Love, [i Leonatus Poſthumous. 


Oh for a Horſe with wings : Hear'ſt thou, P:ſanio ? 
He is at eFflford-H ven: Read, and tell me 

How far *tis thither; If one of mean affairs - 

May plod it in a week, why may fot'l © + | 

Glide thither ina day? then,true Poſanio, 

Who long'|t like me, co ſee thy Lordz+ who long'lt . 
 ( Oh let me bate ) . but not like. me: - yet long'ſt . 
But in a fainter kind. Oh not like me-2.. 1” 

For mine's beyond, beyond :. ſay, '3nd:ſpeak thick 

( Love's Counſellor ſhould, fill the bores of bearing 
To th' ſmothering of the Senſe ) how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed e3:ilford, And by.th' way 
Tell me how Wales wag madeifo bappy, as 

T” inherit ſuch a Haven. But firſt of all, 

How may we ſteal from hence : and for the gap 
That we ſhall make ip time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excuſe: 'but firſt; how get hence. 
Why ſhould excuſe be born or e're begot ? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prythee ſpeak, 

How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


4! 


Ji 


Piſ. One ſcore *rwixt Sun, ahd Sun, 


| Madem's enough for you ; and too much too. 


Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Could never go ſo flow : I have heard of Ridiag wagers, 
Where Horſes have been nimbter than the Sands 
That run i* th? Clocks behalf. But this is Foolrie, 


1 Go, bid my Woman feign a ſickneſs, fay 


She'll home to her Father, and provide me preſently 
A Riding Suit : No coſtlier than would fit 
A Franklins Houſwite, . 

Piſ. Madam, you're beſt conſider. 

Imo, I ſee beſore me (Man) nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enfues but have a Fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, 1 —_ 
Do as Ibid thee: there's no more to lay : 


Acceſſible is:none but CHilford way. [ Exennt. 


Scena Tertia. 
| Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Acviragus. 


Bil. A goodly day, not to keep houſe with ſuch, 
þ Whoſe Roof*s as low as ours : Sleep, Boys, this gate 


—_— 


| 


| InſtruCts you how't adore the Heavens ; and bows you 
Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch'd ſo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Tacbands on, without 


| Good morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair Heaven, 


We houſe i” th Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid. Hail, Heaven. 

Aruvir. Hail, Heaven. 

Bela. Now'for our Mountain ſport, up to yond hill, 
Your legs ate young : I'le tread theſe Flats. - Conſider 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leſſens and fers off, 

And you may then revolye what tales [ bave told you, 
| Of Courts of Princes : of thetricksin War, 
This ſervice, is not Service; 1o being done, 
But being ſo allowed. To apprehend thns, 
Draws us profit from all things we ſee * 

And often to our comfort, ſhall we find 

The ſharded Beetle,in a fafer hold | 
Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life, 

[s Nobler than attending for a check: 
Richer, than doing nothing for a Babe : 
Prouder,than ruſtling in un-paid-for Silk : 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes bim fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs'd, no life to ours. 

Gai. Out of your proof you ſpeak : we poor unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from view o* th* neſt ; nor know not 
What Air's from home. Hap'ly this Iife is beſt, 

( Hf quict life be beſt ) ſweeter to you 

That have a ſharper known; Well correſponding 
- With your ſtiff Age z but unto us, it is 

A Cell of Ignorance : travailing a bed, 

A Priſon, or a Debtor, that not dares 

To ſtride a limit, 

Arvi. What ſhould we ſpeak of 
When we are old as you ? when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December ? How 


[n this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 


'? The freezing hours away ? We have ſeen nothing : 


| 


| Before my 


We are beaſtly ; fubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat : 
| Our Valour is to chaſe what flies : our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 
And ſing our Bondage freely. 
Bel. How you ſpeak ? 
Did you but know the Citie's Uſuries, 


| And felt them knowingly : the art o' th' Court, 


As hard to leave, as keep: whoſe top to climb 

Is certain falling : or ſo llipp'ry, that 

The fear's as bad as falling. The toil o' th* VVar 

A pu that only ſeems to ſeek our danger 

Pch*name of Fame,agd Honour,which dyes i'th'ſearch, 
And hath as oft a ſland*rous Epitaph, 

As Record of fair act, Nay, many times 

Doth ill deſerve, by doing well : what's worſe 

Muſt curt”fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The world may read ina me : My bodie's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my report was Once 
Firſt with the beſt of Note. lne lov'd me, 

And when a Souldier was the Theme, my name 

Was not far off - then was I asa Tree 
Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storm, or Robbery (call it what you will) 

Shook down my mellow bangings : nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gx;. Uncertain fayour, 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as | have told you oft) 
But that two Villdins, whoſe falſe Oaths prevail'd 
fet Honour, ſwore to Cymbelne, 
| was ederate with the Romans: 10 
Followed my Baniſhment, and this twenty years, 

This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been my V Vorld, 
V'Vhere l have liv'd at honeſt freedom, payed 


More 


I 


_ CY — 


| 
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More pious debts to Heaven, than in all : 
The forc-cnd of my time, But, upto th* Mountains, 
This is not Hunter's Language , be that ſtrikes 


To him the other two (hall miniſter, 
And we will fear ng _u , Which attcnds 
la place of greater Nate: |» 

le meet you in the Valleys. 

How hard it is to hide the ſparks of Nature ? 
Theſe Boyes know little they are Sons to the King, 
| Nor lne dreams that they are alive. 

They think they ace miae, 

And though train'd up thus meanly 

th? Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit 

The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

la ſimple and low things, to Prigce it, much 

1Beyond the trick af others, This Paladour, 

{The heir of Cymbeliae and Britain, whom 

The King bis Father call'd Guaderiaw, Jove, 

When an my chree-foot ſtoal I iit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, bis Spirits fly out 

Into my ſtory : ſay thus mine-Enemy fell, 

And thus 1 ſer my foot on's neck, even then 

The Princely blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That a&ts my words. The younger Brother Cadwal, 
Once eArvirazw, in as like a figure 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 

His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz'd, 

Oh Cymbeline. Heaven and my Conſcience knows 

Thou did'ſt unjuſtly baaiſh me ; whereon 

At rhree, and two years old, I ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeſhon, as 

Thou ref: s me of my Lands,  Ewriptule, i 

Taou wz«{t theix Nurſe, they took thee for their Mother 
And every day do honour to-her Grave : 

My ſelf Belarixs, that am wry, call'd, 
They take for Natural Father. The Game is up. 


Scena (nartd. 


| Enter Piſanio 4##4 Imogen. 


LExecunt, 


[Exit. 


Ime.Thou told'ſt me when we came from hotſe,the place 
Was near at hand: Ne'ce long'd my Mother fo | 
To ſeem firſt, as 1 have now: Piſani, Man: 
Where is Poſthumus ? What is in'thy mind (+ + 
| That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
| From th* inward of thee ? One; One, but painted thus' 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd f 

Beyond ſelf-explication; - Putthy/felf 
{Into a haviour of leſs fear, e're wildneſs 
Vanquiſh my ſtaieder Senſes. What's the matter ? 
Why tender'ſt thon-that-Paptt roirge, with . 
A look untender ? Af *- be Summer News, 
Smile to't-before + if Wintbthy; thou need'(t 
But keep that count'nance IL. My Hugsband's hand ? 
That Drug-damn'd Jtaly, hath ewecraftied him, 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, man,thy tongue 
Mayitake off ſome-extremity, which to read | 
Would be even mortal to me.  *'! 
| Pif. Pleaſe you read, | 

And you ſhall fin&me (wretchedman)) athing 


The-moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. + 
-. - Imogen reads. Ls 
T HT Miſtreſs (Piſanio) bath play'd'the Swrampet in my 
* Bid: the 7 eſtimonies | 4 bleedins in\'me. 1 
ſperk, not out of wrak/Surmiſes, «ant © from proof 4s 10 49 my 
Jrief ,, and as cert din an] expett my Revenge. \pawr, thou 


(ti\anio ) muſt'aÞ for me, f thy Faith be-net tainted with the 
breach of hers lor thine own hands take away ber life : 1 ſhall 
gee thee opportunity at Milford Haven. She hath my Letter 


The Veniloa firſt, (hall be the Lard o*ch'* Feaſt, | 


for the purpoſe , where, if thou fear to ſtrike, and to make me 
certain it 1 done, thou art the Pander to ber diſhonour, and 
equally to me diſloyal. | 


P;ſ. What ſhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat alceady. No, "tis ſlander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-yenoms all the Worms of Nile, whoſe breath 
Rides 09 the poſting winds, and doth belye - 
All corners of the V Verld. Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the fecrets of the Grave 
This viperous ſander enters. What chear, Madam ? 
Ino, Falſe to bis Bed ? VVhat is it to'be falſe ? 
To lye in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep'twixt clock and clock ? If fleepcharge Nature, 
To break it with a feartul dream of him, 
And cry my ſelf awake ? that's falſe to's bed ? is it ? 
Piſa, Alas, good Lady. 
Imo, | falſe? thy Conſcience witneſs : Fachimo, 
Thou did'ſt accuſe him of Incontinency, - 
Thou then loak'dlt like a Villain : now, methinks, 
Thy favours good enougn. Some Jay of Italy 
(whoſe Mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poor I am ſtale, a Garment our of taſhion, 
And for | am richer than to hang by th walls, 
I muſt he ript: To pieces wich me: Oh / 
Mens Vows are womens Traitors. Ail good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Hasband) ſhall be thought 
Put on for Villany : not born wher't grows, 
But "yorn a bait for Ladies. 
Piſa. Good Madam, hear me. 
1mo, True honeſt men being heard, like falſe «nes, 
Were in his time thought falſe : and Synons weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy tear : took pitty 
From moſt true wretcheageſs. So'thou Poſthumus, | 
Wilt lay the leven to all-proper men, 
Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd 
From thy great fail : Come, Fellow, be thou honeſt, 
Do thou thy Maſters bidding, When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my obedience. Look, 
| draw the Sword my ſelf, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manſion of my Love (my Heart:) 
Fear not, 'tis empty of all things; bur Grief : 
Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeed 
The riches of it.: Do/his biddiog, ſtrike, 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe : 
But now thou ſeem'lt a Coward. 

. Piſa. Heace, vile Inſtrumenr, | 
Thou{ſhale-not damn my hand. 
Imo, Why,1 muſt dye , 
And if I do not by Thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of chy Maſters. Againſt Self-flaughter, 

There is a prohibitian ſo Divine 

That cravens my weak hand ; Come, here's my heart * 
Something's afoot-:'-Sofs; ſoft, we'll no defence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard,” - What ishere, 

The Scriptures of t Leonatus, 

All turn'd to Hereſie? Away, away, 

Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall go more 

Be Stomachers tomy heart : thus may poor Fools 
Believe falſe Teachery; Though thoſe that art betraid 
Do feel the Treaſonſharply, yet the Traitor 

Stands in worſe caſe of woe. And thou Poſthumus, 
That did'ſt ſet up my diſobedience *gainſt the Kin 

My Father, and makes me put into contempt the ſuits 
Of Princely Fellows, ſhalt hereafter find 

It is no aft of common » but 

A ſtrain of Rareneſs : and l grieve my ſelt, 

To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 

That now thou tireſt on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang'd by me;- Prethee diſpatch. 

The Lambentreatsthe Butcher, Where's the Knife ? 
Thou art too ſlow todothy Maſters bidding, 

When 1 deſire it too. 


Piſa. 


—_— —_ ti. 


mn —_— 
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Piſa. Oh gracious Lady : 

Since I receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, 
I have not ſlept one wink. 

Ino. Do't, and to bed then, 

Piſa. Vie wake mine eye-balls firſt. - 

Imo, Wherefore then | 
Did'ſt undertake it? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 

Mine action? and thine own ? Our Horſes labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court 

For my being abſeat ; whereunto 1 never 

Purpoſe return, Why haſt thou gone ſo far 

To be un- bent ? when thou haſt -tane thy ſtand, 
Th' elefted Deer before thee ? 

Pia. But to win time 
To loſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
| have conſider'd of a courſe : good Lady, 

Hear me with paticnce. 

Imo, Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak : 
| have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein falſe ſtrook, can take no greater wound, 
Nertent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. 

Piſa. Then, Madam, 
| thought you would not back again. 

Imo, Molt like, 

Bringing me here to kill me. 
Piſa. Not fo neither: 
Bur if [ were as wife, as honeſt, then 
| My purpoſe would prove well : it cannot be, 
| But that my Maſter is abug%. Some Villain, 
t, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curſed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 

Piſa. No, on my life : 
Ple give him notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſign of it. For *tis commanded 
| ſhould do ſo : you ſhall be milt at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good Fellow, , 
What ſhall Ido the while ? Where bide ? How live ? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when 1 am 
| Dead to my Husband ? 

Piſa. If you'll back to th* Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father : nor no more adoe 

{ With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing ? 

That Clotrren, whoſe Love-ſuit hath been ta me 

As fearful as a Siege. Piſa.-If not as Court, 
Then not in Brita» muſt you bide. Luc. Where then ? 
1 Hath Brie «iz: all the Sun that ſhines? Day ? Night? 
Are they not but in Britain ? Ith* worlds Volum 

Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in't : 

[n a great Pool a Swans-neſt, prethee think 

There's livers out of Britain. 

Piſa. I am moſt glad 
You think of other Place : Th' Ambaſſador 
' Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but diſguiſe 
That which Cappear it ſelf, muſt not yet be, 

But by Rif-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 

Pretty, and full of view: yea, bappily, near 

| The reſidence of Poſthumus ; ſo nigh _ laſt) 

That though his Actions were got viſible, yet 

| Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear, 

As truly as he moves. 

{ Jmo. Oh for ſuch means, : 
Though peril to my modeſty,not death on't, 

1 would adventure. , 

Piſa. Well theo, there's the point : 

You muſt forget to be a Woman : change 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Niceneſs 
(The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
VVoman it prety ſelf) into a waggiſh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſawcy, and 


—__ 


i 


| As quarrellous as the VVeazel : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rarelt treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoſing it ( but oh the harder heart, 
Alack no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Of common: kiſſing Titar : and forget 
Your labourſome and dainty trimms, wherein 
You made great 70 angry, Jmo. Nay,be bricf : 
| ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already. 

Pſa. Firſt, make your ſelf but like one, 
Fore-thinking this. I have already fir 

'Tis in my Cloak-bagg) Doubler, Hat, Hoſe, all 
hat anſwer tothem : VVould you in their ſerving, 

(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon ) *fore Noble Lucia 
Preſent your ſelf, deſire his ſervice : tell him 
VVherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his head have car in Muſick, doubtleſs 
VVith joy he will embrace you: for he*s Honourabke, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad : 
You have merich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prethee away, 
There's more to be conſider'd : but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. Thisattempr, 
| am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prethee. 

Piſa. V'Vell, Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewel, 
Leſt being miſt, I be ſuſpected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 
Here is a box, I had it from the Queen, 
V Vhat's in't is precious : If you are ſick at Sea, 
Or Stomach-qualm'd at Land, a Dram of this 
VVill drive away diſtemper, To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Direct you to the beſt. 

Imo, Amen - 1 thank thee. 


Scena Quinta: 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 


(ym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 

Lye. Thanks, Royal Sir: 
My Emperour hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I muſt report ye 
My Maſters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjects (Sir ) 
VVill not endure his yoak z and for our ſelf 
To ſhew leſs Soveraignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-King like. 

Luc. So, Sir: I deſire of you 


[Exennt, 


—_— 
| = ct ———_—_ 


A Condudt over Land, to Milford-Haver. 
Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you. 

Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office - 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So farewel, Noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord: ; 

Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
[ wear it as your Enemy. 

Luc, Sir, the Event 
[s yet to name the winner, Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Zacixs, good my Lords, 
Till he have croſt Severn, Happineſs. [_Exv Lucius, &c. 

Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we bave yu him cauſe. 

(be. 'Tis all the better, _ 
Your valiant Britasns hayg heir wiſhes in it. 

Cym. Lucius bath wrote already tothe Emperour, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in readineſs : 


The Powers that he already hath in Galta 
VVill 


—_— 
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Will ſoon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Brit an, 
Que, *Tis not fleepy buſineſs, 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
Cym, Our exp-Ctation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward; But,my gentle Queen, 
Where is olfr Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us:hatttender'd 
The Duty of the day. She looks as like 
Athing more male af malice, than of Duty, 
We have noted ic. Call her before us, for 
We haye been tao: light ia ſufferance. 
Qe. Royal Sr, 
$.nce the cxile of Poſihhumus, molt retir'd 
Hath her life been: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
'Tis cime muſt do. Beſeech your Majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her. She's a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes death to her. 


Enter a Mellenger. 


Cym, Where is ſhe, Sir ? How 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 

eUeſ. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th” loud of noiſe we make. 

ve, My Lord, when Jaſt I went to viſit her, 

She p. ay*d me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily the was dound to proffer : this 
She wiſh'd me to make known : but our great Court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Fear , prove falſe. 

e. Son, I ſay, follow the King. 

(tor. That man of hers, Piſamio, her old Servant 
| have not ſeen theſe two days. 

Que. Go, look after : 
Piſamo, thou that ſtand*ſt ſo for Poſthunws, 
He hath a Drugg of mine : I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he believes 
[t is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone ? Haply deſpair hath ſeiz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her deſired Poſthumnus : gone ſhe is, 
Todeath, or to diſhonour, and my end 
Can make good uſe of cither, She being down, 
I have the placing of the ZBrirsſh Crown. 


LExi. 


F Exit, 


Enter Cloten. 


How now , my Son ? 
Cot, 'Tis certaia ſhe is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
Que. All the better : may ; 
This night fore-ſtall him of the coming day. [Exiz Qu. 
Clor. 1 love and hate her : for ſhe's fair and Roya), 
And that ſhe hathall courtly parts more exquilite 
Than Lady, Ladies Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 
Out-ſells them all. I love her therefore, but 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo her judgement,  . 
That what's elſe rare, is choak*d: and inthat point 
[ will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when Fooks—— 


Enter Piſanio, 


Whois here ? What, -are you packing, Sirrah ? 
Corn hither : Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 


_— 


Wnereis thy Lady ? In a word, or elſe 
Thou art [traight way with the Fiends. 
Fija. Oh, good my Lord, 
Clor. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter, 
[ will not ask again, Cloſe Villain, 
Ple have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. 1s ſhe with Poſthwmu ? 
From whole fo many weights of baleneſs, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn, 
Pija. Alas, my Lord, 
How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe miſy'd ? 
He is in Rome. 
(7. Where is ſhe, Sir ? Come nearer : 
No tacther baiting: ſatisfie me home, 
What is become of her: 
Piſa. Oh, my alworthy Lord, 
Car, All worthy Villain, 
Diſcover where thy Miltris is, at once, 
At the next word: no more of worthy Lord : 
Speak, or tay ſilence on the inſtant, is 
Thy condemnation and thy death, 
Pija. Then, Sir, | 
This Paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 
Cot. Let's ſee't ; I will purſue her 
Even to eAuguſtus Throne, 
Piſa. Or this, or periſh. 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 
Clor. Humb. 
Piſa. T'le write to my Lord ſhe is dead : Oh, Imogen, 
Safe may*(t thou wander, ſafe return agen. 
Chat. Sirrab, is this Letter true ? 
Piſa. Sir , as I think. | 
Clot, .It is Poſtburnud's hand, 1 know't. Sirrah, if thou 
wonld'ſt not be a Villain, but do me true-ſervice : undergo 
thaſe employments wherein [ ſhould have cauſe to uſe thee 
with a ſerious induftty, zhatis, what villainy ſoe're I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, I would think 
= aa _ man : thou Ts nr want my means 
or Thy reiier, nor m cetor preferment. 
Piſa. Well, my ary Lord. wh 
(ot. Wilt thou ferve me ? For fince patiently and con- 
ſtantly thou haſt ſtnck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Poſthumus,thou canit notig the courſe of gratitude, but be a 
diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me ? 
Piſa. Sir , 1 will. 
Cloet. Give me thy 


Piſa, 1 have (my Lord) atthe Lodging; the ſame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Miſtreſs. 

Clot. The firſt ſervice thou do'ſt me, fetch that Soir hi- 
ther ; let it be thy firſt Krvice,go. 

Piſa. I ſhall , my Lord. LExeun, 

Clot. Meet thee #t Afilford Heverr: (1 forgot to ask bim 
one thing, le remember't anon :) eyen there,thou villain, 
Poſthumns, wil 1 kith thee. 1 would theſe Garments were 
come. She ſaid upon a time (the bitterneſs of ir, I now 
belch from my heart that ſhe held the very Garment of 
Poſthumus, in more reſpect, than my Noble and oatural 
perſon ; together with the adornment of my Qua 


him, and in her eyes : there ſhall ſhe ſee my valour, which 
will then be a tormentrto ber contempt. He on 


_— 
my ſpeech of inſultmentended on his dead body, and when 
my luſt hath dined (which as I ſay, to vex her, [ will ex. | 


ecute in the Cloaths that ſhe ſo prais'd :) to the Court 


I'le knoc'k her back, foot hey home again. She heth deſpis'd 


| me rejoycinglyy and Ple be merry in-my Reyenge, 


_—_— 


| hand, here's my Purſe. Haſt any of | 
thy late Maſters Garments is thy poſſeſſion ? 


lities. | 
With that Suit upon my back will I raviſh ber: firſt kill | 


; 
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Be croſt with ſlowneſs; Labour be his meed. 
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Enter Piſanio. 


Be thoſe the Garments ? 


Piſ. 1, my Noble Locd. 

(0. How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford- Haven ? 

Piſ. She can fcarce. be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this Apparel to my Chamber, that is the 
ſecond thing that I have commanded thee, The third is, 
that thou wile be a voluntary Mute to my deſign. Be but 
dutions, and true preferment ſhall tender it ſelf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Mii/ford, would I had Wings to 
follow it. Come agd. be true. [Exit. 

Pi. Thou bidd*ſt me to my loſs: for true to thee, 
VVere to prove falſe, which 1 Will never be 
To him that is moſt true, To eAilford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow, flow, 
You Heavenly Bleſſings on her : This Fool's ſpeed - 
Exit. 


Scena Sexta. 
* Enter Imogen aloxe, 


Imo. | fee a man's life is a tedious one, 
[ have tired my ſelf: and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my Bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution helps me : Alford, 
When from the Mountain top P:ſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a ken. Oh, Fove, I think 
Foundations flie the wretched, ſuch I mean, 
V Vhere they ſhould be reliev*d. Two Beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way. V Vill peor Folks lye 
That have afflitions on them, knowing 'tis 
A puniſhment, or trial ? Yes; no wonder, 
V Vhen Rich-ones ſcarce tell true, To lapſe in Fulneſs 
[s ſorer, than to lic for Need : and Falſhood 
[s worſe in Kings, than Beggars. . My dear Lord, 


| Thou art one o' th? falſe Ones : now 1 think on thee, 


My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 

At point to ſink for Food. But what is this ? 
Here is a path to't: *cis ſome ſavage hold : 

[ were beſt notcall; I dare not call : yet Famine 


Ere it clean o're-throw Nature, make it valianr. 


Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs ever 

Of Hardineſs is Mother. Ho? who's here? 

If any that's civil, ſpeak, if ſavage, 

Take, orlend. Ho? no anſwer ? then 111 enter, 

Beſt draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 

But fear the Sword like me, bell ſcarcely look on't. 

Such a Foe, good Heavens. | [Exi, 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. You Polidore have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Maſter of the Feaſt: Cadwall and 1 
Will play the Cook, and Servant, *tis our match : 
The ſweat of induſtry wauld dry, and die 
But for the end it works to. Come, our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſavoury, Wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Finds the Down=Pillow hard. No peace be here, 
Poor Houſe, that keep'ſt thy (elf. 

Gi. | am throughly weary. 

eArv, lam weak with toil, yet ſtrong in appetite. 

as. There is cold meat i' th* Cave, we'll brouze on that 

WhiPſt what we have killd be Cook'd. 

Bel. Stay, come not in : 
But that it eats our Vittuals, I ſhould think 
Here were a Faiery. 


Gui, What's the matter, Sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter an Angel: or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divineneſs 
No elder than a Boy. 


Enter Imogen. 


Imo, Good Maſter, Tirm me not: 
Before I enter'd here, 1 call'd, and chonght 
To have begg'd, or bought, what | have took : good troth 
| have ſtoln nonghr, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'd i” th' Floor. Here's money. for my Meat, 
| would have left it on the Board ſo ſoon 
As | had made my Meal: and -parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 
Gus. Money ? Youth. 
eArv. All Gold and Silver rather turn do durt, 
As *tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe. 
Who worſhip durty gods. 
Imo. | ſee you're angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have died, had I not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound? 
Imo. To e Milford Haven. 
Bel, What's your name ? | 
Imo. Fidele, Sir , I have a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for /taly : he embark'd at Alford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
[ am falu in this offence. 
Bel. Prethee (fair youth) 
Think us no Churls : nor meaſure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd, 
'Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eat it - 
Boys, bid him welcome. 
Guis Were you a Woman, youth, 
[ ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honeſty 
| bid for you, as 1 do buy. 
Arv. I'll make*c my comfort 


z He is a man, I'll love him as my Brother : 


And ſuch a welcome as I'ld give to him 
(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome : 
Be ſprightly, for you fall *mong(t Friends, 

Imo. *Mongſt Friends. | 
If Brothers : would it had been ſo, that they 
Had been my Father's Sons, then bad my prize 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting 
To thee, PoRthumw. 

Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 

Gni, Would I could free't, 

Arv. Or I, what ere it be, 
What pain it coſt, what danger : gods ! 

Bel. Hark, Boyes. 

Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them: laying by 
That nothing. gift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out piece theſe twain, Pardon me gods, 
[Pd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falſe. 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo: 
Boyes, we'll go dreſs our Hunt. Fair, you come in ; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting : when we have ſupp'd 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it, 

Gi, Pray draw near, 

Arv. The night to th* Owl, 
And Morn to th Lark leſs welcome. 

Imo, Thanks, Sir. 


Arv. | pray draw near. LExeunt. 


Scena 


| 
| 


| 
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| Imo. Soſick I am not, yet I am not well: | 
But not ſo Cirizcn a wanton, as 


Arv. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. 1 wiſh ye ſport. 


— —— 


Scena Oftava. To ſeem to die, ere lick ; So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courſe : the breach of Cuſtom, 
Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. ls breach of all. Iam ill, but your being by me 
. Cannot amend me. Society 1s no comfort 
To one not ſociable: Iam not very ſick, ' 
1 Sen. This is the tenour of the Emperours Writ ; Since I can reaſon of it : pray you truſt me here, 
That ſince the common men are now in Action [il cob none bur my ſelf, and let me die 
'Gainſt the Pannomans, and Dalmatians, Stealirig ſo poor ly, EF: 
And that the Legions now in Galla, are Gui. | love thee : | have ſpoke it, 
Fall weak to undertake our Wars againſt How much the quantity, the weight as much, ! 
The faln-off Britains, that we do incite As I do love my Father, Ft 
The Gentry to this buſineſs. He creates Bel. What ? how? how? 'þ 
Lucive Pro-Conſul : and to you the Tribunes Arv. |t it be fin to ſay fo (Sir) Iyoak me | 
For this immediate Levy, he commands [In my good Brothers fault : | kcow not why | | 
His abſolute Commiſſion, Long live (ſar. | love this youth, and I have heard yoo ſay, q 
Tr:. Is Lucius General of the Forces ? i.cve'S reaſons without reaſon. The Beer at Door, 8 
2 Sen. |. And a demand wh is't ſhall die, 1'd ſay | 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? My Father, not this Youth, Þþ 
1 Sen... With thoſe Legions Rel. Oh noble ſtrain! [| 
Which I haye ſpoke of, whereunto your Levy | O worthineſs ot Nature, breed of greatneſs ! 
Muſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Commiſſion *© Cowards, Father, Cowards, and baſe things, Sire, baſe : 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time * Nature hath Meal and Bran ; Contempt and Grace. 1 
Of their diſpatch - ["m not their Father, yet who this ſhould be, | | 
Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. [Exernt. | Doth miracle it ſelf, loy'd before me. | 
'Tis the ninth hour o* th* Morn. ; 


i eArv, You health. —— So pleaſe you, Sir. 
A &f HS Ouar FHS. S cena P rima. Imo., Theſe are kiad Fate 
Gods, what lics I have heard : 

Our Courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at Court : 
Experience, oh thou diſprov'ſt Report. | 
Th* imperious Seas breed Monſters ;, for the Diſh, 
Clot. F Am near to th* place where they ſhould ' meet, | Poor Tributary Rivers, as ſweet Fiſh : 

if P:ſamio have map'd it truly. How fit his Gar- | | am fick ſtill, heart-fick : Piſanio, 
ments ſerve me? Why ſhould his Miſtriſs, who was made | [1] now taſt of thy Drugg. 
by him, that made the Taylor not be fit too? Thera- Gy. 1 could nor ſtir him: 
ther (ſaving reverence of the Word) ſor *tis ſaid a Wo. | He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
mans fitneſs comes by fits :' therein | muſt play the Work- | Hiſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 
man, | dare ſpeak it to my ſelf, for it is not Vain-glory | 4-v. Thus did he anſwer me: yet ſaid hereafter, 
for a man and his Glaſs, to confer in his own Chamber ; l | | might know-more, 
mean, the Lines of my Body-are as well drawn as his; no| el, Toth' Field, to th' Field: 
leſs young, more {trong, not beneath him 1n Fortunes, be- | We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reſt. 
yond him in the advantage of the time , above him in | _4-y, We'il not be long away. 
Birth, alike converſant in general ſervices, and more re. | Zel. Pray be not ſick, 
| markable in ſingle oppoſitions : yet this imperſeverant | For you muſt be our Huſwife, 
Thing loves him in my deſpight. What Mortality 'is? | 7», Well orill, 
Poſthumus, thy Head (which now 1s grouny upon thy | [ am bound to you. [ Exit. 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this hour be off, thy Milſtcits in- Bel. And ſhalt be ever. - 
forced, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy Face : and | This youth, how e're diſtreſt, appears be hath had 
all this done, ſpurn her home to her Father, who may | Good Anceſtors. 
(happily) be a little angry for my ſo rough uſage: but my | _4-v, How Angel-like he ſings? 
Mother having power of his teltineſs, ſhall turn all into] G4. But his neat'Cookery ? 
my commendations. My Horſe is tyed up ſafe, out Sword, Arv. He cut our Roots in Characters, 
and to a ſore purpoſe: Fortune put them into my hand : | And ſawc't our Broths, as Jo had been ſick, 
This is the very deſcription of their' meeting place, and | And he her Dieter. 


Enter Cloten alone. 


the Fellow dares not deceive me, CExit. | Arv. Nobly he yoaks 
A ſmiling witha ſigh; as ht. E 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile : 
Scena Secunda. * | The fmile mocking the figh, Gatic would fy 
_ JOS : From ſodivine a Temple, to commix 
Emer Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 4nd With Winds that Sailors rail at. 
Imogen from the Cave. Gui. 1 do note, 
| That grief and patience rooted in them both, 
Bel. You are not well : Remain here in the Cave, Mingle their ſpurs together, - 
We'll come to you after Hunting. eArv. Grow patient, 
eArv. Brother, ſtay here : And let the ftinking Elder (Grief) uatwine 
Are we not Brothers ? His periſhing root, with the encreaſing Vine, 
Imo. So man and man ſhould be, Bel. It is great Morning. Come away ; who's there ? 


But Clay and Clay differs in dignity, 
Whoſe duſt is both alike, I am very ſick, 
Gu, Go you to Hunting, VI abide with him, Qqq Enter 


i 


* 
— 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. * 


Enter Cloten. 


Clo. I cannat find thoſe Ryunagates, that Villain 
Hach mock'd me, 1 am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Rynagates? b: 
Means he not us ?. 1 partly know him, 'tis 
Cloten, the Son 0* th* Queen, 1 fear ſome Ambuſh : 
I ſaw him not theſe many years, and yet 
[ know 'tis he :; we are beld as Out-laws; hence. 
Gui. Heis but one: you, and my Brother ſearch 
What Companies are near : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him, 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That flie me gbys? Some Villain Mountainers ? 
I have heard of ſuch, What Slave art thou? 
Gw. A thing, 
More ſlaviſhdid I ne*re, than anſwering 
A Slave without a knock. | 
Clor. Thoy art a Robher, 
A Law-Breaker, a Villain : yield thee, Thief. 
Gui. To wbom? to thee? what art thou ? Have not I 
An Arm as big as thine ? a Heart as big ? 
Thy words | grant are bigger : far 1 wear not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why 1 thould yield to thee ? 
| Clo. Thou Villain bale, 
| Know'ſlt me not by my Cloths ? 
| Gm. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcal, 
| Who is thy Grandfather: He made thaſe Cloaths, 
Which (as it feems) make thee. 
Clio. Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylor made then not. 
Gui. Hence then,: and thank 
The man that gave them thee, :Thou art ſame Fool, 
I am loth to beat thee. | 
Clo, Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my name, and fremble. 
Gui, What's thy Name ? 
Clo. Goten, thou Villain. 
Gus. (loten, thou double Villain be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were jt Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
"'Twould move foancr. 
(ot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy meer Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Son to th* Queen. 
Gu. 1am ſorry for't : not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
Clo, Art not afeard ? : 
Gus, Thoſe that 1 reverence, thoſe I fear, the Wiſe : 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Cle. Die the Death: 
When 1 have ſlain thee with my proper hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that even now fled hevce : 
And on the Gates of Luds Town ſex your heads : 
Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer. [Fight and Exeunt. 


Enter Bellatius and Aryitagus, 


Bel. No Company's abraad ? | 
eArv. None in the World: you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel. 1 cannot tell : long is it fince ] ſaw him, 

' But Time hath nothing blurr'd choſe lines of Fayour 
Which then he wore : the ſnatches in bis Voice, 
And burſt of . wx g wereas his : I am abſolute 

*T was very Cloten. 

1 Av. Inthis place we left themz 

{ I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 

You ſay he is ſo fell. 

| - Bel. Being ſcarce made up, 


| mcau co man; he had not apprehenſion 
ft roaring terrors: For defect of judgment 


1 ls oft the cauſe of Fear. 


Enter Guiderius. 


But ſee thy Brother. 

Gi. This Claten was a Fool, an empty Purſe, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as | do his. 

Bel. What haſt thou done ? 

Gui, | am perfect what z cut off one Cleter's Head, 


| Son to the Qneen (after his own report) 


Who call a me Traytor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his own hand he'd take ys in, 

Dilplace our heads, where (thanks to th* gods) they grow 
And ſet them on Luds-Town, 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gai. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe, 
But that he ſwore to take our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an acrogaut piece of fleſh threat us ? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſelf? 
For we do fear no Law, What Company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No ſingle Soul 
Can we ſet Eye on : but in all ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Attendants. Though his Hanqur 
VVas nothing but mutation ; I, and that 
From one bad thing to worſe : Not Frenzy, 


{ Not abſolute madneſs could ſo far have ray'd 


To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might break qut, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in, yet 1s't not probable 
To come alone, either ſo undertaking, 
Qr they ſo ſuffering : then on goad ground we fear, 
If wedo fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let Ord*nance | 
Come, as the gods fore-ſay it, howſoe're 
My Brother hath done yell. 

Bel. | had no mind 
To hunt this day : The Boy Fidele's ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gwi. VVith his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I have ta'ne 
His Head from him : I'll throw't into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queens Son, Cleten, 
That's all I reak. 

Bel. 1 fear *twill be reveng?d : 
Woul (Polidere) thou hadſt not done't : though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv, Would I had done't, 
So the Revenge alone purſu'd me : Polidore, 
| love thee Brotherly, but'etwy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us through, 
And put us to our anſwer. 

Bel. Well, *tis done : 


Exit, 


| We'll hunt no more to day, nor ſeek for danger 


Where there's no profit. I prethee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks : Pll ſtay 
Till haſty Pokdore return, and bring him 
To Dinner preſently. 
Arv. Poor ſick Fidele. | 
PI willingly to him, to gain his colqur, 
Pd let a Fariſh of ſuch Cleters blagd, 


And 


— 


- 


The Tragedy of Gymbelns 


—_— bd La 


And praiſe my felf for Charity, 

Bel. O thou Goddels, 
Thou divine Nature ; thy ſelf thou blazon'ſt 
In cheſe two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 
AsZephyres blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging. bis ſweet Head and yet, as rough 
(Their Royal bload enchatf'd) as the rud'lt wind, 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him ſtoop to th? Vail. *Tis wonder 
That an inviſible ioſtin&t ſhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour vataughr, 
Civility not ſeen from other :- Valour, 
That wildly grows ia them, bur yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow'd: yet till it's ſtrange 
What Clorens being here to us pactends, 
Or what his death will-bring us. 


[ Exn, 


© Enter Guiderius. 


Gui. Where's my Brother ? 
| have ſent Clotens Clot-pole down the ſtream 
In Embaſſie to his Mother ; his bodies hoſtage 
For his return. [Solemn euſick, 
Bel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, 
(Hark Pol:dore) it ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? Hark, 
Gu, Is he-at home ? 
Bel. He went hence even now, 
Gui, What does he mean ? 
Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeak before, All ſolemn things 


1 Should anſwer ſolemn Accidents. The matter ? 


Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toyes, 
Is jollity for Apes, and grief. for Boyes, 
Is Cadwall mad ? | 


Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing 
| her im bis eArms, dt oh 


Bel. Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 
Arv. The Bird is dead | 3 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather | 
Have skipt from ſixteen years of Age, to lixty: 
To have turn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, , 
Than have ſeen this. 
Gui. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly : 
My Brother wears thee not the oge half ſo well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thy ſelf. 
Bel, Oh Melancholly, 
Who eyer yet could ſound thy bottom ? Find 
The Ooze, to ſhew that Coalt thy ſluggiſh care . 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in. Thou bleſſed thing. - 
7ove knows what man thou mighfthave made : but I, 
Thou dyed'ſt a more rare Boy, , of Melancholly. 
How found you him ? Hoes | 
Arv. Stark, as you ſee: | 
Thus ſmiling as ſome Fly had tickled luniber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd.at : his right Cheek 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion, 
Gui, . Where ? 
Arv, O' th'Floor : + ; 
His Arms thus leagu'd, I thought he ſlept, and put 
My clouted Brogyes from off my Feet, whoſe rudeneſs 


| Anſwer*d my ſteps too loud.” 


Gui, Why, he but ſleeps: 
[f he be gone he'll make-his Grave a Bed : 
With Female Faieries will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee.. . 
Arv. With faireſt Flowers © 
Whil'ſt Summer laſts, and 1 liye here, F:dcle, 
[11 ſweeten thy ſad Grave : thoy ſhalt not lack 


[The Flower that's like thy Face, Pale-Primroſe, nor 


| 
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The azur'd Hare-Bell, like thy Veins : no noc 
[he Leaf of Eglantzne, whom nor to ſlander, 
ut ſweetned not thy breath : the Raddock would 
With Charitable bill (Oh biil ſore ſhaming 
Toole rich-left-Heirs, that let their Fathers lie 
\Vithout a Monument). bring thee all this, 
rca, and fuir'd Moſs beſides. When Flowers are-none 
io winter ground thy Coarſe—— 
Gus. Prethee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Nhich is 16 terious, L-$ us bury him, 
\nd not protratt with admiration, what 
is now due Debt. To tir Grave, 
Arv. Say, where ſhalls lay him ? 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our Mathet. 
Arv. Be*t fo: 
And let us (Polidore) though now our Voices 
Have got the mannith crack, ſing him to th* ground 
As once to our Mother : uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele, 
Gus. Cadwall, 
[ cannot ſing: I'll weep, and word it with thee, 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than Prieſts, and Vanes that lie; 
Arv. We'll ſpeak it then. 
Bel, Great griets | ſee Med'cine the leſs. For Claten 
[s quite forgot. He was a Queens Son, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: thou mean, and mighty rotting 
Together have one duſt; yet Reverence 
(That Angel of the World) doth make diſtintion 
Of place*twixt high and low, Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you took his life, -as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince, 
Gui. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therſites Body is.as goodas Ajax, 
When neither arealive, -  - 
Arv, It you'll go fetch bim; 
We'll fay our Soog'the-whiPſt: Brother begin. 
Gui. Nay Cadmal,-wemuſt lay bis Head to th Eaſt, 
My Father hath a reaſon for't. 
Arv, "Tis true, {am 
Gu, Come on theu,-and remove him. 
Arv. So, beging\« + O-'? 
SONG. 
Guid. Fear ne tore the hedt o' th' Sun, 
' Nor the\ſurions Winters rages, 
Thou thy Wor dy task haſt done, 
Home art cone, and take thy wages. 
Gelden Lads and Gwls all mit, 
As Chimney+ Sweepers come to duſt. 
Arv. Fear no more the fromna' th Great, 
Thou art paſt the Tyrants ſtroke, 
Chre no' mare” to-cloath and eat, 
To thee the Reed 1s as the Oak : 
The Scipter} Learning, Phyſit% muſt, 
All follow this and come to duſt. 
Gui. Fear 10 move the:Lightning flaſh. 
Arv. Nar th' all-dreaged Thurder-ſtone, 
Gui. Fear no ſlander (enſure raſh. 
Arv. Thou haſt finiſ'd Foy and Moan. 
Both. All Lovers young, atl Lovers muſt, 
\ Cenfenitolae; marines ro duſt. 
Gui. No Exarciſernharm thee, 
Arv. Nor no Watchtraft charm thee; 
Gui, Ghoſt unlaid ſarbear thee. 
Arv. N othino il come near thee, 
Both. Quiet conſummation bave, 
And renowned $8 thy Graue. 
Qqq 2 


Enter 
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= A. "Y OC IO LEFT 


Enter Bellarius with 'the Body of Cloten. 


Gui, We have done our obſeques : 

him down. 

Bel, Here's few Flowers, bt about midnight more : 

The herbsthat have on'them cold dew oth? night 

' Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for Graves: upon their Faces. 

You were as Flowers, now wither : even fo 

Theſe Herbelets'ſhall, which we upot you ftrew. 

' Come on away,apart upon our Khiees : 

The ground thatgave them'firſt has them agann : 

Their pleaſures here are paſt, ſo are their pain. [Exewn. 
Limogen awakes. 

Yes, Sir, to e Hilford:Huven, which is the way ? 

|| thank you : by yond Buſh? pray how far thither ? 

*Ods pittikins : can it'be {ix mile yet? 

I have-gone all night : *faith, Vie lye down and fleep. 

But ſoft: no- llow ? Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes ! 

Theſe Flowers are like the pleaſures of the World ; 

This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dream : 

For ſo | thonght 1 was a Cave-keeyer, 

And Cook to honeſt Creatures. But "tis not fo : 

'Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 

Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, _ 

Are ſometimes like'our Judgments, blind. Good Faith 

[ tremble ſtill with fear”: bat f'therebe | 

Yet left in Heaven, as fmall a drop of pity 

As a Wrens Eye : fear*'d Gods, aipart of it. 

The Dream's here vl: even when wake it is 

Without me, as withinme: not imagin'd, felt. 

A headlefs man? The Garments of Poſtbumys # 

| know the ſhape of *s Lag;: thisis'his Hand ; © 


| His Foot Mercurial : his Martial Thigh, 


The Brawns of Herculez': buthis JorialFace— 4. 
Murther in Heaven ? Haw? *tis-gone, Pifarie, 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the 'Ororks, 6 
Ard mine to boot, be dartedi'on -ohet t Tho - - 
Conſpir'd withthar irregnlous (devil Cloren, Y 
Hath titre rut off:aty Lord, To write, and read, © - 
Be henceforth treacherous, David Piſani ” * 
Hath with his forg'd Letters (damn'd Poſwme) 

From this moſt braveſt Veſſel of the, Wotld' 

Struck the main top / Oh Poſthumus, alas, 
Where is thy head ? where's that ? Aye me, I,where's that? 
Piſanio might have kill'dtheeut the heart, | 
And left his head on. How ſhould this be, Pyſamo ? 
Tis he and Cloten, Malice and Lvcre inthem 

Have laid this woe here; Oh *tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugg he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And Cordial to me, have not found it 

Murdr'ous to th Senſes ? that confirms it home : 

This is P:ſamo's deed, and-Charns On! 

Give colour to my pate cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 

Which chace to find us, Oh, my Lord ! my Lord ! 


Enter Lucius, Captains, anda Soothſayer. 


Cap To them, the Legions gartiſfon dn Gatha 
Aſter your will, bavecroſt the Seaz-attending 
You here at e/ilford. kwven, with your Ships : 
They are in readineſs, Ka 

Luc. But what, from Rome ? agg h 

Cap. The Senate hath.Rirr'dupthe Confiners, 
' And Gentlemen of 7raly, moſi willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Servcie : and they come 
Under the ConduCt of bold Fackwo, - 
| Syenna's Brother. (5,4 0a 

Luc, When expe&t youthem?.. 

(ap. With the next benefit oth* wand. - 

Luc. This forwardneſs 
Make our hopes fair. Command our preſent numbers, 


Be muſtered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, 


2 I— 
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«| From Eaſt to Occident, cryout for Service, 
| Find ſuch another Mafter. 


—_ 


What, have you dream'd of tate of this Wars purpoſe. 
Sooth. Laſt night the very gods ſhew'd mea Viſion 
(I feaſt, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thos : 

| ſaw Foves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 

From the Spungy South, torhis part of the Weſt, 
There vaniſh'd m the Sun-bearns, which portends 
(Unleſs my Sins abuſe my Divination) 

Succeſs to th' Rowan hoſt. 

Luc. Dream often ſo, 

And never falſe. Soft to, what Trunk is here ? 
Without his top ? the rune ſpeaks, that ſotnerithe 
It was a worthy building. How? a Pape? 

Or dead, or fleeping on'him ? but dead rather : 

For Nature doth abhor to make his bed 

With the defunct, orfleep upon the dead. 

Let's ſee the Boys face. 

Cap. He's alive, my Lord. 

Luc, Hell then inſtru vsof his body. Young one, 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ſeems 

They crave to be demanded : who is this 

Thou mak'ft thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he 
That ( otherwiſe the noble Nature did ) 

Hath alcer*d that good Pifture? What's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wrack ? How came*t? Who igt? 

What art thon ? 

Imo. lammothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better : This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Britain, attd a good, 

That here by Mountainers lies flain : Alas, 

There are no more ſuch Maſters : 1 may wander 


Try many, aHI'zood : ſerve'truly: never 


Luc. *Lack, good youth : : 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 


| The Maſter in bleeding : ſay 


ay his name, good Friend, 
Imo, Richurd du (amp : 1t1 Golye and do, 

No harm by it,though the Gods hear,I hope 

They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. Fiaele, Sir. 

Luc. Thou do'ſt approve thy ſelf the very ſarte : 

Thy name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Nare : 
Wilt take thy change with me? 1 will not fay 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter*d, but be fore 

No leſs belov*d. The Roman Emperonrs Letters 
Sent by a Conſul to me, ſhould no ſooner 

Than thine own worth prefet thee : Go with me. 

Ime. Vle follow, Sir. But firſt an't pleaſe the gods, 
Ple hide my Maſter from the Flyes as deep | 
As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds 1 ba'ftrew'd his grave, 
And on it faid a Century of Prayers, 

(Such as I can) twice ore, le weep, and ſigh, 
And teaving fo bis fervice, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. 

Luc. 1, good youth, | 
And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath tavght us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettieſt Dazied-Plot we cat), 

And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 

A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy, he is preferr*d 

By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 

As Souldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine 


Eyes, 
Some falls are means the happier to atiſe. 


LExenm. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio. 


Cym. Again : ard bring we word how 'tis with her 
A ” an with rhe abſthte of her Sott g ; 


A madneſs, 6f Which her If” in dabiper : Heavens, FE 
ow 
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How deeply you at once do touch me. /mogen, la ſuch a time, oothiog becomiog you, 

The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queen Nor fatisfying us | 
Upon a deſperate bed, and io a time eArvi, It is not likely, | 
When fearful Wars point at me : Her Son gone, That when they hear their Reman horſes neigh, 

So needful for his preſent ? It ſtrikes me, me, paſt Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their cycs | 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, And ears ſo cloyd importantly as now, | 
Who nceds muſt know of her departure, and That they will waſt their time vpon our note, 

Dolt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll inforce it from thee To know from whence we are. 

By a ſharp torture, Bel. Oh, | am known | 

Piſa. Sir, my life is yours, Of many in the Army: Many years on 
| humbly ſer itat your will : But for my Miſtreſs, (Though Cleren then bur young) you ſee, not wore him 
| nothing know where ſhe remains : why gone, From my remembrance, And belides, the King 
Nor whea ſhe purpoſes return, Beſeech your Highnefs, | Hath not deferv'd my ſervice, nor your loves 
Hold me your Loyal Servant, \Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding z 

Lord, Good my Liege, The cectaiaty of this hard life, aye hopeleſs 
The day that ſhe was milling, ſhe was here ; To have the courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 

I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform But to be ſtiil hot Summer's tanlings, and 

All parts of his ſubjeftion loyally. For Clorer, The thrinking Slaves of Winter. 

There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, Gus. Than be fo, | | 
And will no doubt be found. Better to ceaſe towve- Pray, Sir, to th* Army : 

Cym. The time is traubleſome : I, and my Brother are not known; your ſelf | 
We'll lip you for a ſeaſon, but with jealoulie So out of thought,and thereto ſo 0're-grown, 

Do's yet depend. | Cannot be queſtion'd. 

Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, eArvi. By this Sun that ſhines 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, [le bither: what thing is it, that I never 
Are landed on your coaſt, with ſupply Did ſee man dye, ſcarce eyer look'd on blood, 

Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ? 

Cym. Now ſor the Counſel of my Son and Queen. Never beltrid a Horſe fave one, that had 

1I am amaz'd with matter. A Rider like my ſelf, who ne're wore Rowe), 

Lord. Good my Liege, Nor Iron on his heel? 1 am aſham'd | 
Your preparation can affront no leſs To look tipon the holy Sun, to have | 
Tuan what you hear of, The benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining ._ ! 
Come mote, for more you're ready : So long a poor unknown. 

The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, Gus, By heavens Ie go, 
That long to move. If you will bleſs me, Sir, .and give me leave, 

Cym, Ichank you: let's withdraw Ile take the better care : but if you will not, | 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us, We fear not The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
What can from Jtaly annoy us, but The hands of Romans. 

We grieve at chances here. Away. [Exeunt.| Arvi, So ſay 1, Amen. | 

Piſa, I heard no Letter from my Maſter, ſince | Bel. Noreaſon 1 (ſince of your lives you ſet | 
l wrote him /mogen was ſlain. *Tis ſtrange: So ſlight a valuation) ſhould reſerve | | 
Nor hear 1 from my Miſtreſs. who did promiſe My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, Boys : 

To yield me often tidings. Neither know I If in your Country wars you chance to dye, 
What is betide to Clorer, but remain That is my Bed too (Lads) and there Flelye, 
Perplext inall. "The Heavens ſtill muſt work: Lead, lead ;, the time ſeems long, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Wherein 1 am falſe, I am honeſt : not true, to be true. Till it flie out, and ſhew them Princes born. [Exeunt. | 
Theſe preſent wars ſhall find 1 love my Country, 
Even tothe note 0 th? King, or Vle fall in them : [nat —_ _ 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer'd, | | 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not ſteer'd. [Exir. Aﬀus OQuintus. Scena Prim 1 
Sena Quar fa. Enter Poſthumus alone. | 
| 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. MEYER bloody cloth, le keep thee : for | am wiſht | 
| Thou ſhould be cotonr'd thus. You married 

Gui, The noiſe is round about us. If each of you would take this courſe, how many (ones, f 

Bel. Let us from it, -, Muſt murther Wives much better than themſelves | 

Arvi. What pleaſure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it For wrying but alittle ? Oh Pamo, | 
From Action, and Adventure ? Every good Servants does not all Commands : | 

Gui, Nay, what hope No Bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods, if you 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans Should have ta'ne vengeance on my faults, I never 
Muſt, or for Britains ſlay us, or receive us Had liv'd to put on this: ſo had you ſaved | 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts The noble Imogen torepent, and ſtrook | 
During their uſe, and ſlay us after. Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alack | 

Bel. Sons , You ſnatch from hence for little fauirs; that's love 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. To have them fall no more : you ſome permit 
To the King's party there's no going: newneſs To ſecond ills with ills, each Elder wore, 

Of Cloten's death (we being not known,not muſter'd And make them dread it, to the doers thrift, , 
Among the Bands) may drive usto a render But Imogen is your own, do your belt wills, 
V Vhere we have liv'd; and ſoextort from's that _ And make me bleſt to obey, 1 am brought hither 
V Vbich we have done, whoſe anſwer would be death Among th? /calian Gentry, and to fight 
Drawn on his torture. Againſt my Ladies Kingdom : *ris enough 
Gui. This is (Sir ) a doubt | That ( Britazn ) 1 have kil'd thy Miſtreſs : Peace, 
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Ple give no wound to thee : therefore,good Heavens, ; 
Hear patiently my purpoſe. I'le diſcobe me 

Ot theſe Hakan weeds, an? fuit my felf 

As do's a Briraii Peazait : folle fight 

Againſt the part I come with : fo Ple die 

For thee (O Imogen ) Even for whom my life 

ls every breaty, a dearh - and thus unknown, 

Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

My ſelf Ple dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valout in me, that my habits ſhow, 

Gods, pnt the ſttenpth d* th? Leonari in me : 

To ſhame the guiſe o' th* world, I will begin, 

The faſhion lels without, and more within. [ Exit. 


* Srena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius, Jachimo, arid the Roman e Army at one door : 
and the Britain eArmy at another : Leonatus Poſthumus 
following” like & poor Souldier. They march over, and go 
out. Then enter again in Skirmiſh Jachimo and Polt- 
humus : he vanquiſheth afid diſarmeth Jachimo, and then 
leaves him, 


Fac. The heavidtfsand guilt within my boſom, 

Takes off my manhood : I bave belyed a Lady, 

The Princels of this Country 3" 4nd the air ent 

Revengingly enfeeblcs me} oc could this Carle, 

A very drucdge of Natures, have ſubdu'd me 

ln my profeſſion? Knighthovds, and Honours born 

( As 1 wear mine )_aretitles but of ſcorn. 

[f that thy Gentty (Z#itain) go before 

Chis Lowt, as he exceeds our Lotds, the odds | 

is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods.  [LExw. 

The Battel continwei,the Brita! he, Cymb line 3s taken ; 
then enter to by teſeue , Belfarins , Guidetfins , and 
Arvicagus. * © * rot wilps | 

Bel. Sand, ſtand, we have the adoanmage of the ground, 

The Lane is.garded : Nothing r6tits dg, But | Ku 

The villany of our feats, Py 

Gu, Arvi. Stand, ftand anid fight." 


Emer Poſthumbs, and ſeconds the Britains. They reſet 
Cymbeline, and extunt, : | 
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Then eiter Licivs, Jacbitno, 41d Imogen. 


Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and ſave thy ſelf: 
For Friends kill Friends, and the diſforder's ſuch 

As War..were baadtd90'd. a in ch 
Fac, *Tis their freſh ſupplies. * 

Dac. It is a day turn'd {trangely : or. betimes 


Let's re-inforce,” of fly. CExennt, 


- 1:5 if ltofa yboo!5 
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Eiter Pofthoinus, ad a Britain Lord. 
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{| Some mortally, fvine ſlightly robch'd 


Lor, Cam'ſt thott from wheretlity made the ſtand ? 
Poſt. 1 did, Tf 
{| Though you ir ſeems cameftorthe 'Fllers, 
BY EEE Tat > 1 mCi 
Poſt. No blame to you, Sir, for all wis loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought: theKing himſelf 
Of his wings deſtitite, the Army broken, _ 
{| And but the backs of bet rg 11; all flying 
| Througha ſtrait Lane, the'E ol barter, 
| Lolling the tongue with flaught'ring:* having work 
1 More plentiful, than rools to do't : ſtrook down 
| ſome falling 
{| Merely through fear, thar the'ſtrait j is was damim'd 
'| With dead-men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 


ee One 


— 


Lor., Where was this Lane ? 


Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldier 

( An honeſt one I warrant ) who deſery'd 

So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings ( Lads more like to run 
The Country bafe, tnan tocomrit ſuch ſlaughter, 
With faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 

Than thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame ) 
Made good the paſſage, cryed co thoſe that fied, 
Our Britain's hearts die flying, not our ieh, 

To darknefs fleet-Sovls that fly backward ; ſtand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 

Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 


Three thouſand confident, in a(t as many : 

For three performers are the File, when all 

The reſt do nothing. With this word ſtand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Placez more Charming 

With their own Noblenefſs, which could have turn*d 
A Diſtaffto a Lance, gilded pale looks 

Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd cow 
But by example ( Oh a ſin in War, 

Damn'd in the firſt beginners ) *gan to look 

The way that they did; and to grin like Lyons 

Upon the Pikes o' th? Hunters, Then began 

A ſtop ” th* Chaſer; a Retire : Anon 

A Rout, confuſion thick : forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 
The ſtrides the Victots made : and now our cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages betame 


Of the ungarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, 
Some ſlain before, ſome dying ; ſome their Friends 
O'ce-born i th? former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now earh one the ſlaughter-man of twenty ; 
Thoſe that would dye, 'or e*re reſiſt, are grown 
The mertal bugs o* th' Field. 
Lord. This was a ſtrange Chance : 
A narrow Lane, at old man, and two Boyes. 
Poit. Nay, do not wonder at it: - you are made 
Rather to wondet at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you Rime upor't. 
And vent it for a Mock'ry ? Hete is one: 
« Tryo Boyes, an Old-man '( twice a Boy) a Lane, 
« Preſerv'd the Britains, was the Romans bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poſt. Lack, to what hd ? 
Whodares not ſtand his Foe, Te be his Friend ; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
| know he'll quickly fipe my, friendſhip too. 
You have put me into Rim. 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. 


Tobe' th? field, and ask what news of me : 

| To day, how many would have giver: their Honours 
To have fav'd their Carkaſſes? took heel to do't, 
And yettyed too. 1, itt mine-'own woe charm'd, 
Could not find death, where1did hear him groan, 


Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 


For being now a Favonrerto the Britain, 

No more a Britain, I haye reſum'd again 

The part I came in, Fight I willno more, 

But yield me tothe verieſt Hind, that ſhall 

Once tonch my ſhoalder. Great the ſlaughter is 
Here made by th* Roman ;, great the anſwer be, 
Britains muſt take, For me, 'my Ranſom's death, 
On either ſide] come ta ſpend my breath ; 


'| To dye with lengttned ſhame. . 
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Which neither here le keep, not bcar agen, 
But end it by ſome means for Tmogen. 


Poſt. Clofe by the battel,ditch'd, and wall'd with turf, 


But to look back in frown : Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 


The life o* th* need : having found the back door open 


| [ Exit, 
Poſt. 'Still going : this is a Lord : Oh noble miſery 


Nor feel him where he ſtrook. Being an ugly Monſter, 


That draw his knives \'th* wat,” Well I will find him : 


ard 


Enter 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Enter two Captains, and Souldiers. 


1, Great Jupiter be prais'd, Luci is taken, 
'Tis thought the o!d man, and his Sons, were Angels. 
2. There was a fourth man, in a ſilly habit, 
That gave th' Aﬀeont with them. 
1. So *tis reported : 
But none of *em can be found, Stand, who's there ? 
Poſt. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds 
Had anſwer*d him. 
2, Lay hands on him: a Dog, 
A Leg of Rome (hall not rety.no to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here z he brags' his ſervice 
| As if he were of note : bring him to th King, 


| Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſs 
nio, aid Roman Captives. The Captains preſent Poſthu- 
- mus to Cymbeline, who delwers him over to a G aoler. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Gaoler. 


Gao. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, 
You have Locks upon you : 
| So graze, as you find Paſture, 
2, Gao. |, or a ltomach. 
Poſt. Moſt welcome Bondage : for thou art a way 
(1 think) to liberty: yet am I better 
Than one that's ſick o* th* Gout, ſince he had rather 
Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
By th? ſure Phyſician, Death z, who is the Key 
T* unbar theſe Locks, My Conſcience, thou art fetter'd 
More than my ſhanks, and wriſts : you good gods give me 
The penitent Inſtrument to pick 8bat Bolt, 
Then free for ever, Ist enough 1am ſorry ? 
f So Children temporal Fathers do appeaſe z 
Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt 1 repent, 
[ cannot do it better than in Gyves, 
Deſir?d, more than conftrain'd, to ſatisfie 
If of my freedom 'tits the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my All. 
[ know you are more clement than vile men, 
| Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement.; that's not my deſire. 
For Imoger's dear life, take mine, and though 
'Tis not ſo dear, yet 'tis a life, you coin'd it, 
'Tween man, and man, they weigh not every ſtamp: 
Though light, take Pieces for the figure's ſake, 
(You rather) mine being yours : and ſo great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this life, 
And cancel thoſe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen, 
| 111 ſpeak to thee in ſilegce, 


| 


Solemn Muſick. Enter (as in an «eApparition) Sicilius 
Leonatus, Father to Poſthumus, an old man, attired like 
a Warriour, leading in his hand at ancient Matron ( bis 
Wife, and Mother to Poſthumus) with Muſick. before 
them, Then after other Muſick,, follows the two young 
Leonati ( Brothers to Poſthumus,) with wounds as they 
died in the Wars, They circle Poſthumus round a! be lies 


ſleeping. 


Sicil, No more thou thunder-Maſter 
ihew thy Tpite, on Mortal flyes : : 
Witch Mars fall out, with Jn chide, that thy Adulterics 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Ha:!1 my poor Boy done ought bat well, 
whoſe Face 1 never ſaw ? 
[ dy'd whi:'ſt in the VVomb he ſtay'd, 
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attending Natures Law, 

Whoſe Father then (as men report, 

thou Orphans Father art) 

Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 

from this EartÞ=yexing ſmart, 
e oth. Lncina lent n't met her aid, 
but took me in my thro:s, 

That from me was Poſthumw ript, 

came crying *mongſt his Foes. 

A thing of pity. 

Sir. Great Nature like his Anceſtry, 
mould-d the ſtuff fo fair: 

Tar ..c defery'd the praiſe o' th? World, 

as gicat Solis Heir, 
1 ro, When once he was mature for man 
m Britain where was he ; 
That could ſtand up his parallel ? 
or fruitful object be ? 
in Eye of /mopen, that beſt 
could deem his dignity, 
eMHMoth, With Marriage therefore was he mockt 
to be exild, and thrown 
From Leonats Seat, and caſt 
from her his deareſt one : 

Sweet Imogen / 

Sici, Why did you ſuffer Fachimo, 
flight thing of /raly, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain, 

with needleſs jealouſie, 

And to become the geek and ſcorn 
- © tl? others villany ? 

2. Bro, For this, from ſtiller ſeats we came, 
our Parents, and us twain, 

That ſtriking in oor Countries cauſe, 

fell bravely, and were ſlain, 
Our Fealty, and Tenamwe right, 
with hononr to maintain. 
I, Bro, Like hardiment Pothumw hath 
to Cymbeline perform'd : 
Then 7upiter, thou King of gods, 
why haſt thou thus adjourn'd, 
The Graces for her Merits due, 
being all to dolours turn'd ? 
Sic, Thy Cryſtal Window ope ; look out 
no longer exerciſe 

Upon a valiant Race, thy harſh, 

and potent injuries : 

e Moth, Since (Fupiter) our Son is good, 
take off his miſcries. 

Sic. Peep through thy Marble Manſion, heip, 
or we poor Ghoſts will cry 

To th' ſhining Synod of the reſt, 

againſt thy Deity. 
Bre. Help (Fupiter)) or we appeal, 
and from thy juſtice flie. 

[Jupiter deſcends in Thimnder and Lightning, fitting upon an 
Eagle : he throws a Thunder-bolt. The Ghoſts fall on ther 
hnees. 
7ap. No more you Spirits of Region low 

offerd our bencag Poſh! How dare you Ghoſts 

Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts. 

Poot ſhadows of £lizinm, hence, and reſt 

Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 

Be not with mortal accidents oppreſt, 

No care of yours it is, you know "tis ours. 

Whom beſt 1 love, I croſs: to make my giſt 

The more delay'd delighted. Be content, 

Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his Tryals well are ſpent : 

Our Fovial Star reign'd at his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade, 

He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, - 


And happier much by his Afiction made, ey 
is 
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This tablet lay upon his breaſt, wherein 

Our pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And ſo away : no farther with your dinn 

Expreſs Impatience, leſt you [tir up mine: 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. 
Sicil, He came in thunder, his Celeſtial breath 

Was ſulphurovs to ſmell : the holy Eagle 

Stoop'd, as to foot us : his Aſcenlion is . 

More ſweet than our bleſt fields : his Royal Bird 

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, 

As when his god is pleas'd. 

- All, Thanks, Fupiter. 

Sici. The Marble Pavement cloſes, he is enter'd 

His radiant Roof: Away, and tobe bleſt 

Let us with care perform his great beheſt. [YVamſb. 
Poſt. Sleep, thou haſt been a Grandlire, and begot 

A Father to me : and thou halt created 

A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh ſcorn) 

Gone, they went from hence ſo ſoon as they were born 3 

And fo | am awake. Poor Wretches, that depend 

On Greatneſs, Favour; Dream as I have done, 

| Wake, and find nothing, But (alas) I ſwerve: 

Many Dream not to find, neither delerve, 

Aad yet are ſtcep'd in Favours; ſoam 1 

That have this Golden chance, and know not why : 

What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Oh rare ore, 

Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 

Nobler than that it covers. Let thy «ffcts 

So foilow, to be moſt unlike our Courtiers, 

As good, as promiſe, 


Reads. 
WW a: 4 Lyon's whelp ſhall to himſelf unknown with. 
out ſceking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender 
Air : eAnd when from a ſtately Cedar ſball be lopt branches, 
which being dead many years, ſhall after revive, be joynted 
to the old Stock, and freſhly grow, then ſball Poſthumus 
and his miſeries, Britain be Fortunate, and flouriſh in Peace 
and Plenty, 


"Tis ſtill a Dream: or elſe ſuch ſtuffas Mad-men 
{ Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing, 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 

As ſenſe cannot untie. But what it is, 

The Action of my life is like it, which Ile keep 
If but for ſympathy. 


Enter Gaoler. 


Gao, Come, Sir, arc you ready for death ? 

Poſt. Over-roaſted rather : ready long agoe. 

Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook't. 

Poſt. So if I prove a good repalſt to the Spectators, the 
diſh pays the ſhot. 

Gao, A heavy reckoning for you, Sir ; but the comfort 
is, you ſhall be called tono more Jeymcnes fear no more 
Tavern Bills, which are often the ſadneſs of parting, as the 
procuring of mirth : you came in faint for want of meat, 
depart reeling with too much drink : forry that you have 
payed too much, and ſorry that you are payed too much : 
Purſe and Brain, both empty : the brain the heavier, for 
being too light z the Purſe too light, being drawn of hea- 
vineſs. Oh, of this contradiftion you ſhall now be quit : 
Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſumms up thouſands in 
a trice : you have no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it : of 
what's palt, is, and to come, the diſcharge : your neck (Sir) 
is Pen, Book, and Counters : ſothe Acquittance follows. 
Poſt. | am merrier todie, than thou art to live. | 
Gao. Indeed, Sir, he that ſleeps, feels not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were to ſl:ep your ſleep, and a 
Hangman to help him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer ; for look you, Sir, you know not 


[Aſcenas. | which 1 am ſure you do not know : or lump the after-en- 


| Poſt. Yes indeed do |, fellow. 

Gao, Your death has eyes in's bead then : I have not ſcen 
him ſo pictur?d : you muſt either be direfted by ſome that 
take upon them to know, or to take upon your ſelf that 


quiry on your own peril: and how you ſhall ſpeed in your 
journts end, I think you'll return never to tell one. 
Poſt, | tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 


not uſe them. 

Gao, What an infinite mock is this, that a man ſhould 
bave the belt uſe of eyes, to ſee the way of blindneſs : 1 
am ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


the King, 
Poſth, Thou bring'ſt good news, 1 am call'd to be made 
ree, 
Gao, I'le be hang'd then, 
Poſt. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a Gaoler ; no bolts 
| for the dead. CExeunt, 
Gao, Unleſs a man would marry a Gallows, and beget 
young Gibbets, | never ſaw one ſo prone : yet on my con- 
ſcience, there are verier Knaves deſire to live, for all he be 
a Roman : and there be ſome of them too that die againſt 
their wills: ſo ſhould I, if 1 were one. I would we were 
all of one mind, and one mind good: O there were deſo. 
lation of Gaolers and Gallowſes : I ſpeaF againſt my pre. 
ſent profit, but my wiſh hath a preferment in't, | 


[ Ext, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arvi- 
ragus, Piſanio, and Lords. | 


Cym. Stand by my ſide you, whom the gods have made 
Preiervers of my Throne : wo is my heart, 
That the poor Souldier that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Stept befare Targets of proof, cannot be found ; 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 
Bel. I never ſaw 
Such Noble fury in ſo poor a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promls'd nought- 
But beggery and poor looks. 
(ym. No tidings of him ? | 
Piſ. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead,and living, 
But no trace of him, 
Cym. To my prief, I am 
The heir of his reward, which I will add 
To you (the Liver, Heart, Brain of Britain) 
By whom (l grant) ſhe lives. ?Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it. 
Bellarius. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
Unleſs 1 add, we are honeſt. 
Cym, Bow your knees, 
Arije my Knights oth* Battle, I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your eſtates. 


Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 
There's buſineſs in theſe faces : why ſo ſadly 


Greet you our Victory? you look like the Romans, 
And not o? th* Court of Britain. 


which way you ſhall go. 


(orn. Hail, great King, 


direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink,and will 


ej. Rnock off his Manacles, bring your Priſoner to f 


To 


— - 


FO - Scio._— —_ 


The Trigety of Cynibeline: 


* 2. 


To ſoure your hitpinefs, 1 maſt report 
The Queen is dead, 

Cym, Whom Worſe that a Phyſiciah 
Would this report Vecorte 3 But 1 conſider, 


Will ſeize the DaCttor too. How ended the ? 


Moſt cryel to hec ſelf. What ſhe confeſt 


Can trip me, if 1 err, Who with wet Checks 
Were preſent when ſhe baiſh'd, 
Cym. Prithee (ay. 


Aﬀected Gretthels got by you : not you : 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your pla 
Abhorr'd your perſon. 

oo. She alone knew this: ; 
And bur ſhe fpake it dying, I would not 
Belieye her Lips in opening it. Procecd. 


With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs 
Was a Scorpion to her ſight, whole life 
(But thar her flight prevented it) ſhe had 
Taae off by poiſon, 

Cym. O moſt delicate Fiend ! 


— 


By —_— 


Her Son into th' adoption of the Crown : 


Deſpairing, died. | | 
Cym, Heard you all His, her Women ? 
Lady. Wedid, fo pleaſe your Highneſs. 
Cym. Mine Eyes  _ 

Were not in fault; for ſhe was beautiſul: | 


That it was folly in me, thou mailt ſay, 
And prove it in thy feeling, Heaven mend 


Leonatus behind, and Imogen. 


Of you their Captives, which our ſe 


So think of your Eſtate. 


Our Priſoners with the Sword. But ſince the 


May be call'd ranſomey, let it come : fu 

| ARoman; with a Raman heart can ſuffer : 

| Auguſtus lives to think on't: arid fo much 

For my peculiar care, This one thing only 

[ will entreat, my Boy (a Fritain born) 
Let him be ranſom'd: never Maſter had 

| A Page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occaſions, true, _ 

So feat, ſo Nurſe-like: let his vertue join | 

| With my requeſt, which llmake bold, you 


Grew ſhameleſs deſperate, open'd (in deſpi 
Of Heayen,- and men) her purpoſes : Fepelted 
The evils ſhe hatchd, were not effected : ſo 


Will have it thus, that nothing but or yore. 
ceth, 


My Med'Eftte Liſe thay be profong'd, yer Death 


Cor. Wich borrobr, idly dyihg, Tike her (elf, 
Which (being cruel td the World ). concluded 


| will report fo pleaſe you, Theſe her Women 


la 
| Cor. Firſt, he conkeſt ſhe never lov'd you : only 


cc: 


2rn, Your Daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 


Who is't can read a Woman ? is there more ? 
Corn. More, Sir, aid worſe. She did confels ſhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring, 
By inches waſte you. In which tifne, ſhe purpos'd 
weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 
O'recome you with her ſhew : yes and in time 
f (When ſhe had fitted you with her craft, to work 


But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 


ht 


Mine Ears that heard her flattery, nor my heart, 
4 That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been vitious 
To have enes her : yet (Oh my Daughter) 


all. 


Exter Lucius,” Jachimo, and other R oman Priſoners, 


Thou com'ſt not Caims now far Tribute, that 

The Britains have rac'd out, though with the loſs 

Of many a bold one: whoſe Kinſmen haye made ſuit 

That their good Souls hy be *ppeas'd with laughter 
y f have granted, 


__ Luc. Conſider, Sir, the chance of War the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us, | 
We ſhould not when the bloud was cool, have threatned 


gods 


c Highneſs 


| 


{1 love thee more, and more : think more and more 


| He would have ſpoke to us. 


Cannot deny : he Wath done no Britain harm 
Though he have ſery'da Roman. Save bim ( Sir ) 
And ſpare no blond beſide. 
C'ym. | bave ſurely ſeen him : 
His favour is familiar to me : . 
Thou halt look*d thy ſelf into my'grace, 
And art mine own. I kiow not why, wherefore, 
To ſay, live Boy : 'nere thank thy Maſter, live ; 
And ask of Cymb-line wliat Boon thou wilr, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it : 
Yea, cough thou do demand a Priſoner, 
The Noblelit rane. 

Imo, | tumbly thank your Highneſs. 

Luc, Ido not bid thee beg my life, good Lad, 
And yet | know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alack, 
There's other work in hand: I ſee a thing 
Bitter to me as Death: your Life, good Maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for it ſelf. 

Luc. The Boy diſlains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me : briefly Cie their joyes, 
That place them $n the truth of Girls, and Boyes, 
VVhy ſtands he fo perplext ? 

Cym. VVhat would'ſt thou Boy? 


V Vhat's beſt to ask. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on ? ſpeak, 
V Vilt have him live ? ls he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 
Imo. He is a Roman, no more Kin to me, 
Than I to your Highneſs, who being born your Vaſſal 
Am ſomething iſtarer. 
Cm. VVherefore ey'ſt thou him ſo ? 
Imo, I'll tell you (Sir) in private, if you pleaſe | 
To give me hearing. | 
Cym, I, with all my heart, 
And lend my beſt attention, VVhat's thy name 7 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
On Thou'rt my good Youth, x Page, 
PI! be thy Maſter : walk with me: ſpeak freely. 
Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death ? 
Arv, One ſand another 
Not more reſembles that ſweet Roſie Lad : 
VVho dycd, and was Fidzle : what think you ? 
Gus. The ſame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, ſee further ; he Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike : wer'r he, I am fuce 


Gm. But we fee him dead. 

Bel. Be ſilent : let's ſee further. 

Pa. It is my Miltrifs : 

Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. 

Cym, Come, ſtand thou by our fide. 
Make thy demand aloud, Sir, ſtep you forth, 
Give anſwer to this Boy, and do it __ 
Or by your Greatneſs, and the grace of it 
(V Vhich is our honour) bitter torture ſhall 
VVinnow the truth from falſhood, On, ſpeak to him, 

Imo, My. Boon. is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring, 

Po#, VVhat's that to him: 

Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours? | 

Fach. Thov'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
VVhich to be ſpoke wou'd torture thee, 

Cym. How? me? OTTER ve 

Fach, I ah glad to be conftrain'd to utter that 
VVhich torments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring: 'twas Leanatus Jewel, 

VVhom thou did'ſt baniſh: and, 

VVhich more may grieve thee, . 

| As it doth me,, a Nobler Sir ne're liv'd - 

*Twixt Sky and ground. VVilt thau hear more, my Lord? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 


Zach. That Paragon, thy Naughter, R 
a ror. 


_— —_——_— — —_— — — —_ —— 


———_— 


— 


— — _ w—_ 
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+ That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, 1 lie, 


:| His Miſtciſs Picture, which by his tongue, being made, 


| Some upright Juſticer, Thou King, ſend-out 
For tortures ingenious: it is [ 


a 
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| The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


For whom my heart drops bloud, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail to remember. Give me lcave, l faint. 
(ym. My Daughter, what of her ? Renew thy ſtrength, 

[ bad rather thou ſhou!'ſt live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere [| hear more: ſtrive man, and ſpeak. 
| Fach. Upon a time; unhappy was the Clock 

That ſtrook the hour : it was in Rome, accurit 

The Manſion where : *cwas at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had been poiſon'd (or at lealt 

Thoſe which I heay*d to head :) the good Poſthnm, 
(VVhar ſhould I ſay? he was too good to be 

V Vhere ill men were, and was the belt of all 
Among'lſt the rar'ſt ot good ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Jraly 
For Beauty, that made barren the 1welPd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could fpeak : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Yen, or ſtraight-pight eAimerva, 
Poſtures, beyond brief Nature, For Condition, 
A ſhop of the qualities, that Man 
Loves VVoman for, beſides that hook of VViving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the Eye. 

Cym. I ſtand on fire. Come to the matter. 
| Zach, All too ſoon I ſhall, 
Unleſs thou would'lt grieve quickly. This Pothumi, 
Moſt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, ; 
And (not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calm as vertne) he began 


And then a mind pnt in*r, cither our brags 

V Verecrack'd of Kitchin-Trulls, or his Deſcription 
Prov'd us unlpcaiing Sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to th” purpoſe. : 
Fach. Your Daughters Chaſtity, (there it begins) 
He ſpake of her, as D:an had hot Dreams, 

And ſhe alone were cold : V Vhereat, I wretch 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Pieces of Gold, *gainſt this, which then he wore 
Upon his hononr'd Finger ; to attain 

Ia ſuit the place of's Bed, and win this Ring 

By hers, and mine. Adultery : he (trne Knight) 
No leſſer of her honour confident 

Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this Ring, 

And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 

Of Phebus VV heel; and might ſo ſafely, had it 
Been all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain 
Poſt | in this deſign : well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where | was taught ' 
Of your chaſt Daughter, the wide difference 
*Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine /raliar brain, 

*Gan in your duller Britain operate . 

Moſt vilely : for my vantage excellent. 

And to be brief, my practice ſo preyail'd 

That [ return'd with ſimular proof enough, 

To make the Noble Leonatu mad, 

By wounding his behef in her Renown, 

With Tokens thns, . and thus ;, averring notes 
Of Chamber Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got it) nay ſome marks 

Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 

But think her bond of Chaſtity quite crack?), 

| having tane the forfeit, whereupon, 

Me thinks 1 ſee him now. 

Poſt. 1, ſo thou do'ſt, * 

Italian fiend, Aye me, molt credulous Fool, 
Egregious Muctherer, Thief, any thing 
That's due to all the Villains paſt, in being 
Tocome. Oh give:me Cord, Knife, or Poiſon, 


jw 


| That all ch* abhorred things of th? Earth amend 
By being worſe than they. 1 am Pofthum, 


| Thy Mother's dead. 


| Upon my Ladies miſſing, cameto me 


Citar caus'd a leller Villain than my ſelf, 
A ſacrilegious Thief to do't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and ſhe her ſelf. 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, Tet 
The Dogs o' th? ſtreet to bait me; every Villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatas, and 
Be Villany lefs chan *rwas. Oh Imogen / 
My Queen, my Life, my Wife : oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen. 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. 6 
Poſt. Shall's have a Play of this? 
Thou ſcornful Page, there lie thy part, 
Piſa. Oh Gentleman, help, 
Mine and your Miſtriſs; Oh, my Lord Poſthiunu, 
You ne're killd /mogen till now: help, help, 
Mine honour*d Lady. 
Cym, Does the World go round ? 
Poſt, How comes theſe ſtaggers on me ? 
Piſa. Wake my Miſtriſs, 
Cym. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. | 
Piſa. How fares my Miſtriſs. 
Imo, Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thon gav'ſt me poiſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breat1 not where Princes are. 
Cym, The tune of Imogen, 
F:ſa. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, if 
That Box [ gave you, was not thought by me 
A pretious thing, I had it from the Queen. 
Cym, New matter {till, 
Imo, It poyſon'd me. 
Corn, Oh gods! 
[ left out one thing which the Queen confeft, 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio 
Have (faid ſhe) given his Miſtriſs that ConfeCtion 
Which I gave him for Cordial, ſhe is ſerv'd, 
As I would ſerve a Rat. 
Cym. What's this, Cornelins ? 
Corn. The Queen (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper poiſons for her, ſtill pretending 
The fatisfaCtion of her knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 
Of no eſteem, I dreading, that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which being tane, would ſeize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Offices of Nature ſhould again 
Do their due FunCtions. Have yon tane of it ? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for 1 was dead. 
Bel. My Boyes, there was our errour. 
Gui, This is ſure Fidele. 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you ? 
Think that yon are upon a Rock, and now 
Throw me again, 
Poſt. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. : 
Cym, How now, my fleſh ? my Child ? 
What, mak'ſt thon me a dullard in this AR? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me ? 
Imo, Your bleſſing, Sir. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not, 
You had a motive for't. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee ; /moger, 


Imo. I am ſorry for't, my Lord. 

Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely : but her Son 

ls gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Piſa. My Lord, | 

Now fear is from me, I'll ſpeak truth. Lord Cloter, 


With his Sword drawn, foam'dat the month, and ſwore 


| [f I diſcover*'d not which way ſhe was gone, -- 


It 


| 
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It was my inſtant death. By accident 

I had a feigned Lettcr of my Maſters 

Then in my pocket, which directed him 

To ſeek her on the Mountains near to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſters Garments 
(Which he inforc'd from me) away he polts 
VVich unchaſt purpoſe, and with Oath to violate 
My Ladies honaur, what became of him, 

I further know not, 

Gui. Let meend the Story : I flew him there, 

Cym. Marry, the gods farefend. 

I would not thy gaod deeds ſhould from my Lips 
| Pluck a hard ſentence : prithee valiant youth 
Deny*t again. | 

Gi. I have ſpoke it, and [did it. 

Cym, He was a Prince. 

Gui, A moſt incivil one. The wrongs he did me 
VVere nothing Prince-likez for he did provoke me 
VVith Language that would make me ſpurn the Sea, 
If it could ſo roar to me, 1 cut off's Head, 

And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym, I am ſorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law ; thou*ct dead. 


Cym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our preſence. 
Bel, Stay, Sir King. 
This man is better than the man he flew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcar far. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for bondage. 
Cym, V hy old Souldier, 
VVilt chou yndo the worth thou art unpaid for 
By taſting of our wrath? haw of deſcent 
As good as we? 
Arv. 1a that he ſpake too far. 
Cym. And thou ſhalt die for't. 
Bel. VVe will die alll three, 
But 1 will proye that two an's are as good | 
As I have given out him. My $ons, 1 myſt : 
For mine own part, unfgld a dapgerous Speech, 
Though baply well far you. 
Arv. Your danger's gury. 
| Gui. And our gogd his. 
Bel. Have at ig then, by aye 
Thou had'ſt (great Kipg) a Subjet, who 
VVas call'd Bellarixs. 
Cym. VVhat of him? he is a baniſh'd Traytor. 
Sel. He it is that hath 
Aſſum'd this Age : indeed a baniſh'd man, 
| know how, a Traytor. 
Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole VVorld ſhall not fave him. 
Bel. Not too hot ; 
Firſt pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 


{ As | hayereceiy'd It. 


Cym, Nurſing of my Sons? 
Bel. lam too blunt, and ſawcy : here's my Knee : 
Ere | ariſe, I will prefer my Sons, 


| Then ſpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 


Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
App think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
y re the Iſſue of your Loyns, My Liege, 


| And blond of your begetting. 


Cym, How ? my Iſſue. 
Bel. So ſure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan) 


| Am that Bellarius, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 


Your pleaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 


[It ſelf, and all my Treaſon that I ſuffer'd, 


VVas all the harm I did. Theſe gentle Princes 


4 


(For ſuch, and fo they are) theſe twenty years 
Havel train'd up; thoſe Arts they have, as | 
Could put into them, My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highneſs knows, their Nuiſe Exriphile 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded ) ſtole theſe Children 
Upon my Baniſhment: 1 mov'd her to'r, 
Haviog receiv'd the puniſhment before 
For that which 1 did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon, Their dear loſs, 
The more of you *twas felr, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them, Bur gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again : and I] muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweer'ſt Companions in the World. 
The benec'i(t'on of theſe covering Keavens 
Fall on their Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heavens with Stars, 

Cm. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt : 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
| Unlike, than this thou telPſt, 1 loſt my Children, 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier Sons. 

Bel. Be pleas'd a while : 
This Gentleman, whom | call Polidore, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is rrus Guiderius : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arvir agus. 


Imo. That headleſs man I thought had been my Lord. | Your younger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 


In a moſt curious Mantle, wraught by th* hand 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eaſe produce. 
Lym. Guiderius had 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a ſanguine Star, 
It was a mark of wonder, 
Bel. This is he, 
Who hath upon him ſtill that natural ſtamp : 
It was wiſe Natures end, in the donation 
To be his Eyidence now. 
{ym. Oh, what am 1 
|| A Mother to the birth of three ? Ne're Mother 
Rejoyc'd deliverance more; Bleſt, pray you be, 
That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbs, 
i} You may reign in them now: Oh tmgzer, 
Thou haſt loſt by this a Kiogdom. 
Imo, No, my Lord : 
I have got two Worlds by*t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? Oh never ſay hereafter 
| _ am trueſt Speaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Siſter : 1 you Brother, 
'} When we were {o indeed. 
']- Cym. Did yquere meet ? 
eArv, I, my good Lord. 
Gui, And at firſt meeting lov'd, 
Continu'd ſo, until we thought he died. 
Corn, By the Queens Dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 
Cym. O rare inſtinct ! 
When ſhall I hear all through ? this fierce abridgment 
Hath to it Circumſtantial branches, which 
Diſtin&tion ſhould be rich in, Where? how liy'd you ? 
| And when came you to ferve our Roman Captive?” © 
How parted with your Brother? How firſt met them ? 
Why fled yon from the Court? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Battle ; with 
I know not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance ? But not the time, nor place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories, See, 
Poſthumus Anchors upon Imogen ; 
And ſhe (like harmleſs lightning) throws her Eye 
On him : her Brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 
Fach object with a Joy : the Counter-change 
Is ſeverally in all. Let's quic this ground, 
And ſmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, ſo we?l] hold thee ever. 
Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me : 
To ſee this gracious ſeaſon! 


Cym. 


| 


- 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Cym, All ore joy'd 

Save theſe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 

For they ſhall caſt our Comfort. 

Imo. My good Maſter, I will yet do you ſervice. 
Luc. Happy be you. | 

Cym. The forlorn Souldier that fo nobly fought 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King, 

Poſt. | am, Sir, 

The Souldier that did Company theſe three 

Ia poor beſceming : *twas a fitment fer 

The purpoſe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speak, Fachimo, I had you down and might 

Have made your finiſh. 

Zach, lam down again : 

But now my heavy Conſcience ſinks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that Life, beſeech you, 
Which 1 ſo often owe but your Ring firſt, 

And here your Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 
That ever ſwore her Faith. 

Poſt. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to ſpare you : 

The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 


| Aud deal with others better, 


Cym, Nobly doom'd: | 

We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son in-Law : 

Pardon's the word to al), 

Arv, You holp us, Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 

Joy'd are we, that you are. . 
Poit. Your Servant, Princes, Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As | ſlept, me thought 
Great Fupiter upon his Eagle back'd 

Appear*'d to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 

Of mine own Kindred, When I wak'd, I found 

This Label on my boſome : whoſe containing 

ls ſo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 

Make no Collection of it. Let him ſhew 

His skill in the conſtruction. ), 

Luc. Philarmonus. j" 'sS 
Sooth, Here, my good Lord. WRT+.----70 
Luc. Read, and declare the meaning, 


Reads. 

WW as a Lyon's Whelp, ſhall to himſelf unknown, 
without ſecking find, and be embrac'd by a. piece 

of tender Air : and + Ki from a ately Cedar ſhall be'o 

all after revive, be 

jointed to the old Stock,, and freſhly grow, then ſball Poſt- 


humus end his mſeries, Britain be fortunate , and flouriſh 
in Peace, and Plenty, 


Thou, Leonatxc,art the Lyon's Whelp, 

The fit and apt Conſtruction of thy name 

Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much : 

The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous Daughter, 
Which we call ellis Aer, and eMollis Arr 
We term it eHulier : which e Huber I divine 

[s this moſt conſtant Wife, who even now 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 

Unknown to you unſovght, were clipt about 


With this moſt tender Air. l 


Cym. Tiis hath ſome ſeeming. 

Sooth, The lo!ty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth : who by Be#arim ſtoln 
For many years thought dead, are now reviy'd 
To the Majeſtick Cecar join'd ; whoſe iſſue 
Promiſes Britain, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin : And Cams Lucius, 
Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ceſar, 

And to the Roman Empire ; promiſing 

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 

We were diſſwaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heavens in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moſt heavy hand. 

Sooth, The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace : the Viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius e're the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce-cold-Battel, at this inſtant 
Is full accompliſh'd, For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weſt, on Wing ſoaring aloft 
Leſſen'd her ſelf, and in the Beams o” th* Sun 
So vaniſh'd ; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle 
Th' Imperial Ceſar, ſhould again unite 
His favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 

Which ſhines here in the-Weſt. 

Om. Laud we the gods, 

And let our crooked Smoaks climb ta their Noſtrils 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh we this peace 

To all our Subjefts. Set we forward : let 

A Roman, :and a Brittiſh Enſign wave 

Friendly together ; ſo through Laud's Town march, 

And inthe Temple of great Jupiter 

Our Peace we'll ratifie, Seal it with Feaſts. 

Set on there : Never wasa War did ceaſe - 

(E're bloudy hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. [Ex 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Enter Gower, 


7 ſing a Song that old was ſune, 
From aſhes ancient Gower ; cdme, 
ng mens infirmities, 
To glad your Ear and pleaſe your Eyes ; 
It bath been ſung at Feitivals, 
On Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayes, 
And Lords and Ladies itn their lives, 
Have read it for reſtoratives. 
The purghace is 18 makg men gloriow. ; 
Et tw « quo Argignius, Ka melius: 
if you, born in theſe latter times, 
When Wits more ripe,” accept my Rhimes ;, 
And that to hear an old man ſing, 
eMay to yokr vegſhes pleaſure brews ;. 
I life would wifh, and that I might” 
Waſte it ty you like Taper light, 
This Antioch, - then, Antiochus the great, 
| Built up this City for his chiefeſt ſeat ; 
The faireſt in all Syria. 
I] rell you what mine Authors ſay : 
Thu King unto him took a Peer, 
Php dieg, eng a'\Female Her, | 
So buckſome, blithe, and fill of faces _ 
As Heaven __ ber all his grace : 
Wah whom the Fagher biking took, 17 
And her to inceF did provoke. - 0 
Bad Child, worſe Father, to entice his own, 
To evil ſhould be done by none 
But cuſtom, what they did begin, * 
Was with long muſe, counted wo ſm. 
The beauty of this ſinful Dame, 
e Made many Princes thither frame, 
T's ſeth ber as a Bed fellow, © 
In marriage pleaſures, Play fellow : 


Which ha pre wade RAG \ 
To ke eb wert ive, © Ll 


That who ſo askt her for his Wife, 

Hi Riddle told not, loſt his bfe : 

So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do teſtifie. © 
What enſues to the judgment of your Eye, 
I give my cauſe, who be#t can teſtiſie. 


[E xit . 
Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers, 


Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv'd 
The danger of the task you anttertake. =o 

Per. I have ( Antiochus)- and! with a Son} emboldned 
With the glory/of her praiſe, think dearh no hazard, 

In this enterprize,, 1+ |. 
Ant. Muſick bring in our Daughter,clothed like a Bride 
For embracements, even of Fove himſelf; 

At whoſe conception, till Lacina reggn'd, 

Nature this dowry gave; to glad her preſence, 

The Senate Houſe of Planer all did fig, 

To knit in her their beſt perfeCtions. 


Enter Antiochus Danghter. 


Per. See where ſhe comes, apparel'd like the Spring, 
Graces her SubjeCts, and her thoughts the King, 


| vertue gives renown to men : 
Jr” dot the Book of praiſes, where is read. 
** *- Nothing but curious pleaſures as from thence, 


Sorrow were ever rackt, and teſty wrath 
; 


1 


] Who'retts us, Iife' 


| 


, *Aﬀtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Could never be her mild Companion. 
You gods that made me man, and/ſway in love, 
| That have inflam'd deſire within wy Breſt, 
To taſte the fruit of yon celeſtial Tree, 
(Ordie in the adventure) be my helps, 
As | am Son and Servant to your will, 
To compaſs ſuch a boneleſs happineſs. 
Ant, Prince Pericles. 
Per. That would be Son to great Antioch, 
Ant. Before thee ſtands this fair Heſperides, 


With golden fruit, but dangerous to be toucht : 
For Death like Dr ce afiright thee hard ? 
Her Face like Hea ceth thee to yiew 

Her countleſs glory,/FhiCh deſert miſt gain : 
And which without de becauſe-thine Eye 


| Preſumes to reach, all the whole heap muſt die, 
Yon ſometimes famoys Princes like ghyfelf/ 
Drawnhy report, advegturousby defs 
| Tell thee with ſpeechleſs rgngues, and ſemblance 
That without covering ſave yon field of Stars, 
Here they ſtand Martyrs ſlain in Cupids Wars : 
And with dead Checks adviſe thee to deſiſt, 


- | For goibg on Deaths Net, whom none reſilt. 


Per. Antiochus | thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know it felf, 
And by thoſe fearfykobjefts foprepare”; - 
This Body, like to them, to what I muſt : 


For h remengbgeg, be. like & Mirrour, 
Det w3nce to We m crrour 

Il make my will then, and as ſick men do, 

Who kpow the World, 

Gripe gjot at Earthly Joy$,. a$erſt they did. 

Sol bequeath a happy peace tp you 

' And all good men, as every Prince ſhould do, 

My riches to the Earth from whence they came : 

' But my onſported fireof Love to you, 

Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 

| watt the-ſharpeſt blow (Avtiochus 

Scorning advice, Read the conel 


on then. 


| That gives Heaven countltfh 


Daugh. Of all ſaid yet, theu prove proſperous, 
f all fic yer, t wiftr Thee | —Ga | 

Per. Like a bold Champion I aſſume the Liſts, 
Nar aspadvice of any other thought, 
' But faithfulneſs and courage. 


. The Riddle. 


I am no Fer, yet 1 feed 

1 fought a Husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindneſe in a Father. \ 
He's Father, Son,. and Husband mile, 
I « Mother, Wife, and yet his Child. 
How they may be, and. yet ih two, 
As you will live, reſolve i you. 


Sharp Phyſick is the laſt | byt Q you Powers! 


Why could they not their kights 
[f this be do makes-me pale to read it, 
' Fair glaſs of light, I loved you, and conld ſilt, 
Were not this glorious Casket ſtor'd with ill : 
But I muſt tell you, now my thoughts revolt, 
Far he's no man on whom perfeCtions wait ; 
That knowing ſin within, will touch the Gate : 
You are a fair Viol, and your ſenſe the ſtrings, 

| Who finger'd to make man his lawful muſick, 


pale, 


Heaven, but feeling woe, 


Ant, *Which read and not expounded, *tis decreed 
jAs theſe before thou thy (elf ſhalt bleed. 
O 


Eyes to view ens atts 


Would 
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Pericles Prince o f Tyre: 


Would draw Heaven down, and all the gods to hearken, 
But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at ſo harſh a chime: 


| Good ſooth I care not for you. 


Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that's an Article within our Law, | 
As dangerous as the reſt : your times expir'd, 
Either expound now, or receive your ſentence, 

Per, Great King, 

Few love to hear the ſins they love to at, 

*T would braid your ſelf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 

He's more ſecure to keep it ſhut, than ſhewn : 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 
Blows duſt in others Eyes, to ſpread it ſelf 

And yet the end of all is bovght thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the ſore Eyes ſee clear. 
To ſtop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caſt 
Copt Hills toward Heaven, to tell the Earth is throng'd 
By mans oppreſlion, and the poor Worm doth die for'r, 
King are Earths Gods: in Vice their Law's their will, 
And if ove ſtray, who dares ſay, Fove doth ill. 

| It is enough you know it, and 'tis fit ; 

What being more known, grows worſe to ſmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my Head. 

Ant. Heaven that I had it ; he has found the meaning, 
| But 1 will gloze with bim. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the renour of our ſtrift Edit, 

Your Expoſition miſ-interpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel off your days; 
Yet hope, ſucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair ſelf, doth tune us otherwiſe : 

| Forty days longer we do reſpite you, 

If by which time our ſecret be undone, 

This mercy ſhews, we'll joy in ſuch a Son : 
And until then, your entertain ſhall be 

As doth befir our honour, and your worth. 
| eManet Pericles ſolus. 

Per, How courteſie would ſeem to cover ſin, 
When what is done is like an Hypocrite, 

The which is good in nothing but in ſight, 

[f it be true that I interpret falſe, 

Thea were it certain you were not ſo bad, 

As with the foul Incelt to abuſe your Soul : 
Where now you're both a Father and a Son, 

By your untimely claſpings with your Child, 
(Which pleaſures fits an Husband, not a Father) 

| And ſhe an eater of her Mothers fleſh, 

By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 

And both like Serpents are, who though they feed 
On ſweeteſt Flowers, yet they poiſon breed. 
Antioch farewel, for wiſdom ſees, thoſe men 
Bluſh not in ations blacker than the night, 

Will ſhew no courſe to keep them from the light : 
One fin (1 know) another doth provoke ; 
Murder's as near to Juſt, as flame to ſmoak. 
Poyſon and Treaſon are the hands of ſin, 

I, and the Targets to put off the ſhame z 

Then leaſt my life be cropt to keep you clear, 

By flight PII ſhun the danger which 1 fear. 


[ Ext. 


—— 


Exit, 
Enter Antiochus. 


Ant. He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head, 
He muſt not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World Antioch doth fin 
[nſuch a loathed manner. 
And therefore inſtantly this Prince mult die, 
For by his fall my honour muſt keep high. 
Who attends us here ? | 


41 *Gainſt whom 1 am too little to contend, 


| If he ſuſpeft I may diſhonour him. 


| Fits Kings as they are men, for they may err, | 


Emer Thaliard, 


Thal. Doth your Highneſs call ? | 
eAnt. Thatard, you are of our Chamber, 
And our mind partakes her private ations 
To your fecrefy ; and for your faithfulneſs 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 
Behold, here's poiſon and here's gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muſt kill him. 
[t fits thee not to ask the reaſon why : 
Becauſe we bid it : ſay, is it done ? 
Thal. My Lord, *tis done. 


Enter a Meſſenger. | 


*Ant. Enough. Let your breath cool your ſelf, telling 
your haſte. 

eFeſ. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant. As thou wilt live, flie after; and as an Arrow, 
ſhot from a well experient Archer, hits the mark bis Eye 
doth level at: ſo do thou never return, unleſs thou ſay, 
Prince Pericles is dead. 

Th. My Lord,if 1 can get him within my Piſtols length, 
I'll make him ſure enough : ſo facewel ro your Highneſs. 

Ant. Thaliardadiev, till Pericles be dead, | 
My heart can lend no ſuccour to my head. LExit. | 
Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, with other Lords. 


Per, Let none diſturb vs: 
Why ſhould this change of thoughts, 
The ſad Companion dull.ey*'d melancholy, 
By me fo us'd, a gueſt as not an hour, 
In the days glorious walk or peaceful night, 
The Tomb where grief ſhould ſeep, can breed me quiet, | 
Here pleaſures court mine Eyes,and mine Eyes ſhug them, | 
And danger which I fear'd, 1s at Antioch, 
Whoſe w_ Nieaſy far too ſhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither ures art can joy my ſpirits, 
Nor yet the others diſtance comfert <a : 
Then it is thus, that paſſions of the mind, 
That have their firſt conception by miſ-dread, 
Have after nouriſhment and life by care ; 
And what was firſt but fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And ſo *tis with me, the great Antioch, 


Since he's ſo great, can make his will his aCt, 
Will think me ſpeaking, though 1 ſwear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to ſay I honour, 


And what may make him bluſh in being known, 
He?ll ſtop the courſe by which it might be known, 
With hoſtile Forces he'll ore-ſpread the Land, 
And with the ſtint of War will look ſo buge, 
Amazement ſhall drive courage from the ſtate : 
Our men be vanquiſh'd, ere they do reſiſt, 
And ſubjefts puniſht, that never thought offence, 
Which care of them, not pitty of my ſelf, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make both my body pine, and Sovl to languiſh, 
And puniſh that before that he would puniſh, 
1 Lord, Joy and all comfort in your ſacred Breaſt, 
2 Lord. And keep your mind till ye return to us peace- 
ful and comfortable. 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue : 
They do abuſe the King that flatter him, 
For flattery is the Bellows blows up ſin, 
The thing the which is flattered, but a ſpark, 
To which that ſpark gives heart and ſtronger glowing z 
Whereas reproof obedient and in order, 
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Pericles Princt of Tyre. 


Do you but ſtrike the blow. 


What would'ſt thou have me do : 
Hell. To bear with patience ſuch 


Toar miniſters a potion unto me, 


Decreaſe not, but grow faſter than 


Hell. Alas, Sir, 


V Vho either by publick VVar or 


ful than Vl be, 
Per. 1 do not doubt thy Faith, 


When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatrers yov, makes Warwupon your Lite. 
Prince, pardon me, or ſtrike me if you pleaſe, 
[| cannot be much lower than my Knees. 

Per. All leave us ctfe  byt 1:tyour cares ore-look 
What ſhipping, and what ladings in our Haven, 
And then retucn tous: Hellicazus thou baſt 
Mov'd us : what ſeeſt thou in our looks : 

Hell, An angry brow, dread Lord. 

_ Per, If there be ſuch a Dart in Princes frowns, 
How durſt thy tongue moye anger to our Face ? 

Hell. How dares the Planets look up unto Heaven, 

From whence they have their nouriſhment ? 
Per.Thou know'ltI have power totake thy life from thee, 
Hell. 1 have ground the Axe my ſelf, 


pricfs, 


As you your ſelf do lay upon your ſelf. 
Per. Thou ſpeak'ſt like a Phyſician, Hellicaru, 


That thou would'ſt cremble to receive thy ſelf. 
Attend me then; I weat to <Antrch, 

Whereas thou know'ſt (againſt the Face of Death) 
[ ſonght the purchace of a glorious Beauty, 

From whence an Iſſue I might propagate, 

Are Arms to Princes, and bring joys to Subjects. 
Her Face was to mine Eye beyond all wonder, 

The reſt (hark in thine Ear) as black as inceſt, 
Which by my knowledge found, the ſinful Father, 
Seem'd not to ſtrike, but ſmooth : But thou know'K this, 
($6 time to fear, when Tyrants ſeem to kiſs. 

hich fear ſo grew in me, | hither fled, 

Under the covering of a careful night, 

VVho ſeem'd my good Protector : and beg here, 
Bethought what was paſt, what might ſucceed , 

I knew him tyrannous, and Tyrants fears 


the years : 


And ſhould he think, as no doubt he doth, 

That I ſhould open to the liſtening Air, 

How many worthy Princes bloud were ſhed, 

To keep his Bed of blackneſs unlaid ope, 

To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him, 
VVhen all for mine, if | may call offence, 

Muſt feel V Vars blow, who fears not innocence ; 

V Vhich love to all, of which thy ſelf art one, 

| VVho now reproved*lt me for it. 


ivate Treaſon, 


But ſhould he wrong my liberties in my abſence ? 
| Hell. V Ve'll mingle our blouds together in the Earth, 


From whence we had our being, and our birth. 


er A4.co_* a — 


Per, Riſe, prithee riſe, Gt down, thou art no flatterer, 
I thank thee for it, and Heaven forbid, | 
That Kings ſhould let their Ears bear their faults hid, 
Fic Councellor, and ſeryant for a Prince, 
Who by thy wiſdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 


Per. Drew l:ep out of my Eyes, loud from my Cheeks, 
Muſings into.,my mind, with a thouſand doubts 
How I might ſtop their tempeſt ere it came, 
And finding lictle comfort to relieve them, 
| thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. | 
Hell. VVell,my Lord, ſince you have givea me leave to 
Freely will | ſpeak. Antiochns you fear, 
And juſtly too | think you fear the Tyrant, 


(ſpeak, 


V Villtake away your life : therefore, my Lord, go travel 
| for a while, till that his rage and anger be forgot ; or till 
the D:ſtinies do cut the thred of bis life: your Rule di- 
rect to any, if unto me, Cay ſerves not light more faith- 


Per. Tyre, | now look from thee then, and to Tharſus 
latend my travel, where I'll hear from thee ; 


4 diſcretion, that being bid toask what ie would of the 


And by whole Letters 1'll diſpole my (elf, 

The care | had and have of SubjeRts goad, 8 
On thee 1 lay, whofe wiſdoms ſtrength can bear it, 
Il take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath, 
Who fhuns not to break one, will ſure crack both : 
But in our Orbs we live ſo round and fafe, 

That time of both this.truth ſhail ne*re convince, 
Thou ſhewelſt a Subjects ſhine, 1a true Prince. 


Enter Thaliard ſatws, 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muſt 
T Kill King Pericles, and if 1 do it not, 1 am ſure to be 
hang'd at home: it is dangerous. . 

Well, I perceive he was a wile Fellow, and had good 


ing, deſired he might know none of his ſecrets, Now do 
| ſee he had ſome reaſon for it: for if a King vid a man | 
be a Villain, he is bound by the Indeature of his Oath 
to be one. 

Huſht, here come the Lords of Tyre. 


Emer Heilicanus, Eſcanes, with other 
Lords of Tyre. 


Hell, You ſhall not need my Fellow-Peers of Tyre, fur- 
ther to queſtion me of your Kings departure. His ſealed 
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Commiſſion left in truſt with me, doth ſpeak ſufficiently, 
he's gone to travel. [ 

Thal. How, the King gone ? 

Hell, If further yet you will be ſatisfied , why (as ir 
were unlicens'd of your loves) he would depart? 1'i} 
give ſome light unto you : Being at Antioch, 

Thal. What from Antich ? 

Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what cauſe I know not) too! 
ſome diſpleaſure at him, at leaſt he judged fo : and doubt 
ing that he had erred or ſinned, to ſhew his ſorrow, he 
would correct himſelf; fo puts himſelf unto the Shipmans 
toyl, with whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 
Thal, Well, I perceive I ſhall not be hanged now, al. 
though I would ; but ſince he's gone, the Kings Seas muſt |} 
pleaſe: he ſcapt the Land, to periſh at the Sea: I'll pre» 
ſent my ſelf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre. 

Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

Thal. From him I come with meſſage unto Princely 
Pericles ;, but ſince my landing I have underſtood, your 
Lord hath betook himſelf to unknown Travels, my meſ- 
lage muſt return from whence it came. 

Hell. We have no reaſon to deſire it, commended to 
our Maſter, not to us; yet ere you ſhall depart,this we de- 
fire as Friends to Antioch, we may Feaſt in Tyre. [Exeunt, 


Enter Cleon the Governour of Tharſus, wah 
bis Wife and others. 


Cleon. My Dionyſia, ſhall we reſt us here, 
And by relating tales of others priefs, 
See if "twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quenctr it, 
For who digs Hills becauſe they do aſpire, 
Throws down one Mountain to caſt up a higher : 
O my diſtreſſed Lord, even ſuch our griefs are, 
Here they are but felt, and ſeen with miſchiefs Eyes, 
But like to groves being topt, they higher riſe. 

Cleon. O Dionyſia, 
Who wanteth food, and will not ſay he wants it, 
Ar can conceal his bunger till he famiſh ? 
Onr tongues and ſorrows do ſound deep : 
Our woes into the air, our Eyes to _ 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, that if Heaven ſlumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers to comfort them. 
P11 then diſcourſe our woes felt ſeveral years, 
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And wantirig breath to ſpeak, help me with tears. 

Dion. I'll do my beſt, Sir, 

Cle. This Tharſus, ore which I have the Government, 
A City, on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches (trew'd her ſelf even in the ſtreets, 

Whoſe Towers bore heads ſo high, they kiſt the Clouds, 
And ſtrangers ne*re beheld, but wonder'd at, 

Whole men and dames ſo jetted and adorn'd, 

Like one anothers Glaſs to trim them by : 

Their Tables were ſtor'd full, to glad the ſight, 

And not ſo much to feed on, as delight, 

All poverty was ſcorn'd,and pride ſo great, 

The name of help grew odions to repeat. 

Dion. Oh 'tis true, 

Cleon. But ſee what Heaven can do by this our change : 
Thefe mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea, and Air, - 
Were all too little to content and pleaſe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance : 
As Houſes are defil'd for want of uſe, 

They are now ſtarv'd for want of exerciſe 
Thoſe pallats, who, not yet to ſavers younger, 
Muſt have inventions to delight the taſte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it : 
Theſe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 

To eat-thoſe little darlings whom they loved, 
So ſharp are hungers teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firſt ſhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ſtands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many ſink, yet thoſe which ſee them fal), 
Have ſcarce ſtrength left to give them burial. 

ls not this true ? E 

Dion. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witnels it. 

Cleon. © let thoſe Cities that of plenties Cup, 
And her proſperities ſo largely taſlt, 
With their ſuperfluous Riots hear theſe tears, 

The miſery of Tharſ« may be theirs. 


Enter aLord. 


Lord. VVhere's the Lord Governour ? 
Cleon. Here, ſpeak out thy ſorrows, which thou bring'ſt 
in haſt, for comfort is too far for us to expect. "'- 
Lord. VVe have deſcried upon our neighbouring ſhore, 
A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. - 
Cleon, | thought as much, 
One ſorrow never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may ſucceed as his inheritour : 
And ſoin ours; ſome neighbouriog Nation, 
Taking advantage of our miſery, 
That ſtuft the hollow Veſſels wich their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already, 
And make a conqueſt of unhappy me, 
V Vhereas no glory is got to overcome. 
_ Lord. That's the leaſt fear, 
For by the ſemblance of their Flags diſplaid, they bring 
us Peace, and come to us as Favourers, not as Foes, 
(leon. Thou ſpeak'ſt like Hymns untutor'd to repeat, 
Who makgs the faireſt ſhew, means moſt deceit. 
; But bring they what they will, and what they can, 


. V Vhat need we fear, the grounds the loweſt, 


| And we are half way there : Go tell their General we at- 


tend him here, to know for what he comes, and whence 
he comes, and what he craves, 
Lord, 1 go, my Lord. 
.Cleon. Welcome is peace, if he on peace conlilt ; 
i Wars, we are unable toreſiſt, 


Enter Pericles with Attendants. 


Per. Lord Goyernour, for ſo we hear you are, 
Let not onr Ships and number of our men, 
BiJike a Beacon fired, to amaze your Eyes, 
We have heard your miſeries as far as Tyre, 


. - 


And ſeen the deſolation of your ſtreets; 

Nor come we to add ſorrow to your tears, 

But to releaſe them of their heavy load, 

And theſe our Ships, you happily may think 

Are like the Trojan Horſe, was ſtuft within, 

With bloudy Veins expeCting overthrow, 

Are ſto1?4 with Corn, to make your needy Bread, 

And give them life, whom hunger ſtary'd half dead. 
Onnes. The gods of Greece prote@t you, 

And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Ariſe, I pray you, ariſe ; we do not look for reve- 
rence, but for love, and harbourage for our ſelf, our Ships, 
and men, 

Cleon, The which when any ſhall not gratifie, 

Or pay you with unthankfulneſs in thought, 
Be it our VVives, our Children or our ſelves, 
The Curſe of Heaven and Mn ſucceed their evils : 
Till when, the which (I hope) ſhall ne're be ſeen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 

Per. V'Vhich welcome we'll accept, Feaſt here a while, 

Until our Stars that frown, lend us a ſmile. [Exemnt. 
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Adns Secundus. 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. TJ Ere have you ſeen a mighty King, 
Hu Child, I wa, — bring : 

A better Prince and benign Lord, 

That will prove awſul both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men ſhould be, 

Till be hath paſt neceſſay : 

Pl ſhew you thoſe in troubles reign, 

Loſing a myte, a e Moumain gain : 

The good in converſation, 

To whom I geve my benizon. 

I: ſtill at Tharſus where each man 

Thinks all is writ he ſpoken can : 

eAnd to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to maky him gloriow : 

But tidings to the contrary, 

Are brought t' your Eyes, what need ſpealy 1. 


Dumb ſhow. | 
Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the Train 
with them. Enter at another Door, a Gentleman with 
a Letter to Pericles z Pericles ſhews the Letter to Cleon, 
Pericles gives the Meſſenger a reward, and Knights him. 
[Exit Pericles at one Door, and Cleon at another. | 


Good Hellican that ftaid at home, 

Not to eat honey like a Drone, ., 
From others labour ;, for though he ſirroe 
To killen bad, keep good alive : 

And to fulfil bis Princes deſore, 

Sav'd one of all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thats Came Ab bo with ſin, 

And bad intent to murder him ; 

And that in Tharſus was not beſt, 

pos, him to make bus reſt : 

He doing ſo, h to Seas, 

Where when men bin, there's ſeldome caſe, 

For now the Wind begins to blow, 

Thunder above, and below, 
e Makes ſuch nnquiet, t ee ne. 
Should houſe him ſafe, is wrackt ON 
And he (good Prince) having all loſt, 

By Waves, from (vaſt to Coaſt 13 toſt : 

All periſben of man, of pelf| 

Ne ought eſcapen'd but himſelf ; 


Till fortune tied with doing bad, 
Wy R rr 3 
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| That he ſhould never have left, 
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 Threw him aſhore to give him glad : 
eAnd here he comes ;, what ſhall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long's the 1 ext. 


| Enter Pericles wet. 


Per, Yet ceaſe your ire, you angry Stars of Heaven, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder : Remember earthly man 
[s but a ſubſtance that mult yield to you : 

And I (as firs my nature) do obey you. 

Alas, the Seas hath caſt me on the Rocks, 

Waſht me from ſhore to ſhore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, but enſuing Death : 

Let it ſuffice the greatneſs of your powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 

And having thrown him irom your watry grave, 
Here to have Dzath in peace, 1s all he'll crave. 


Enter three Fiſhermen. 


1, What, to pelch? 
2, Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 
. 1, What patch-breech, 1 ſay. 
3. What ſay you, Maſter ? 
1. Look how thou ſtircelt now. 
Come away, or Ple fetch'thee with a wantiion. 
3. Faith, Maſter, I am thinking of the poor men 
That were calt away before us, even now. 
1. Alas, poor Souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
What pittiful cries they made to us, to help them, 
When (welladay) we could ſcarcely help our ſelves. 
3. Nay, Maſter, ſaid not | as much, We 
VVhen 1 faw the Porpas how be bounc'd and tumbled ? 
They ſay, they are haif fiſh, balf fleſh : 
A plague on them, they ne're come but I look to be waſht. 
Maſter, I marvel how the fiſhes live in the Sea ? 
1. VVhyas men doa Land, 
The great ones eat up the little ones: 
| can compare our rich Miſers, tonothing ſo fitly | 
As toa V Vhale ; he plaicsand tumbles, | 
Driving the poor Fry before him, 
And at laſt devours them all at a mouthful. 
Such V Vhales have I heard on a'th Jand, 
V'Vho never leave gaping, till they ſwallowed 
The whole PariſhyChurch, Seceple, Bells and all. 
Per. A pretty Moral. 
3. But, Maſter, if I bad been the Sexton ; 
Lwoilld:have beet that day in the Belfrey. 
+35 Becauſe he ſhovidhave ſwallowed me too, 
And when | had been in his beliy, 
L would have kept fuch a:jangling of the bells, 
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Till he caſt bells, Steeple, @hurch and Parifh up again : 
But if the good King Symonides were of my mind, 
Per. Symonides tf. > \ 
3. VVe would purge the Land of theſe Drones, 
That rob the Bee of her honney. 
Per. How from the fennyſſubjeCt of the'Sea 
Theſe fiſhers tell the infirmaties of men, 
And from their watry Empire recollect, 
All that may men approve, or men deteCt. 
Peace be at your labour, honeſt ifherme, 
2, Honeſt, good fellow, what's that, if it:be a day fits you, 
Search out of the Ralendet, and no body look after it ? 
Per. Y*may ſee the Sea hathcaſtme'upon your coaſt. 
2, VVhat a drunken knave was the Sea, 
To caſt thee in our way. : 
Por. A man whom both the waters and the wind, 
[n that vaſt Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball 
For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him : 
He asks of you, that never us'd to beg. 
I. No, friend, cannot you beg ? 


And our King; the good Symonrdes. 


there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the 


{For it was ſometime Target to & King, 
| 1 know it by this mark : he lov'd me dearly, 
| And for.this-ſake, | wiſh the having of it : 


| Zet more with beggiag, than we can do with working, 
2, Canſt thou catch any Fiſhes then ? 

Per, | never practis'd it. 

2. Nay then thou wilt ſtarve ſure ; for here's nothing to 
be got now-a daies, unleſs thou canlſt fiſh for. 

Per. V Vhatl bave been, I have forgot to know ; 

But what lam, want teaches me to think on ; 
A man throng'd up with cold, my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life, than may ſuffice 

To give my tongue that heat to ask your help; 

V Vhich if you ſhall refuſe, when 1 am dead, 

For that I am a man, pray ſee me buried. 

I, Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, 1 have a gown here, 
come put it on, keep thee warm : nowafore me a handſome 
fellow : Come, thou ſhalt go home, and we'll have fle th for 
all day, fiſh for faſting days and more ; or Puddings and 
Flap-jacks, and thou ſhalt be welcom. 

Per. | thank you, Sir. 
2. Hark you, my fciend, You ſaid you could not beg. 
Per, I did but crave, 
2, But crave ? then Ple turn craver too, 
And ſo I ſhall ſcape whipping. 
' Per, VVhy, are all your beggers whipt then? 
2. Oh not all, my friend, not all : for if all your beggers 
,were whipt, I would wiſh no better office,than to be Beadle. 
But, Maſter, Ile go draw the Net. 
Per. How well this honeſt micth becomes their labour ? 
1. Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are ? 
Per. Not well. : 
1. [tell you, this is called Pantapoly, 


Per, The good King Symonides, do youcall him? 
I, I Sir, and he defervesſo to be call'd, _. 

For his peaceable reign, and good government, 

Per. Heis a happy King, ſince he gains from 

His Subjects, the name of good, by his government, 

How far is his Court diſtant from this ſhore ? 

1, Marry, Sir, half a daies journey: and le tell you, he 
hath a fair daughter, and to morrow is her bicth-day, and 


world, to Juſt and Turney for her love, 

Per, V Vere my fortunes equal to my deſires, 

I could wiſh to make one there, 

2. Oh Sir, things muſt be as they may : and what a man 
Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives Soul. 


Enter the two Fiſher-men, drawing up a Net. 


2, Help, Maſter, help, heres a fiſh bangs in the Net, like 
a poor mans right in the law, *twill hardly come out. Ha | 
bots on'c, *tis come at laſt, and *tisturned to aruſty Armor. 
Per. An Armor, friends, I pray you let me ſee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all croſſes, 

Thou giveſt me ſomewhat to repair my felf: 

And though it was mine own, part of mine heritage, 

V Vhich my dead father did bequeath to me, 

VViththis ſtrict charge, evenas he lefc his life : 

Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a ſhield 

'Twixt me and Death ; and pointed tothis Brayſe : 

For that it faved me; keepitin like neceſlity : 
The which the gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee. 

It kept where | kept, 1 ſo dearly lovedit, 

Till the tough Seas (that ſpares not any man) 

Took it in rage, though calm'd hath given *c again : 
[ thank thee for't, my ſhipwrack now's no ill, q 
Since;I have here my Fathers gift in's will. 

1, VVat mean you, Sir? 

Per. To beg of you (kind friends) this coat of worth, 


And that you'd guide me to your Soveraigns Court, 
VVhere with it | may appear a Gentleman : 


Here's them in our Country of Greece, 
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And if that ever my-low fortune's better, 
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1'le pay your bounties ; till then reſt your debter. 

1, Why, wilt thou tcurney for the Lady ? 

Per. Ile ſhew the vertue | have born in Arms. 

1. Why, take it, and the gods give thee good on't. 

2, But hark you, my fiicnd, *twas we that made up this 
garment through the rough ſeams of the waters : there are 
certain condolements, Certain vails; I hope, Sir, if you 
thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 

Per, Believe it I will : 

By your furtherance I am cloathed in Steel, 

And ſpight of all the rupture at the Sea, 

This Jewel holds his building on my Arm : 

Unto thy value 1 will mount my ſelf. 

Upon a Courſer, whole delightful ſteps, 

Shall make The gazer joy to lee him tread : 

Oaly (my friend) 1 yet am unprovided of a pair of Baſes. 

2, We'll ſure provide, thou ſhalt have 
My beſt gown to make thee a pair ; 

And Vle bring thee to the Court my ſelf. 

Per. Then hanour be but a Goal to my will, 

This day I'le riſe, or elſe add ill to ill. 


Enter Symonides with Attendants, «nd Thaifa. 


Are the Knights ready to begia the Triumph ? 

1. Lord. They are,my Liege,and ſtay your coming, 
To preſent themſelves. 

King. Return them, we are ready, and our Daughter 
[n honour of whoſe birth, theſe triumphs are, (here, 
Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, 

For men to ſce, and feeing wonder at. 

Thai. 1t pleaſeth you (my royal father) to expreſs 
My commendatioos great, whole merit's leſs. 

King. It's fit it ſhould beſo; for Princes are 
A model which Heaven makes like it ſelf; 

As Jewels loſe their glory, if neglected, 
So Princes their Renowns, if not reſpected. 
'Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertain 
The labour of each Knight, ig his device. 
Thai. Which to preſerve mine honaur,Ple perform, 
The fr Knight paſſes by. 

King. Whois the firſt that doth prefer himſelf ? 

Thai. A Knight.of Sperte (my renowned Father) 
And the device he bears upoa his ſhield, 
ls a black Xthiop reaching at the Sun 3 
The word, Lux tua vita mils, & Þ 

King, He loves you well, that holds his life of you. 

The ſecond Knight. 
{ Who is the ſecond, that preſents himſelt ? 
Thai. A Prince of « Macedon (my royal Father) 
{ And the device he'bears upon his Shield, 
[s an armed Knight, that's conquer'd by a Lady. | 
The Motto thus in Spaniſh, Pre Per doleera kze per forſa. 
S146; T7 be third Knight, 

King. Aad what's the third ? 

Thai. The third of eAntioch;, and his device 
A wreath of Chivyalry : the word, e.3/e Pompey provexit 

The fourth Knight, ( apex, 

Kine, What is the fourth? 
| Tha. Aburaing Torch thar's turned upſide down; 
The word, Qui me alit me extinguit. ; 

King. Which ſhews that beauty hath bis power and 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill, (will, 

The fifth Knight, 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds, 

Holding out gold, that's by the touch-ſtone tri'd ; 
The Motto thus, Sic ſpettanda fides. 
The ſixth Knight. : 

King. And what's the ſixth and laſt, the which the 
Knight himſelf with ſuch a graceful courteſie deliver'd ? 

Thai. He ſeems to be a ſtranger : but his preſent is 
A withered Branch, that's only green at top ; 

The Motto, In hac fe vivo. : ; 

Kino. A pretty moral z fromthe dejected ſtate wherein 
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| To place upon the yolum of your deeds, 


| That neither in our hearts, nor outward Eyes, 


'| Theſe Cates reſiſt me, he not ht upan. 
| All Viandsthat I eat do ſeem unſavoury, 
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he is, he hopes by you bis fortunes yet may flouriſh. 
| I. Lord, He had need mean better than bis outward 
ſhew can any way ſpeak in his juſt commend : For by his 
ruſty outſide, he appears to have practiſed more the Whip- 
ſtock, than the Lance, 
2. Lord, He well may be a ſtranger, for he comes to an 
honour'd triumph ſtrangely furniſhr, 
3. Lord. And on fer purpoſe let his armour ruſt 
Uacil chis day, to ſcowre it in the duſt. 
King.. Opinion's but a fool,that makes us ſcan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But ſtay, the Koights are coming, 
We will withdraw into the Gallery. 
Great ſhouts, and all cry, The mean Knight. 


Enter the King and Knights from Tulting. | 


King. Knights,to ſay you're welcom,were ſuperfluous. 


Asina Title page, your worth in armes, . 
Were more than you expect, or more than's fit, 
SInCe every worth in ſhew commends it ſelf : 
Prepare for micth, for mirth comes at a fealt. 
You are Princes, and my gueſts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and gueſt, 
To whom this wreath of Vidtory I give, 
And Crown you King of this days happineſs. 
Per. ? Tis more by fortune (Lady) than by merit. 
King, Call it by what you will, the day is yours, 
And here, I hope, is none that eavies it : | 
In framing an Artiſt, art hath thusdecreed, | 
To make ſome good, but others toexceed, | 
And you her labour'd Scholar : come, Queen oth' Feaſt, | 
For (Daughter) ſo you are, here take your place : 
Martial the reſt, as they deſerve their grace. 
Knights, We are honoured much by good Symonides. | 
King. Your preſence glads our days, honour we love, 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
«Harſh, Sir, yonder is your place. 
Per. Some other is more fig. 
I. Knight, Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 


Envy the great, nor do the low deſpiſe, 
Per. You are right courteous Knights. | 
King. Sit , ſit 3 lit. 
By Zove (I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 


Thai, By 7uno (that is Queen of Marriage) | 


Wiſhing him my meat : ſure he's a gallant Gentleman. 
King. He's but a country gentleman: has done no more 
Than other Knights have done, has broken a ſtaff, 
Or ſo; let it pals. -. 
Thai, To me he ſeems & Diamond to Glaſs. 
Per, Yon King's to-me, like to my Father's picture, 
Which tells me in that glory once he was, 
| And Princes fat like ſtars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, far.them to reverence ; 
None that beheld -him, but like leſſer lights, | 
Did vail their Crowns to his ſupremacy 
Where now his Son, likea Glo-worm in the Night, | 
The which hath fire in darkneſs, none in Light ; 
Whereby | ſee that Time's the King of men, 
For he's their Parents, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 


BF OR. 


King. What, are.you merry, Knights? 
Knights, Who can be other in thisroyal preſence ? 
King. Here,with a cup that's ſtirr'd unto the brim, 
As you do love, fill to your Miſtreſs lips, 
We drink this health to you. 
Knights, We thank your Grace. 
King, Yet pawſe a while, 


Yon Knight doth.ſit too melancholy, 4 
$ 
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Pericks Prince of Tyre. : | 


As if the entertainment in our Court, 

Had not a ſhew might counteravil his worth : 
Note it not you, Theiſz ; 

Thai. What is'c to me, my Father ? 

King. O, attend, my Daughter, 

Princes in this, ſhould live like gods above, 
Who freely give to eyery one that come to honour them : 
And Princes not doing ſo, are like to Gnats, 

Which make a ſonnd, but kill'd are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more ſweer, 

Here ſay we drink this ſtanding bowl of Wine to him, 
Thai, Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 


Unto a ſtranger Knight to be ſo bold, 


He may my proffer take for an offence, 


Since Men take Womens gifts for Impudence. 


King. How ? do as I bid you, or you'll move me elſe, 
Thai. Now'by the Gods, he could not pleaſe me better. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 

We delire to know of him, 


Of whence he is,. his Name and Parentage. 


Thai, The King my Father (Sir) hath drunk to you. 
Per, I thank him. 

Thai Wiſhing it ſo much blond unto your life. 

Per. | thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai. And further he deſires to know of you, 

Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 

Fer. A Gentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 

My education been in Arts and Armes, 

Who looking for adventures in the world, 

Was by the cough Seas reft of ſhips and men, 

And after ſhip-wrack, driven upon this ſhore, 

Thai. He t 1an«s your Grace ; names himſelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre,who only by misfortune of the feas, 
Bereft of ſhips and men, caſt onthe ſhore. 

King.. Now by the gods, [ pitty his misfortune, 

And will awake him from his Melancholy. 

Come, Genti:emeNn, we ſit too long on trifles, 

And waſte the time, which looks for other revels. - 

Even in your 8rmours as you are addreſt, 


| Will very well become a Souldiers dance : 


| will not have excule, with ſaying that 
Loud Muſick is too harſh for Ladies heads, 
Since they love men in Armes, as well as beds. 
[They Danee. 
So, this was well ask*d, *rwas well perform'd, 
Come, Sir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too : 
And 1 have heard, you Knights of Tyre, 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip, 
And that their meaſtires are as excellent. 
Per. 1n thoſe that prattiſe them, they are (my Lord.) 
King. Oh that's as much, as you would be deny'd 
Of your fair courteſie , unclaſp, unclaſp. | 
[. They Dance. 
Thanks, Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 
But you the beſt : Pages and lights, to conduct 
Theſe Knights varo their ſeveral Lodgings : 
Yours, Sir, we have givenorder to be next our own. 
Per. I am at your Graces pleaſure. 
King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 


1 And that's the mark | know youlevel at : 


Therefore each one betake himto his reſt, 
To morrow, all for ſpeeding do their beſt. 


Enter Hellicanus, and Eſcanes, 


Hell. No, Eſcanes, know this of me, - 
eAntiochuw from inceſt liv'd not free: | 
' For which, the moſt high gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the vengeance that 
They had in ſtore, due to his hainous : 
Capital offence; even ia the height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he was ſeated in 
' A Chariot of an ineſtimable value, and his Daughter 
With him; a fire from Heaven came and ſhrivel'd 


y 


Up thoſe bodies, even to loathing, for they fo ſtunk 
That all thoſe eyes ador*d them, ere their fall, 
corn now their hand ſhould give them burial. 
Eſcanes. It was very (trapge. 
Hell. And yet but juſtice, 
For though this King were great, 
His greatneſs was no guard to bare Heayens ſhaſt, 
By lin had his reward. 
Eſcanes, *Tis very true. 


Enter two or three Lords, 


1. Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 
Or counſel, hath reſpe&t with him but he, 
2. Lord. it ſhall no longer grieve without reproof, 
3. Lord. And curlſt be he that will not ſecond it. 
1. Lord. Follow me then : Lord Helkcane, a word. 
Hell, With me ? and welcom, happy day, my Lords. 
1. Lord, Know that our griefsare riſen to the top, 
And now at length they over-flow their banks. 
Hell, Your griefs, for what ? 
Wrong not your Prince you love. 
1, Lord, Wrong not your ſelf then, noble Hellicar, 
But if the Prince do live, let us ſalute him, 
Or know what ground's made happy by his breath : 
[f in the world helive, we'll ſeek him out : 
If in his grave he reſt, we'll find him there, 
' And be reſolv'd, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, give's cauſe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leave us to our free Eleftion, . 
2.Lor, Whoſe death indeed,the ſtrongeſt in our cenſure, 
| And knowing this Kingdom is without a head, 
Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall toruine: your noble ſelf, 
[hat beſt knows how to rule, and how to reign, 
We thus ſubmit unto our Soveraign. 
Omnes. Live, noble Hellican, 
Hell. Try honours cauſe; forbear your ſuffrages: 
[f that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 
( Take [ your wiſh, 1 leap into the Seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, for a minutes caſe) 
A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abſence of your King ; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
| ſhall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if 1 cannot win you to this love, 
Go ſearch like Nobles, like noble Subjets, 
And in your ſearch, ſpend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You ſhall like Diamonds ſit about his Crown. 
3.Lord. To wiſdom, he*s a fool that will not yield, 
And ſince Lord Hellican enjoyneth vs, 
We with our travels will endeavor, 
Hell. Fhen you love us, we you,and we'll claſp hands, 
When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ſtands. [LEx. 


Enter the King reading of a Letter, at one door, 
and the Knights meet him. 


1. Knighs, Good morrow to the good Symonides. | 
King, Knights, from my Daughter this Let you know, 
That for this twelve-month, ſhe*ll not undertake 
A married life : her reaſon to her ſelf is only known, 
Which yet from her by no means can 1 get. 
2, Knight. May we not getacceſs to her (my Lord). 
King. Faith, by no means, ſhe hath ſo ſtridtly 
Ty'd her to her Chamber, that *cis impoſlible : 
One twelve Moons more ſhe'll wear Dians's livery : 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath ſhe vowed, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break. 
3.King. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. [ Ext. 
King. So, they are well diſpatcht, t 
Now to my daughters Letter ; ſhe tells me here, 


She'll wed the ſtranger Knight, 
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Or never more to view nor day nor light, 

'Tis well, Miſtcis, your choice agrees with mine, 

L like that well: nay how abſolute ſhe*s in'r, 

Not minding whether I diſlike or no. 

Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delayed ; foft, here he comes, 

| mult dillemble it, 


Enter Pericles. 


Per, All. fortune to the good Symonides. 

King. To you as much : Sir, | am beholding to you, 

For your ſweet mulick this lalt night : 

| do proteſt, my ears were never better fed 

With ſuch delightful pleaſing harmony. 

Per. It is your Grace's pleaſure to commend, 

Not my deſert. 

King. Sir, you are Muſicks maſter. 
Per. The worſt of all her Scholars (my good Lord) 
King. Let me ask you one thing. 
What do you think of my Daughter, Sir ? 
Per. A molt virtuous Princels. 
King. And ſhe's fair too, is ſhe not ? 
Per. Asa fair day in Summer : wondrous fair. 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 

I ſo well, that you mult be her Maſter, 

And ſhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 
Per, | am unworthy to be her Schoolmaſter. 
King. She thinks not ſo,peruſe this writing elſe, 
Per. What's here, a Letter, 

That ſhe loves the Knight of Tyre ? 


|*Tis the King's ſubtilry to have my life : 


Oh ſeek not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 
A ſtranger and diſtreſſed Gentleman, 
That .never aim'd fo high to love your Daughter, 
But beat all offices to honour her. 
King. Thou haſt bewitcht my Daughter, 
And thou art a Villain. 

Per, By the gods [ have not z never did thought 
Of mine levy offence z nor neyer did my actions 
Yet commence a deed might gain her love, 

Or your diſpleaſure. 

King. Traitor , thou lyeſt. 

Per, Traitor / 

King, 1, Traitor, 

Per, Even in his throat, unleſs it be a King, 
That calls me Traitor, I return the lye. 

King, Now by the gods I do applaud his courage. 

Per. My aCtions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never celiſht of a baſe deſcent: 
| came unto the Court for honours caulc, 

And not be a Rebel to her ſtate: 
And he that otherwiſe accounts of me, 
This Sword ſhall prove, he's honour's enemy. : 

King. No? here comes my Daughter,ſhe can witnels it. 


Enter Thaiſa. 


Per. Then as you are as virtuous, as fair, 
Reſolve your angry Father, if my tongue 
Did e're ſolicite, or my hand ſubſcribe 
To any ſyllable that made love to you ? 

Tha, Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
At that would make me glad ? 

King. Yea, miſtris, are you ſo peremptory ? 


[ am glad of it withal my heart, . [eAſide. 
[le tame you, I'le bring you in ſubjettion. 

Will you, not having my conſent, 

Beſtow your love and your affections 

Upon a ſtranger ? who, for ought | know, [ Aede. 


May be (nor can [think the contrary) 

As great in blood as | my ſelf. 

Therefore hear you, Miſtreſs, either frame 
Your will to mine z and you, Sir, hear you, 


Either be ruPd by me, or I'le make you—— 
Man and Wite; nay, come, your hands 
And lips muſt ſeal it too :- and being joyn'd, 
[le thus your hopes deſtroy, and ſor fucther grief, 
God give you joy z what, are you both pleaſed ? 
1 has, Yes, if you love me, Sir, 
Per. Even as my lif., or blood that folters it. 
King, What, are you both agreed? 
{£Almv, Yes, if it pleaſe your M1jzlty. 
Kmg, It pleafeth me fo well, tratl will ſee you wed, 
Ad then with what haſte you can, get youto bed. 


Enter Gower, 


Now yſleep ſlaked hath the rout, 

No din: but ſnores avout the Houſe, 
ade louder by the ore-fee beaſt, 

Of thus moſt pompous marriage feaſt : 
The Cat with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches from the Mouſes hole ; 
eAnd Cricket Sing at the Ovens month, 
Are the bluther for their drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Where by the loſs of < Maidenhead, 
A Babe is moulded, by attent, 

And time that 8 ſo briefly ſpent, 

With your fine fancies quaintly each, 
What's dumb in ſhew, I'll plain with ſpeech. 


Enter Pericles and Symonides at one door with Attendants,a 
Meſſenger meets them, kaeels, and gives Pericles a Let- 
ter, Pericles ſhews is Symonedes, the Lords kneel to him ; 
then enter Thaiſa with child, with Lycborida a Nucſe,the 
King ſhews her the Letter, ſhe rejoyces : ſhe and Perecles 
take leave of her Father, and depart. 


By many a dearn and painſul pearch 
Of Pericles, the careful ſearch, 

By the four oppoſing Crignes, 

Which the World together joynes, 

Is made with all due dligence, 

That horſe and ſail, and high expence, 
Can ſteed the queſt at lait from Tyre, 
Fame anſwering the moſt ſtrange enquire, 
To th' (owrt of King Symonider, 

eAre Letters brought, T—_ theſe : 
Antiochus and his Danghter's dead, 
The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Hellicanus would ſet on 

The Crown of Tyre, but he wil! none : 
The tuutiny he there baſtes toppreſs, 
Sayes to them, if King Pericles 

Come not home un twice fix Mons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown : the ſumm of this 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

_ ſhed the Regions round, 

Ana every one with claps can ſound, | 
Our heir apparent 1s a King : 

Who dreamt ? who thought of ſuch 4 thing ? 
Brief, he muſt hence depart to Tyre, 
His Queen with child , makes ber deſire, 
Which who ſhall croſs along to go, 

Ont we 4! their dole and woe : 
Lychorida her IN urſe ſhe takes, 

And ſo to Sea, then veſſel ſhakes 

On Neptunes billow, half the flood 

Hath their Keel cut : but fortune mov'd, 
Varies again, the griſly North 

Diſgorges ſuch a tempeit forth, 

That as a Duck, for hfe that drives, 
So up and down the poor ſhip deves : 
The Lady ſhreeks, and well a-near, 

Doth fall in travel with her fear : 


And 
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And, what enſues m this ſelf ſtorm, | | 
Shall for it ſelf, 5 ſelf perform : 


I xiil relate, Attion may 

Conventently the reſt convey 

Which might not ? what by me is told, 
In your imagination bold : 

This Stage, the Ship, upon whoſe *Deck 
The Seas toſt Pericles appears ro ſpeak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per. The God of this great vaſt, rebuke theſe ſurges 
Which waſh both Heaven and Hell,- and thou that haſt 
Upon the winds command, bind them in Braſs, 
Having call'd them from the deep, O ſtill 

Thy dearning dreadful thunders ; daily quench 

Thy nimble ſulpburous flaſhes : O how, Lychorida ? 
How does my Queen? then ſtorm venomouſly, 

Wilt thou ſpit all thy ſelf ? the Seamans whiltle 

[s a whiſpcr in the ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida ? Lucina, oh! 

Divineſt Patroneſs, and my Wite, gentle 

To thoſe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 

Aboard our dancing Boat, make ſwift the pangs 

Of my Queen travels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Lychorida, 


Lychor. Here is a thing too young for ſuch a place, 
Whoifit had conceit, would dye, as Iamlike to do : 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead Quene. 
. Per. How ? how, Lychorida ? 
Lychor. Patience, good Sir, do not aſſiſt the ſtorm, 
Here's all that is left living of our Queen 3 
A little Daughter, for the ſake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 
Per. Oh you gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And ſnatch them ſtraight away ? ; 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may uſe honour with you. 
Lychor. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per, Now mild may be thy life, 


{ For a more bluſterous birth had never Babe : 


Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 
For thou art the rudelieſt welcom to this world, 
That ever was Prince's Child : happy that follows, 


1 Thou haſt as chiding a Nativity, 


As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heaven can make, 
To harold thee from the womb : 

Even at the firſt, thy loſs is more than can 

Thy portage quit,with all thou canſt find here : 
Now the good gods throw their beſt eyes upon it. 


Enter two Saylors. 


I. Say'. What courage, Sir ? God ſave you. 
Per. Courage enough, | do not fear the flaw, 
[t hath done to me the worſt : yet for the love 
Of this poor Infanc, this freſh new Sea-farer, 
[| would it would be quiet. 
x. Sayl. Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
! blow and ſplit thy ſelf. : 
2, Sayl. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy billow 
kiſs the Moon, I care not. 
I, Sayl. Sir, your Queen muſt over. board, 
The Sea works high, the wind is loud, 
And will got lie till the Ship be cleared of the dead, 
Per. That's your ſuperſtition. 
1.Pardon vs,fir,with vs at Sza it ſtill hath been obſerved, 


Per. As you think meet, 


- | For ſhe muſt o're-board ſtraight, 


Moſt wretched Queen. 


And we are ſtrong in Eaſtern,therefore briefly yield her. 
Y 


Lychorida, Here ſhe lies, Sir. 
Per. Aterrible Child-bed haſt thou had (my Dear) 

No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 

Forgot thee utterly, nor have | time 

To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, but ſtraight 

Mult calt thee ſcarcely Coffin'd, in oar, 

Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 

The air remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 

And humming water muſt o'rewhelm thy Corps, 

Lying with ſimple ſhells : Ob, Lychorida, 

Bid Neſtor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 

My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 

Bring me the Satrin Coffin : lay the Babe 

Upon the Pillow; bie thee, whiles I fay 

A Prieſtly farewel to her: ſuddenly, woman. 

2. Sayl. Sir, we have a Cheſt beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee: Mariner, fay, what Coaſt is this ? 
2. Sayl. Weare near Tharſu, 
Per, Thither, gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courſe for Tyre: when canſt thou reach it ? 
2. Sayl. By break of day, if the wind ceaſe. 
Per. O make for Tharſm, 

There will I viſit Cleor, for the Babe 

Cannot hold out to Tyrws; there Ple leave it 

At careful nurſing : go thy ways, good Mariner, 

['le bring the body preſently, LExit, 

Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant. 


Cer. Phylemon, hoa, 
Enter Philemon. 


Phil. Doth my Lord call ? 

(er. Get fire and meat for theſe poor men, 

[t hath been a turbulent and ſtormy night. 

Ser. I have been in many : but ſuch a night as this, 
Till now, I ne're endured, 

C:r. Your Maſter will be deadere you return, 
There's nothing can be miniſtred to nature, 

That can recover him : give this to the Pothecary, 
And tell me how it works. 


Enter two Gentlemen, 


1, Gent, Good morrow. 

2. Gent, Good morrow to your Lordſhip. 

Cer, Gentlemen, why do you ſtir ſo early ? 

1.Gent, Sir, our lodging ſtanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake : 

The very principles did ſeem torend and all to topple, 
Pure ſurprize and fear made me to leave the Houſe. 

2, Gent. That is the cauſe we trouble you fo carly, 
'Tis not our Husbandry, 

Cer. O you ſay well, 

1, Gent. But | much marvel that your Lordſhip 
Having rich attire about you, ſhould at theſe early hours 
Shake off the golden ſlumber of repoſe ; *tis moſt ſtrange, 
Nature ſhould be ſo converfant with pain, 

Being thereto not compelled, 

Cer, I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. 

Were endowments greater, than Noblenets and Riches; 
Careleſs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 

Making a Man a God ; 

'Tis known, I ever have ſtudied Phyſick, 

Through which ſecret Art, by turning o're Authority, 

[ have together with my praCtice,made familiar 

rome and to my aid, the beſt infuſions that dwell 

[n vegetives, in Metals, Stones : and can ſpeak of the 
Diſturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 
Which doth give me a more content 

[n courſe of true delight 


Than 
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Than to be thicſty after tottering Honour, 

Or tye my pleaſure up in filRen Bags, 

To pleaſe the Fool and Death, 

2. Geut, Your honour hath through Epheſus, 

Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themſelves 
Your Creatures ; who by you have been reſtored, 
Andpot your knowledge, your perſonal pain, 

Buteven your purſe ſtill open, hath built Lord Cerimor 
Such ſtrong regown, as acver ſhall decay. 


Enter two @r three with a Cheſt, 


Ser. So, lift there. 
Cer, What's that ? 
Ser. Sir,cven now did the Sea toſs up upon our ſhore 
This Cheſt z "tis of ſome wrack. 
Cer. Set it down, let us look upon it. 
2. Gent. "Tis like a Coflin, Sir. 
Cer. What e're it be, *tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench it open ſtraight : 
If the Seas ſtomach be o're-charg'd with gold, 
'Tis a good conſtraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 
2. Gent, *Tis ſo, my Lord, 
Cer. How cloſe *tis caulkt and bottom'd , did the Sea 
calt it up? 
Ser. I never ſaw ſo huge a billow, Sir, as toſt it upon 
ſhore, 
Cer, Wrench it open; it ſmells moſt ſwe 
ſence, 

2. Gent, A delicate Odour. 
Cer. Asever hit my noſtcil: ſo, up with it. 
Oh you molt potent gods ! what's here, a Coarſe ? 

1, Gent, Molt ſtrange. 

{cr. Shrowded in cloth of ſtate, balm'd and entreaſured 
With full bags of Spices, a Paſs port to e-{pollo, 
Perfect me in the Characters. 


Here I give to underſtand, 

If e're this (offin drive a land, 

I King Pericles bave leſt 

This Queen, worth all our mundane coſt : 

Who finds her , give ber burying, 

| She was the Daughter of a King. 
Beſides this weabre for a fee, 

The gods requite his Charity. 


If thou liveſt Pericles, thou haſt a heart 
That even cracks for woe: this chanc'd to night, 

2. Gent, Moſt likely, Sir. 
. Cer. Nay certainly to night. 
For look how freſh ſhe looks, 
They were too rough, that threw ber in the Sea. 
Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes in my Cloſet, 
Death may vſurp on Nature many hours, : 
And yet the fire of life kindle agaia the o'ce-preſt Spirits, 
| heard of an </fyyprian that had nine hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recovered, 


Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 


VVell aid, well ſaid, the fire and cloaths, 
The rough and woful Muſick that we have, 
Cauſe it ro ſound I beſeech you; 
The Vial once more ; how thou ſtirreſt,thou block ? 
The Muſick there : I pray you give her air ; 
Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warm breath out of her ; 
She hath not been entranc'd above five hours, 
See how ſhe gigs to blow into lifes flower again. 
1.Gen.The heavens through you, encreaſe our wonder, 
And ſets up your fame for ever. 
Cer. She is alive, behold her eye-lids, | 
Caſes to thoſe heavenly Jewels which Pericles hath loſt, 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, 


bn 


The Diamonds of a moſt praiſed water doth appear, 

To make the world twice rich, live, and make vs weep, 

To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you ſeem to be, 
[She moves. 

Thas, O dear Diana, where am 1? where's my Lord ? 

VVhar VVorld is this ? 

2, Gent, ls not this ſtrange ? 

1. Gent, Moſt rare. 

Cer, Huſh (my gentle neighbour) lend me your bands, 

To the next Chamber bear her, get linnen 

Now this matter muſt be lookt to, for the relapſe | 

[s mortal : come, come, and, Eſculapwe, guide us. 


1 hey carry her away. [Exeunt omnes. 
| 


Aus Tertins. 


Enter Pericles at Tharſus, with Cleon and Dionyſia. 


Per, Oſt honoured Cleo, 1 muſt needs be gone, 
My twelve months are expir'd, and T yre ſtands 
[na peace: you and your Lady take from my heart 
All chankfulneſs. The gods make up the reſt upon you. 
Cee. Your ſhakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally,yet glance full wondringly on us. | 
Dion, O your ſweet Queen ! 
That the ſtrict fates bad picaſed 
You had brought her hither 
ro have bleſt mine eyes with her. 
Per. Wecannot but obey the powers above us ; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea ſhe lies in, 
Yet the end muſt be as 'tis : my gentle Babe Marina, 
Whom (for ſhe was bor at Sea) 1 bave named fo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal ; leaving her 
The infant of your care, beſeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that ſhe may be manner'd as ſhe is born. 
* Cleon, Fear not (my Lady) but think your Grace, 
That fed my Country with your Corn ; for which, 
The Peoples prayers daily fall upon you, mult in your 


; Fhe common body that's by you reliev'd, 
| Would force me to my Duty z but if tothat, | 


Child | 
Be thought on, if neglect ſhould therein make me vile, 


\1y nature need a ſpur, the gods revenge it 
[pon me and mine, tothe end of generation. 

Per, | believe you, your honour and your 
Teach me toot without your vows, till ſhe be married, 
Madam, by bright Diane, whom we honour, 

All unſiſter'd ſhall this heir of mine remain, 
Though I ſhew will in't : ſol take my leave : 
Good Madam, make me bleſſed, in your care 
ln bringing up my Child. 

Dion. Ihave one my ſelf, who ſhall not be more dear to 
my reſpe@ than yours, my Lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. | 

Cleon. We'll bring your Grace to the edge of the: ſhore, 
then give you upto the masked Neprwne, and the gentleſt 
winds of Heaven. 

Per. 1 will embrace your offer, come, deareſt Madam : 
Q no tears, Lychorida, no tears z Jook to your little Miltris 
on whoſe Grace you may depend hereafter : come, my 
Lord, 


Enter Cerymon, and Thaiſa. 


Cer. Madatn, this Letter, and ſome Certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 
Which are at your command : 
Know you the Charadter ? Kh 
Thai. It is my Lord's; that I was ſhipt at Sea, I well 
remember , even on my eaning time : but whether there 
delivered , by the holy gods, 1 cannot rightly ſay Fon | 
nc 
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lince King Pericles, my wedded Lord, 1 ne're ſhall fee 
again, a veſtal Livery will I take me to, and never more 
have joy. 

Cer, Madam, it this you purpoſe as ye ſpeak, 
Diana's Temple 1s not diſtant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire, 


|] Moreover if you pleaſe, a Neece of mine, 


Shall there attend you. 
Tha. My cecompence is thanks, that's all, 
Yet my good will is gfeat, though the gift ſmall. [Exv. 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 
Welcom'd and ſetled to hu own deſire ; 
His woſul Queen we leave at Epheſus, 
Unto Diana, there's a Votareſs. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our faſt growing ſcene mu#t find 
At Tharſus, and by Cleon train'd 
In eMuſicks Letters, who hath gain'd 
Of education all the prace, 
Which makes high both the art and place 
Of general wonder : but alack, 
That monſter Envy oft the wrack. 
Of earned praife, Marina's bife 
Seek totake off by Ireaſon's Knife, 
And in thu kind, our Cleon hath 
One Daughter and a ful grown Wench, 
Even ripe for Marriage ſight : this Maid 
Hrobt Philoten : and « « ſaid 
For certain in our ſtory, ſhe 
IVould ever with Marina be, 
Be't when they weav'd the fledded folk, 
With fmgers long, ſmall, white as milk, 
Or when ſhe would with ſharp N eedle wound 
The Cambrich,, which ſhe made more ſound 
By hurting it, or when toth' Lute 
She ſung, and made the night Bed mute, 
That ſtill records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conſtant Pen, 
Vail to ber Miftreſs Dion ſt4ll, 
This Philoten contends in kill 
With abſolute Marina : fo 
Fhe Dove of Paphos might with the (row 
Jy Feathers white. Marina gets 
<All praiſes, which are paid as Debts, 
And net as given, this ſo darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 
That Cleon*s Wife with Envy rare, 
A preſent Murderer do's prepare 
For good Marina, that ker _— 
- Might ſtand Peerleſs by this ſlaughter. 
The ſooner her vile thoughts wr; 99) 
Lychorida our Nurſe dead, 
. Andcurſed Dionyſia hath 
The pregnant inſtrument of wrath 
Preft for this blow, the unborn event, 
I do commend to your content, 
Only I carried winged Tune, 
Pot on the lame feet of my rhime, 
Which never could I ſo convey, 
Unleſs your thoughts went on my Ways 
Dionyſia doth appear, 


With Leonine a Iurderer. [Exit, 


Enter Dionyſia, and Leonine, 


Dion, Thy Oath remember, thou haſt ſworn to do it, 
'tis but a blow, which never ſhall be known, thou canſt 
not do a thing in the World ſo ſoon, to yield thee fo 
much profit, let not Conſcience which is but cold, infla- 
ming thy love boſome, enflame too nicely ;- nor let pitty, 


DD —— 


_——— 


| which even Women have caſt off; melt thee, bnt be a 
Souldier to thy purpoſe. 
Leon, | will do't, but yet ſhe its a goodly Creature, 
Dion. The fitter then the gods ſhould have her, 
Heie ſhe comes weeping for her only Miſtreſs Death : 
Thou art refolv'd ? 
Leon, 1 am reſolv'd. 


Enter Marina with a Baiket of Flowers. 


Mar. No: 1 will rob Tell of her Weed, to ſirew thy 
Grave with Flowers: the yellows, blews, the purple 
Violets and Marigolds, (ſhall as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laſt. Aye me, poor 
Maid, born in a tempeſt, when my Mother di'd : this 
World to me is like a laſting ſtorm, hurrying me from 
my Friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina ? why de” ye weep alone ? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you ? 

Do not conſume your blood with ſorrowing, 

You have a Nurſe of me. Lord ? how your tavour's 
Chang'd, with this unprofitable woe : 

Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonzne, the air is quick there, 

And it pierces and ſharpens the ſtomach 

Come, Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No | pray you, I'll not hereave you of your 
Servant. 

Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and 
your Self, with more than Foreign heart ; we every day 
expect him here, when he ſhall come and find our Para- 
gon,to all reports thus blaſted.He will repent the breadth 
of his great Voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we 
have taken no care to your beſt conrſes. Go 1 pray you, 
walk and be cheerful once again ; reſerve that excellent 
complexion, which did ſteal the Eyes of young and old. 
Care not for me, I can go home alone, 

Mar. Well, I will go, but yet I have no deſire to it. 

Dion, Come, come, I know *tis good for you : 

Walk half an hour, Leonzne, at the leaſt. 
Remember what | have ſaid. 

Leon. 1 warrant you, Madam. 

Dion, I'll leave you, my ſweet Lady, for a while : pray 
walk ſoftly, do not heat your blood : What, I mull have 
a care of you, 

Mar. My thanks, ſweet Madam. Is the Wind Weſt- 
erly that blows ? 

Leon, South-Weſt. 


Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North, 

Leon. Was't lo ? 

Har. My Father, as Nurſe ſaith, did never fear, but 
cryed good Seamen to the Sailers, galling his Kingly 
Hands, hailing Ropes, and claſping to the Maſt, endured 
a Sea that almoſt burſt the Deck. 

Leon, When was this ? 

e Har, When | was Born, never was Waycs nor Wind 


a Canvas Climer, ha, faith one, wilt out? and with a 
dropping induſtry they $skip from ſtera to ſtern: the 
Boat-ſwain whiſtles, and the Maſter calls and trebbles 
their confuſion. 

Leon, Come, fay your Prayers. 

Mar. What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little ſpace for Prayer , I grant 


it, pray, but be not tedious, for the gods are quick of 


Ear, and | am ſworn to do my work with haſte. 

e Mar. Why, will you kill me? 

Leon, To ſatisfie my Lady. 

Mar, Why would ſhe have me kill'd now? as I can 
remember by my troth, 1 never did hurt her in all my 
Life, I never ſpake bad word, nor did il} turn to any li- 
ving Creature: believe me now, I never kilPd a Mouſe, 
nor hurt a Fly. I trod upon a Worm once againſt my 


will, but I wept for it. How have 1 offended, wherein 
my 


more violent, and from the Ladder tackle, waſhes off 


| 
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my Death might yield her any profit, or my Life imply 
her any danger ? 

Leon. My Commiſſion is not to reaſon of the deed, but 
do'r. 

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, I hope : you 
arewell-favourcd , and your looks fore-ſhew you have a 
very gentle licart, I ſaw you lately when you caugtt hurt 
in parting two that fought : good ſooth, it ſhewed well 
inyou, do ſo now, your Lady ſeeks my life , come you 
between, and ſave poor me the weaker, 

Leon. 1 am ſworn, and will difpatch. 


Enter Pirates. 


Pirat. 1. Hold, Villain, 

Tirat. 2, A Prize, a prize, | 

Pirat. 3. Half part, mates, half part. Come, Ict's bave 
her aboard ſudainly, LExennt. 


Enter Leonine. 


Leon. Theſe roguing Thieves ſerve the great Pirate al 
des, and they have ſeized Marina, let her go, there's no 
hope ſhe will return : I'll ſwear ſhe's dead, and thrown 
into the Sea , but PII ſee further , perhaps they will but 


| pleaſe themſelves upon her, 


Not carry her aboard, if ſhe remain, 
Whom they have raviſht, mult by me be ſlain, 


Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 


Pander. Boult, 

Boult. Sir. 

Pander, Search the Market narrowly, e Hetaline is full 
of Gallants, we loſt too much Money this Mart, by being 
too Wenchlefs. 

Bawd. We were never ſo much out of Creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual ation, are even as good 
as rotten, 

Pender. Therefore let's have freſh ones what cer we 
pay for them, if there be not a conſcience to be us'd in 
every trade, we ſhall never proſper. 

Bawd. Thou ſay'ſt true, *tis not our bringing up of 
poor baſtards, as I think, I brought ſome eleven. 

Boult. ltoo eleven, and brought them down again, 

But ſhall I ſearch the Market ? 

Bawd. What elſe, Man? The ſtuff we have, a ſtrong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are ſo pitifully ſodden. 

Pander. Thou ſay'ſt true , there's two unwholeſome in 
conſcience, the poor Traxſilvanian is dead that lay with 

the little Baggage. 

Bout, I, ſhe quickly poupt him , ſhe made him roaſt- 
meat for worms, but I'll go ſearch the Market. [_ Exit. 

Pander. Three or four thouſand Chickens were as pret 
ty a proportion to live quictly, and ſo give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, | pray you? Isit a ſhame 
to get when we are old ? 

Pangd. Oh our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the Commodity wages not with the danger : There- 
fore, if in our youtbs we could pick up ſome pretty e- 
ſtate, *twere not amiſs to keep our door hatch'd ; beſides 
the tore terms we ſtand upon with the gods , will be 
ſtrong with us for giving o'1e, 

Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worſe 
neither is our profeſſion any Trade, it's no calling : But 
here Comes Boyle, 
| 
Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina, 


Bou/t, Come your ways, my Maſters, 
| You fay ſhe*'sa Virgin ? 
Sayl, O Sir, we doubt it not. 


—— 


| Woman ? 


Boule, Maſter, I have gone through for this piece you 
ſce, if you like her, ſo; if not, Ihave loſt my caracR. 

Bawd. Boulr, las ſhe any qualities ? 

Boult. Sic has a good Face, ſpeaks well, and bath cx- ! 
cellent goud Cloathss There's no farther neceſlity of qua. | 
ities can make her be refuſed. 

Bawd. What”s her price, Boult ? 

Bealt 1 caunot be bated on: Coit of a thouſand pieces. 

Pand, Well, follow me, my Maſters, you ſhall bave | 
your mone:y preſently : Wife, rake herin, inſtcuCt her 
what ihe has todo, that ſhe may not be raw in her enter- 
ſalNment, 

Bawd Bou't , take you the marks of her, the colour 
of ker hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
Virginity, and cry : He that will give moſt ſhall have her 
firſt. Such a Maiden head were no cheapthing; if Men 
were as they have been : Get teis done as | command you. 

Boult, Performance ſhall follow. 

Mar. Alack, that Leone was ſo ſlack, ſo flow : 

He ſhould have ſtruck, not ſpoke z 
Or that theſe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had not o're-board thrown me, for to ſeek my Mother, 

Bawd, Why weep you, pretty one ? 

e Mar. Thatlam pretty, 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part 10 you, 

ear. | accule them not. 
| Bawd. You afe light into my hands, 

Where you are like tolive. 

eMar, The more's my fault to ſcape his hands, 
Where | was like to dye, 

Bawd. |, and you ſhall liveia pleaſure. 

« Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed ſhall you, and taſte Gentlemen of all 
faſhions You ſhall fare well ; you ſhall have the difference 
of all complexions : what de'ye ſtop your cars? 

e Har, Are youa Woman? _. 

Bawd. What would you have meto be, if I be not a 


e Har. An honeſt Woman, or nota Woman. 

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Goſling: I chink I ſhall have 
ſomething to do with you. Come, y'are a young fooliſh 
Sapling, and muſt be bowed as | would have ye. 

e Mar. The gods defend me. 

Bawd. If it pleaſe the gods to defend you by Men, then 
Vien muſt comforr you, Men mult feed yon , Men muſt 
Itic you up: Boul:*s return'd. 


Enter Boult. 


Now, Sir, haſt thou cry'd her through the Market ? 

Boule. | have cry'd her almoſt to the number of her hairs, 
| | have drawn her picture with my voice, 

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doſt thou find the in- 
clination of the people, eſpecially of the youngec ſort ? 

Boule. Faith they liſtned to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their Fathers Teſtament, There was a Spani- 
ards mouth ſo watered, that he went to bed to her very 
deſcription. 

Bawd. We ſhall have him here to morrow with his belt 
Ruff on. 

Boult, To night, to night, but, Miſtreſs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres 'th* Hams ? 

Bawd. Who, Monſieur Verollus ? 

Boult, 1, he offered tocut a Caper at the proclamation, 
but he made a groan at it, and ſwore he would fee her to 
morrow. 

Bawd. VVell, well, as for him, he brought his diſeaſe 
hither, here he doth but repair it, | know he will come 
in our ſhadow, to ſcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 

Boult. VVell, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, 
we ſhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, you have Far- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you mult ſeera to do 


that ſearfully, which you commit willingly, deſpiſe pro 
| of 


Si 


CG dd__—_—_ 


—_— 


206 


CA TO 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


fir; where you have moſt gain,to weep that you live as you 
do,makes pitry in your lovers ſeldom, but that picty begets 
you a good opinion, and that opinion a meer prolit. 
ear. | underſtand you not. 
Boult. O take her home, milſtcis, take her home, theſe 
bluſhes of hers muſt be queacht with ſome preſent praCtice. 
Bawd. Thou tayelt true i'ſaith, ſo they muſt, for your 

Bride go2s to that with ſhame, which is ber way to go with 

warrant. 

Bowlt. Faith ſome do, and ſome do not, but Miſtris, if 
| have bargain'd for the joynt. 

Bawd, Thou maiſt cut a morſel off the ſpit. 

Boult. | may fo. 

Bawd. Who ſhould deny it ? 

Come young one, [ like the manner of your garments wel]. 
Boult. | by my faith, they ſhall not be changed yer. 
Bawd. Bowlt. Spend thon that in the Town,report what 

a ſojourner we have,you'il loſe nothing by cultome. When 

nature framed this piece,ſhe meant thee a good turn,there- 

fore ſay what a parragon ſhe is, and thou haſt the harveſt 
out of thine own report. 

Boult. | warrant you miſtris, thunder ſhall not ſo awake 

the beds of Eels, as my giving out of her beauty ſtirs up the 

lewdly enclined, Ple bring home ſome to night. 

Bawd, Come your ways, follow me, 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives ſharp, or waters deep, 

Unti'd I ſtill my Virgin knot will keep. 

Diana aid my purpole. 

Bawd, What have we to do with Diana? pray you go 
with us, | { Exeunt. 


Enter Clcon and Dionylia, 


Dion, Why are you fooliſh, can it be undone ? 

Clcos. O Dioenyſia, ſuch a piece of ſlaughter, 

The Sun and Moon ne're look'd upon. 

Dion, 1 think you'll tara a Child again. 

Cleon, Were | chief Lord of all this ſpacious world, I'd 
give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in blood than 


| vertue, yet a Princeſs to equal any ſingle Crown of the 


Earth,ia the juſtice of compare, O villain, Leonine, whom 
thou haſt poiſoned too, if thou had'ſt drunk to him, it had 
been a kindneſs becoming well thy face , what canſt thou 
ſay, when Noble Pericles ſhall demand his Child ? 

Dion. That ſhe is dead. Nurſes are not the fates to foſter 
it,nor ever to preſerve,ſhe di'd at night, 1'le ſay ſo,who can 
croſs it, unleſs you play the Innocenr, and for an honeſt at- 
tribute, cry out ſhe di*d by foul play. 

(leon. O go to, well, well, of all the faults beneath the 
Heavens, the gods do like this worſt, 

Dien. Be one of thoſe that thinks the pretty wrens of 
Tharſus will fly hence,and open this to Pericles, I do ſhame 
to think of what a Nobke ſtrain you are,and of how coward 
a Spirit, 

Cleon. To ſuch proceeding, who ever but his approba- 
tion added, though rot his whole conſent, he did not flow 
from honourable courſes. 

Dion, Be it ſo then, yet none doth know but you how 
ſhe came dead,nor none can know, Leorine being gone. She 
did diſdain my Child, and ſtood between her and her for- 
tunes: none would Jook on her, but caſt their gazes on 
Marina's face , whilſt ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin,not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorow, 
and though you call my courſe unnatural, you not your child 
well loving,yet I find it greets me as an enterprize of kind- 
neſs perform'd to your fole Daughter. 

Cl:or, Heavens forgive it. 

Dion. And as for Pericles, what ſhould he ſay ? we wept 
after her hearſe,and yet we mourn : her monument almoſt 
finiſhed, and her Epitaph in glittering golden characters, 
expreſs a general praiſe to her, and care in us, at whoſe 
expence *ris done. 

"Cteon. Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doſt with thy Angels face, 


| 


Seize With thine Eagles talents. 

Dion. You are like one, that ſuperſtitiouſly 
Doth ſwear to th? gods, thar Wiater kills the flies, 
But yet I know, you'll do as | advile. 


[ Ext, 


Aus Quartus, 


Enter Gower. 


T hu time we waſte, and longe#t leagues make ſhort, 
Sail ſeas in Cockles, have and wiſh but for's 
Making to take our imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, Region to Region, 

By you being Pard'ned, we commit no crime 

To uſe one Language, in each ſeveral clime, 
Where our ſcenes ſeem to live. I do beſeech you 
Tolearnof me, who ſtands in gaps to teach you 
The ſtages of our ſtory, Pericles 

Is now again thwarting the wayward ſeas ; 

( Attended on by many a Lord and Kmght ) 

To ſee bis Danghter, all his lives delight. 

Od Hellicanus goes along behind, 

[s left to govern ut : you bear in mind 

Old Eſcanes, whom Hellicanus late 
Advanc'd in time to great and high eſtate. 

Well ſailing ſhips, and bounteous winds have brought 
This King to Tharſus,think this Pilate thought, 
So with bis ſteerage, ſhall your thoughts grone 
To fetch his Daughter home, who firſt is gone 1; 
Like motes and ſhadows ſee them move a while, 
Your ears unto your Eyes Ple reconcile. 


cloth, and in a mighty paſſion departs, 


Gower. See bow belief may ſuffer by foul 

Thu borrowed paſſion ſtands for - —_— 
end Pericles in ſorrow all devour'd, 

With fi1h+ ſhot through, and biggeſt tears o're-ſhowr'd , 
Leaves Tharſus, and again imbarks, he ſmears 
Never to waſh his face, nor cut his hairs, 

He put on Sack cloth and to Sea be bears, 

A tempeſt which his mortal Veſſel tears. 

And yet he rides it out. Now take we our way 

To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionyſia. 


The faireſt, ſweeteſt, and beſt lies here, 

Who withered in her ſpring of year : 

She was of Tyr the King's Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this ſlaughter : 
Marina was ſhecall'd, and at her birth, 


Therefore the Earth fearing to be o'reflow'd, 
Hath Ther birth-child on the Heavens beſtow'd. 
Wherefore ſhe does and ſwears ſhe'll never ſtint, 
Make raging Battry upon ſhores of flint. 


No vizor does become black willany, 

So well as ſoft and tender flattery. 

Let airs ch believe his f wa AY dead, 
And bear hu conrſes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our ſtear mu#t play 
His Daughter woe and heavy well a-day, 

In her unholy ſervice : Patience then, 

And think, you now are all in Metaline. 


Enter Pericles at one door with all his train, Cleor and 
Dionyſia at the other, Cleon ſhewes Pericles the Tomb, 
whereat Pericles makes lamentation , puts on Sack- 


That is, being proud, ſwallow'd ſome part of ttYearth : 


Enter 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 


I, Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

2. Gent. No, nor never ſhall do in fuch a place as this, 
ſhe being once gone. | 

1. Gent, But to hare Divinity preacht there, did ycu 
eyer dream of ſuch a thing ? 

2. Gent, No, no, come, | am for no more Bawdy houſes, 
ſhall we go hear the Veſtals ſing ? 

1, Gent, Vie do any thing now that is virtuous, but 1 
am our of the road of rutting for ever. [Exenit, 


Enter the three Bawds. 


Pand, Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her 
ſhe had ne*re come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fic upon her, ſhe is able to freeze the god Pri- 
ap6,and undoe a whole generation, we mult either get her 
raviſhe, or be rid of her,when ſhe ſhould do for Clyents her 
fitment, and do me the kindne13 of our profeſſion, ſhe has 
me her quirks, her reaſons, her matter-reaſons,her prayers, 
her knees, that ſhe would make a Puritane of the Devil, if 
he ſhould cheapen a kiſs of her. 

Boyle. Faith I muſt raviſh her,or ſhe'll disfurniſh us of all 
our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Prieſts, 

Pan. Now the pox upon her green lickneſs for me. 

Bawa, Faith there's uo way to be rid of it, but by the way 
tothe pox, Here comes the Lord Lyſemachus diſguiſed. 

Boul. \e ſhould havs both Lord and Lown,if the peeviſh 
Baggage would but give way to Cuſtomers. 


Enter Lyſimachus, 


Lyſ. How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd, Now the gods bleſs your Honour. 

Bowl, 1 am glad toſee your Honour in good health, 

Lyſ. You may ſo, *tis the better for you, that your re- 
ſorters ſtand upon ſound Legs, how now? wholſome im- 
punity have you, that a man may deal withal, and defie 
the Surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if ſhe would —— 

But there never came her like in Meraline. 

Ly/. If ſhe*d do the deeds of darkneſs , thou would'ſt 
fay. 
Bawd. Your honour knows what” tis to ſay well e. 
nough, 

Ly. Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult, For Fleſh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
ſhall ſee a Roſe, and ſhe were a Roſe indeed, it ſhe had 
but - 
Lyſ. What prethee ? 

Boult. OSir, 1 can be modeſt. 

Lyſ. That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, no leſs than 
it gives a good report toa number to be chaſte. 


Enter Marina. 


ZBawd. Here comes that which grows to the ſtalk, 
Never pluckt yet I can aſſure you. 
Is ſhe not a fair creature? 

Lyſ. Faith ſhe would ſerve after a long voyage at Sea, 


Well, there's for you, leave us. 
| Bawd. I beſcech your honour give me leave a word, 
| And Ple have done preſently. 
| Lyſ. 1 beſeech you do. 
ZBard. Firſt, I would have you note, this is an honou- 
| cable man, 
| Aar. | deſire to find himſo, that I may worthily note 
GM. 

Bawd, Next, he's the Governor of this Country, and a 
man whom 1 am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the Country, you are bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he is in that, I know not. 


Bawd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing 
will you ufe him kindly? he will line your Apron wit® 
Gold. | 
Mar. hat he will do gracicuſly, I will thankfully | 
receive, 

Lyſ. Have you done ? 

Bw. My Locd, the's not pact yet, you muſt take ſome 
pains to WOrk her to your mannage, come, we will leave 
bis Honour and her together, 

[Exit Bawd. 

Dy. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
trace * 

Mar. What trade, Sir ? 

Lyſ. Why, 1 cannot name't but I ſhall offend. 


to name If. 

Lyſ. How long have you been of this profcſſion ? 

Mar. E're lince I can remember. 

Ly). Did you go to't ſo young, were you a gameſter at 
five, or at ſeven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now | be one. 

Ly. Why the houſe you dwell in, proclaims you to be 
a creature of ſale. 

Mar. Do you know this houſe to be a place of ſuch re- 
ſort, and will come into it? | hear ſay you are of honou- 
rable parts, and the Governor of this place. 

Lyj. Why ? hath your principal made known unto you, 
who | am ? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lyſ. Why your herb woman, ſhe thaf ſets ſeeds and 
roots of (ſhame and iniquity. O you have heard ſome thing 
of my power, and fo [tand aloft for more ſerious wooing, 
but 1 protelt co thee, pretty one, my Authority ſhall not fee 


Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade, pleaſe you | 


thee, or elſe look triendly upon thee z come bring me to 
ſome private place, come, come. 
Mar. If you were born to honour, ſhew it now, if put 


worthy of it. 

Lyſ. How's this ? how's this? ſome more, be ſage. 

Mar. For me that am a maid, though moſt ungentle 
Fortune have plac'd me in this Stie, where ſince 1 came, 
diſeaſes have been ſold dearer than Phyſick, O that the 
gods would ſet me free from this unhallow'd place, though 
chey did change me to the meaneſt bird that flies i* th? 
purer air. 

Ly. 1 did not think thou could'ſt have ſpoke ſo well, 1 
nc're dream'd thor could'ſt ; had I brought hither a cor- 
rupted mind, thy ſpeech had altered it, hold, here's gold 
for thee, perſevere in that clear way thou goeſt, and the 
gods ſtrengthen thee. 

Mar. The good gods perſerve you, 

Lyſ. For my part, | came with no ill intent, for tome the 
very doors and windows favour vilely, fare thee well, thou 
art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy training hath 
been Noble, hold, here's more gold for thee, a curſe upon 
him, die he like a thief that robs thee of thy goodneſs, if 
thou doſt hear from me, it ſhall be for thy good. 

Boule. 1 beſeech your honour, one piece for me. 

Ly. Avant thou damn'd door-keeper, your Houſe but 
for this Virgin that doth prop it, would fink and over. 
whelm you. Away. 

Boult. How's this? We muſt take another courſe with 
you ? If your peeviſh chaſtity, which is not worth a break. 
faſt in the cheapeſt Country under the coap, ſhall undo a 
whole houſehold , let me be gelded like a ſpaniel, came 
your Ways. 

e Har. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. 1 mult have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman ſhall execute it, come your way, we'll 
have no more Gentlemen driven away, come your wayes, 
[ ſay. 
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Enter Bawds. 


Bawd. How now, what's the matter ? 

Boule, Worſe and worſe, Miltris, ſhe hath here ſpoken 
holy words to the Lord Lyſimachus. 

Bawd. O abominable. 

Boult, He makes our profeſſion as it were to ſtink before 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marcy hang her up for ever. 

Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
Nobleman, and ſhe ſent him away as cold as a Snow-ball, 
ſaying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult.Take her away,uſe her at thy pleaſure,crack 
the glaſs of ner virgigity, and make the reſt malleable. 
Boult. And if fhe were a thornier piece of ground than 
ſhe is, ſhe ſhall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods. 

Bawd. She conjures, away with her,would ſhe had never 
come within my doors, Marry hang you, ſhe's born to undo 
vs, will you not gothe way of women-kind ? Marry come 
up my diſh of chaiticy, with roſemary and bayſe, 


[ Exit. 
Boulte, Come, miltris, come your ways with me, 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the Jewel you bold fodear, 
Mar. Piithee tell me one thing firſt. 

Bouls, Come now, your one thing ? 

AMar. What can'ſt thou wiſh thine Enemy to be ? 

Boult, Why 1 could wiſh him to be my Malter,or rather 
my Miſtris. 

ear. Neither of theſe are ſo bad as thou art, ſince 
they do better thee in their command ; thou hold'(t 
a place, for which the painedſt fiend in Hell would 
not in Reputation change : thou art the damned door- 
keeper to every cuſherel that comes enquiring for his 
Tibd; to the ciolecick fiſting of every Rogne, thy Ear 
is liable, thy food is ſuch as hath been belch'd on by infe- 
ctious lungs. 

Boult, What would you have medo? go tothe wars, 
would you, where a man may ſerve ſeven years for the loſs 
of a Leg, and have not money enough i1 the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? 


ceptacles, or common-ſhores of filth ; ſerve by Indenture 
to the common hangman , any of theſe ways are yeb bet. 
ter than this : for what thou profeſſeſt, a Baboon, could he 
k, would own a name too dear: Oh, that the gods 
would ſafely deliver me from this place : here, here's gold 
for-thee , if that thy Maſter would gain by me, proclaim 
that 1 can ſing, weave, ſow, and dance, with other ver- 
tues , which T'le keep from boaſt, and will undertake all 
theſe ro teach, 1 doubt not but this populous City will 
yield many Scholars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you ſpeak of ? 

Mar. Prove that, | cannot, take me home again, and 
proſtitute me to the baſeſt groom that doth frequent your 
Houle, 

Boult, Well, I will fee what 1 can do for thee : If I can 
place thee, I will. 

Mar, But amongſt honeſt women. 

Benlt, Fairh my acquaintance lies little among them : 
but ſince my Maſter and Miltris have bought you, there's 
no going but by their conſent : therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your'purpoſe , and I doubt not but I ſhall 
find them traftable enough. Come, Ile do for thee what 
I can, come your ways. LExeunt. 


Enter Gower. 


Marina thus the Brothel ſcapes, and chances 


Into an honeſt howſe, our ſtory ſaies : 
She ſings like one immortal, and ſhe dances 


Deep Clerks ſhe dumbs, and with her needle compoſes 
Natures own ſhape, of bud, bird, branch or berry, 
That even her art, ſiſters the natural R oſes, 

Her Incle, Silk, Twine, wth the rubied Cherry, 

| That pupuls lacks ſhe none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her, and her gain 

She gives the curſed Bawd., Leave we her place, 
end to her Father turn our thoughts again, 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled and tot, 

And driven before the wind, he is arriy'd 

Here where bis Daughter dwells, and on this Coaſt, 
Suppoſe him now at Anchor : the Gty ſtrev'd 

God Neptune's annual feaſt to keep, from whence 
Lylimacaus oxr Tyrian ſhip eſpies, 

His banners ſable, trim'4 with rich expence, 

And to him 1n his Barge wuh fervour byes, 

In your ſuppoſing, once more put your ſight 

On heavy Pericles, thukthu his Bark, 

Where what is done in attion ( more of might 

Shall be diſcovered.) pleaſe you ſit and hark. LExit, 
Enter Hellicanus, to him two Saylors. 


1. Sayl, Where is the Lord Hellicanws ? he can reſolve 
you. QO here he is, Sir, there is a Barge put off from Me 
taline, and in it is Lyſimachus the Governor, who craves to 
come aboard, what is your will? 

Hell. That hc have his, call up ſome Gentlemen. 

2. Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 


Enter two or three Gentlemen, 


Hell, Gentlemen, there is ſome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray thee greet them fairly. 


Enter Lyſimachus, 


I, Sayl. Sir,this is the man that can in ought you would, 
reſolve you. 

Lyſs. Hail, reverent Sir, the gods preſerve you. 

Hell. And you to out live the Age I am, and die as I 
would do. 


Mar. Doany thing but this thou doſt , empty 01d re- | Neprure's triumphs, ſeeing this goodly veſlel ride before us, 


e As goddeſs. likg to ber admired laies : 


Lyſi. You wiſh me well; being on ſhore, honouring of 


| wade toit, to know of whence you are. 

H:il, Firſt, what is your place ? 

Lyſs. 1am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sir,our veſſel's of Tyre, in it the King, a man,who 
for this three months hath net ſpoken to any one,nor taken 
ſuſtenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyfi. Upon what ground is his diſtemperance ? 

Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat , but the main 


grief ſprings from the loſs of a beloved Daughter, and a |' 


wiſe. 

Lyſi. May we not ſee him ? 

Hell. You may, but bootleſs is your ſight, he will got 
ſpeak to any. 

Ly/i. Let me obtain my wiſh. 


Hell. Behold him, this was a goodly perſon, till the diſ- 
aſter that one mortal wight drove him to this, 

Lyſi. Sir King, all hail, the gods preſerve you, hail, 
Royal Sir. 

Hell. Itisin vain, he will not ſpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in etaline, 1 durit wager 
would win ſome words from him. 

Lyſi. *Tis well bethought, ſhe queſtionleſs with her 
ſweet harmony,and other choſen attractions, would allure 
and make a battery through his defended parts,which now 
are mid way ſtopt,ſhe is all happy, as the faireſt of all, and 
her fellow maids , now upon the levie ſhelter that abutrs 
againſt the Ifland ſide. 

Hell. Sure all effeftleſs, yet nothing wee'l omit that 
bears recoveries name. But ſince your kindneſs we have 


{tretcht thus far , let us beſeech you, that for our gold we 
may 
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may have provilion, wherein we are not deſtitute for want, , 
but weary for the ſtaleneſs. 

Lyſ. O, Sir, a courteſie, which if we ſhould deny,the moſt 
juſt God for every graff would ſend a Caterpillar, and fo 
inflict our Province: yet once more let meentreat to know 
at Jarge the cauſe of your Kings ſorrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, 1 will recount it to you ; but fee, I am 
prevented, 


Enter Marina, 


Lyſ. O here's the Lady that I ſent for. 
VVelcom, fair one: Is not a goodly preſent ? 

Heil. She's a gallant Lady. 

Lyſ. Shes ſuch a one, that were I well aſſur*d, 
Came of a gentle kind and nobleſtock, 

I'd wiſh no better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair and all goodnefs that conſiſts in beauty, 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient, 

If that thy proſperous and artificial fate 

Can draw him but to anſwer thee in ought, 

Thy ſacred Phyſick ſhall receive ſuch pay, 

As thy deſires can wiſh. 

Mar. Sir, 1 will uſe my uttermoſt skill in his recovery, 
provided that none but 1 and my companion maid be ſuf- 
fered ro come near him, 

Lyſ. Come, lct »s leave her, and the gods make her 
proſperous. [_ The Song. 

Lyſ. Markt he your Muſick : 

Aar. No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyſ. See, ſhe will ſpeak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend car. 

Per. Hum, ha, 

ear. lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 
eyes, but tave been gazed on like a Comet: ſhe ſpeaks, my 
Lord, that may be, hath endured a grief might equal yours, 
if both were juſtly weighed, though wayward fortune did 
maligne my ſtate, my derivation was from anceſtors who 
ſtood equivalent with mighty Kings, but time hath rooted 
out my parentage,and tothe world and aukward caſualties, 
bound me in ſervitude, I will deſiſt, but there is ſome- 
thing glows upon my cheek, and whiſpers in mine ear, 
Go not till he Speak. 

Per, My fortunes, parentage, good parentage ta equal 
mine: was it not thus, what ſay you ? 

Mar, | ſaid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence, 

Per. I dothink ſo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
yarelike ſome-thing that, what Countrey-women hear of 
theſe ſhews ? 

Mar. No, nor of any ſhews, yet I was mortally brought 
forth, and am no other than 1 appear. 

Per. | am great with woe, and ſhall deliver weeping : 
mydeareſt wite was like this maid:; and ſuch a one my 
Daughter might have been : my Queens ſquare brows, her 
{tature to an Inch, as wand-like ſ{traight,as Silver voyc'd, 
her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caſt as richly, in pace another 
7uno,: VVho ſtarves the ears ſhe feeds, and makes them 
hungry, the more ſhe gives them ſpeech 3 where do you 
live ? 

Mar. VVhere I am but a ſtranger , from the deck you 
may diſcern the place. 

Per. VVhere were you bred? And how atchiev'd 
you theſe endowments which you make more rich to 
owe ? 

Mar. If 1 ſhould tell my hiſtory, it would ſeem like lies 
diſdain'd in the reyorting. 

Per, Prithee ſpeak, falſeneſs cannot come from thee, 
for thou lookeſt modeſt as Fuſtice, and thou ſeem'lt a Pallas 
for the crowned truth todwell in, I will believe thee, and 
make my ſenſes credit thy relation, to points that ſeem 
impoſſible, for thou look'*lt like one | loved indeed ; what 


were thy Friends? Did'ſt thou not ſtay when I did puſh 


A — 


thee back : which was when I perceived thee that thou 
cam'ſt from good deſcent. 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Fer, Report thy parentage, I think thou ſaid'ſt thou 
had'ſt been toſt from wrong to injury, and. that thou 
thought'ſt thy griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened. | 

e1/ar. Some ſuch thing I ſaid, and ſaid no more, bat 
what my thoughts Cid warrant me was likely, 

Per, Teli thy ltory, if _thine conſidered prove the | 
thouſand part of my endurance, thou art a man, and 1 
have ſuffered like a girle, yet thou do'ſt look like patience, 
gezing on Kings graves, and ſmiling extremity out of | 
act, what were thy Friends? how loſt thou thy name, 
my molt kind virgin ? cecount 1 do beſeech thee, Come 
fit by mcs 

e Mar. My name is e Marina. 

Per. On l am mockt,and thou by ſome incenſed god ſent 
hither to make the world to laugh at me. 

«Mar Patience, good Sir, or here [le ceaſe. 

Per. Nay Vie be patient, thou lictle know'lt how thou 
docit ftartle me to call thy felf Marina. 

Mar. The name was given me by one that had ſome 
power, my Father and a King. 

Per. How, a Kings Daughter, and call'd Marina ? 

Mar. You ſaid you would believe me, but not to be a 
trouble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per, But are youFleſh and Blood ? 

Have you a working pulſe, and are no Fairy ? 
Motion ? well,ſpeak on, where were you born ? 
And wherefore call d e Harina ? 

Mar. CalPd Maria, for | was born at Seca. 

Per. AtSea? who was thy Mother ? 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurſe ZLychorida 
hath oft delivered weeping. 

Per. Ofſtopthere a little, this is the rareſt Dream 
That ere dull ſleep did mock fad Fools withal, 

This cannot be my Daughter 3 buried ! well, where were 
you bred ? Ple hear you more to the bottom of your ſtory 
and never interrupt you. 

Mar, You ſcorn, believe me *twere beſt I did give ore. 

Per. | will believe you by the ſyllable of what you ſhall 
acliver, yet give me leave, how came you in theſe parts ? 
where were you bred ? 

\1ſar, The King my Father did in Tharſ leave me. 
Ti;} cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 

Did ſeek to murther me: and having wooed a Villain 

To attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 

A crew of Pyrats came and reſcued me, 

Brought me to e Metaline. 

Bur, good fir, whither will you bave me ? why do you weep? 
[t may be you think me an impoſtor, no, good faith. I am 
the daughter to King Pericles, if good King Peracles be. 

Per. Hoe, Hellicanns ? 

Hell. Calls my Lord? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble Counſellor, 

Molt wiſe in general, tell me if thou can'ſt , what this 
maid is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep ? 

Hell. I know not, but here's the Regent, Sir,of Aeraline, 

ſpeaks nobly of her. 


Lyſ. She never would tell her parentage. | 


Being demanded that, ſhe would (ic ſtill and weep. 

Per, Oh Hellicame, ſtrike me, honoured, Sir, give me 
a gaſh, put me to preſent pain, leſt this great Sea of 
joyes ruſhing upon me ,, ore-bear the ſhores of my mor. 
tality, and drown me with their ſweetneſs : Oh come 
hither, 
Thou that beget*it him that did thee begetr, 
Thou that walt born at Sea, buried at Tharſa:, 
And found at Sea 2gain: O Hellicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As Thuader threatens us; This is Marina. 
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What was thy Mothers name ? tell me but that, 
For truth can never be confirm'd enough, 
Though doubts did ever fleep. 

11ar.- Firſt, Sir, I pray what is your Tide? 
Per, lam Pericles of Tyre, but tell me.now wy 
Drown'd Queens name, as in the reſt you laid, 
| Thou haſt been god-like perfect, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father, ; 

Mar. Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to !ay, 
my Mothers name is Thaiſa ? Thaiſa was my Mother, who 
did end the minnte I began. | 

Per. Now blicſling on thee, rife, thon art my Child. 
Give me fceſh Garments, mine own Hellicame , ſhe 1s 
not dead at Tharſw, as ſhe ſhould have been by ſavage 
Cleon, ſhe ſhall tell thee all, when thou ſhalt kneel, and 
juſtifie in. knowledge, ſhe is thy very Princeſs z who is 
.this ? 

Hell, Sir, *tis the Governour of Metaline , who hear- 
ing of your melancholy, did come to ſee you. 

Per, | embrace you give me my Robes z | 
[am wild in my beholding. Oh Heaven bleſs my Girl. 
But hark, what Mulicks this, Hellicanus ? my Marma, 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he ſeems to doat, 
How ſure you arc my Daughter z but where's this mulick ? 
Hell. My Lord, 1 hear none. 

Per. None ? the muſick of the ſphears, liſt, my Marina. 
Lyſ. It is not good to croſs him, give him way. 
Per. Rareſt ſounds, do ye not hear ? 


Lyf. Muſick, my Lord, 1 hear. 

Per. Moſt Heavenly Muſick, 

[t nips me unto liſtning, and thick ſlumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me reſt, 

Lyſ. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all. 


Aus Quintus. 


Diana. 


Well my Companion Friends, 1f this but anſwer to my | 
juſt belief, il well remember you. 


What Mijtrelſie, what pretty din, 

The Regent made in Malin, 

1o greet the King ,, ſo he thrived, 

That be 1s promiſed to be Wrved 

1o fair Mat ina, out i no wiſe, 

Till he had done his facrifice, 

eAs Dian bad, whereto being bound, 

The interim pray, you all confound, 

In fether 'd briefneſs ſails are fill'd, 

And wiſhes fall out as their will'd. 

eAt Epheſus the Temple ſee, 

Our King, and all his Company. 

That he can hither come ſo ſoon, 

Is by yonr fancies thankful doom. [Exit 

Enter Pericles, Lyſimachbus, Hellicanus, 
Marina, and others. 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juſt command, 
| here confeſs my ſelf the King of Tyre. ; | 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pent apol:s 
the fair Thaiſa, at Sea in Childbed died ſhe, bu: brought | 
forth a Maid Child called Marma, who, ©) Goddeſs, | 
wears yct thy ſilver Livery, ſhe at Tharſ#s was nurſt with | 
Clzon, wiioat fourteen years he ſought to murder, bur | 
her better ſtars brought her to Aeraline, *gainſt wiiol.. | 
ſhore riding, her fortunes brought the Maid aboard co us, | 
where by hcr own moſt clear remembrance, ſhe mads | 
known her ſelf my Daughter. 

Tha. Voice and Favour, you are, you are, O Royal! 
Pericles, 

Per. What means the Woman ? ſhe dies, help, Gen- 
tlemen, 

Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana's Altar true, this is 
yonr Wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no, I threw her over-board 
with theſe very Arms. 

(er. Upon this Coaſt, I warrant you. 

Per. *Tis moſt certain, | 
Cer, Look to the Lady ; O ſhe's but overjoy'd. 

Early in blu{F'ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
ſhore. I opened the Coffin, found theſe rich Jewels, re- 
covered her, and placed her here in Diana's Temple, 


Diana. Y Temple ſtands in Epheſpe 
M Hie thee thither, and do upon mine Altar 


Sacrifice. There when my Maiden Prieſts are met toge- 
ther, before all the people reveal how thou at Sea did'ſt 
loſe thy Wife, . to mourn thy Crofſes with thy Daughters 
call, and give them repetition to the like: or perform my 
bidding, or thou liveſt ia woe : do't, and happy by my 
Silver Bow ; awake and tell thy Dream. 
Per. Celeſtial Dian, Goddeſs Argemzine, 

[ will obey thee : Hellcanxs. 

Per. My- purpoſe was for Tharſus, there to ſtrike 
The inhoſpitable Cleor, but I am for other ſervice firſt, 
Toward Epheſus turn our blown Sails, 

Eftſoons I'l1 tell why, ſhall we refrefh us, Sir, upon your 
ſhore, and give you gold for ſuch provigon as our intents 
will need. 

Lyſ. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come aſhore, 
I have another ſleight. 

Per. You ſhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it ſeems you have been noble towards her. 
Lyſ. Sir, tend me your Arm. 

Per, Come, my Marina, LExennt. 
Enter Gower. 


Now our ſands are almoſt run, 
Mort a little, and then dun, 

This my la boon give me, 

For ſuch kindneſs muſt relieve me : 
That you aptly will ſuppoſe, 


| peſt, a Birth, and Death ? 


Per, May we ſee them ? 

Cer. Great Sir, they ſhall be brought you to my Houſe, 
whither I invite yoo, look, Thaiſa is recovered, 

Tha. O letme look if he be none of mine, my ſanctity 
will to my ſence bend no licentious Ear, but curb it ſpight 
of ſeeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him 
you ſpeak, like him you are : did you not name a Tem- 


Per. The Voice of dead Thaya. 

Tha. That Thaiſaam I, ſuppoſed dead and drown'd. 

Per, Immortal Dian ! 

Tha. Now I know you better, when we with tears 

my Pentapolis, the King, my Father, gave you ſuch a 
ing. 

Per. This, this, no more, you gods, your preſent 

kindneſs makes my paſt miſeries ſport, you ſhall do 

well, that on the touching of her Lips | may melt, and 

no more be ſeen ; O come, be buried a ſecond time with- 

m theſe Arms. 

e Mar, My heart leaps to be gone into my Mothers 

Boſome. 

Per. Look who kneels here, fleſh of thy fleſh, Thaiſe, 

thy burden at the Sea, and call'd Marina, for ſhe was 

yielded there. Te 

Tha. Bleſt, and mine own. 

Hell, Hail, Madam, and my Queen, 

Tha. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me ſay when I did fly from Tyre, 

| left behind an ancient ſubſtitute; can you remember 

what I call'd the man, 1 have nam'd him off. 


What pageantry, what feats, what ſhows. 


Tha. 'T was Hellicanw then. 


Per. 
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Per, Stiil confirmation, embrace him dear Tharſa, this 
is he, now dol long to hear how you were found ? how 
poſſivly preſerved ? and whoto thank (belides the gods) 
tor this great miracle ? 

Tha. Lord. Cerimon , my Lord, this man through 
whom the gods have ſhewn their power, that cati from 
firſt to laſt cefolve you, 

Per, Revercud Sir, the gods can have no mortal Offi- 


dead Queen tcelives ? 
Cer. | will, my Lord, beſeech you firſt go with me un- 
to my Houſe, where ſhall be ſhewn you all was found with 
her; how ſhe came plac'd here 1n the Temple, no need. 
ful thing omitted, 
Per. Pure Dian bleſs thee for thy Viſion, I will 
offer aight oblations to thee; Thaya, this Prince, the 
fair betcothed of your Daughter , ſhall marry at Per- 
tapols, and now this Ornament that makes me look 
diſmal , will 1 clip to form, and what this fourteen 
om no Razor toucht, to grace thy marriage day, I'll 
cautify, 

T ha hard Ceronen hath Letters of good credit, Sir, 
my Father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a Star of him, yet here, my Queen, 
we'll celebrate their Nuptials, and our ſelves will ia that 


cer more like a god tnan you, will you deliver how this ! 


Kingdom fpcnd our following dayes z our Son and Dus! 
tcr ſhall in 7yrw 1cign, 
Lord / erimon, we do our longing ſtay, 
To hear the relt untold, Sir, lead's the way. | 
[_Exennt emnes, \ 
Enter Gower, 


In Antioclius and his 1 auehter, you bave heard 
Of monſtruus luſt. the duc aud 11 {t r eward-: 
In Pericles bis Queen ard Darghter ſeen, 
Althouzh afſail'd wil For tunts fierce and keen, 
Ventue preferred from fell deſirutions blaſt, 
Led on by He.tven, und craxn'd wih joy at laſt. 
Ii Hellicauus may you well d: ſcry, 
A figure of truth, of f.uth, of loyalty : 
In reverexd Cerimon there well appears, 
The worth that learned chuity aye wears. 
For wicked Cleon and his Wyfe, when Fame 
Had ſpread their carſed deed, ai:d bynonr'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That him and hns, they in his Palace burn: 
T he gods for murder femed ſo content, 


To puniſh, although not done, but meant. 
So on your patiences ever more attendeng, 


New joy wait on you, bere our Play hath ending. 
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The Adcors Names. 


M-. Flowerdale ,s Merchant trading at Venice. 
Matthew Flowerdale his Prodigal Son. 

M- Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchazt. 

Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewſome 7 Kent. 
Frances 

Luce | Daghte to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Delia | 


Pa, Peer 7 Ltaparc: 


Sir Arthur Greenſhood, a Commanider,7 In love with 
Oliver 4 C orniſh Clothier, Luce. 
Weathercock, a Paraſite zo Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Tom Civet, x love with Frances. 

Dick and Raph, two cheating Gameſters. 

Ruffin a Pander to Miſtreſs Apricock a Bawa. 
Sheriff and Officers. 

A Citizen and his Wife. 

Drawers. 


The Scene London. 


Enter old FlowerCale and his Brother, 
Fath, Rother, from Yenice, being thus diſguis'd, 
come to prove the humoyrs.of my_Son : 
How hath he born himſelf ſince my depar- 
| ture, 

[ leaving you his Pat: on and his Guide? 

Unc. | taith, Brother, fo, as you will grieve to hear, 
And 1 almoſt aſham'd to report it. 

Fath. Why how is't, Brother > What Goth he ſpend 
| Beyond the allowance I Icft him ? 

Unc. How ! beyond that? and far more : why, your 
exhibition is nothing, he hath ſpent that, and ſince hath 
borrowed, proteſted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to 
wring money from me, by the love I bore his Father, by 
{ the Fortunes might fall upon himſelf, to furniſh his wants : 

tatrÞ | have had ſince, his Bond, his Friend and 
Fi d, although I know that he ſpends 1s yours ; 
| yet it grieves me to ſee the unbridled wildneſs that reigns 
't over him. 
Fath. Brother, what is the manner of his life? how 
| is the name of his offences ? if they do not relliſh altoge- 
'| ther of damnation, his youth may priviledge his wan- 


 {] tonneſs: I my ſeifran an unbridled courſe till thirty, nay 


'| almoſt till forty; well, you ſee how Iam: for Vice once 
.} lcoked into with the Eyes of diſcretion, and well ballan- 
ccd with the weights of reaſon, the courſe paſt, ſeems ſo 
abomin3ble, thar the Landlord of himſelf, which is the 
heart of his Body, will rather intomb himſelf in the 
| Earth, or ſeck a new Tenant to remain in him, which 


Youth have known all theſe Vices, and left it, than thoſe 
that knew little, and in their Age run into it ? Believe 
: | me, Brother, they that die moſt Vertuous, have in their 
youth lived moſt Vicious; and none knows the danger 
' | of the fire more than he that falls into it : But ſay, how 
is the courſe of his Life? let's hear his particulars. 

Unc. Why ill tejl you, Brother, he is a continual 
Swearer, and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. 

Fath. | grant indeed to ſwear is bad, but not in keep- 
| ing thoſe Oaths is better : for who will ſet by a bad thing ? 


Nay by my Faith, I hold this rather a Vertue than a Vice. 
Well, I pray proceed. 

Unc. He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
by the worſt. 

- £Eaih..By my Faith this is none of the worſt neither; for 
if he brawl and be beaten forit, it will in time make him 
ſhun it : For what brings a man or child, more to ver- 
tue than correftion ? What reigns over him elſe ? 

UVnc. He is a great Dcinker, and one that will forget 
himſelf. | 

Fath. O beſt of all, Vice ſhould be forgotten : let him 
drink on, ſo he drink not Churches, Nay and this be the 
worſt, | hold it rather happineſs in him, than any ini- 
quity. Hath he any more attendants ? 

Unc. Brother, he is one that will borrow of any man. 

Fath, Why you ſee ſo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 
the ſmall Currents in the World to encreaſe himſelf, 

Unc. I, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son. 

Fath. No more would the Sea neither, if it were as 
dry as my Son. 

Unc, Then, Brother, I ſee you rather like theſe Vices 
1n your Son, than any way condemn them. 

Fath. Nay miſtake me not, Brother, for though I ſlur 
them over now, as things flight and nothing, his crimes 
being in the Bud, it would gall my heart, they ſhould 
ever reign in him. 

Flow. Ho ? who's within ho? 

[Flowerdale knocks within. 

Unc, That's your Son , he is come to borrow more 
money. EEE 
T—Fath. For God's Take give it out Iam dead, 

See how he'll take it, 

Say I bave brought you news from his Father, 

| bave here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my ſelf, 
Which III deliver him, 

Vne, Go to, Brother, no more: I will, 

Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle ? [ within, 

Unc. Let my Couſin in there. 

Fath. I am a Saylor come from Yence, and my name is 
Chriſtopher, 


Enter 
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The London Prodigat. 


Enter Flowerdalc. 


Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle. 

"Fg In truth would a ſerv'd, Couſin , without the 
rd, 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
truth, A couple of Raſcals at the Gate, ſer upon me 
for my Purſe. 

Une. You never come, but you bripg a brawl in your 
mouth, 

Flaw. By my truth, Uncle, you muſt needs lend me 
ten pound. 

UVnc, Give my Couſin ſome ſmall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you turn it to a jeſt now, by this 
light, I ſhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelor 
Spurcock,, | ſhould have his Daughter Luce, and for Scurvy 
ten pound, a man ſhall loſe nine hundred threeſcore and 
odd pounds , and a daily Friend beſide, by this hand, 
Uncle, *cis true. 

Unc, Why, any thing is true for ought I know. 

Flow, To ſee now : why you ſhall have my Bond, Uncle, 
or Tom Whites, Tames Brocks : or Nick Halls, as good Ra- 
pier and Dagger men, as any be in England; let's be 


"damn'd if we do not pay you, the worſt of us all will not 


dama our ſelves for ten pound. A Pox of ten pound. 
Unc, Couſin, this is not the ficſt time I have believ'd 
Ou. 
: Flow. Why truſt me now, you know not what may 
fall: If one thing were but true, | would not greatly care, 
I ſhould not-need ten pound, but when a man cannot be 
believ'd, there's it. 

Unc, Why what is it, Couſin ? 

Flow, Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me if the Katern 
Hue be come home or no ? 

Unc. I marry is't. 

Flow. By God I thank you for that news. 

What is't in the Pool can you tell ? 

Unc, It is; what of that? 

Flow. What? why then I have ſix pieces of Velvet 
ſent me, I ll give you apiece, Uncle: for thus aid the 
Letter, a piece of Aſhecolour, a three-piPd black , a 
colour'd, deroy, a Crimſon, a ſad Green, and a Purple : 
yes i'faith, 

Unc. From whom ſhould you receive this ? 

Flow. From who? why from my Father? with com- 
mendations to you, Urzcle, and thus he writes: I know, 
ſaith he, thou haſt much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God-willing at mr return I will ſee amply fatisfied ; Am- 
ply, I remember was the very word; ſo God help me- 

Unc. Have you the Letter here ? 

Flow. Yes, | bave the Letter here, here is the Letter : 
no, yes, no, let me ſee, what Breeches wore I on Sarwr- 
day : let me fee, a Tueſday, my Calymanka, a Wedneſday, 
my Peach.colour Sattin, a Thurſday my Vellure, a Friday 
my Calymanka again, a Satxrday, let me ſee, a Saturday, 
for in thoſe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the Letter: O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thoſe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thoſe very Breeches isthe Letter, 

Unc, When ſhould it be dated ? 

Flow. Marry Didiſſimo terſios Septembris, no, 00, tridsſ- 
ſumo tertios Oftobris, 1 Oftobris, (0 it is. 

Une. Dicditimo terſios Oftobris: and here receive I a 
Letter that your Father died in 7awe: how fay you, 
Keſter ? 

Fath. Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead, theſe hands 
of mine holp to winde him. 

Flow. Dead ? 

Fath. 1, Sir, dead. 

Flow. *Shloud, how ſhould my Father come dead ? 

Fath, I faith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 

The Child was born, and cryed, became man, 
After fell ſick, and died. 
Unc, Nay, Couſin, do not take it ſo heavily. 


' fop of his Poſterity with Paradoxes. 


 faiſt thou haſt twenty pound , 


— 


Flow. Nay | cannot weep you extempory, marty fome | 
ewo or three days hence, I ſhall weep withour any {tint | 
ance, But | hope he died in good memory. | 

Fath. Very well, Sir, and ſet down every thing in| 


— 


good order, and the Katherine and Hue you talke of, | | 


came over in; and 1 fawall the Bills of Lading, and the 
Velvet that you talkt of, there is no ſuch aboard. 

Flow, By God | aflure you, then there is Knayery 
abroad, | 

Fath, ll be ſworn of that: there's Knavery abroad, 
although there were never a piece of Velvet in Yemce. 

Flow, | hope he cied in good Eſtate. | 

Fath To the report ofthe World he did, and made his 
Will, of which I am an unworthy bearer. 

Flow, His Will, have you his Will? 

Fath. Yes, Su, and in the preſence of your Uncle, 1 
was willed to deliver it. 

Unc. I hope, Couſin, now God hath bleſſed you with 
wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 

Flow. il do reaſon, Uncle; yet i'faith | take the de- 
nial of this tea pound very hardly. 

Unc, Nay, | deny'd you not. 
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Flow. By God you deny*'d me directly, 

Une, Pl be judg'd by this good-fcllow. 

Fath. Not directly, Sir. 

Flow. Why he ſaid he would lend me none, and that 
had wont to be a direct denial, if the old phraſe hold : 
Well, Uncle, come we'll fall co the Legacies, la tae 
name of God, Amen? 

Item, I bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three hun- 
dred pounds, to pay ſuch trivial Debts as 1 owe 1n 
London. 

Item, To my Son «Mat. Flowerdale, 1 bequeath two 
Bail of falſe Dice, Yidelicer , high men and low men, 
fullomes, ſtop cater traies, and other bones of function. 

Flow. *Sbloud what doth he mean by this ? 

Unc, Proceed, Couſin. 


Flow. Theſe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of | 


his Oath, for of his word no body will truſt him, Let 
him by no means marry an honeſt Woman, for the other 
will keep her ſelf. Let him ſteal as much as he can, that 
2 guilty Conſcience may bring him to his deſtioate repen- 


tance, I think he means hanging. Andthis were his laſt 


Will and Teſtament, the Devil ſtood laughing at his beds | 
feet while he made it. *Sbloud, what doth he thiak to 


Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own hands. : 

Flow. I, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
ten pound, imagine you have loſt ir, or rob'd of it, or 
miſreckon'd your ſelf ſomuch : any way to make it come 


ealily off, good Uncle. | 


Unc. Not a penny. 

Fath, Vfaith lend it bim, Sir, I my ſelf have an Eſtate 
in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'll ingage for | 
him, he faith it concerns him in a Marriage. 

Flow. 1 marry doth it, this is a Fellow of ſome ſenſe, 
this: come, good Uncle. 

Unc. Will you give your word for it, Keſter ? 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, willingly. 

Une, Well, Couſin, come to me fome hour hence, you 
ſhall have ir ready. 

Flow. Shall I not fail? 

Unc. You ſhall nor, come or ſend. 

Flow. Nay I'll come my elf, 

Fath. By my troth, would 1 were your worſhips man. 

Flow. What ? would'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Fath, Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow, Why Vl tell thee what thou ſhalt do, thou 
go into Burchin- Lane, 
put thy ſelf into Cloaths, thou ſhalt ride with me to, 
(royden Fair. © 

Fath. I thank you, Sir, | will attend you. 

F/ow, Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an bour hence. 

Unc, I will nor, Couſin. 


| 


Flow. 


— 


— 
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The London Prodigal. 


Flow, What's thy name, Keſter ? 
Fath. I, Sir. 
Flow. Well, providethy ſelf : Uncle, farewel till anon. 


Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son ? 

Fath. I'faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Or as a Hawk, that never ſtoop'd to lure : 
The one muſt be tamed with an Iron bir, 
The other muſt be watch'd, or (till ſhe is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while let him be ſo; 
For countel ſtill is follies deadly Foe. 
[Il ſerve his youth, for youth muſt have his courſe, 
For being reſtrain'd, it makes him ten times worfe : 
His pride, hisriot, all that may be nam'd, 
Time may recal, and ail his madneſs tam'd. 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Mater Weathercock, Dafhidill, 
Artichoak, Lnce, and Frank. 


Lanc. Sirrah Artichoak , ger yon home before, 
And as you proved your felf a Calf in buying, 
D:ive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
eArt. Yes forſooth , ſhall not my Fellow Daffiaill go 
along with me. 
Lanc, No, Sir, no, I muſt Have one to wait on me. 
Art. Daffidill, farewell, good fellow Daffiasll, 
You may ſee, Miſtreſs, I am fer vp by the halves, 
inſtead of waiting on you,l am ſent to drive home Calves. 

Lanc. I'faith Frank, | muſt turn away this Daffdz!l, 
He*s grown a very fooliſh ſawcy Fellow. 

Fran, lndced-law, Father, he was ſo ſince I had him : 
Bcfore he was wiſe enough for a fooliſh Serving-man, 

Wea. But what ſay you to me, Sir Lancelot ? 

Larc. O, about my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
Here's two of them, God ſave them : but the third, 

O ſhe's a ſtranger in her courſe of life, 
She hath reſuſed you, : Maſter Weathercock, 

Wea. 1 by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that ſhe hath, but 
_— try'd me, ſhe ſhould have found a man of me in- 
deed. 

Lanc. Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, ſhe hath 
refus'd ſeven of the worſhipfull'ſt and worthieſt Honie- 
Keepers this day in Kent : Indeed ſhe will not marry I 
ſuppoſe. 

Wea. The more Fool ſhe. 

Lanc. What is it folly to love Charity ? 

Wea. No, miſtake me not, Sir Lancelot, 

But *tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 

Lanc. That's a fooliſh Proverb and a falſe. 

Wea. By the Maſs, Ithink it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who ſhall marry with Miſtreſs Frances ? 
| _ By my troth they are talking of marrying me, 
Siſter. 

Luce, Peace, let them talk : 

Fools may have leave to prattle as they walk. 
Daff. Senteſſes ſtill, ſweet Miſtreſs, 

You have a Wit, and it were your Alablaſter. 
Luce. Vfaith and thy tongue trips trench-more. 
Lanc. No of my Knighthood, not a ſuter yet : 

Alas God lelp her, filly Girl, a Fool, a very Fool : 

But there's the other black brows a ſhrew'd Girl, 

She hath wit at will; and futers two or three : 

Sir Arthur Greenſhe/d one, a gallant Knight, 

A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor. 

Then there's young Oliver, the Devonſhire Lad, 

A wary Fellow, marry full of wit, ; 

And rich by the Rood, but there's a third all air, 

Light as a Feather, changing as the wind : 

Young Flowerdale, 

Wea. © he,*Sir, he's a deſperate Dick indeed. 
Bar him your Houſe, 

Lanc. Fie, not ſo, he's of good Parentage. 

Wea. By my fay and ſo he is, and a proper man. 


[Exit Flowerdale. 


Lanc. | proper enough, had he good qualities. 
Wea, | marry, there's the point, Sir Lancelot - 
For there's an old ſaying, 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be he high, or be he low : 
Be he born in Barn or Hall, 
"Tis manners makes the man and all. 
Lanc. You are in the right, Maſter Weathercock. 


Enter Monſieur Civet. 


Civet, Soul, I think I am ſure croſfed, or witcht with 
an Ow], | bave haunted them, Ina after Inn, Booth after 
Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yonder they are, that's 
ſhe, I hope to God *ris ſhe, nay I know *tis ſhe now, for 
ſhe treads her Shoe a little awry. 

Lanc. Where is this Inn? we are paſt it, Daffd:l!. 

Daff. The good ſign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 
before. 

Civet, Save you, Sir, I pray may l borrow a picce of 
a word with you ? 

Daff. No pieces, Sir. 

Civ, Why then the whole. 
| pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be ? 

Daff. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the deſtinies and 
mortality work. 

Civ, What's her name, Sir, 

Daf. Miſtrels Frances Spurcock,, Sir Lancelot Spurcock”s 
Daughter, 

Civ. Is ſhea Maid, Sir ? 

Daff. You may ask Pluto, and Dame Preſerpine that : 
| would be loth to be rideld, Sir. 

Civ, Is ſhe married | mean, Sir ? 

Daff. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker ſhall 
make her Wedding Shoes. 

Civ. I pray where Inn you Sir ? I would be very glad 
to beſtow the Wine of that Gentlewoman, 

Daff. At the George, Sir, 

Civ. God ſave you, Sir. 

Daff. 1 pray your Name, Sir ? 

Civ, My Name is Maſter Civer, Sir. 

Daff. A ſweet Name, God be with you, good Maſter 
Crvet, [Exit Civet, 

Lanc. A, have we ſpi'd you ſtout St. George ? 
For all your Dragon, you had beſt ſelPs good Wine : 
That needs no lvy-buſh : well, we'll not fit by it, 
As yon do on your Horſe, this room ſhall ſerve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us old men : 
For theſe Girls and Knaves ſmall VVines are bell. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 

Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns, 

Lanc, A Pint, draw but a Pint, Daffiaill, 
Call for V Vine to make your felves drink. 

Fran. And a Cup of ſmall Beer, and a Cake, good 
Daffidill. 


Enter young Flowerdale. 


Flow. How now, fie, ſit in the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend , worſhipful Maſter 
Weathercock, VVhat at your Pint, a Quart for ſhame, 

Lanc. Nay Royſter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give's ſome Muſick, well go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and air day too ? 

Lanc, *Twere toully done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow, Nay if you ſay ſo, faireſt of all Fairs, then PI] 
not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath ſpoild me a 
Peach. colour Sattin Sute, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 
if ever the Raſcal ſerve me ſuch another trick, Ill give 
him leave, faith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and yon, and you, Sir Lancelot ;, and Maſter Weatherceck,, 
my Goldſmith too on Yother ſide, I beſpoke thee, Luce, 
a Carkenet of gold, and thought thou ſhould'ſt a had 
it for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in rerages 

for 
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for Orient Pearl : but thou ſhalt have it by Sunday | 
Night, V Vench,. 


Enter the Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, here is one that hath ſent you a Pottle of 
Rheniſh Wine, brewed with Roſe-Water, 

Flow. To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and deſires his more 
acquaintance. 

Lance. Tome? what's he that proves ſo kind ? 

Daff. | have a tick to know his name, Sir, he hath 
a months mind here to Miſtreſs Frances, his name is Ma- 
lter Czver. 

Lanc. Call him in, Daffidsll. 

Flow. O, I know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reaſonable 
rich, bis Father was one of theſe Leaſe-mongers ,: theſe 
Corn-mongers, theſe Money-mongers, but he never had 
the wit to be a Whore-monger. 


Enter e Maſter Civet. 


Lanc. I promiſe you, Sir, you are at too much charge. 

Civ. The charge is ſmall charge, Sir, I thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleaſe you, Sir, I have 
a great mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way of 
marriage. 

Lanc. I thank you, Sir : pleaſe you to come to Lew- 
ſome, to my poor Houſe, you ſhall be kindly welcome: I 
knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband : to pay here, 
Drawer. 

Draw. All is paid, Sir: this Gentleman hath paid all. 

Lanc. Vfaith you do us wrong, 

But we ſhall live to make amends ere long : 
Maſter F.owerdale, is that your Man ? 
Flow, Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lanc. Nay then | think you will turn wiſe, 
Now you take ſuch a Servant : 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lewſome, let's away, 
'Tis ſcarce two hours to the end of day. LExeut, 


Enter Sir Arthur Greenſhood, Oliver, Lieu. 
tenant and Souldiers. 


Arth, Lieutenant, lead your Souldiers to the Ships, 
There let chem have their Coats, at their arrival 
They ſhall have pay : farewel, look to your charge. 

Soul. I, we are now ſent away, and cannot ſo much as 
ſpeak with our Friends. 

Ols. No man what ere you uſed a zutch a faſhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

eArth. Fellow, no more, Lieutenant lead them off. 

Sou!. Well, if I have not my pay and my Cloaths, 

[Il venture a running away, though I hang for't. 

Arth. Away lirrah, charm your tongue. 

[Exeunt Souldicrs. 

Ol, Bin you a preſler, Sir ? 

eArth. lam a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Oli, Sfoot man, and you be nere zutch a Commander, 
Shud a ſpoke with my vreers before I chid a gone, ſo 
ſhud. 

eArth. Content your ſelf man, my Authority will 
ſtretch to preſs ſo good a man as you. 

Oli. Preſs me ? 1 devy, preſs Scoundrels, and thy 
Meſſels : preſs me, chee ſcorns thee i'faith : For ſeelt thee, 
here's a worſhipful Knight knows, cham not to be prelled 
by thee. 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowerdale , old 
Flowerdale, Luce, Frank. 


Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewſome , welcome by 


The golden ruddocks he, 


| thee. 


Karſay, and Blackem Hall, and chief credit befide, and 
my Fortunes may be ſo good as an others, 7o it may, 


my troth, What's the matter man, why are you vext ? 


Oli, Why man he would preſs me. 
Lanc. O he, Sir Arthar, preſs him? 
He is a man of reckoning. 
Wes. | that he is, Sir efrthur, he hath the nobles, | 


Arth, The futter far the Wars: 
And were he not in favour 
Vith your Worſhips, he ſhovld ſee, | 
Thar I have power to preſs ſo good as lic. 

Ol, Chill ſtand ta the trial, ſo chill. 

Flow. | marry ſhall he, preſs Cloth and Karſy, 
White.Pot and drowſen Broth : tut, tur, he cannot. 

Ol;. Well, Sir, thougt; you ſee viouten Cloth and Kardſy, 
chee a zeen zutch a Karſy-Coat wear out the Town ſick a 
Zilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well ſed vlitan vlattan. 

Oli. Aand well ſed Cocknell, and Boe-Bell too: what 
doeſt think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 


Lanc. Nay come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Wea. I tis beſt ſo, good Maſter Clwer. 

Flow. Is your name Maſter Oliver, I pray you ? | 

Ol;, What tit and be tit, and grieve you. 

Flow. No, but I'd gladly know if a man might not have 
a Fooliſh Plot out of Maſter Oliver to work upon. 

Ols., Work thy Plots upon me, ſtand a fide, work thy 
Fooliſh Plots upon me, chill ſo uſe thee, thou wert never 
ſo uſed ſince thy Dam bound thy Head, work upon me ? 

Flow. Let him come, Jet him come: | 

Ots. Zyrrha, Zyrrha, if it were not for ſhame, chee 
would a given thee zutch a whiſter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my feet : 
ſtand a ſide let me looſe,cham all of a vlaming Fire-bragd; 
ſtand aſide. 

Flow. Well | forbear you for your Friends ſake. 

Oli, Avig for all my vreens, do'ſt thou tell me of my 
vreens ? 

Lanc. No more, gocd Maſter Okwer, no more, Sir Ar- 
thur, And Maiden, here in the ſight of all your Suters, 
every man of worth, Ill tell you whom I faineſt would 
prefer to the hard bargain of your Marriage Bed : ſhall 1 
be plain among you, Gentlemen ? 

Arth. 1, Sir, *tis beſt. 

Lanc. Then, Sir, firſt to you, I do confeſs you a moſt 
gallant Knight, a worthy Souldier, and honeſt man: 
but honeſty maintains a French-hood, goes very ſeldome | 
in a Chain of Gold, keeps a ſmall train of Servants : hath 
few Friends: and for this wild Oats here, young Flower- 
dale, I will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he 
were better make a hundred new, than thee a thrifry and | 
an honeſt one, | 

Wea. Believe me he hath bit you there, he hath touched 
you to the quick, that he hath. 

Flow. Woodcock a my ſide, why, Maſter Weathercock, 
you know [ am honeſt, howſoever trifles. 

IVea. Now by my troth, I know no otherwiſe, 

O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 
Heaven hath her Soul, and my V Vives too, l truſt : 
And your good Father, honeſt Gentleman, 
He is gone a Journey as I hear, far hence. 
Flow, 1 God bt praiſed, he is far cnough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradiſe. 
And left me to cut a Caper againſt care, 
Luce look on me that am as light air. 

Luce. Pfaith I like not ſhadows, bubbles, broth, 
[ hate a light a love, as 1 hate death. 

Lanc. Girl, hold thee there : 

Look on this Devonſkire Lad : 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in purſe and perſon. 

Ok. VVell, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, 
You know me well ivin, cha have three-ſcore pack of 


Lance.” Tis you 1 love, whatſoever others ſay. 
Arth.\ 
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Arth. Thanks, faireſt, | 
Flow. V Vhat, wou!d'ſt thou have me quarrel with him ? | 
Fath. Do but ſay he ſhall hear from you. 

Lan. Yet, Gentlem: n, howlſoever | prefer this Devon- 
ſhire Suitor , Vil enforce no love, my Daughter ſhall have 
her liberty to chooſe whom ſhe likes beſt: In your Love- 
ſuit proceed. Not all of you but only one muſt ſpeed. 
Wea. You have ſaid well: Indeed right well. 


Emer Artichoak. 


Arti. Miſtreſs , here's one would ſpeak with you , my 

| fellow Daffidil! hath bim in the Cellar already he knows 

him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 

Lance. O I remember, a little Man, 

Arti. I, a very little Man. 

Lance. And yet a proper Man. 

Arti, A very proper, very little Man. 

Lance, His name is Monſieur Cer, 

eArti, The ſame, Sir. 

Lance. Come, Gentlemen , if other Suitors come, 

My fooliſh Daughter will be fitted too: 

But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move, 
CExeunt all but Young Flowerdale and Oliver, 

ard Old Flowerdale, 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. ' 

Oli. What ha an you fay to me now ? 

Flow. Ye ſhall hear from me, and that very ſhortly. 

Ol:. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vig; 

[ Exit Oliver. 

Flow. What if he ſhould come more ? I am faicly drelt. 

Fath, 1 do not mean that you ſhall meet with him, 

But preſcatly we'll go and draw a Will: 

Where we'll ſet down Land, that we never ſaw, 

"And we will have it of ſo large a Sum, 

Sir Laxceler ſhall intreat you take his Daughter * 

This being formed, give it Maſter Weathercock , 

And make Sir Lancelor's Daughter Heir of all : 

And make him ſwear never to ſhew the Will 

Toany one, until that you be dead. 

| This done, the fooliſh Changling Weathercock,, 

Will ſtraight diſcourſe nato Sir Lancelot, 

The Form and Tenor of your Teſtament, 

Nor ſtand to pauſe of it, be rul'd by me: 

What will enſue, that ſhall you quickly ſee. 

Flow. Come let's about it; if that a Will, ſweet Xt, 

Can get the Wench, I ſhall renown thy Wit, [Exeunt, 


Enter Daffidil, 


Daff. Miſtreſs, ſtill froward ? 

No kind looks unto your Daffidil, now by the gods. 

Luce. Away my fooliſh Knave, let my band go. 

Daff. There's your hand, but this ſhall go with me: 

My heart is thine, this is my True Loves Fee. ; 
Luce. I'll have your Coat ſtript o're your Ears for this, 
| You ſawcy Raſcal. 


- 


Enter Lancclot and Weathercock. 


Lance. How now, Maid, what is the news with you ? 
Luce. Your Man is ſomething ſawcy. LExit Luce. 
Lance. Go to, Sirrah, I'll talk with you anon. 
Daff. Sir, I am a Man to be talked withal, 
lam no Horſe, I trow : 
| know my ſtrength then no more than ſo. NP 
Wea. A by the matkins, good Sir Lancelot , I ſaw him 
the other day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercales, 
| faith God-a-mercy, Lad, 1 like thee well. 
La. I, I,like him well, go Sirrah,fetch me a cup of wine, 
That e're I part with Maſter Weathercock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 
Wea, | thank you, Sir, | thank you, friendly Knight, 


Inthe mtan time, take heed of cutting Flowerdale. 
He is adeſperate Dick, I warrant you. 
Lance. He is, he is: Fill, Daffiail, fill me ſome wine, 
Ha, what wears he on his arm ? 
My Daughter Zuces Bracelet, I, 'tis the ſame ; 
Ha to you, Maſter Weathercock, 
Wea, | thank you, Sir: Here, Daffidil, an honeſt fet- 
low and a tall thou art : Well: I'll take my leave, good 
night, and I hope to haye you andall your Daughters at 
| my poor houſe, in good ſooth 1 mull, 
Lance, Thanks, Maſter Weathercock,, I ſhall be bold 
to trouble you be ſure. 
Wea. And welcom, heartily farewel. [Exit Weath. 
Lance. Sirrah, I ſaw my Daughters wrong , and with- 
al her Bracelet on your arm ; off with it: avd with it my 
Livery too: havel care to ſee my Davghter matched with 
men of worſhip, and are you grown ſo bold ? Ga, Sirrah. 
from my houſe, or Ill whip you hence, 
Daff. Vil not be whipr, Sir, there's your Livery, 
This 1s a Serving mans reward, what care I, 
I have mcabs to truſt to, I ſcorn ſervice 1, 

LExit Daffidil, 
Lance, Ia luſty Knave, but I muſt let him go. 
Our Servants mult be taught what they ſhould know. 


Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 


Luce, Sir, as I am a Maid , Idoaffett you above any 
Suitor that 1 have, although that Souldiers ſcarce know 
-how to love, 
Arth. lam a Souldier, and a Gentleman 
Knows what belongs to V Var, whatto a Lady : 
What man offends me, that my Sword ſhall right : 
What woman Joves me, I am her faithful Knight. 
Luce, 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, but 
there be ſome that bear a Souldiers form , that ſwear by 
him they never think upon , gc ſwaggering up and down 
from houſe to houſe , crying, God pays: And —— 
Arth. Ifaith, Lady, I'll defcry you ſuch-a man, 
Of them there be many which you have ſpoke of, 
That bear the name and ſhape of Souldiers, 
Yet, God knows, very {cldome ſaw the War: 
That hauntyour Tavernsand your Ordinaries, 
Yuur Ale-houſes ſometimes, for all a-like 
To uphold the bruitiſh humour of their minds, 
Being marked down, for the bondmen of deſpair : 
T hkcir mirth begins in wine, but ends in bloud, 
Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 
Luce. Yet theſe are great Gentlemen Sonldiers, 
Arth. No they are wretched ſlaves, 
Whoſe deſperate lives doth w_ them timeleſs graves, 
Luce. Both for your ſelf, and for your form of life, 
[f 1 may chooſe, Ill be a Souldiers Wife. 


Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver, 

Oli. And tut truſt to it, ſo then, 

Lance. Aſſure your ſelf, 

You ſhall be married with all ſpeed we may : 
One day ſhall ſerve for Frances and for Luce. 

Oli, Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
VVedding Raiments. 

Lance. VVhy no more but this, firſt get your aſſurance 
made touching my Daughters Joynture, that diſpatched, 
we will in two days make proviſion. 

Ol.Why man,chil have the writings made by to morrow. 

Lance, To morrow be it then , let's meet at the King's 
Head in Fiſh ſtreet. 

Ol;, No, fie man, no, let's meet at the Roſe at Temple 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counſellor and mine. 

Lance, Atthe Roſe be it then, the hour nine, 

He that comes laſt forfeits a Pint of wine, 

Oli. A Pint 1s no payment, 


"Il come and viſit you, by the Mouſe-foot I will: 


«JO ——_ 
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Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 
Enter 
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Enter Artichoak, 


eArti, Maſter, here is a man would ſpeak with Maſter 
Oliver, he comes from young Maſter Flowerdale. 
Oli. Why chil ſpeak with him, chil ſpeak with him. 
Lance. Nay, Son Oliver, PI le ſurely fee, 
What young Flowerdale hath'ſent to you. 
| pray God it be no quarrel, ; 
Oli, Why man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
hands full, 
Fath. God ſave you, good Sir Lancelor. 
Lance, Welcom, honeſt friend, 


Enter old Flowerdale. 


Fath, To you and yours my Maſter wiſheth health, 
But unto you, Sir, this, and thi he ſends : 
| There is the length, Sir, of his rapier, 

And in that paper ſhall you know his mind. ; 

0:5. Here, chil meet him my friend, chil meet him. 

Lance. Meet him, you ſhall not meer the Ruffin, fie. 

Oli. Aud I do not meet him, chil give you leave to call 
Me Cut, where is't, ſircha? where is't? where is't ? 

Fath. The Letter (hows both tinic and place, 

And it you be a man, then keep your word. 

Lan. Sir, he ſhall not keep his word, he ſhall not meet. 

Fath. Whiy let him chooſe, he'll be the better known 
For a bale Raſcal, and reputed lo, 

Oli. Zicrah, vicrah : and *twere not an old fellow, and 
ſent after au errant, chid give thee ſomething, but chud be 
no mony : But hold thee , for I ſee thou art ſomewhat 
teſtorn, hold thee,there's vorty ſhillings,bring thy Maſter a 
veeld, chil give the vorty more, look thou bring him, chil 
mall him teil him ,chil mar his dancing treſſels,cnil uſe him, 
he was nere ſo uſed ſince his dam bound his head,chil make 
him for capering any more chy vor thee, 

Fath. You ſeem a man, ſtout and reſolute, 

And 1 will ſo report, what ere befall. 

Lance, And fall out ill, aſſure thy Maſter this, 
Ple make him fly the Land, or uſe him worſe. 

Fath. My Maſter, Sir, deſerves not this of you, 
And that you'll ſhortly find. 

Lan. Thy Maſter is an uathrift, you a knaye, 
And le attach you firſt, next clap him up : 

Or have him bound unto his good behaviour. 

Oliver, | wood you were a {prite if you do him any harm 
for this: And you do, chil nere ſee you,nor any of yours, 
while -chil have Eyes open : what do you think , chil be 
abaftelled up aud down the town for a meſlc], and a 
ſcoundrel, no chy bor you: zirrha chil come, zay no more, 
chil come tell kim, | 

Fath, Well, Sir, my Maſter deſerves not this of you, 
And that you?ll (hoitly find, [ Exit, 

Ols. No matter, he's an unthrift, 1 defie him, 

Lan. No, gentle Son, Ict me know ghe place. 

Oli. Now chye vor you. 

Lan, Let me fee the Note. 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zutch a trick. 

But if chee meet him, zo, if not, zo : chil make him know 
me, or Chil know why | ſhall not, chil vace the worſe. 

Lan. What will you then negle my Daughters love ? 
Venture your ſtate and hers, for a looſe brawl ? 

Oli, Why man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him 
too, and again ; and zo God be with you vather. 

What, man, we ſhall meet to marrow. CExi. 

Lan. Who would have thought he had bia ſo deſperate, 
Come forth my honeſt Servant Artichoak, 


Enter Attichoak. 


Arti. Now, what's the matter? ſome brawl toward, | 
warrant you, 
Lan. Go get me thy Sword bright ſcowred, thy buckler 


| 


the red lipped Luce. 


mended, O for thet kaeve,that villain Daffidili would have | 
{one good ſervice. But to thee, | | | 

Aris, |,this is the cricks of ail you Gentlemen, when yo! 
{tand in need of a good fellow. O for that Laſjari, © 
where is he? but it you be angry, and it be bot tor tlic 
wagging of a ſtraw, then out a doors with the knave, turn 
{he coat over his Ears, This is the humour of you al), 

Lan. O for that knave, that Iuſty Daffidil. 

Art:. Why there *tis now: our years wages and our 
vails will ſcarce pay for broken Swords and bucklers that 
weuſe ig our quarrels. But Ile not fight if Daffidz# be a 
cother ſide, that's flat. 

Lan. 'Tis no ſuch matter, man, get weapons ready, and 
be at London ere the break of day : watch near the lod- 
ging of the Devon-ſbire Youth, but be unſeen : and as he 
ors out, as he will go out, and that very early without 

oubr. 

Arts, What, would you have me draw upon hit, 

As he goes in the ſtreet ? 

Lance. Not for a world,man, into the fields. For to the 
held he goes,there to meet the deſperate Flowerdals : Take 
thou the part of Olzver my Son, for he ſhall be my Son, and 
marry Zuce : Do'ſt underſtand me, knave ? 

Arts, 1, Sir, | do underſtand you, but my young Miltris 
might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Daffidill. 

Lan. No more ; Daſfſidill is a knave. | 
That Daffdil is a moſt notorious knave. [ Exw. 


1 


= 
Enter Weathercock. 


Malter Weathercosk , you come in happy time, The de- 
ſperate Flowerdale hath writ a Chailenge : And who 
think you muſt anſwer it, but the Devor ſhire man, my 
Son Obver. 

Wea. Marry I am ſorry for it, good Sir Lancelot, 
But if you will be ruPd by me, we'll ſtay the fury. 

Lance. As how | pray ? 

Wea. Marry Ile tell you, by promiſing young Flowerdale 


Lan. Vie rather follow her unto her grave. 

Wes. I, Sir Lancelot, 1 would have thought fo too, but } 
you and I have been deceived in him, come read this Will, 
or Deed, or what youcall it, I know not : Come, come, 
your Spectacles I pray. | 

Lan. Nay | thank God, I ſee very well. | 

Wea. Marry God bleſs your Eyes, mine have beendim 
almoſt this thirty years. | 

Lance, Ha, what is this ? what is this? 

Wes. Nay there is true love indecd, he gave it to me but 
this very morn, and bad me keep it unſeen from any one, } 
good youth, to ſee how men may be deceived. 

Lan. Paſſion of me, what a wretch am I to hate this 
loving youth, he hath made me, together with my Zace he | 
loves ſodear, Executors of all his wealch. 

Wea. All, all, good man, he hath given you all. 

_ _ ſhips now ia the Straits, and home ward 
Two Lordſhips of two hundred pound a year : 

The one in Wales, the other in Gloſter- ſhire : 

-bts and accounts are thirty thouſand pound, 

Plate, Money, Jewels, ſixteen thouſand more, 
Two houſen furniſhed well in Cole-man ſtreet : 
Beſide whatſoever his Uncle leaves to him, 
Being of great demeans and wealth at Peckbam. | 

IVea, How like you this good Knight ? How like you 

this ? 

[.4n. | have done him wrong. 

But now Vile make amends, 
The Devonſbire man ſhall whiſtle for a wile, 
He macry Guce! Luce ſhall be Flowerdale's.« 

Wea. Why that is friendly ſaid, let's ride to London and 
prevent their match, by promiling your Daughter to that 
lovely Lad. x 

\_l * 


Lavre, 
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Lanc. We'll ride to London, or it ſhall not need, 
We?!l crols to Dedford ſtrand, and take a Boat : 
Where be theſe Knaves? what Artichoak,, what Fop ? 


Enter Artichoak. 


Art. Here be the very Knaves, but not the merry 
Knaves. 

Lanc. Here take my Cloak, Il] have a walk to 
Deaford. 


Bucklers for your defence. 

Lanc. Defence me no defence, let your Swords ruft, 
['Il have no fighting: I,” let blows alone, bid Dekia fee 
all things be in readineſs againſt che Wedding , we'll 
have ewoat once, and that will fave charges, Maſter Wea- 
thercock. 

eArt, Well we will do it, Sir. [Exennt. 
Enter Civet, Frank, and Dclia. 


 Gv. By my troth this is good Tuck, I thank God for 
this. Ia good ſooth | have even my hearts deſire : Siſter 
Delia, now | may boldly call you ſo, for your Father hath 
frank and freely given me his Daughter Franck. 

Fran. | by my troth, Tom, thou haſt my good will too, 
for | thank God I longed for a Husband, and would I 
might never ſtir, for one his name was Tom. 

Delia. Why, Siſter, now you have your wiſh. 

Civ. Ycu fay vefy true, Siſter Delia, and I prethee 
| call me nothing but Tom : and Ill call thee ſweet heart, 
and Frank.: will it not do well, Siſter Dela ? 

' Delia. It will do very well with both of you. 


Civ. No Franck, Vl have thee go like a Citizen 
In a garde& Gow?!, atid a Frenel- 4 

Fran. By my troth that will be excellent indeed. 

Delia. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eſtate, 
App#tel you your felf fike to your Father : 

And let her go like to your ancient Mother, 
He ſparing got his wealth, left it to you, | 
Brother take heed of Pride, ſome bids thrift adieu. 

Civ. So &s my Father ard my Mother went, that's a 
Jeſt mdeed, why fhe went in a frin « bmp. a ſingle 
Ruff, and a white _ And my Father in a Mocado 
Coat, a pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Catvis back. 

Delia. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours. 

Civ, My Eſtate, my Eſtate , 1 thank God, is forty 
pound a year in good Leaſes and Tenements,; beſides 
twenty mark a year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes 
to us all by inheritance. 

Delia, That may indeed, *tis very fitly plied, 

[ know not how it comes, bot 6 it falls ont 
That thoſe whoſe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 
And took no pleaſure but to gather wealth, 
Thinking of little ttiat they leave behind : 

For them they hope, will be of their like mind. 
But falls out contrary, forty years ſparing 

Is ſcarce three ſeven years ſpending, never caring 
What will enſue, whe all their Coin is gone, 
And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon : 
Ofc have I heard, that Pride and Riot kiſt, 

And then repentance cties, for had 1 wilt. 

Civ. You ſay well, Siſter Delia, you ſay well: but 1 
mean to live within my bounds : for look you; I have fer 
down my reſt thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this is all II do. 

Delia. And you'll do this with forty pound a year ? 

Civ. 1, and a berter penny, Siſter. 

Fran. Siſter; you forget that at Cuckolds Haven. 

Civ. By my troth well remembred, Franck, 


| PI give thee that to buy thee Pine, 


Delia. Keep you the reit for poiuts, alas the day, 


”  — 


cArd. Sir, we have been: fcouring of our Swords and | 


Fran.But Tom,muſt | go as I donow when | am marcied?'| 


| Ingage your reputation there is none, 


| Fools ſhall have wealth, though all the World ſay nay : 
Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ſtays for us. 

Czv, I, good Siſter, with all my heart. 

Fran. by my troth, Tem, for I have a good ſtomach, 

Gv, And I the like, ſweet Franck, no Sitter, 
Do not think I'IIl go beyond my bounds. 

Delia. God grant you may not. LExeunt, 
Enter young Flowerdale and bis Father, with 

foils in their hands, 


Flow. Sirrah Xi, tarry thou there , I have ſpied Sir 
Lancelot, and old Weathercock, coming this way, they are 
hard at hand, I will by no means be tpoken withal, 

Fath, I'll warrant yoo, go get you in. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock, 


Lanc. Now, my honeſt Friend, thou doſt belong to 
Maſter Flowerdale ? | 

Fath, I do, Sir. 

Lanc. Is he within, my good Fellow ? 

Fath, No, Sir, he is not within. 

Lanc. I prechee if he be within, let. me ſpeak with him. 

Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Maſter is within, but 
indeed would not be ſpoke withal : there be ſome terms 
rliat ſtands upon his reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any conference till he hath ſhook them off; 

Lanc. | prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lar- 


| celot Spurcock, intreats to ſpeak with him, 


Fath, By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the 
matter'between thy Maſter and the Devonſhire man, you 
do but beguile- your hopes, and loſe your labour. 

Lanc, Hoheſt Friend, I have not any ſuch thing to him, 
I come to ſptak With him about other matters, 

Fath. For' my Maſter, Sir, hath ſet down his reſolu- 
tion, either to cedeeni his honour, or lkave his life be 
| bind him, * 

Lanc. My Friend, I do not khow aftly quarrel touching 
'thy Maſter or ary other perſon, my buſineſs is of a diffe- 
rent nature to him, and I prithee ſo tell him, 

Fath. For howſoever the Devenſhire man is, 

My Maſters mind is bloudy : that's a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, intreaties are but vain : 

Lanc, 1 have no ſuch thing to him, 1 tell thee once 
again, | 

Fath. 1 will then ſo ſignifie to him. LExi Father. 

Lanc. A Sirrah, I ſee this matter is hotly carried. 

But I'll tabobr to diſſwade bim from ir. 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Good mortow Maſter Flowerdale. 
Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good mortow, Maſter Weathercock; 
By my troth, Gentlemen, 1 have been reading over 
Nick Machiavel, I find him ' 
Good to be known, not to be followed : 
A peſtilent humane Fellow, I have made 
Certain Annotations of him ſuch as they be : 
And how is't, Sir Lancelot ? ha? how is't ? 
A mad World, men cannot live quiet in it. 
Lanc, Maſter Flowerdale, | do underſtand there is ſome 
jar between the Devonſhire man and you, 
Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be, 
= Who Maſfer Obver and I? as good Friends as 
cani be. 
Lanc. It is a kind of ſafety in you to deny it, and a ge. 


| nerous ſilence, which too few are indued withal : But, Sir, 


ſuch a thing I hear, and I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 

Flow. No ſuch thing, Sir Lancelot, a my reputation, as 
| am an honeſt man. 

Lanc. Now | do believe you then, if you do 


Flow. 
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Flow. Nay I do not ingage my reputation there is not, 
You ſhall not bind me to any condition of hardneſs : 
But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
lf there be not,then there is not : be,or benot,all is one. 
Lance. | do perceive by this, that there is ſomething be 
tween you, andlam very fotry for it. 
Flow, You may vbedec-1v«©l, Sir Lancelot, the Italian 
Hath a pretty ſaying, Q»e//o ? | have forgot it too, 
"[is out of my head, buc in my tranſlation 
lfc hold thus, thou baſlt a friend,keep him;lIf a foe trip him. 
Lan. Come,l do ſee by this there is ſome what between 
Aud before God | could wiſh it otherwiſe. (you, 
Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be altercd : 
Sir Lancelot, 1 am to ride forth to morrow, 
That way which I muſt ride, no man muſt deny 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular man, 
Be denied common and general paſſage, If any one 
Saith, Flow:rds'e, thou paſlelt not this way : 
My anſwer is, | mult either on or returo, 
But return is not my word, | muſt on :; 
If 1 cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done the laſt for me, and there's the fine, 
Lan. Mr. Flowerdale, every man hath one tongue, 
And two Ears, nature in her building, 
ls a molt curious work-maſter, 
Flow, That is as much as to ſay, a man ſhould hear more 
Than he ſhould ſpeak. 
Lan, You fay true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time | will ſpeak. 
Flow, You lay well, 
Lan, Slanderts ace more common then troths Maſter 
Floweruale , but proof is the rule for both. 
Flaw. You fay tive, what do you call him 
Harh it there in his third canton ? 
Lan.\ have heard you have been wild : I have believ'd it. 
Flow. *Twas fit, *rwas neceſſary. 
Lance. But I have ſeen ſomewhat of late in you, 
That hath confirmed in me an opinion of 
Goodneſs toward you. 
Flow. I'Faith Sir, l am ſure never did you harm : 
Some good 1 have'done, either to you or yours, 
| am fure you know not, neither is it my will you ſhould, 
Lance. |, your Will, Sir. 
Flow. I my will, Sir : *sfoot do you know ought of my 
Begod and you do, Sir, 1 amabulſed, (Will, 
Lan. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know : 
And know you thus much out of my knowledge, 
That | truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She's yours. And if you like a marriage better _ 
Than a brawl, all quirks of reputation (et aſide, go with me 
preſently : And where you ſhould fight a bloody battle, 
you (hall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow. Nay but, Sir Lancelot ? 
Lan, If you will not imbrace my offer, yet allure your 
ſelf thus much, I will have order to hinder your encounter. 
Flow. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. | 
Laxce. Nay ſtand not you upon imputative honor, 
'Tis meerly unſound, unprofitable, and idle | 
Inferences : your buſineſs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
fore give me your preſent word todo it, Ile go and pro» 
vide the maid, therefore give me your preſent reſolution, 
either now or never, 
Flow. Will you ſo put me to it ? 
Luce, | a fore God, either take me now, or take me 
never, 
Elſe what 1 thought ſhould be our match, ſhall be our part- 
So ſare you well for ever. (10g, 
Flow, Stay : fall out, what may fall, my love 
ls above all : I will come. 
Lance, | expe you, and ſo fare you well. 
| [Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath, Now, Sir, how ſhall we do for wedding apparel ? 
Flow. By the Maſs that's true : now help Kit, 
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 


——_—_— —. 


| 


Fath. Well, no more, prepare yo for your Bride, 
We will not want for cloaths, what ſo ere betide. 
Flow. And thou ſhalt ſee,when once 1 have my Dower, 
[n micth we'll ſpend, 
Full many a merry hour : 
As for this werch, | not regard a pin, 
t 1s her golq mult bring my pleatures in. 
_ + ath, Is poſſible, tie hath his {cond living, 
Forf<king God, bimfelf to the Devil giving s 
JUL that I knew his Mother frm and c 
My heart would fay, my head ſhe had diſgrac't : 
<I{c would | fwear, be never was my Son, 
3ut her fair mind fo toul a deed did ſhun. 


Enter Uncle, 


Unc, How, now, Brother, how do you find your Son ? 
Fath. O Brother, heedleſs as a libertine, 

ven grown a Malter in the School of Vice, 

ne that doth nothing, but invent deceit : 

roi ailthe day he humoursup and down, 

How he the next day might deceive his friend, 

He thinks of nothing but the preſent time; 

For one groat ready down, he'll pay a ſhilling, 

But then the lender mult needs (tay for it 

When I was young, 1 had the ſcope of youth, 


Both wild, and wanton, careleſs and deſperate : 
But ſuch mad ſtrains, as he's poſſeſt wittal, 
[ thought it wonder for to dream upon. 
Une. Itold you fo, but you would not believe ir. 
Fath, Well | have found it, but one thing comforts me ; 
Brother, to morrow he's to be married 
To beauteous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurcocks Daughter. 
Unc. 1s. poſlible ? 
Fath. *Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him, 
This day, Brother, | will you ſball arreſt him : 
[f any thing will tame him, ir muſt be thar, 
For he is rank in miſchief, chained to a life, 
That will increaſe his ſhame, and kill his wife. 
UV:rc, What arreſt him on his wedding day ? 
That were unchriſtian, and an unhumane part : 
How many couple even for that very day, 
Have purchaſt teven years ſorrow afterward ? 
Fo:bear him then to day, do it tomorrow, 
Ai this day mingle not his joy with forrow, 
F.th. Brother, I'le have it done this very day, 
And in the view of all, as he comes from Church : 
D- but obſerve the courſe that he will cake, 
Upon my life he will forſwear the debt : 
And for Fel] have the ſumm ſhall not be flight, 
Say that he owes you near three thouſand pound : 
Good Brother,lct it be done immediately, 
Unc. Well, ſeeing you will have it fo, 
Brother Vle do'r, and ſtraight provide the Sheriff. 
Fath. So Brother, by this means ſhall we perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do: 
And how his wife doth ſtand affefted to him, 
Her love will then be tried to the uttermoſt :* 
And all the reſt of them. Brother, what 1 will do, 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. [Exit, 
Oli. Cham aſhured thick be the place, that the ſcoundrel 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, zo: if a come not, zo, 
And che war aviſe, he would make a Coyſtrel an us, 
Ched veſe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoylt him, and give it him tooand again, zo chud : 
Who been a there, Sir &trtbar, chil itay alice. 
Ar. I havedog'd the Devonſhire man into the field, 
For fear of any harm t%zt ſhould befal bim : 
| had an inckling of that yeſternighr, 
That Flowerdale and he ſhould meer this morning : 
Though of my Soul,Oliver fears him nor, 
Yet for I'd ſee fair p'ay on either fide, 
Made me to come, to ſee their valours tri'd. 


Good morrow to Maſter Olpwer. 
F f r A (8/6 | 
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| Oli, God and good morrow. 
Arth. What, Maſter Obver, are you angry ? 
Ob. Whetanic be, tyt an grieven you ? 
Arth. Not me at all, Sir, but I imagine 
By your being here thus armed, 
You ſtay for lom2 that you ſhonld fight withal. 
Oli. Why and he do , che would not dezire you to take 
his part. | 
Arth, No by my troth, | think you need it not, 
For he you look for, | think means not to come. : 
Oli. No, che war aſhure of that, ched aveſe him 
in another place. _ 


Enter Daſhdil. 


Daff. O, Sir eArthur, Maſter Olzver, aye me, 
Your Loye, and yours, and mine, ſweet Miltrefs Luce 
| This morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

| Arth. Marricd to Flowerdale | "tis impoſſible. 

Oli. Married, man ? che hope thou doſt but jeſt : 

| To makeana volowten merriment of it. 

Df. O 'tis to0 true, here comes his Uncle, 


| Enter Flowerdale, Sheriff, Officers. 
Unc. Good marrow, Sir Arthur , good morrow, Maſter 
 Oltver. 


Oli, God and good morn, Mr. Flowerdale, Ipray tellen 


|us, is your Scoundrel Kinſman married ? 


Ar. Ms. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is married 


| To Sir Lancelot's Daughter here. 
| Une, Sir eArthuy, unto her ? 


| 


Ol, 1, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick ? 


{ Why man, he wasa promiſe, chil chud a had her, 


| 


: 


| 
| 


| 


Is a zitch a vox; chill look to his water che vor him. 

Unc. The mualick plays; they are coming from the 
Church, | 
Sheriff, do your office : Fellows, ſtand ſtoutly tot. 


Enter all to the Wedding. 


Oli. God give you joy, as the old zaid Proverbis, and 
ſome zorrow among. You met us well, did you not ? 

Lance. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in me, 
[ have done all the wrong , kept him from coming to the 
ficld to you, as I might, Sir, for | am a Juſtice, and ſworn 
to keep the peace. 

Wea, I marry is he, Sir, a very Juſtice, and ſworn to 
keep the peace, you mult not dilturb the Weddings. 

Lan. Nay, never frown nor ſtorm, Sir, if you do, 
1'Il have an order taken for you. 

Oli, Well, well, chill be quiet. - 

Wee. Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who here is ? 
M. Flowerdale, 

Lance. M, Flowtrdale, welcome with all my heart. 

Flow. Uncle, this is ſhe i'faith : Maſter Under-ſheriff, 
Arreſt me ? At whoſe ſuit? Draw, XK. 

Unc, At'my Suit, Sir. 

Lan. Why, what's the matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 

Unc. This is the matter, Sir, this unthriſt here, 
Hath cozend you, and hath had of me, 
In ſeveral Summs three thouſand pound. 

Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 

Unc. Coulin, Couſin, you have Uncled me, 
And if you be not {teid, you'll prove 


A Cozener unto. all that know you. 

Lance. Why, Sic, ſuppoſe he be to you in debt 
Ten thouſand pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaſt three thouſand by the year. 

Unc, O, Sir, 1 was too late informed of that plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you : 


And form'd a Will, and ſent it to your good 
' Friend there, Maſter Weathercock_, in which was 


Eanc, Ha, hath he not tucl Lordſhips, 
Lands, and Ships ? 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 


Flow, My Uncle hue's mad, 
And diſpoſed to vo me wrong, 
But here's my man an houcſt Fellow 
By the Lord, and of good credit, knows all is true. 
Fath. Not I, Sir, I am too old to lic , 1 rather know 
You forg'd a Will, where every line you writ, 
You ſtudied where to quote your Lands might lie, 
Wea, And I prithee where be thy hoiucſt Friends ? 
Fath. Ifaith no where, Sir, for he hati none 2t 211. 
Wea. Benedicity, we are o*re-reach'd, I believe. 
Lanc, lam cozen'd, and my hopefu!Pſt Child undone. 
Flow. You ac not wzen'd, nor is ſhe undone, 
Tiicy lander ime, by this Light, they ſlander me : 
Look you, my Uacle here's an Uſurer, & would uaic me, 
Bat I'll ilan.l in Law, do you bat bail me, you ſhali do no 
more : 
You Brother Cover , and Maſter Weathercock,, do but 
Bayl me, and let me have my marriage money 
Paid me, and we'll ride down, 
And there your own Eyes ſhall ſee , 
How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 
You ſhall but bayl me, you ſhall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their bayl will ſerve. 
Unc. I, Sir, Pll ask no better bayl. 
" Lan. No, Sir, you ſhall not take my bay], nor his, 
Nor my Son C:vets, I'll not be cheated, 1, 
Sheriff, take your priſoner, TI] not deal with him : 
Let's Uncle make falſe Dice with his falſe bones, 
| will not haye todo with him : 
Mock'd, gulPd, and wrong'd, 
Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 
Thou ſhalt not live with him in Beggars Hell, 
Luc. He is my Husband, and high Heaven doth know, 
With what unwillingneſs I went to Church, 
But you enforced me, you compelled meto it: 
The holy Church-man pronounc'd theſe words but now, 
[ muſt not leave my Hnsband in diſtreſs : 
Now I mult comfort him, not go with you. 
Lan. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curſe forſake him ? 
Lu.This day you cauſed me on your curſe to take him: 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul oppreſs, 
God knows my heart doth bleed at his diltreſs, 
Lan. O Maſter Weathercock,, I muſt confeſs I forc'd her 
to this match. Led with opinion his falſe Will was true. 
Wea. Ah, he hath over-reached me too, 
Lan. She might have liv'd like Deha, ina happy Vir- 
gins ſtate, 
Delia, Father, be patient, ſorrow comes too late, 
Lance, And on her Knees ſhe begg'd and did intreat, 
If ſhe muſt needs taſte a ſad marriage lite, 
She cray'd to be Sir Arthar Greenſhmeld%s Wife. 
Arth. You have done her and me the greater wrong, 
Lanc, O take her yet. 
Arth, Not I. 
Lenc. Or, Maſter Obwver, accept my Child, and balf my 
wealth is yours. 
Oli, No, Sir, chill break no Laws. 
Luce, Never fear, ſhe will not trouble you. 
Delia. Yet, Siſter, in this paſſion do not run headlong 
to confuſion. You may aftect him, though not follow 
him. 
Frank. Do, Siſter, bang him, let him go. 
Wea. Do faith, Miſtreſs Lace, leave him. 
Luce, You are three groſs fools, let me alone, 
[ ſwear, Þ11 live with him in all moan. 
Ol;. But an he have his legs at liberty, 
Cham aveard he will never live with you. 
Arth, 1, but he is now in Huckſters la:idling for run. 
ning away. 


Nothing truc, but brags and lics, 


Lanc, Huſwife, you hear how you and | ara wrong'd, 
And 


» 


Lance. | pray tell us tive, be plain, young Flowerdale. 


! 


| 


| 
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Fran, How lay you to that, Tom ? 
I ſhall have a good deal, 
Beſides I'll bea good Wife, and a good Wife 
[s a good thing 1 can tell. 
xv. Peace, Franck, 1 would be ſorry to ſee thy Siſter 
Calt away, as | am a Gentleman, 

Lanc. What, are you yet reſolved ? 

Luce. Yes, | am reſolved. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This = I turn, go you unto your Fealt, 
And | to weep, that am with grief oppreſt. 

Lanc. For ever fly my ſight : come, Gentlemen, 
Ler's in, Ill help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my bleſſing talk not to her, 

Baſe Baggage, in ſuch haſte to Beggery ? 

Unc. Sheriff, take your Priſoner to your charge. 

Flow, Uncle, Be-gad you have us'd me very hardly, 
By my troth, upon my Wedding-Day. 


Exeunt all : Young Flowerdale, his Father, Uncle, 
Sheriff, and Officers. 


Luce, O, Maſter Flowerdale, but hear me ſpeak, 
Stay but a little while, good Maſter Sheriff, 
If not ſor him, for my ſake pitty him: 
Good Sir, ſtop not your Ears at my complaint, 
My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, ſhe kneels to you. 
Unc, Fair Maid, for you, 1 love you with my heart, 
And grieve, ſweet Soul, thy Fortune is ſo bad, 
That thou ſhould*lt match with ſuch a graceleſs Youth, 
Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 
Whom Hell bath mark'd to be the Son of ſhame. 
Luce, Impute his wildneſs, Sir, unto his youth, 
And think that now is the time he doth repent: 
Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
To impriſon him that nothing hath to pay ? 
And where novght is, the King doth loſe his due, 
O pitty him as God ſhall pitty you, 
Unc. Lady, I know his humours all too well, 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But miſery it ſelf to chain him with. 
Luce, Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free ? 
Unc, I, Virgia, that being anſwered, 1 have done. 
But to him thar is all as impoſlible, 
As I to ſcale the high Piramidies. 
Sheriff, take your Priſoner, Maiden, fare thee well. 
Luce. O go not yet, good Maſter Flowerdal: : 
Take my word for the Debt, my word, my Bond. 
Flow. 1, by God, Uncle, and my Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, 1 ne'ce ought nothing but I paid it z 
{ And I can work, alas, he can do nothing : 
{ | bave ſome Friends perhaps will pitty me, 
His Chiefeſt Friends do feck his miſery. 
All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, 
Shall be for you: O do not turn away : 
Me thinks within a Face ſo reverent, 
{ So well experienced in this tottering World, 


| Should have ſome feeling of a Maidens erief : 


For my ſake, his Fathers and your Brothers ſake, 
t, for yoar Souls ſake that doth hope for joy, 
Pitty my ſtate, do not two Souls deſtroy. 
Unc. Fair Maid, ſtand up, not in regard of him, 
But in pitty of thy hapleſs choice, 
| I do releaſe him : Maſter Sheriff, I thank you : 
And Officers, there is for you to drink. 
Here, Maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ; 
| And for 1 will be: ſure he ſhall not have it, 


—— 
—_— 


And if you will redreſs it yet you may : Here, Keſter, take it you, aad uſe it ſparingly, 

But if you ſtand on terms to follow him, Bat let not her have any want at all. 

Never come near my ſight, nor look on me, Dry your Eyes, Niece, do not too much lament 

Call me not Father, look not for a Groat, For him, whoſe Liſe hath been in riot ſpent : 

For all the Portion I will this day give It well he uſeth thee, he gets him Fricnds, 

Unto thy Siſter Frances. If ill, a ſhameful end on Kin depends. [Ex Uncle, 


Flow. A Plague go with you for an old Fornicator : 
Come, A, the money, come, honeft Xx. 

Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you ? give me the money, 
you old Raſcal, or I ſhall make you. 

Luce, Pray hold your hands, give it him honeſt Friend, 

Fath. If you be ſo content, withal my heart. 

Flow, Content, Sir, *sblood ſhe ſhall be content 
Whether ſhe will or no. A rattle-baby come to follow me ? 
Go, get you gone to the greaſy chuff your Father, 

Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 

Fath, Sic , ſhe hath forſook her Father, and all her 
Friends for you. 

Flow. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 

Fath, Yet part with ſomething to provide her Lodging. 

Flow, Yes, I mean to part with her and you, bur if 1 
part wich one Angel, hang me at a Poſt. Pl rather 
throw them at a caſt of Dice, as I have done a thouſand 
of their fellows. 

Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 

Thon hadſt a Father would have been aſhamed. 
Flow. My Father was an Aſs, an old Aſs. 
Fath. Thy Fatxer ? proud licentious Villaio : 
What are you at your foils? I'll foil with you. 
Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. 
Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 
I'd teach thee what it was to abuſe thy Father : 
Go hang, beg, ſtarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone, 
Thou mey'ſt after deſpair and hang thy ſelf. 

Luce, O do not Curſe him. 

Fath. | do notCurſe him,and to pray for him were vain, 
[t grieves me that he bears his Fathers name. 

Flow, Well, you old Raſcal, I ſhall meet with you : 
Sirrah, get you gone, I will not ſtrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becauſe you paid for it : 

But do not uſe my name, Sicrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Uſe my name, you were beſt, 

Fath. Pay me the twenty pound then that I lent you, 
Or give me ſecurity when | may have it. 

Flow. I'll pay thee not a penny, 

And for ſecurity, Pl give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow me, look you do not : 
[f you do, Beggar, I ſhall ſlit your noſe. 
Luce. Alas, what ſhall I do ? 
Flow. Why turn Whore, that's a good trade, 
And fo perhaps PII ſee thee now and then 
[Exi Flowerdafe. 

Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 

Fath. Sweet Miſtreſs, do not weep, I'll ſtick to you. 

Luce. Alas, my Friend, I know not what to do, 

My Father and my Friends, they have deſpiſed me : 
And I a wretched Maid, thus caſt away, 
Knows neither where to go, nor what to ſay. 

Fath. -It grieves me at the Soul, to ſee her tears 
Thus ſtain the Crimſon Roſes of her Cheeks : 

Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
| have a little living in this Town, 

The which I think comes to a hundred —_ 

All that and more ſhall be at your diſpole ; 

['ll ſtrait go help you to ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, 
And place you in a ſervice in this Town : 

Where you ſhall know all, yet your ſelf unknown : 
Come grieve no more, where no help can be had, 
Weep not for him, that is more worſe than bad, 
Lace. I thank you, Sir. 
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Enter Sir Lancelot, Maſter Weathercock and them. 


Oli, Well, cha a big zerved many a flottiſh trick, 


But ſuch a lerripoop as thick ych was ne'ce a larved. 


Lance, Son ( iv-t, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 


| | You ſee how | am prelled down with inward grief, 


Abour that luckleſs Girl, your Silter Luce. 
But *tis faln out with me, as with many familics belide, 
They are moſt ughappy, that are moſt beloved. 

Civ. Father, *tis ſo, *tis even faln our ſo, 
But what remedy ? ſet hand to your heart,and let it paſs, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and I, and we'll not ſay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty 
Children as eyer ſhe was: tho ſhe had the prick 
And praiſe for a pretty wench : But Father, done is 
The mouſe, you'll come ? 
Lance. I, Son Civer, Vie come. 
(rv, And you, Malter Oliver ? 
Oh. 1, for che a vext out this veaſt, chil ſee if a gag 
Make a better vealt there. 
Gv. And you, Sir Arthur ? 
Ar. 1, Sir, although my heart be full, 
I'le be a partner at your wedding feaſt. 
Civ. Aad welcom all indeed,and welcom,come, Fr axck, 
are you ready ? 
Fran. Jeſhue, how haſty theſe Husbands are, I pray, 
Father, pray to God to bleſs me. 
Lance. God bleſs thee, and | do : God make thee wiſe, 
ſend you both joy, 1 wiſh it with wet Eyes. 
Fran, Burt, Father, ſhall not my Siſter Dela go along 
with us ? She is excellent good at Cookery, and ſuch 
things. 
Lance, Yes marry ſhall ſhe : Delia, make you ready. 
Del. I am rcady, Sir, | will firſt go ta Greenwich, 
From thence to my Couſin Cheſterfield, and ſo to Lon- 
don. | 
Civ, It ſhall ſuffice, good Siſter Dela, it ſhall ſuffice, 
bur fail us not, good Siſter, give order to Cooks, and o0- 
thers, for I would not have my ſweet Frank to ſoil her 
fingers. 
Fran. No by my troth not I, a Gentlewoman, and a 
married Gentlewoman too, to be companion to Cooks, 
And Kitchin-boys, not I, 'Faith, I ſcorn that. 
Civ, Why, 1 do not mean thou ſhalt, ſweet heart, thou 
ſeeſt I donot go about it : well, farewel too : You Gods 
pitty Mr. Weathercock,, we ſhall have your company too ? 
Wea. Withal my heart, for 1 love good cheer. 
Civ. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank, 
Fra. God be with you, Father, God be with you, Sir 
Arthur, Naſter Oliver, and Maſter Weathercock, Siſter, 
God be with you all : God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. _ 
Wea. Why, bow now, Sir «Arthur, alla mort, Maſter 
Oliver, how now,man ? 
Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily ſay, 
Who can hold that will away. 
Lance. I, ſhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when theſe be ſclf-willed, Children mult ſmart. 
Ar. But, Sir, that ſhe is wronged, you arethe chiefeſt 
cauſe, therefore ?tis reaſon you redreſs her wrong. 
Wea. Indeed you muſt, Sir Lancelot, you muſt, 
Lance. Muſt? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock ? 
I hope I may do what I liſt, 
IWea. 1 grant you may, you may do what you liſt. 
Oli. Nay, but and you. be well eviſen, it were not good, 
By this vrampolneſs, and yrowardneſs, to calt away 


1 As prety a dowſlabel, as am chould chance to ſee 


In a ſummers day: chil tell you what chall do, 

Chil go ſpy up and down the Town, and fee it I 

Can hear any tale or tidings of her, 

And take her away from thick a meſſel, vor cham 
Aſhured, heel but bring her to the ſpoil, 

Aad fo var you well, we ſhall meet at your Son Civets. 


| 


| Lance, | thauk you, vir, 1 take it very kindly, 
Arti, To find her out, Vie ſpend my deareſt blood. 


[Exeunt both, 

So well I loved her, to affeft her good. 

Lance. O Maſter Weathercock,, 

What bap had I, to force my Daughter. 

From Maſter Olsver, and this good Knight , 

To one that hath no goodneſs in his thought? 

Wea, II] luck, but what remedy ? 
Lance, Yes, 1 havealmolt aeviſed a remedy, 

Young Flowerdale is ſhure a Priſoner. | 
Wea. Siure, nothing more ſhure, | 
Lance. And yet peri:aps his Unkle hath releaſed him, 
Wea. It may be very like, no doubt he hath, 

Lance, Well if he be in Prion, le have warrants 

To cache my Daughter till the law be tried, 

For I will ſhue him upon cozcnage., 

Wea. Marry may you, and overthrow him too. 
Lance. Nay that's not ſo; 1 may chance bc ſcoft, 
And ſentence paſt with him. 
Wea. Believe me, ſo he may, therefore take heed, 
Lance, Well howſoever, yet I will have warrants, 
In Pciſon, or at Liberty, all's one : 
You will help to ferve them, Maſter Weathercock ?. 
LExeunt omnes, 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flo, A plague of the Devil, the Devil take the dice, 
The dice, and the Devil, and his dam go together ; 
Of all my hundred golden angels, 
| have not left me one denier : 

A pox of come a five, what ſhall I do? 

| can borrow no more of my credit : 

There's not any of my acquaintance, man, nor boy, 
But I have borrowed more or leſs of : 

| would I knew where to take a good purſe, 

And goclear away, by this light Ple venture for it, 
Gods lid my Siſter Deha, 

Fle rob her, by this hand. 


Enter Delia «nd Artichoak. 


Delia. 1 prethee, Artichoak, go not ſo fall, 
The weather is hot, and I am ſomething weary. 
Art, Nay I warrant you,milſtreſs Deba,Þ'le not tire you 
With leading, we'll go anextream moderate pace. 

Flow. Stand, deliver your purſe. 
Art. QO Lord, thieves, thieves. CExi Artichoak. 
Flow. Come, come, your purſe, Lady, your purſe. 
Delia. That yoice 1 have heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a thief ? ; 
Flow. I, a plague on't, I thank your Father z 
But Siſter, come, your money, come : 
What the world muſt find me, I am born to live, 
*Tis not a ſin to ſteal, when none will give. 
Delia, O God, is all grace baniſht from thy heart, 
Think of the ſhame that doth attend this fact. 
Flow. Shame me no ſhames, come give me your purſe, 
Fle bind you, Siſter, leſt I fare the worſe. 
Delia. No, bind me not, bold, there is all I have, 
And would that money would redeem thy ſhame. 


Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, «nd Artichoak. 


Arti. Thieves, thieves, thieves. 

Oli. Thieves, where man ? why how now,miſtreſs Delia, 
Ha you a liked to been a robbed ? 

Delia. No, Maſter Olsver, *tis Maſter Flowerdale, he did 
but jeſt with me. 

Oliv. Haw, Flowerdale , that ſcoundrel? fircah , you 
meten us well, vang the that, 


' have a charge. 


Flow, Well, Sir, Vle not meddle with you, becauſe 1 


Delia. 
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Delia Here Brother Flowerdale, Vie lend you this ſame 
moaey. 
Flow. I thank you, Siſter, 
Oliv, 1 wad you were yſplit, and you let the mezel have 
a penny ; but ſince you cannot keep it,chil keep it my ſelf. 
Art. ”Tis pity to relieve him ia This ſort, 
Who makes a triumphant life bis daily ſport. 
Dalia. Brother, you ſee how all men cenſure you,. 
Farewel, and i pray God amend your life, 
Oliv.. Come.chil bring you along, and you ſafe enongh 
From twenty ſuch ſcoundrellsas tick an one is, 
Farewel and be hanged, Zyrcah, as [think ſo thou 
Wilt be ſhortly, come, Sir Arthur. 
[Exeunt all but Flowerdalc, 
Flow. A plague go with you tor a kacſie raſcal ; 
This Devonſhire man I think is made all of Pork, 
His hands made only for to heave up packs: 
His heart as fat and big as his face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant minds, 
As I to ſerve the Hoggs, and drink with Hinds, 
As 1 am very near now : well what remedy, 
When money, means, and friends, dogrow ſo ſmall, 
Then farewel life, and there's an end of all. 
[Exennt omnes. 


Enter Father, Luce kke a Dutch Frow, Civet, 
and his wife Miſtreſs Frances. 


Civ, By my troth God a mercy for this, good Chriſtopher, 
I thank thee for my maid, like her very well,how dolt chou 
like her, Frances ? 
Fran. In good ſadneſs, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She ſpeaks lo prertily, I pray what's your name? 
Luce, My name, forſooth, be called T amkyn. 
Fran. By my troth a fine name: O Tamiksr, you are ex- 
celleat for dreſſing ones head a new faſhion. 
Lace. Me fall do every ting about da head. 
Civ. What Country woman is ſhe, Keſter ? 
Fath, A Dutch woman, Sir. 
Civ. Why then ſhe is outlandiſh, is ſhe not? 
Fath. I, Sir, ſhe is. 
Fran, O then thou canſt tell how to help me to cheeks 
and Ears? 
Luce, Yes, miltreſs, very vell. 
Fath. Cheeks and ears, why, miſtreſs Frances, want you 
cheeks and ears? methiaks you have very fair ones. 
Fran. Thou art a Fool inded, - Tow, thou knoweſt what 
mean. 
Civ. I, I, Keſfter, *tis ſuch as they wear a their heads, 1 
prethee, Kt, have her in, and ſhew ber my houſe. 
Fath. 1 will, Sir, come T anikzn, 
Fran. O Tom, you have not bulſed me to day, Tom. 
Civ. No Frances, we muſt not kiſs afore folks, 
_ | God fave my Franck, 


Enter Delia, and Artichoak. 


See yonder, my Siſter Delia is come, welcome, good Siſter. 

Fran. Welcome, good Siſter, how do you like the tire 
of my head? 

Deba, Very well, Siſter. 

Cv. | am glad you're core, Siſter Delia, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here ſoon. 

Arti, 1, but if good luck had not ſerved, ſhe had 
Not been here now, filching Flower dale had like 
To pepper'd us, but for maſter Okver, we had been 

robbed, 

Delia. Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robbed ! by whom ? : 

- 40 Marry by none but by Flowerdale, he is turned 
thief. 

Crv. By my faith, but that is not well, but God be praiſed 
For your «ſcape, will you draw near, Siſter ? 

Fath. Sirrah, come hither, would Flowerdale, he that 


| was wy maſter, a robbed you, 1 prethee teil me true ? 


maſter, 


Arti, Yes i'Faith, even that Flowerdale, that was thy 


Fath. Hold tliee, there is a French Crown, and ſpeak 


no more of this. 


[nevery purſe Flowerdale takes, he is half; 
And gives me this to keep counſel, not a word [. 
Fath, \\/ny God a WViercy. 


Civ. How Jo youlike her, Siſter ? 
Del. 1 like your maid well. 


Arti. Nct 1,nct a word, now do | ſmell knavery : 


Fran, Siker, look her e, | have a new Dutch maid, 
And ſhe fpea%s ſo fine, it would do your heart good. 


Crv, Weil, deac Siſter, will you draw near, and give 


di: . tions for ſupper,gueſts will be here preſently, 


| Hark you, Dutch Frow,a word. . 
Luce, Vat is your viil wit me? 
Del. Sitter Luce, 'tis not your broken language, 
Nor this fame habit, can diſguiſe your face 
From 1 that know you, pray tell me, what meanst 
Lace. Silter, I ſee you know me, yet be ſecret : 
This borrowed ſhape that I have tane upon me, 
[s but to keep my ſelf a ſpace unknown, 
Both from my Father, and my neareſt friends : 
| Uatil I ſee how time will bring to pals, 
The deſperate courſe of Malter Flowerdale. 


Del. Yes, Brotaer, lead tne way, I'le follow you. - 
[ Exeunt all bur Deiia and Luce. 


his? 


Del. O he is worſe than bad, | prithee leave him, 


And let not once thy heart to think on bim. - 


Imagire yet, that he is worſe than aought : 

Yet one lovers time may all that ill undo, 

That «!l his former life did ron into. 

Therefore, kind Siſter, do not dilcloſe my eſtate, 
lf e'r2 bis heart doth turn, ?tis ne*re too hate. 


Ple not diſcloſe you, that art wilful blind. 


Enter Flowerdale Solas. 


Flow, On goes he that knows noend of his jon 
| | have paſled the very utmoſt bouads of ſhifting, 
{ have nocourſe now but to hang my ſelf : 

| have lived fince yeſterday two a clock, of a 
Spice-cake I had at a burial : and for drink, 

| got it at an Ale-houſe among Porters, ſuch as 
Will bear out a man, if he have no mony indeed. 
[ mean out of their companies, for they are men 
Of good carriage. Who comes here ? 


Pie try if they'll lend me any. 
Enter Dick and Rafe. 
What Mr. Richard, how do you ? 


Lace, Do not perſwade me once to ſuch a thought, 


D-/. Well, ſeeing no counſel can remove your mind, 


Luce Delis. | thank you, I now muſtpleaſe her Eyes, 
| My Sitter Frances, neither fair nor wile. CExennt, 


The two Cony-catchers, that won all my mony of me, 


How do*ſt thou, Rafe ? By God, gentlemen, the world 


Grows bare with me, will you do as mnch as tend 
Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other day. 


Rafe. How, an Angel ? God damn us if we loſt not every | 


Penny within an hour afterthou wert gone. 


['le pay you again, as lam a Gentleman, 


Flo. | prithee lend me ſo mnch as will pay for my ſupper; 


Rafe, VFaith, we have nota farthing, nota mite ; 


| wonder at it, Mr. Flowerdale, 

You will ſo careleſly undo your ſelf: 

Why you will loſe more money in an hour, 
Chan any honeſt man ſpends in a year 3 
For-ſhame betake you to ſame honeſt Trade, 


Flow. A Vagabond indeed, more villains you : 


_— _— CT I 
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And live not thus {o like a Vagabond. [. Exemnt both. 


They| 
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They gave me counſel that firſt cozen'd me : 
Thoſe Devils firſt brought me to this | am, 
And being thus, the firlt that do me wrong, 
Well, yet | have one Friend left in ſtore. 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrice, 
One that | firſt pur in a Sattin gown, 

And not a tooth that dwells within her head, 
But ſtands me at the leaſt in ewenty pound : 
Her will | viſit now my Coyno is gone, 

And as I take-ic here dwells the Gentlewoman, 
What ho, is Miſtris Apricock within ? 


Enter Ruffin, 


Ruff. What ſawcy Raſcal is that which knocks ſo bold, 
O, is.it you, old ſpend.thrifr ? are you here ? 
One that js turned Cozener about the town : 
My Miſtris ſaw you, and ſends this word by me, 
Either de packing quickly from the door, 
Or you ſhall have ſuch a greeting ſent you ſtraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beſt be gone. 
Flow. Why ſo, this is as it ſhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ſerved by a vile painted whore. 
Well, ſince thy damned ccew do fo abuſe thee, 
Ple try of honeſt men, how they will uſe me. 


Enter an ancient Citizen. 


Sir, I beſzech you to take compaſſion of a man ; 
One whoſe Fortunes have been better than at this inſtant 


-| they ſeemto be : bur if | might crave of you ſo much little 


portion, as would bring me to my friends, I would reſt 

chankful, until 1 had requited fo great a curteſie. 
Citiz. Fie, fie, young man, this courſe is very bad, 

Too many ſuch have we about this City ; 

Yet for I haye-not ſeea you in this ſort, 

Nor noted you to be a common beggar, 

Hold, there's an Angel to bear your charges 

Down, go to your friends, do not on this depend, 

Such bad beginnings oft have worſer ends. TE-:t Cit, 
Flow, Worſer ends: nay, if it fall out 

No worſe than in old Angels I care not, 

Nay, now I have had ſuch a fortunate beginning, 

[le not let a fix-penny purſe eſcape me : 

By the Maſs, here comes another, 


Enter a Citizens wife with a Torch before her. 


{ God bleſs you, fair Miſtris. 


Now would it pleaſe you, Gentlewoman, to look into the 
wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
not but God will treble reſtore it back again, one that 
never before this time demanded penny, balf-penny, nor 
farthing. | 

Citi. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my trotha very pro- 
per man, and*'tis great pity : hold, my friend, there's all 
the money I have about me, a couple a ſhillings, and God 
bleſs thee. 

Flow. Now God thank you, ſweet Lady : if you have 


poor Gentleman as your friend, I am yours to command in 
all ſecret ſervice. 

Citi. Wife, | thank you, good friend, I prithee let me ſee 
that again I gave thee, there is one of them a braſs ſhilling, 
give me them, and here is half a Crowa in gold. 

| L He gives it her. 
Now out upon thee, Raſcal, ſecret ſervice : what doſt thou 
make of me? it were a good deed to have thee whipt : 
now | have my money again, Ile ſee thee hanged before 1 


give thee a penny : ſecret ſervice : on,good Alexander. 


[Exeunt both. 
Flow. This is villainous luck, I perceive diſhoneſty 
Wall not thrive: here comes more, God forgive me, 
Sir Arthur, and Mr. Oliver, aforegod, Ile ſpeak to them, 
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any Friend , or Garden-houſe, where you may imploy a | 


God ſave you, Sir Arthur : God fave you, Mr. Oliver. 

Ok. Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
ſelf to your togls, Coyſtrel ? 

Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, Fle not fight with yon, 

Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
It was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelor's Daughter : 
By God [ never meantyou harm, 

Oli, And whore is the Gentlewoman thy wife, Mezel? 
Whore is ſhe, Zirrah, ha ? 

Flow. By my troth, Mr. Olver, ſick, very ſick ; 

And God is my Judge, 1 know not what means to make 
for her, good Gentlewoman. 

Oli, Teli me true, is ſhe ſick ? tell me true itch *viſe thee, 

Flow. Yes Faith, I tell you true : Mr. Okver,if you would 
do me the ſmall kindneſs, but to lend me fortyſhiltings : So 
God help me,l will pay you ſo ſoon as my ability ſhall make 
me able, as lam a Gentleman. 

Ols, Well thou zaiſt thy wife is zick : hold. there's vor- 
ty ſhillings, give it to thy wife, look thou give it her, or | 
ſhall zo veze thee,thou wert not zo vezed this zevyen year, 
look to it. 

eArth, I faith, Mr. Obver, it is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 

Oli, Well, would che could yvind it. 

Flow. | tell you true, Sir Arthur, as I ama gentleman. 

Oli, Well, farewel zirrah : come, Sir eArthur, 

[Exeun both. 

Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent. 

Five golden Angels compalt in an hour, 
If this trade hold, Ple never ſeek a new. 
Welcom, ſweet gold, and beggery adieyu. 


Enter Uncle and Father. 


Unc, See, Kefter, if you can find the Houſe. 

Flow, Who's here, my Uncle, and my man Keſter ? 
By the Maſs *tis they. 

How do you, Uncle, how do'ſt thou, XKeſter ? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muſt needs lend 

Me ſome money, the poor Gentlewoman 
My wife, ſo God help me, is very ſick, 

| was rob'd of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone. 

Une, 1,they are gone-indeed, come, Keſter, away. 

Flow, Nay, Uncle, do you hear ? good Uncle. 

Unc. Out Hypocrite, 1 will not hear thee ſpeak, 
Come, leave him, Keſeer. 

Flow. Keſter, honeſt Keſter. 

Fath, Sir, | have nought to ſay to you, . 
Open the door to my kin, thou had'ſt beſt 
Lockt faſt, for there's a falſe knave without. 

Flow. You are an old lying Raſcal, 

So you are. [Exennt both, 
Emer Luce. 


Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, yonker ? 

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow, they ſay they are 
calPd Kind, by this light Ple try her, 

Luce. Vat be you, yonker, why do you not ſpeak ? 

Flow. By my troth, ſweet heart, a poor Gentleman that 


would deſire of you, if it ſtand with your liking, the bounty | 


of your purſe, 
Enter Father. 


Luce. O here Gad, ſo young an Armine. 

Flow. Armine, ſweet-heart, I know not what you mear 
by that, but I am almoſt a beggar. 

Luce. Are you not a married man, vere been your Vite ? 
Here is all I have, take dis. 

Flow. What gold, young Frow ? this is brave. 

Fath. If he have any grace, he'll now repent. 

Luce. Why ſpeak you nat, vere be your vite ? ; 

Flow. 
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Flow. Dead, dead, ſhe's dead, *ris ſac hath undone me ? | 
Spent me all | had, and kept Raſcals under my Nole to 
brave me, 

Luce. Did you uſe her vell ? 

Flow, Uſe her, there's never a Gentlewoman in Eng- 
land could be better uled than I did her; 1 could but 
Coach her; her Diet ſtood me in forty pound a month, 
bur ſhe is dead and in her Grave, my cares are buried. 
Lwce. Indeed dat vas not ſcone. 

Fath, He is turned more Devil than he was belare. 
Flow. Thou do'lt belong to Maſter Civer here, Gott 
thou not ? | 
Luce. Yes, rae do. | 
Flow. Why there's it, there's not a handful of Platc 
But belongs tame, Gad's my Judge ; 

If I had ſuch a Wegcnh as thou art, 

There's never & man in Exglard would make more 

Of her, than 1 would dg, to [ac had any ſtock. 


[They call within, 
O why Tanks. 
Luce, Stay, ue doth call, I ſhall come by and by 
again. 


Flow, By this hand,this Dutch wench is in love with me, 
Were it not admiral to make her ſteal 
All Civer's Plate, and run away, 

Fath, 'Twere beaſtly. O Maſter Flowerdale, 

Have you no fear of God, nor Conſcience': 

What do you mean, by this vile courſe you take ? 
Flow. \What do | mean? why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath. To live in this fort, fic upon the courſe, 

You Life doth 'yow, you are a very Coward. 

Flow. A Coward, I pray in what? 

Fath., \Why you wul borrow ſix-pence of a Boy. 

Flow. *S nails, is there ſuch a Cowardice in that? 1 
dare borrow it of a Man, I, and of the talleſt Man in 
£nzla'd, if he will lend it me: Let me borrow it how 1 
ca, and let them come by it how they dare, And it 1s 
well known, I might ride out a hundred times if I would, | 
{0 | might. 

Fath. It was not want of will, but Cowardice, 
There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: 
And what is that but only ſtealth in you ? 

Delia might hang you now, did not her heart 
Take pitty of you for ber Siſters ſake. 

Go get you hence, leſt lingering here you (tay, 
You fall into theic hands you look not for. 

Flow, 1'I1 tarry here, - till the Dutch Frow 
Comes, ifall the Devils ia Hell were here. CExic Father. | 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Maſter Weathercock, 
and Artichoak, 


Lanc, Where is the .Door ? are we not paſt it, Arti- 
choal: ? ' 
Art, By tl Maſs here's one, 
I'/l ask him, do you hear, Sir ? 
What, are you ſo proud ? do you hear, which is the way 
| To Maſter Civer's Hauſe ? what, will you not ſpeak ? 
O me, this is filching Flowerdale. 
Lanc. O wonderful, is this lew 4 Villain here ? 
7 you cheating Rogue, you Cut-Purle, Cony-Carcher, 
What Ditch, you Villain, is my Daughters Grave ? 
A cozening Raſcal, that muſt make a-Will, 
Take on him that ſtrift habic, very that : 
when he ſhould turn to Angel, a dying grace, 
['!] Father-in Law you, Sir, I'll make a Will: 
»peak, Villain, where's my Daughter ? 
oyfoned, I warrant you, or knocked a the Head: 
\::! to abofe good Maſter Weathercock, with 
{tis forged Will, and Maſter Weathercock , 
To marc my grounded refolution, 
Th:n to abuſe the Devonſhire Gentleman : 


< 


30, 2way with him to Priſon. 


=O OE 


Flow. Wherefore to Priſon? Sir, 1 will not go. 


Enter «Maſter Civet, hu Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, 


Father, Uncle, and Delia. 


Lanc, O here's his Uncle, 
Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome all : 
Such a Cozener, Genticmen, a Murderer tog 
For any thing | know, my Daughter is miſſing, 
Hath been looked for, cannot be foand, a vild opon 


thee, 


Vc. He is my Kinſman, although his life be vile, 


Therefore, in Gods name, do with him what you W 
Lanc, Marry to Pritan. 


Flow. Wherelure to Frifan, fnict:.vp? 1 owe you no- 


thing. 


Larc. Rring forth my Daughter thea, away with him 
Flaw, Ga icek your Daughter, what do you lay to my 


charge ? 
Lanc. Suſpition of mucder, go, away with him, 


Flaw. Murder your Dogs, 1 murder your Daughter ? 


Come, Uncle, I know you'll Bail me, 
Unc, Not I, were there no more, 

Chan I the Jaylor, thou the Priſoner, 
Lanc, Go, away with him, 


Enter Luce like a Frow, 


Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de Mag ? 
Vat ha de yonker done ? 

Wea, Woman, It hath kilPd his Wife. 

Lace. His Wiſe, dat is not good, dat is not ſeen. 


Lenc. Hang not upon him, Huſwife, if you do I'll lay 


you by him. 


Luce. Have me no, and or way do you have him, 


He tell me Cat he love me heartily, 


Fran. Lead away my Maid to Priſon, why, Tom, will 


you ſuffer that ? 


Civ. No, by your leave, Father, ſhe is no Vagrant : 


She is my Wives Chamber-maid, and as true as the 
Skin between any mans Brows here, 
Lanc. Goto, you'r bath Faols ; 
Son Civet, of my Life this is a Plot, 
Some ſtragling counterfeit profer'd to you : 
No doubt te rob you of your Plate and Jewels : 
1'll have you Icd away to Priſon, Trull. 
Luce, | am no Trull, acither Outlandiſh Frow, 
No: !:e, nor | ſhall to the Priſon go : 
Know you me now ? nay never ſtand amazed, 
Father, I know | have offended you, 
And though that duty wills me bend my Knees 
To you in duty and obedience ; 
Yet this wayes do I turn, and to him yield 
My love, my duty, and my humbleneſs. 
Lanc. Baltard iu nature, kneel to fuch a Slave ? 
Luce. O Malter Flowerdale, if too much grief 
Have not ſtopt up the Organs of your Voice, 
Then ſpeak to lier that is thy faithful Wie, 
Or doch contempt of me thus tie thy tongue : 
Turn not away, [ am no E&rhiop, 
No wanton Creſſed, nor @ Changing Helkn + 
But rather one made wretched by thy lols. 
What turn'ſt thou ſtill from me ?.O then 
[gueſs the wofull'ſt _— hapleſs men. 
Flaw. 1 am indeed, Wile 
Thy Chaſtity and Vertue hath infuſed 
Another Soul in me, red with defame, 
For in my bluſhing Cheeks is ſeen my ſhame, 


, wonder among Wives ! 


Lane. Out Hypacrite, 1 charge thee truſt him not. 


Luce. Not truſt him, by the hopes after bliſs, 
| know no ſorrow can be compar*'d to his, 


Lanc. Well, ſince thou wert ardaia'd ty Beggery, 


Follow thy Fortune, 1 dety thee 


Oli. Ywood che were ſo well ydouſſe] as was ever white 


Clock in tecking mill, an che hg not made me wecp. 
F.uth, 1t he hath any grace he*ll now repent. 


| ———_ 


Arth. 
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Arth. Ic moves my heart. 

Wea. By my troth | muſt weep, I cannot chooſe. 

Unc. None but a beaſt would tuch a maid miſuſe. 

Flow. Content thy ſelf, I hope to win his favour, 

And to redeem my reputation lolt:: 
And, Gentlemen, believe me, | befcech you, 
| hope your Eyes ſhall behold ſuch change, 
As ſhall deceive your expectation. 
Ol. 1 would che were ſplit now, butche believe him, 
Lanc, How, believe him. 
Wea. By the Matkins, I do. 

Lan. What do you think that e're he will have grace ? 

Wea, By my Faith-it will go hard. 

Ol;, Well,che vor ye he is changed : and, Mr.Flowerdale, 
i hope you been fo, hold there's vorty pound toward your 
Zetting up : what be not aſhamed, vang it man, vang it, be 
a good Husband, Joven to your Wife: and you ſhall not 
want for vorty more, | che vor thee. 
eArth. My means are little, but if you'll follow me, 
[ will inſtru@t you in my ableſt power : 
But to your Wite | give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your life. 

Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthur : Mr. Olzver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown ſo kind, 
Binds me in,all endeavour to reſtore, 

Ol;, Wiar, reſtore m®no reſtorings, man, 
[ have vorty pound more here, vang t : 
Zouth chil devie i. odor elſe : what, do not think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ? 
che have an hundred pound more to pace of any good 
ipotation : I hope your under and your Uncle will vollow 
my zZamples. 
Unc. You have gueſt right of me, if he leave off this 
courſe of life, he ſhall be mine Heir. 

Lan. But he ſhall never get a.groat of me ; 

A Corzener, a Deceiver, one that kill'd his painful 

Father, honeſt Gentleman, that paſſed the fearful 

Danger of the Sea, to get him living and maintain him 

brave, 

Wea. What hath he killd his Father ? 

Lance. |, Sir, with conceit of his vile courſes. 

Fath. Sir, youare, miſinſormed. 

Lan. Why, thou old knave, thou told'ſt me ſotby ſelf. 

Fath. I wrong'd him then : 

And toward my Maſter's Stock, 

There's twenty Nobles for to make amends. 

Flow. No Keſter, 1 have troubled thee, and wrong'd 
thee more, 

What thou in love gives, I in love reſtgre. 

Fran. Ha, ha, Siſter, thereyou plaid bo-Je-p with 

Tom, what ſhall | give her toward houſhold ? 


| Siſter Dela, ſhall | give her my Fan ? 


Del. You were beſt ask your Husband. 

Fra, Shall I, Tom ? 

(iv, I, do, Frank, Ile buy thee a new one, with a longer 

handle; 

Fran. A rullet one, Tom, 

Civ, I with ruſſet Feathers, 

Fran. Here, Siſter, there's my Fan toward houſhold, to 
keep you warm, | 

Luce. I thank you, Siſter, 

Weath. Why this is well, and toward fair Laces Stock, 
here's forty fillings: and forty good ſhillings more , 
Ple give her, marry. Come Sir Lancelot , I mult have 
you Friends. 

Lance. Not I, all this is counterfeit, 

He will conſume it, were it a Million. 


| 


| For he that's once cured of that maladie, 


i _— 


Fath, Sir. what is your Daughters dower worth ? 

Lance. Had lhe been married to ar honeſt man, 
it had been better than a thouſand pound. 

Fath. Pay it him, and Fle give you my bond, 

To make her joynture better worth thaa three, 

Lanc. Your bond, Sir | why what are you ? 

Fath. One whoſe word in London though 1 ſay ir, 
Will paſs there for as much as yours. 

Lan. Wert not thou late that unthrifts ſerving-man ? 

Fath. Look on me b-<tter, now my ſcar is off; 

Nere muſe man at this mec«morpaolie, 

Lance, Malter Flowerdale. 

Flow. My Father, O 1 ſhame to look on him. 
Pardon, dear Father, the follies that are palt. 

Fath, Son, Son, | do, and joy at this thy change, 

And applaud thy Fortuae in this vertuous Maid, 
Whom Heaven hath ſent to thee to ſave thy Soul. 
Luce. This addeth joy to joy, high Heaven be prais'd, 
Weat. Mr. Flowerdale, welcom from Death, good Mr, 
Flowerdale, 
'T was ſaid fo here, *twas ſaid ſo here good Faith. - 

Fath, | caus'd that rumour to be ſpread my elf, 
Becauſe I'd ſee the humours of my Son, 
Which to relate the circumſtance is needleſs : 

And Sirrah, ſceyou run no more in to that ſame diſeaſe : 


Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkenneſs, and Pride, 
And falls again into the like diltreſs, 
That fever isdeadly, doth till Death endure : 
Such men die mad as of a Calenture, 
Flow. Heaven helping me, Ile hate the courſe as Hell. 
Unc. Say it, and do it Couſin, all is well. 
Lan. Well, beirg in hope you'll prove an honeſt man, 
| take you to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Welcom with all my heart; I fee your care 
Hath brought theſe afts to this concluſion, 
And lam gladof it, comelet's in and feat. 
Oli. Nay zZoft you a while, you promiſed to make 
Sir eArthxr and me amends, here is your wiſcſt 
Davghter, ſee which an's ſhe'll have. 
Lan, A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers. 
Ols. How ſay you then Damſz], tyters hate ? 
Deli, I, Sir, am yours. 
Oli, Why, then ſend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Diſpatched in a trice, ſo chil. 
Del, Pardon me, Sir, I mean I am yours, 
In Love, in Duty, and affeQion. 
But not to love as Wife, ſhall nere be ſaid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
Arth, Do not condemn your ſelf for ever, 
Vertuous fair, you were born to love. 
Oliver. Why you ſay true, Sir Arthar, ſhe was ybore 
to it, 
So well as her Mother : but I pray you ſhew us 
Some zamples or reaſons why you will not marry ? 
Del. No that | do condemn a married life, 
For *tis no doubt a ſantimonions thing: 
But for the care and croſſes of a Wife, ; 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My vow is in Heaven in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands howſoever good, I will have none. 
Otis, Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, ; 
Che zet nota vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet not a vig | 
By me : Come, ſhall's go to dinner ? 
Fath, Tomorrow I crave your companies in Mark-lane : 
To night we'll frolick in Mr,Gver's Houle, 
And to each health drink down a full Carouſe 
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Toung Thomas Cromwell his Sor. 
e, Will 2»d4 Tom, o/d Cromwell's Servants. 
Earl of Bedford and his Hoſt. | 
Dwkes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Sir Chriſtopher Hales. 
Cardinal Wolſay. 
S$ir Thomas Moor. 
Gardiner a__ of Wincheſter. 
Sir Ralph Sadler. 
Maſter Bouſer a Merchant. 
Baniſter, 4 broken-Merchant and his Wife. 


05 D Cromwell, « Blackſmith of Putney. 
Hodg 


The AQors Names. 
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Bagot, 4 crel covetous Broker, 

Friskiball, « Florentine Merchant. 

The Governoars of the Engliſh Hoxſe at Antwerp. 
States and Officers of' Bononia. 

Goodman Seely and. his Wife Joan. 

Chorus. 


A Poſt. 
Meſſengers. 
Ulbers and Servants. 


Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Two Citizens. 


Two Merchants. 


_— I 


Enter three Smuths, Hodge, and two other, 
old Cromwell $ Mens 


Hoage. me, Maſters, I think it be paſt five a 
Clock, Is it. not time we were at work ? 
My old' Maſter hell be ſtirring anon. 

1, | cannot.tell whether my old Maſter 
will be ſtirring or no: butl amſirelcan hardly take my 
Afternoons nap, for niy youtig Maſter Thomas, he ' keeps 
ſuch a quile in his ſtudy, with the Sun, and the Moon, 
and the ſeven Stars, that I do verily think he'll read out 
his Wits. 

Hodge. He $kill of the Stars ? 
There's Goodman Car of Fulham 
He that carried us to the ſtrong Ale,where Goody Trundel 
Had her Maid got with Child : O, he knows the Stars, 
Hell tickle you Charles's Wain in nitie degrees: 
That ſame man will tell Goody Trundel 
When her Ale ſhall miſcarry, only by the Stars. 
2, I, that'sa great Virtue indeed, I think Thom.es 
Be no Body in compariſon to him. 
i. Well, Maſters, come, ſhall we to our Hammers ? 


— ——— 
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Hodge. |, content; firſt let's take our Mornings 
Draught, and theryto work roundly. 


2:5 agreed, go in, Hodge. 


Enter youne Cromwell. 


DExeunt omnes. 


Crom. Good Morrow, Morn, I do ſalute thy brightneſs, 
The night ſeems tedions to my troubled Soul ; | 
Whoſe black obſcurity binds in my miad 
A thouſand ſundry cogitations:: 

And now efwrora with @ lively die, 

Adds comfort to my ſpirit that mounts on high, 

Too high indeed, my ſtate being ſo mean : 

My ſtudy like a mineral of Gold, 

Makes my heart proud, wherein my hope's inroll'd; 

My Books are all the wealth I do poſſes, 

And unto them I have ingag'd my heatt ; 

0, Learning, how divine thou ſeem'ſt to me ! 

Within whole Arms is all felicity, 

Peace with your Hammers, l:ave your knocking there, 
[Here within they muft beat with ther Hammers. 

You do dilturb my ſtudy and my reſt ; 


| 


Leave off, | ſay, you mad'me with the noiſe, 
Enter 


"_ — 
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The Life and Death 


Enter Hodge, ard the two Men. 


Hodge. Why, how now, Maſter Thomas, how now ; 
Will you not let ns work for you ? 

Crom. You fret my heart, with making of this noiſe. 

Holze, How, fret your heart ? I but, Thomas, you'll 
Fret your Fathers Purſe if you lett us from working. 

2, þ this*tis for him to-make him a Gentleman : 
Shall we 


Entey old Cromwell. 


Old Crom. You idle Knaves, 

What are- you, loygiing now ? 

No ammc's Flt, and my | 

What, not a Heat among your work to day ? | 
Hodoe, Mafty, Sir, your Soft Thomas will not-let us 

work at all. 

Old Crem. Why Knavel ſay, 

Have 1 thus cark*d and car'd, 

And allto keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doſt thou lett my Servants at their work ; 


& 


wrk todo? 


F 


-{ That ſweat for thee; Knave ? laljouethus for thee ? 


Crom,. Father, their HammersYoeffehd my Study.. . 
Old Crom. Out of myDoors, Knave, if thou lik'ſt it not : 
[ cry you mercy, are your Ears ſo fine ? 
tretfrhee, Knave;-rheſe ger when Ido fleep ; 
| will not have my Anvil ſtand for thee, 
Crom, There's money, Father, I will pay your men. 
[ He throws Money among ther. 

Ola Crom, Have I thus brought thee up unto my colt, 
[n hope that one day thon would'ſt relieve my Age, 
And art thou now ſo laviſh of thy Coin, 
To ſcatter it REI bas 

' Crom. Father, be patient, and content your Icli, 
The time will ol ſhall hold gold 5 as tralh Er: 
And here I ſpeak with a prefaging Soul, 
To build a Palace where 'now this Cottage ſtands, 
As fine as is King Henry's Houſe at Sheer. 
Old Crom, You build a Houſe ? 
You Knave, you'll be a Beggar z 
Now aforc God all is but caſt away. 
That js beſtowed upon this thriftleſs Lad, 
Well, had 1 bound him to ſome honeſt Trade, 
This had not been; but it was his Mother?s doing, 
To fend him to the Univerſity : - .. 1 
How? build a Houſe where now this Cottage ſtands, 
As fair as that at Shzen ? he ſhattnor hear me, 
A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank, Tow, 
Well ſaid Tow, Grammarcies Tom - 
In to your work, Knaves; hence ſaucy Boy. 

det [Exernt all but young Cromwell. 

Crom, Why ſhould my Birth 

Keep down my mounting ſpirit? _ 
Are not all Creatures ſubje& unto time ? 


-| To time, who doth abuſe the World, 


And fills it full of hodge-podge Baſtardy ; 
There's Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 
That their original did ſpring from Kings, 

And many Monarchs now, whoſe Fathers were 
Therif-raff of their Age ; for time and fortune 


| Wears out a noble train to Beggery 3 


And from the Dunghill minions do advance 
To ſtate » and mark, in this admiring World 


-This is but courſe, - which in the name of Fate 


Is ſeen as ofren as it whirls about : 

The River Thames that by our Door doth paſs, 
His firſt beginning is but ſmall and ſhallow, 
Yet keeping on his courſe grows to a Sea. 

Aud likewiſe Wolſey, the wonder of our Age, 
His Birth as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ; 
Now who withia this Land a greater man ? 


leave work fo your muſing ? that's well.i*faith ; 
{| But here comes my old Maſter now. 


Then, Cromwell, cheer thce up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may'ſt live to flouriſh and controul, 


Enter old Cromwell. 


Old Croms Tom Cromwell, what Tom | ſay.-- 

Crom, Do you call, Sir? 

OldCrom. Here is Maſter Bowſer come to know. if you 
have diſpatch'd his Petition for the Lords of the Council, 
or no, 

(rom. Father, I bave, pleaſe you to calſhim' in.” 

Old Crom. That's well ſaid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom, 


Enter Maſter Bowſer, 


Bow. Now, Maſter Cr 

Petition ? 9 
Cem. 1 have, Sir, Tiere itffs, pleaſe you:pervſc it, 
Bow. | ſhall not need, we'llread it aywe'lgo by Water. | 

And, Malter Cromwel!, I have made a motion 

May do you good, and if you like of it. 

Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 

And the Merchants there have ſent to me, 

For to | 0 a man fit for the place : 

Now I do know none fitter than your-ſelf, . 

If -with your liking it and, Maſter Cromwell. 

(om, With all my heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 

[n love and duty for your kindneſs ſhown. 

Old Crom, Body of me, Tom, | 

Make haſte, leſt ſome Body 

Get between thee and home, Tom. 

I thapk you,_good Maſter Bowſer, 

I thank you for my Boy, 

[ thank you always, I thank you moſt heartily, Sir : 

Ho, a Cupof Beer here for Maſter Bowſer, 

Bow. It not need, Sir: Maſter Cromwell, wi 

you go? TW | 

Crow, I will attend you, Sir. 

Old Crom. Farewel, Tom, God blefs thee, Tom, 

God ſpeed thee, good Tom. LExennt omnes, 


Enter Bagot 4 Broker ſolus: 


have you diſpatch'd this 
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Bag. I hope this day is fatal unto ſome, 

And G their loſs muſt 'Bagot ſeek to gain. 

This is the Lodging of Maſter Friskebal, 

A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, 

To whom Bamfter owes a thouſand pound, 

A Merchant-Bankrupt, whoſe Father was my Maſter. 
What do I care for pity or regard, 

He once was wealthy, but he now is faln, 

And this morning have I got him arreſted 

At the ſuit of Maſter Frzskzbal, 

And by this means ſhall I be fure of Coin, 

For doing this ſame good to him unknown: 

And in good time, ſec where the Merchant comes. 


Enter Frciskiball. 


Good Morrow to kind Maſter Friskiball. 
Friſ. Good Morrow to your ſelf, good Maſter Zager, 
And whats the news your are ſo early ſtirring? 
lc is for gain, I make no doubt of that. 
Bas. Itis for the love, Sir, that I bear to you. 
When did you ſee your Debtor Baniſter ? 
Friſ. 1 promiſe you, I have not ſeen the man 
' This two months day, his poverty is ſuch, ' 
| As I do think he ſhames to ſee his Friends. 
Bag. Why then aſſure your ſelf to ſee him ſtraight, 
For at your Suit | have arreſted him, 
| And here they will be with him preſently. 
; Friſ. Arreſt him at my Suit ? you were to blame, 
| | know the mans misfortunes to be ſuch, 
| As he's not able for to pay the Debt, 
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But you are much deceiv'd in Baniſter : 

Why, ſuch as he will break for fathion fake, 
And vato thoſe they owe a thouſand pound, 
Pay ſcarce a hepiieed : O, Sir, beware of bim, 
The man is lewdly giyen. to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath ig Harlots companies, 

It is ao mercy for te pity.bim: _. 

| ſpeak the truth of him; for nothing elſe, 

But for the kindneſs that I bear to you. 

Friſ. If it be ſo, he hath deceiv'd me much, 
And to deal [trictly with ſuch a one as: he, 
Better ſevere than too,much lenity : 

Bur here is Maſter Baniſter himſel » 
And with him, as I take's, the Officers. 


Enter Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban, O Maſter Friskiþal, you have undone me : 
My ſtate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down-calt by your means. 
Mori. Ban. O, Mr, Frickibal 
| Pity my Husband's caſe, 
He is a man hath liv'd as well as any, 
Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
| Did rob, diſrobe, and ſpoil us of our own. 
Friſ. Miſtreſs Baniſter, | envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would I have us'd him thus : 
But that I hear he is {o lewdly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 
To pay his debts, yet will not be known thereof. 
Ban. This is that damned Broker, that ſame Zagot, 
Whom [I have often from my Trencher fed: 
lograteful villain for to uſe me thus. 
Bag. What I have ſaid to him is nought but truth, 
Mrs. Ban. What thou haſt ſaid 
Springs from an envious heart. 
A Cannibal that dotheat men alive : 
But here upoa my knee believe me, Sir, 
And what 1 ſpeak, fo help me God, is true, 
We ſcarce have meat to feed our little Babes : 
Moſt of our Plate is in that Broker's hand, 
Which had we money to defray our debts, 
O think, we would not bide that penury : 
Be merciful, kind Maſter Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children, and my ſelf will eat 
| But one meal a day,the other will we keep and ſell, 
Friſ. Go to, | ſee thou art an enyious man.; 
Good Miſtcis Baniſter, kneel not to me, 
[ pray riſe up, you ſhall have your deſire. | 
Hold officers ; be gone, there's for your pains, 
You know you owe to me a thouſand pound, 
Here take my hand, if e*re God make you able, 
And place you in your former ſtate again, 
Pay me: but if till your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith Ple never ask you Crown : 
| never yetGid wrong to men 1n thrall, 
For God doth know what to my ſelf may fall. 
Ben, This unexpected fayour undeſerv'd, 
Doth make my heart bleed inwardly with joy : 
Nere may ought proſper with me is my own, 
[f 1 forget this kindneſs you have ſhown. 
Mrs. Ban, My Children in their Prayers both night and 
For your good Fortune and ſucceſs ſhall pray. (day, 
Friſ. I thank you both, I pray go dine with me, | 
Within theſe three dayes, if God give me leave, 
| will to Florence to my native home. 
Bagot, hold, there's a Portage todrink, 
Alchough you ill deſerved it by your merit 3 
Give not ſuch cruel ſcope unto your heart ; 
Be ſure the ill you dowill be requited : 
Remember what | ſay, Bagot, farewel. 
Come, Maſter Baniſter, you ſhall with me, 
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And were it known to ſome, he were undone. { My fare's but imple, bur welcome heartily, 
Bag. This is your pitiful heart co think ic ſo, [Exeunt all but Bagot. 


Bag. A plague go with you, 
Would you had eat your laſt, 
is this the thanks | have for all my pains ? 
Confuſion light upan youall for me : | 
Where he had wont to give a ſcore of Crowns, 
Doth he now foiſt me with a Portague: 
Well, 4 will be revenged upon this Banter. 
U'le ro his Creditors, byall the debts he owes, 
As ſeeming that I doit for good will, 
[| am ſure to have thematan eaſie rate; 
And when *tis done, ia Chriſtendom he ſtays not, 
But Fle make his heart Cake-with ſorrow, 
And if that Baniſter become my debter, 
By Heaven and Earth Plemake his plague the greater. 


. L Exiu Bagot. 
Emer Chorus. 


Cho. Now Gentlemen imagine 
That young Cromwel is in <Antwerp, 
Ledger for the Engliſh Merchants : 
And Baniſter to ſhun this Baegors hate, - | 
Hearing that he hath got ſome of his debts, | 
ls fled to Antwerp, with his Wife and Childcen, | 
Which Bagor hearing,is gone after them: | 
And thither ſends his bills of debt before, 
To berevenged 7n wretched Bamſter, 
What doth fall out, with patience fit and ſee, 
A juſt requizal of falſe-treachexie. LExi, 


Enter Cromwell ini bis ftady, with bags of money 
before bim, caſting of account, 


Crom, Thus far my reckoning doth go ſtraight and even, 
But,Crowwell, this ſame plodding fits not thee z 
Thy mind is altogether fet on travel, 
And not to live thus cloyſtered, like a Nun 3 
[t is not this ſame traſh, that | regard, 
Experience is the Jewel of my heart. 


Enter « Poll. 


Po#t. 1 pray, Sir, are you ready to diſpatch me ? 
Crom. Yes,here's thoſe ſumms of money you mult carry. 
You go ſo far as Frankford, do you not? 
PoFt. | do, Sir. | 
Crom, Well, prithee make all the haſt thou can'ſt, 
For there be certain Engliſh Gentlemen 
Are bound for Yenice, and may happily want, 
| And if that you ſhould linger by the way: 
But in hope that you will make good ſpeed, 
There's two Angels tobuy you ſpurs and wands. 
Po#t. I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed, 
Crom, Gold is of power to make an Eagles ſpeed. 


Emer eMiſtris Baniſter. 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves ſo much ? 
[t ſeems ſhe doth addreſs her ſelf to me. 
Mrs. Ban, God ſave you, Sir, pray is your name Maſter 
Cromwell ? | 
Crom, My name is Thomas Cromwell, Geatlewoman. 
Ars, Ban. Know you not one Bayer, Sir, that's come tO 
eAnmwerp? 
Crom. No, truſt me, | never ſaw the man, 
Bur here are bills ofdebt | have received 
Againſt one Baniſter a Merchant fallen into decay, 
Mrs. Ban. Into decay indeed, long of that weetch : 
[| am the Wife to wofull Bamſter, 
And by that bloody villain am purſu'd, 
From London, here to eAntwerp : 
| My Husband he is ia the Governors hands, 
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And God of Heaven knows bow he 11 deal with him, 
Now, Sir, your heart is framed of milder temper, 
Be merciful toa diſtreſſed Saul, 
And God no doubt will treble bleſs your gain. 
Crom, Good Miftris Baniſter, whatli can, I will, 
In any thing that lies within my power. 
Mrs.Ban, 'Q tpeak to Bagor,that ſame wicked wretch, 
An Angels voice may move a damned Devil. 
Crom. Why 18 he come to Antwerp, as you hear ? 
Mrs.Ban. I heard he landed ſome two hours ſince. 
Crom, Well, Miſtris Bamtex, aſſure your ſelf, 
le ſpeak to Baget in your own behalf, 
And win him tall the pitty that I can : 
Mean time, to comfort you, in your diſtreſs, 
Receive theſe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be aſſured, that what I can effeR, 
Todoyou gopd, no way I will neglect. (heart, 
e Hrs. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mortals 
Keep you from trouble, forcow, grief and ſmart, 
| LExit Mitrs Baniſter. 
Crom, Thanks, courteous Woman, 
For thy hearty Prayer : 


| [t grieves my Soul to ſee her miſery, 


But we that live under the work of fate, 
May hope the beſt, yet know not t@ what ſtate 
-Ouc ſtars and deſtinies have us aſlign'd, 


| Fickle is Fortune, and her face is blind. 


Enter Bagot Sokuw, 


Baz. So all goes well, it is as] would have it, 
Baniſter, he is with the Governor : 

And ſhartly ſhall have gives ypon his heels. 

[t glads my heart ta think upan the ſlave ; 


 [ hope to have his _ rot in Priſon, 
F And after here, tils W 


| fe to hang her ſelf, 
And all his Children die far want of food. 


{ The Jewels I have brought to: Antwerp, 
1 Are reckon'd ta he worth five thonfand pound, - 


Which ſcarcely ſtood me inthree hundred pound ; 
[ bought them at an caſie kind of rate, 

| care not which way they came by them 

That ſold them me, it comes not near my heart ; 
And leſt they ſhould be ſtoln, as ſure they are, 

| thought it meet to ſel] chem here in Antwerp, 
And fa have left them in the Governour's hand, 
Who offers me within two bungdred pound 

Of all my price: but now no more of that, 

I muſt go (ce and it my Bills be ſafe, 


| The which | ſent to Maſter Cramwel, 


That if the wind ſhould keep me oa the Sea, 

He might arreſt bim here before þ came : 

And in good time, ſee where he is : God fave you, Sir. 
Crom. And you, pray,pardon me, I know you not. 
Bag. It may be fo, Sir, but my name is Bager, 

The man that ent to you the Bills of debt. 

Crom. O, the man that purſues Bamſter, 

Here are the Bills of debt you ſent to me-: 

As for the man, you know beſt where he is ; 

It is reported y*avea fligtie heart, 

A mind that will not ſtoop to avy pitty ; 

An Eye that knows not how t6 ſhed a tear, 

A hand that's always open for reward: 

| But, Maſter Beget, would you be ruled by me, 


i 


0 You ſhould turn 81) thefe to the contrary 


Your heart ſhould ſtill have feeling of remorſe, 
Your mind, according to your ſtate, be liberal 
To thoſe that ſtand in need, and in diſtreſs : 
{ Your hand to help them that do ſtand in want, 
Rather than with. your poiſe to hold them down, 
For every ill tnrn ſhow your lelf more kind, 
Thus ſhou!d 1 do, pardon, | ſpeak my mind. 

Bag. 1, Sir, you ſpeak to hear what [ would ſay, 
But yon mult live I know, as well as |: 
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I know this place to be Extortion, 


And tis not for a man to keep ſafe here, 
But he mult lye, cog, with his deareſt Friend ; 
And as for pitty, (corn it, hate all Conſcience : 
But yet I do commend your wit in this, 
To make a ſhow, of what I hope you are not, 
But I commend you, and *tis well'done : 
This is the only way to bring your gain. 
Crom. My gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a ſlave there toil out all my life, 
Before I'de live ſo baſe a ſlave as thou. 
I, like an Hypoctrite, to make a ſhow 
Of ſeeming virtue,- and a Devil within ? 
No Bagot, if thy Conſcience were as'clear, 
Poor Baniſter ne*re had been troubled here. 
Bag. Nay, good.Maſter Cromwet, be not angry, Sir, 
I know full well that you are no ſuch man, 
But if your Conſcience were as white as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwiſe. 
Crom, Will it be thought I am otherwiſe ? 
Let them that think ſo, know they are deceiy'd ; 
Shall {romwel live to have his Faith miſconſter'd ? 
Antwerp, for all the wealth within thy Town, 
| will nor ſtay herefull two hours longer : 
As good luck ſerves, my accounts are all made eyen, 
Therefore Ple ſtraight unto the Treaſurer : 
Bagot, I know you'll to the Governour, 
Commend me to him, fay | am bound to travel, 
To ſee the fruitful parts of Jcaly z 
And as you ever bore a Chriſtian mind, 
Let Baniſter ſome ſavour of you find. 
Bag. For your ſake, Sir, le help him all I can, 
Toſtarye his heart ont e're he gets a groat 
So, Maſter Crowwel!, do 1 take my leave, 
For I muſt ſtraight unto the Governour. 
| [Exit Bagot. 
Crom. Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what | ſaid : 
No, Cromwell, no, thy heart was ne*re fo baſe, 
Tolive by falſhood, or by brokery 
But *t falls out well, | little it repent, 
Hereafter, time in travel ſhall be ſpent. 


Enter Hodge, bj Father's man. 


Hodge. Your Son Thomas,quoth you,l have been Thomaft ; 
[ had thought it had been no ſuch matter to a gone by wa- 
ter , for at Putney Vie go you to Par for two 
pence,ſit as ſtil] as may be,without any wagging or joulting 
in my gutts, in a little Boat tao: here we were ſcarce 
ſome four mile in the great green Water, but I thinking 
to go to My afternoons unchines , as *twas my manner at 
home, but I felt a kind of riſing in my gutts: at laſt one 
a the Sailers ſpying of me, be a good cheer ſayes he, ſet 
down thy victuals, and up with it, thou haſt nothing but 
an Eel in thy belly: Well, to't went I, to my victuals 
went the Sailers, and thinking me to be a man of better ex- 
perience than any in the ſhip, asked me what Wood the 
ſhip was made of : they all ſwore 1 told them as right as 
if I had been acquainted with the Carpenter that made it ; 
at laſt we grew near Land, and I grew villanous hungry, 
went to my bagg, the Devil a bit there was, the Sailers had 


tickled me; yet I cannot blame them, it was a partof | 
kindneſs, for I in kindnefs told them what Wood the ſhip | 


was made of , and they in kindneſs eat up my viuals, as 
indeed one good turn asketh another : well, would 1, could 
[, find my Maſter Thomas in this Dutch Town, he might 
put ſome Engliſh Beer into my belly. come : 

Crom, What, Hodge, my Father's man, by my hand wel. 
How doth my Father ? what's the news at home ? 

Hodge, Maſter Thomas, O God , Maſter Thomas, your 
hand, glove and all, this is to give you to underſtanding 
that your Father is in health, and Alice Downing here 
hath ſent you a Nutmeg, and Beſs e Hake water a race of 
Ginger , my fellow ll and Tom hath between them fent 

you 
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you a dozen of Points, and goodman T oll, of the Goat, a 
pair of Mittons, my Self came in Perſon, and this is all 
the news, 

C om.Gramarcy,good Hodge,and thou art welcom to me, 
But in as ill a time thou comelt as may be z 
For | am travelling into /raly, 

What ſay'lt thou, Hodge, wilt thou bear me company ? 

Hodge. Will | bear thee company, Tom ? what tel it me 
of Italy ? were it to the farthelt pat of Flanders, 1 would 
go with thee, Tom ;z 1 am thine in all weal and woe, thy 
own to command z what, Tom, I have palled the rigorous 
waves of Neptune's blaſts, 1 tell you, Thomas, 1 have been 
in danger of the Flouds, and when | have ſeen Boreas begin 
to Play the Ruſha with us, then would 1 down a my knees, 
and call upon Yulran, . 

(rom, And why upon him? 

Hedge. Becauſe, as this ſame fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, ſo Yulran is Lord over the Smiths, and there- 
fore | being a Smith, thooght his Godhead would have 
ſome care yet of me, 

Crom, A gaad conceit : but tell me,baſt thou din'd yet ? 

Hodge. Thomas, to ſpeak the truth, not a bit yet, I. 

Crom.Come,go with me,thou ſhalt have cheer good ſtore: 
And farewel, «Antwerp, if I come no more, 

Hodge, | follow thee,(weet Tow, | follow thee. 

[Exeunt ambo, 


Enter the Gavernour of the Engliſh Houſe, Bagot, 
Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Gover, Is Cromwell gone then ? ſay you, Mr. Bagot, 
What diſlike, I pray? what was the cauſe ? 

Bag. Totell you true, a wild brain of his own, 
Snch youth as they cannot ſee when they are well : 
H- is all bent to travel, that's his reaſon, 

And doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 

Gov, Well, good Fortune with him, if the man be gone. 
We hardly ſhall find ſuch a man as he, | 
To fit our turns, his dealings were ſo honeſt, 

But now, Sir, for your Jewels that I have, 
What do you ſay ? what, will you take my price ? 

Bag. O, Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov, *Tis but two hundred pound between us, man, 
What's that in payment of five thouſand pound ? 

Bag. Two hundred pound, birlady, Sir, *tis great, 
Before I got ſo much it made we ſweat. 

Gov. Well, Maſter Bagot, Ile profler you faicly, 
You ſee this Merchant, Maſter Baniſter, 

[s going now to Priſon at your ſute : 

His ſubſtance all is gone, what would you have ? 

Yet inregard | knew the man of wealth, 

Never diſhoneſt dealing, but ſuch miſhaps 

Hath falo on him, may light on me or you : 

There is two hundred pound between us, 

We will divide the ſame, Ile give you one, 

On that condition you will ſet him free : 

His ſtate is nothing, that you ſee your (elf, 

And where nought is,the King mult loſe his right. 
Bag. Sir, Sir, you ſpeak out of your love, 

"Tis fooliſh love, Sir, ſure to pitty him : 

Therefore content your ſelf, this is my mind, 

To do him good I will not bait a penny, 

Ban, This is my comfort, though thou de'ſt no good, 
A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood. 

Ars. Ban, O thou baſe wretch,whom we have foſtered, 
Even as a Serpent for to poyſon us, 

[f God did everright a Womans wrong, 

To that ſame God I bend and bow my heart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head, 

By whom my hopes and joyesare butchered. 

Bas. Alas, fond woman, | prethee pray thy worſt. 
The Fox fares better ſtill whea he is curlk, 


w 


Enter Maſter Bowſer a Merchant. 


Gov, Maſter Bowſer ! you're welcom, Sir, from England, 
What's the beſt news? howdoall our Friends ? 
Bow. They are all well, and do commend them to you : 
T here's Letters from your Brother and your Son : 
So, fare you well, Sir, | muſt take my leave, 
My tzalte and bulineſs doth require fo, 
Gov. Before you dine, Sir ? what,go you out of town ? 
Bow. I'taith unleſs 1 hear ſome news in Town, 
| mult away, there is no remedy, 
Gov, Muſter Bowſer, what is your buſineſs, may I know 
it 
Bow. You may, Sir, and ſo ſhall all the City. 
The King of late hath had his treaſury robb'd, 
And of the choiceſt Jewels that he had : 
The value of them was ſeven thouſand paunds, 
The fellow that did ſteal theſe Jewels is banged, 
And did confeſs that for three hundred pound, 
He ſold chem to one Bagoe dwelling in London : 
Now Bagot's fled, and as we hear, to eAnwerp, 
And hither am I come to ſeek him out, 
And they that firſt cantell me of his news, 
Shall have a hundred pound for their reward. 
Ban. How juſt is God to right the innocent ? 
Gov. Maſter BMſer, you come in happy time, 
Here is the villain Bazor that you ſeek, 
And ail thoſe Jewels have | in my hands : 
Officers, look to him, hold him faſt. 
Baget. TR_evi ought me a ſhame, and now he hath 
paid it. 
Bow. ls this that Bagot ? fellows, bear him hence, 
We will not now ſtand for his reply ; 
Lade him with Irons, we will have him tri'd 
[ln England where his villanies are known. 
. Bag. Miſchief, contuſion, light upon you all, 
O hang me, drown me, let me kill my ſelf, 
Let go my armes, let me run quick to Hell. 
Bow. Away, bear him away, ſtop the ſlaves mouth. 


[T bey carry hum away. | 


e Uri. Ban. Thy works are infinite, great God of 
Heaven, | 
Gov. I heard this Bagot was a wealthy fellow. 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his goods were ſeized, 
Ot Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his Houſe, 
Was found the value of five thouſand pound, 
His furniture fully worth half ſo much, 
Which being all ſtrain'd for the King, 
He Frankly gave it to the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous mind, 
Have to a Brother of their Company, 
A man decay'd by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Begot's wealth, to ſet him up again, 
And keep it for him, his name is Baniſter. 
Gev. Maſter Bowſer, with this happy news, 
You have revived two from the gates of Death, 
This is that Bamſter, and this his Wife. 
Bow. Sir, | am glad my Fortune is ſo good, 
To bring ſuch tidings as may comfort you. 
Ran. You have given life unto a man deem'd dead, 
For by theſe news my life is newly bred. 
11rs. Ban, Thanks tomy God, next ta my Soveraigiy 
Kio ; 
Aad laſt to ne. that theſe good news do bring. 
Cov. The hundred pound | mult receive, as due 
For finding Bager, | freely give to you. 
Bow. And, Maſter Baniſter, if fo you pleaſe, 
['le bear you Company, when you crofs the Seas. 
Ban, |f it pleaſe you, Sir, my Company is but mean, 
Stands with your liking, I'le wait on you. 
Gov, | am glad that all things do accord fo well ; 
Come, Maſter Bowſer, let us ta dinner : 
And, Miſtreſs Bamſter, be merry, Woman, 


V vu 2 Come,! 


—__ 
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1 robbed for his ſake, Sir. 


1 And therefore need not ask how you came thus : 
{| But Frigkiball, why do'ſt thou queſtion them 
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Come, after ſorrow now let*s cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves have their due, and yor but what you merit. 
| [ Excunt omnes. 


Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and 
without Hats. 


Hodge. Call ye this ſeeing of faſhions? 
Marry would | had ſtaid at Patrey till, 

O, Maſter Thomas, we are ſpoiled, we are gone. 

Crom. Content thee, man, this is but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune,a plagne of this Fortune, it makes me go 
wet-ſhod, the Rogues would not leave me a ſhooe- to my 
feet: for my Hoſe, they ſcorned them with their heels : 
but for my Doublet and Hat, © Lord, they embraced me, 
and unlaced me, and took away my cloaths, and fo dif- 
graced me. 

Crom, Well, Hodge, what remedy? 

What ſhift ſhall we make now ? 

Hodge. Nay | know not, for begging I am naught, for 
ſtealing worſe : by my troth I muſt even fall to my old 
trade, to the Hammer and the Horſe-heels again : but now 
the worlt is, I am not acquainted with the humour of the 
Horſes in this country ; whether they are not coltiſh, given 
much to kicking, or no, for when 1 have one Leg in my 
hand, if he ſhould up and lay tother og me chops, I were 
gone, there tay I, there lay Hodge. 

- Crom. Hodge, | believe thou muſt work for us both. 

Hed. O, Maſter Thomas , bave not I told you of this? 
have not | many a time and often ſaid, Tow, or Maſter 
Thomas, tearn to make a Horſe-ſhooe, it will be your own 
another day : this was not regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 
what do youcall the fellows that rob'd us ? 

(rom. The Bandetts. 

Hed. The Benders, doyou call them ? I know not what 
they are called here, but I am fare wecall them plain 
Thieves in England: O, Tom, that we were now at Put- 
ney, at the Ale there, + 

Crom. Content thee, man, here ſet up theſe two Bills, 
——_—_— ſtanding on the Bridge : 
Thefafkion of this Country is ſuch, 
If any {ranger be oppreſſed with want, 
To write the manner of his miſery, 
And ſuch as are difpos'd toſuccour him, 
Will do it, what, haſt thon fet them up? 

Hed. | they're up, God ſend fome toread them, 
And not only toread them, bntalſoto look on vs : 
And not altogether look 0n- us, 
But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold. 

[One ſtands at one end, and one at tother. 


Enter Friskiball the Merchant, and 
reads the Bills. 


Friſ, What's here? two Engliſhmen rob'd by the 
Bandetts, 
One of them ſeems tobe a Gentleman : 
'Tis pitty that his Fortune was ſo hard, 
To fall into the deſperate hands of thieves. 
P!e queſtion him, of what eſtare hes ; 
God fave you, Sir, areyouan Engliſhman ? 
(om. | am, Sir, a diſtreſſed Engliſhman. 
Friſ. And what are you, my Friend. 
Hodze. Who I, Sir, by my troth | do not know my ſelf, 
what | am now, but, Sir, 1 was a Smith, Sir, a poor 
Farrier of Putney, that's:my Maſter, Sir, yonder, 1 was 


Friſ. I ſee you have been met by the Banderrs, 


Of their eſtate, and not relieve their need ? 

Sir, the coyn | have about me is not much : 
There's ſixteen Ducketrs for tocloath your ſelves, 
There's {ixteen-more to buy your diet with, 


Aud there's ſixteen to pay for your Horſe. hire : 
'Tis all che wealth, you ſee,my purſe poſſeſſes ; 
But if you pleaſe for to enquire me out, 
You ſhall not want for ought that I can do, 
My name is Friekiball, a Florence Merchant : 
A man that always loved your Nation. 
Crom. This unexpeRted favour at your hands, 
Which God doth know, if ever { ſhallrequire it, 
Neceſlity makes me to take your bounty, 
And for your gold can yield you nought but-thanks, 
Your Charity hath help'd me from deſpair ; 
Your name ſhall ſtill be in my hearty Prayer. -- 
Fri. It is not worth ſuch thanks, come £o my houſe, 
Your want-ſhall better be reliev'd than thus. 
Crom, | pray excuſe me, this ſhall well ſuffice, 
To bear my charges to Bononie, 
Whereas a noble Earl is much diſtreſſed : - 
An Engliſhman, Rſſel the Earl of Bedford - + 
Is by the French King ſold unto his Death, 
It may fall out, that I may do him good: 
To fave his life, I'le hazard my heart Blood : 
Therefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal gift, 
I muſt be gone to aid him, there's no ſhift. 
Friſ. Ile be no hinderer todo good an aft, 
Heaven proſper yov, in that you go abont : 
If Fortune bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me ſee you: ſol take my leave, 
All good a man can wiſh, 1do bequeath, { Exit Friſkib. 
Crom. All good that God doth ſend, light on your head, 
There's few ſuch men within our Climate bred. 
How. fay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune ? 
Heods. How ſay you, Pl tell you what, Maſter Thomas, 
If all men be of this Gentlemans mind, 
Let's keep our ſtandings upon this Bridge, 
We ſhall get more here, with begging in one day, 
Than I ſhall with making Horfeſhooes in a whole year. 
Crom. No, Hedge, we muſt be gone unto Bonoma, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford : 
Where if I fall not in my policy, 
I ſhall deceive their ſubtke treachery. ; 
Hedge. Nay,I"te follow you,God bleſs us from the thieving 
Banderts again. LExennt. 


Enter Bedford and his Hoſt. 
Bed. Am I betray'd, was Bedford born to die, 
By ſuch baſe ſlaves, in ſuch a place as this ? 
Havel eſcap'd ſo many times in France, 


So many Battels have ——_— 
And made the French ſtir, when they heard my name : 


And am I now betraid unto my Death ? 
| Some of their hearts blood firſt ſhall pay for it. 
Heſt. They do deſire, my Lord, to with you. 


Bed. The traitors do deſire to have my blood, 
But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name ; 
By all my hopes, my Life ſhall coft them dear. 
Opea the door, Ple venture out upon them, 
And if I muſt die, then Pie die with Honour. 

Hoſt. Alas, my Lord, that is a deſperate courſc, 
They have begirt you, round about the Houle : 


| Their meaniogis totake you Priſoner, 


And fo to ſend your unto France. 

Bed. Firſt ſhall the Ocean be as dry as ſand, 
Before alive they ſend me unto France : 
Ple have my body firſt bored like a Sieve, 
And die as Hetor, *gainſt the e /fermydons, 


| E're France ſhall boaſt, Bedford's their Priſoner, 


Treacherous France, that*gainſt the Law of Arms, 


| Hath here betraid thy Enemy to'Death : 
| But be aſſured, my blood ſhall be revenged 


Uponthe beſt lives that remain in France : 


| Stand back, or elfe thouTun'ſt upon thy Death. 


Enter 


| 
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Enter Servant. 


Meſ. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your honour, 
That they have hired a Neapolitan, 
Who by bis Ocatory, hath promiſed them 
Without the ſhedding of one drop of Blood, 

[nto their hands, ſafe to deliver,you, * 
And therefore craves, none but-himſelf may enter, 
And a poor ſwain that attends on him, = [Exit Servant, 

Bed. A Neopelitan * bid him come in, . 
Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 

As Ccero the famous man of Rome, bn, 
His words would be as chaff agaiaſt the. wind. 
Sweet tongu'd Ulyſſes, that made Ajax mad, 
Were he and his tongue in this ſpeaker's head, 
Alive he wins me not; then tis no conqueſt, 


Enter Cromwell like a N gapolit an, and Hodge with him. 


Crom, Sir, are you the Maſter of the Houſe ? 
Ho#t. | am, Sir. 
Crom. By this ſame token you muſt leave this place, 
And leave none but the Earl and I together, 
And this my Peaſant here to tend on us. 
Hoſt, jew all my heart, God grant you do ſome 
good. | 
[Exit Hoſt. Cromwell ſbats the door. 
Bed. Now, Sir, what's your will with-me 2. 
Crom, Intends your Honour not to yield your ſelf? 
Bed. = good man gooſe , not while my ſword doth 
la ; 
[s this your eloquence for to perſwade me? 
Crom. My Lord, my eloquence is for to fave you ; 
| am nor, as you judge, a Neopoitan, , 
But Cromwe{! your (ervant, and an Engl: 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Facrier's Son ? 
Crom. The ſame, Sir, and am come to ſuccour you. 
Hodge. Yes faith, ſir, and I am Hodge, your poor Smith 
Many a time and oft have I ſhoved your Dapper Gray. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here ? 
Crom, It may avail, if you'll be ruPd by me ; 
My Lord, you know the men of e3/antsa, 
And theſe Bononians are at deadly ſtrife, 
And they, my Lord, both love and honour you ; 
Could you but get out of the e Xſantua port, 
Then were you ſafe, deſpight of all their force. 
Bed. Tut, man,thou talk'it of things impoſlible ; 
Do'lt thou;not ſee, that we are round beſet, 
How then is't poſſible we ſhould eſcape ? 
Crom. By force we cannot, but by policie : 
Put on the apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him yours: the States they know you not, 
For as [| think, they never ſaw your face, 
And ata watch-word mult I call them in, 
And will deſire, that we two ſafe may pals 
To eMHantaa, where Vle ſay my buſineſs lies z 
How doth your honour like of this advice ? 
Bed. O,wondrous good : But wilt thou venture, Hodge. 
Hod. Will 1? O noble Lord, 1 doaccord, in any thing 
\ I can 
And do agree, to ſet thee free, doFortune what ſhe can. 
Bed. Come then, let's change our apparel ſtraight. 
(rom, Go, Hodee , make haſte, leſt they chance to 
call, 
Hod, 1 warrant you PV le fit him with a Sute. 
LExenut Earl and Hodge, 
Crom. Heavens grant this policy doth take ſuccels, 
And that the Earl may ſafely ſcape away. 
And yer it grieves me for this ſimple wretch, 
For fear they ſhould offer him violence ; 
But of two Evils cis beſt to ſhun the greatelt, 
And better is it that he live in thrall, 
Than ſuch a noble Earl as he ſhould fall. 


Their ſtubborn hearts, it may be will relcnc 
Since he 1s gone, to whom their hate is beat. 
My Lord, have you diſpatched ? 


Enter Bedford like the Clown, aud Hodge is bis 
Cloak and bu Hat. 


Bed. Howdoſt thou like us, Cromwell, is it well? 

Crow. Q, my good Lord, excellent: Hedge, how do'ſt 

feel chy (elf ? 

Floadge. How do | feel my ſelf? why, as a Noble man 

ſhould do. 
O how l feel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is wonderful melancholy : 
ls it not moſt Zentleman like to be melancholy 

Crom, Yes, Hodye z now go {it down in thy ſtudy, 
And fake tate upon thee. 

Hodge, | warrant you, my Lord, let me alone to take 
ſtate upoa me : but hark, my Lord, do you feel nothing 
bite about you ? 

Bed. No, truſt me, Floaye. 

Hod. I, they know they want their old paſture "tis a 
ſtrange thing of this vermia, they dare not meddle with 
Nobility. 

Crom, Ga take thy place, Hodge, | will call them in. 


Hodge firs sn the ſtudy, and Cromwell calls in the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleaſe. 
Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts. 


Gov, What, have you won him ? will he yield himſelf? 
Crom. -1 have, an't pleaſe you, and the quiet Earl 
Doth yield himſelf to be diſpoſed by you. 
Gov, Give him the money that we promis'd him - 
So let him go, whither he pleaſe himſelf. 
Crom. My buſineſs, Sir, lies unto Mantua ; 
Pleaſe -you to give me ſafe conduCt thither. 
Gov. Go, and condudct him to the Mantua Port, 
And ſee him ſafe delivered preſently. 


[Exeunt Cromwell, and Bedford. 


Go draw the curtains, lt us ſee the Earl : 
O, he is writing, ſtand apart a while. 

Hod. Fellow William, | am not as | bave been; I went 
from you a Smich, I write to you as a Lord : 1 am at this 
preſent writing,among the Polonian Caſiges, I do commend 
my Lordſhipto Rapbe and to Reger,tuBr14yet and to Doruy, 
and foto all the youth of Putney. 

Gov. Surc theſe are the names of Engls/b Noblemen, 
Some of his ſpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 

But ſtay, he doth addreſs himſelf to ling. | 

[ Here be ſings a Song. 
My Lord, I am glad youare ſo Frolick and fo blithe ; 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 

You'd change your merry vein to ſudden forrow.” 

Hedve. | change my merry vein ? nogthou Bononian, nos 
[ am a Lord, and therefore let me go; 

And do dehie thee and thy Caſiges : 

Therefore ſtand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov, My Lord, this jeſting cannot ſerve your turn, 
Hodge, Do'ſt think,thou black Bononian bealt, 

That | do flout, dogibe, or jeſt : 

No, no, thou Bear-pot, know that I, 

A Noble Earl, a Lord par-dy. 

Gov, What means this Tcumper's ſound ? 

[4 Trumpet fownrds Enter a Mcſſeoger . 

Cit. One come from the States of CAtantus. 

Gov. What, would you with us, ſpeak, thou man of 

eWMaiitna? 

Att. Men ol Bononia, this my meſſage is, 

Toler you know the Noble Earl of Bedford 

ls ſate within the Town of « ZZ.mntua, 

Aad wills you fead the peaſant that you have, 

Vvyv 3 Who 


—_— 
_ ——_— _— —__—__. 


_— 


4 


ls 


234 


The Life and Death 


Who hath deceived your expectation , 
Or elſe the States of «2amna have vowed, 
They will recal the truce that they have made, 
And not a man ſhall ſtir from forth your Town, 
Thar ſhall return unleſs you ſend him back, 
Gov. Othis misfortune, how it mads my heart ? 
The Neepolitan hath beguiled us all. 
Hence with this Fool, what ſhall we do with him, 
The Earl being gone? a plague upon it all, 
Hed, No Ve aſſure you, Iam no Earl, but a Smith, Sir, 
One Hope, a Smith at Putney, Sir : 
One that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, Sir, 
Gov, Away with him,take hence the Fool you came for. 
HÞd. I, Sir, and Fle leave the greater Fool with you. 
Meſs Farewe), Bononians, Come, Friend, along 
with me. 
Hod. My Friend, afore, my Lordſhip will follow —_ 
Ext, 
Gov. Well, Mantua, ſince by thee the Earl is loſt, 
Within tew dayes I hope to ſce thee croſt. LEx. om, 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Thus far you ſee how Cromwell's fortune paſſed. 
The Earl of Bedford being ſafe in «Mantua, 
Deſires Cromwell's company into France, 
Co make requital for his courteſie : 
But Cromwel! doth deny the Earl his ſuit, 
And tells him that thoſe parts he meant to ſee, 
He had not yet ſet footing on the Land, 
And fo direQtly takes his way to Spain : 
The Earl to France, a1d fothey both do part. 
Now let your thoughts as ſwift as is the wind, 
Skip ſome few years, that Cromwell ſpent in travel: 
And now imagine him to be in England, 
Servant unto the Maſter of the Rolls : 
| Where in ſhort time he there began to flouriſh, 
An hour ſhall ſhow you what few years did cheriſh; 
| [Ex 


The 47 096 plays, they bring out the banquet. Enter Sir 
Chriſtopher Hales, Cromwell, and two Servants, 


Hales, Come, Sirs, be careful of your Maſters credit ; 
And as our bounty now exceeds the figure 

ff common entertainment,ſodo you 

With looks as free as is your Maſters Soul, 

Give formal welcom to the thronged tables, 

That ſhall receive the Cardinals followers, 

And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor; 

But all my care, Cromwell, depends on thee : 

Thou art a man differing from vulgar form, 

And by how much thy Spirit is rankt *bove theſe, 

In rates of Art, by ſo much it ſhines brighter by travel, 
Whoſe obſervance pleads his merit, 

In a molt learned, yet unaffeing Spirit. 

Good Cromwel!, caſt an Eye of fair regard 

"Bout all my Houſe, and what thisruder fleſh, 

Through ignorance, or wine, do miſcreate, 

Salve thou with courteſie : if welcom want, 

Full bowles, and ample banquets will ſeem ſcant. 

Crom. Sir, whatſoever lies in me. 

{Aſſure you | will ſhew my utmoſt duty. [Exit Crom. 
' Hales. About it then, the Lords will ſtraighr be here : 
Cromwell, thou haſt thoſe parts would rather ſute 

The ſervice of the ſtate than of my Houle : 

[ look upon thee with a loving Eye, 

That one day will prefer thy deſtiny. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 


Hales. They are welcom , bid Cromwell ſtraight at- 
tend us, 


And look you all thing be in perfect readineſs. 


The eMrſuckplayes. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir 
Thomas Moore and Gardiner. | 


Wol. O, Sir Chriſtopher, you are too liberal : what, a 

banquet too? 

Hales. My Lords, if words could ſhow the ample wel- 
come, that my free heart affords you I could then become 
a prater : but I now muſt deal like a feaſt Politician with 
your Lordſhips,defer your welcom till the banquet end, that 
it may then lalve ourdefedt of fare : , 

Yet welcom now, and all that tend on you. 

Wol. Thanks to the kind Maſter of the Rolls. 
Come and fit down, fit down, Sir Thomas e Moore : 
'Tis ſtrange, how that we'and the Spamard differ, 
Their dinner is oor banquet, after vinner, 

And they are men of aCtive diſpoſition ; 

| This I gather, that by their ſparing Meat, 

| Their bodies are more fitter for the Wars : 
And if that famine chance to pinch their maws, 
Being us'd to faſt, it breeds lels pain. ' | 

Hal.Fill me ſome wine: I'le anfiver Cardinal Woſſey : 
My Lord, we Eng/5ſh-men are of more freer Sonls, 

Than hunger.ſtary*d, and iil-complexion'd *Spaniard: ; 
They that arerich in Spain, fpare belly food, 

 Todeck their backs with an [raliarn hood, 

| And Silks of C:2:/ : and the pooreſt Snake, 

That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne're heated 

His pallet with ſweer Fleſh, will bear a caſe 

| Moce fat and gallant than his ſtarved face : 

Pride, the Inquiſition, and this belly=evil, 

Are in my judgement Spains three headed Devil. 

Mo. Indeed it isa plague unto their Nation, 
Who ſtagger after in blind imitation, 

Hal. Lords, with welcom, I preſent your Lord- 
ſhips a folemn health. 

Me. I love health well, but when as healths do bring 
Pain to the head, and bodies furfeiting : 

Then ceaſe I healths : nay ſpill not, Friend, 

For though the drops be ſmall, 

Yet have they force, to force men to the wall. : 

Wol. Sir Chriſtopher, is that your man ? (guſt, 

Hal And like your Grace, he is a Scholar , and a Zin- 

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriſtendom, my 
Lord. 

Wel. My Friend, come nearer, have you beena travel. 
ler? 

Crom, My Lord, I have added to my knowledge , the 
Low Countryes, 

France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : 

And though imall gain of profit I did find, 

Yet did it pleaſe my Eye, content my mind. 

Wol. What do you think of the ſeveral States ; 

And Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 

Crom, My Lord, no Court with England may compare, 

Neither for State, nor civil Government : 

Luſt dwells in France, in /taly, and Span, 

From the poor peaſant, to the Princes train, 

In Germany, and Holland, Riot ſerves, 

And he that moſt can drink, moſt he deſerves : 
England | praiſe not : for I here was born, 

But that ſhe laugheth the others unto ſcorn. _ 

Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 
More than can be diſcern'd by outward Eye ; 

Sir Chriſtopher, will you part with your man ? 

Hal. I have ſought to proffer him to your Lordſhip, 
And now [ ſee he hath preferr'd himſelf ? 

Wel. What is thy name ? 

Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. 

Wot. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee Sollicitor of 
our cauſes, and neareſt next our ſelf: Gardiner, g1vc 
you kind welcome to the man. 


[Gardiner embraces bim. 
eWYoor. 


os 


of the Lord Cromwell 235 


Es 


Moor, My Lord, you are a royal Winner, | Than for my ſelf vainly to report it. 
Hath got a man, beſides your bounteous Dinner, Bed, Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more : [ ſhall commend thee to my Sovereign : 
If we come ofren, thou maiſt ſhut thy Door. Cheer upthy ſelf, for I will raiſe thy State, 
Wol. Sir Chriſtopher, had'ſt thou given me A Ruſſel yet was never ſound ingrate, [Exs, 
Half thy Lands, thou couldeſt not have pleaſed me Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
| So much as with this man of thine, Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
| My infant thoughts do ſpell: For fear, and love: and now who lower lies? 4 
Shortly his Fortune ſhall be lifted higher, Gay honours are but Fortunes flatteries, Y 
| True induſtry doth kindle Houours fire, And whom this day, Pride and Promotion ſwells, 
And ſo, kind Maſter of the Rolls, farewel. To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells. 
Hal. Cromwell, farewell. Moor, Who ſees the Cob-web intangle the poor Fly, 


Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you May boldly fay the wretche*s Death is nigh. 
That ne*ce will leave to love, and honour you. [Exewnt. | Gar, | know his ſtate, and proud ambition;y 
Were too too violent to laſt oyer-long. » 
Enter Chorvs. Hal. Who ſoars too near the Sun,with golden VVings, 


Melts them, to ruine his own fortune brings. 
[The Maſick, playes as they go out. 


Cho, Now Cronwells higheſt Fortunes do begin. Enter the Dake of Suffolk. 
Wolſey that loy'd him, as he did his life: 
Committed all his treaſure to his hands, Suf. Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry's name, 
Wolſey is dead, and Gardiner his man Ariſe,Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus begins thy fame. 
Is now Created Biſhop of Wincheſter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolſey's Life, Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 
Becauſe our Play depends on Cromwells Death, | 
' Now fit and ſee his higheſt ſtate of all; Norf. Cromwel, The Majeſty of England, 
His height of ciſing and his ſudden fall : For the good liking, he conceives of thee, 
Pardon the errors are already paſt, Makes thee Maſter of the Jewel Houſe, 
And live in hope the beſt doth come at laſt : Chief Secretary to himſelf, and withal, 
My hope upon your favour doth depend, | | Creates thee one of his Highneſs's Privy Council. 
And look to have your liking ere the end. LExit, 
Enter the Earl of Bedford. 
Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, the Dukes of Nor: 
folk, and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chrt- Bed. VVhere is Sir Thomas (romwell ? is he Knighted ? 
ſtopher Hales, and Cromwell. Swff. He is, my Lord. 


Bed: Then, to add Honour to his Name, 
Nor. Maſter Cromwell, ſince Cardinal Wolſey's Death, | The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal, 


His Majeſty is given to underſtand, And Maſter of the Rolls; 
There's certain Bills and Writings in your hand, V'Vhich you, Sir Chriſtopher, do now enjoy z 
That much concern the ſtate of England : The King determines higher place for you. 
My Lord of Wincheſter, is it not ſo ? Crom, My Lords, theſe honours are too high for my 
Gat. MyLord of Norfolk,we two were whilome Fellows, | deſert. 
And Maſter ({7omwell, though our Maſters love , Mor. O content thee, man, who would not chuſe it ? 
Did bind us, while his love was tothe King, Yet thou art wiſe, in ſeeming to refuſe it. 
[t is no boot now fo deny thoſe things, G ar4 Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions ; 
Which may be prejudicial to the State : [ fear this climbing, will have a ſudden fall. 
And though that God harh rais'd my fortune higher, Norf. Then come, my Lords, let's altogether bring 
Than any way | looked for, or deſerv'd, This new-made Counſellor to England's King. 
Yer my life, no longer with me dwell, [Exennt all but Gardiner. | 
Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. Gard. But Gardiner means his glory ſhall be dim'd : 
Suff. What ſay you, Maſter Cromwell? have you thoſe | Shall Cromwell live a greater man thanl ? 
Writings, I, or no ? My Envy with bis Honour now is bred, 
Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, | [ hope to ſhorten Cromwell by the Head. CExn, | 
I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, | 
| Of Suffolk, and of Norfolk : he was my Maſter, Enter Friskiball very poor, 
And each vertuous part 
' That lived-in him, I tender*'d with my heart, Friſ. O Frikiball, what ſhall become of thee ? 
But what his head complotted *gainſt the State, VVhere ſhalt thou go, or which way ſhalt thou turn ? 
My Countries love, commands me that to hate. Fortune that turns her too unconſtant V Vheel, 
His ſudden Dearth, I grieve fot, not his fall, Hath turn'd thy wealth and riches in the Seca, 
Becauſe he ſought to work my Countries thrall, All parts abroad where-ever | have been, 
S»fF. Cromwell, the King ſhall hear of this thy dutyz | Grows weary of me, and denies me ſuccour z 
Whom | aſſure my ſelf, will well reward thee ; My Debtors they, that ſhould relieve my want, 
My Lord, let's go unto his Majeſty, | Forſwear my money, ſay they owe me none : 
And ſhow thoſe Writings which he longs to ſee, They know my ſtate too mean, to bear out Law ; 
[Exennt Norfolk and Suffolk. | And here in London, where I oft have been, 
And have done good to many a wretched man, 
Enter Bedford haſtily. And now moſt wretched here, deſpis'd my ſelf; 
; In vain it is more of their hearts to try 
Bed. How now, whoſe this, Cromwell ? Be paticnt therefore, lay thee down and die. 
By my Soul, welcome to England : | [He lies down. 


Thou oace did'ſt ſave my life, did'ſt thou not, Cromwell ? 
Crom, It 1 did fo, *tis greater glory 
Far me that you remember it, Enter 
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Enter Goodman Scely, and his Wife Joan. 
and ofren he might have gone a hungry to Bed. 


ſuch as he hath made us come behind-hand, we had never 
pawn'd our Cow elſe to pay our Rent, 

|  Seely. Well Foan, he'll come this way: and by God's 
Dickers III tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten 
Lords: afhall know that I had not my Cheeſe and my 
Bacon for nothing, 

Wife, Do you remember Husband , how he would 
mouch upon my Cheeſe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we'll remember him. 

Seely, I, we ſhall have now. three flaps with a Fox 
Fail: but i'faith Ill gibber a joint, but PII tell him his 
own : ſtay , who comes here? O, ſtand up, here he 
; Comes, ſtand up. 


| Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tip-taff , Cromwell, the 
i Mace carried before him ; Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 


Hedze. Come, away with theſe Beggars here, 
Riſe up, Sirrah ; Come out, good people 3 
Run before there ho. 
: [Friskiball riſeth, and ſtands a fora 
Seely. I, we gre kicked away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath bcen, he, would a looked more 
Friendly upon us :. And you, Hodge, we know you well 
; enough, though you are fo fine. 
| Crom. Come hither, Sirrah : ſtay, what men are theſe ? 
| My honeſt Hoſt of' Honſlow, and his Wiſe; 
; | owe thee money, Father, do | not ? 
| Seely. I, by the body of me, doſt thou z wonld thou 
' wouldelt pay me, good four pound its, I have a the Poſt 
at home.” : * :;;; 
Crom. | know *tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
And look your. Wiſe and you do ſtay to Dinner : 
And while you live, 1 freely give to you, 
Four pound a Year, for the ſour'pound I ought you, 
Seely. Art not changed, art old Tom ſtill ? 
Now God bleſs thee, good Lord Tom : 
Home 7oer, home ; I'll dine with my Lord Tom to day, 
And thon ſhalt come next Week. 
Fetch my Cow ; home Joar, home. 
Wife. Now God bleſs thee, my good Lord Tom ; 
PII fetch my Cow preſently. 


Enter Gardiner. 


Crom, Sirrah, go to yon ſtranger, tell him I deſire him 
ſtay to Dinner : 1 muſt ſpeak with him. 
| Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, ſee you this ſame Bubble ? 
| That ſame puſſ'; but mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. 
| No#f. Ipromiſe you.l like not ſomething he hath done; 
| But ler that paſs: the King doth love him well. 
'  Crom, Good Morrow to my Lord of Wincheſter : 
| I know you bear me hard, about the Abbey Lands, 
Gard. Have I not reaſon, when Religion is wronged ? 

| You had no colour for what you have done. 

(rom. Yes, the aboliſhing of Antichriſt, 
And of his Popiſh order for our Realm : 
lam no Enemy to Religion, 
But what is done, it is for £ngland's good : 
; What did they ſerve for, but to feed a lort 
.Nf lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers ? 
' They neither plow, nor ſow, and yct they reap 
| The fat of all the Land, and ſuck the poor : 


Seely. Come Jean, come, Ic1s ſee what he'll do for us 
now? | wis we haye done for him, when many a time 


Wife. Alas man, now he is made a Lord, he'll never 
look upon us; he*IL fulfill the old Proverb, Ser Beggars a 
Hnſe-back, and they'll ride: a, well a day for my Cow; 


—_— 


Look what was theirs, is in King H-»ry's bands, 
His wealth before lay in the Abbey Lands, 
Gard. Indeed theſe things you bave alledg'd, my Lord, 
When, God doth know, the infanc yet unborn, 
Will Curſe the time, the Abbies were pull'd down : 
[ pray now wiere is Hoſpitality ? 
Where now may poor diltreſſed people go, 
For to relieve their need, or relt their bones, 
When weary travel doth oppreſs their limbs ? 
And where religious men ſhould take them in, 
Shall now be kept back by a Maſtive Dog: 
And thouſand thouſand — 
Nor. O my Lord, no more: things paſt redreſs, 
"Tis bootleſs to complain. 
Crom, What ſhall we to the Convocation-Houſe ? 
Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the Way. 


Enter old Cromwell, kke a Farmer. 


Old Crom. How? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper finceI left Putney, 
And dwelt in Yorkſhire? | never heard better news : 
[*j1 ſee that Cromwell, or it ſhall go hard, 
(rom. My aged Father ! ſtate fer aſide : 
Father, on my Knee l crave your bleſling : 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better leiſure will we talk with him, 
Old Crom. Now it 1 die, how happy were the day, 
To ſee this comfort rains forth ſhowers of joy. 
[Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This duty in him ſhows a kind of grace. 
Crom, Go on before, for time draws on apace. 
| [Exeunt all but Friskiball., 
Friſ. I wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His man ſo ſtritly gave me charge to ſtay : | 
| never did offend him to my knowledge : 
Well, good or bad, 1 mean to bide it all, 
Worſe than 1 am, now never can befal. 


Enter Baniſter and his Wife. 


Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoſt Dinner time, 
For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby ſent to me 
Laſt Night, they would come Dine with me, 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home, 
And ſee that all things be in readineſs. 
Mrs. Ban,They ſhall be welcom,Husband,1lI go before, 
But is not that man Maſter Fr:sksball ? 
[She runs and embraces him, 

Ban. O Heavens ! it is kind Maſter Fri*kiball - 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this paſs ? 
Friſ. The ſame that brought you to your miſery. 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ſtate ? 
ls Baniſter your poor Friend forgot ? 
Whoſe goods, whoſe love, whoſe life and all is yours, 
Friſ. | thought your uſage would be as the reſt, 
That had more kindneſs at my hands than you, 
Yet look'd aſcance when as they ſaw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban. If Baniſter would bear fo baſe a heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteſt, ſhould Baniſter deal ſo, 
Since that 1 ſaw you, Sir, my ſtate is mended : 
And for the thouſand pound I owe to you, 
| have it ready for you, Sir, at home : 
| And though I grieve your fortune is ſo bad : 
Yet that my hap's to help you makes me glad : 
And now, Sir, will it pleaſe you walk with me, 
| Friſ. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
; Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
| For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 

Ban. Never make doubt of that, Ill warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
As ever did poſleſs the place he hath. 


Ars. 
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Mrs. Ban. Sir, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleaſe, 
We'll goalong and bear you Company : 
I know we ſhall not want for welcome there ? 
Friſ. Withal my heart : but what's become of Baget ? 
Ban, He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings. 
Friſ. A juſt reward for one ſo impious, 
The time draws 00, Sir, will you go aloo 
Ban. IV fallow you, kind Maſter Frickgball. 
[Exeuut enones, 


Enter twa Merchants. 


1, Mow, Maſter Crosby, I ſee you bave a care 
To keep your word, is payment of your money. 

2. By my Faithi have reaſon upon a Bond, 
Three thouſand pounds is too much to forfeit, 

Yet I douhr not, Maſter Banfer. 

1, By my Faith your ſumm is more than mine, 
And yet I am noe much behind you too, 

ConGidering that to day 1 paid at Court. 

2. Maſle, and well remembred : 
What's the reaſon the Lord Cromwell's men 
Wear ſuch long Skirts upon their Coats ? 
They reach down to their very Hams. 

1. I will reſolve you, Sir, and thus it is; 
The Biſhop of WancheFer, that loves not Cromwel/, 
As great men are envied as well as leſs, 

A while a go there was a jar between them, 

And it was brought to my Lord Crowwell's Ear, 

That Biſhop Gardmer would fit on his Skirts, 

Upon which word he made his men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himſelf: 

And meeting with the Biſhop, quoth be, my Lord, 
Here's Skirts enough now for yaur Grace to lit an ; 
Which vexed the _ the very heart ; 
This is the reaſon why they wear long Coats. 

2. *Tis always ſeen, and mark it for q rule, 


That one great man will envy ftifl another : 
But 'tis a thing tcbat nothing concerns me : 
| What, ſhall we now to er Baniſter's? 


1. I, come, we'll pay him coyally for ourDioger, [Ex. 


Enter the Uher and the Sheer, the meas goes 
over the Stage. 


Uſber. Uncover there, Gentlemen. 


Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Old Cromwell, 
Friskiball, -Goodmen Scely, avd Attendants. 


Crom. My noble Lacds of Swffolk, and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor CromwelPs Houſe : 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered, Father, 
Although that duty to theſe noble men doth challenge it, 
Yet 1'll make bold with them. 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of care : 


} What? Cromwell covered, and his Father bare ? 
| It muſt got be. Now, Sir, to you ; 
{ Is not your name Frukibe/ ? and a Flaremone. 


Friſ. My name was Frickiball, till cruel fate, 
Did rob me of my name, and of my tate. 
Crow, What Fortune brought you to this Cauntrey 
now ? 
Friſ. All other parts hath left meduccourleſs, 
Save only this, becauſe of Debts I have 
| hopeto gain, for to relieve my want, : 
Crom. Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diſtreſſed man, robb'd by the Barderts, 
His name was Cromwell ? 
Friſ. 1 never made my brain 
A Calender of any good I did, 
| always lov'd this Nation with my heart. 
Crom. | am that Cromwell that you there reliev'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for tocloath me, 


—_— 


| Did wiſh a Daggerat King Henry 


Sixteen to bear my charges by the way, 
And ſixteen more I had far my Horſe hire, 
There be thole ſeveral ſums juſtly return's : 
Yet it injuſtice were, that ſerving at my need, 
For to repay them without incere | 
Therefore receive of me theſe four ſeyeral Bags ; 
In each of them there is four bundred Mark, 
And bring to me the names of all your Debtors, 
And if ny will pot (ee you paid, I will. 
O God forbid, that | ſhould ſee him fall, 
That belpt me jo my greateſt need of all, 
Here ſtands my Father that firſt gave me life, 
Alas, what duty is'tao much for him ? 
This man in time of geed did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do too much for him. 
By this old man | oftentimes was fed, 
Elſe might 1 have gone ſupperleſs to Bed. 
Such kindneſs have [ had of theſe thee men, 
That Cromwell no way can repay agep, 
Naw ia to Dinner, for we ſtay too long, 
And to good ſtomachs is no greater wrong. 

[ Exennt omnes. 


Emer Gardiner in bis Study, and his man. 


Gard. Sirrah, where be thoſe men | caus'd to ſtay ? 
Ser. They do attend your pleaſure, Sir, within. 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ſtay you without, 

For by thoſe men the Fox of this ſame Land, 

That makes a Ggoſe of better than himſelf, 

Muſt worried be vnto his lateſt home, 

Or Gardiner will fail in his jatent, 

As tor the Dakes of Suffolk, and of Norfolk, 

Whom | have ſent for tacome ſpeak with me ; 

Howſaever outwardly they ſhadow it, 

Yet ic their hearts I know they love him not ; 

As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 

And dares not gain-ley what we do ſet down. 


Enter the two Witneſſes. 


Now, my Friends, you know I ſay'd your lives, 
When by the Law you had deſerved Death ; 
And then you promiſed me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your lives to do me good. | 
Both Wit. We {ſwore no more than that we will per- 
ori. 
Gard. I take your words, and that which you maſt do, 
ls ſervice for your God, and for your King ; 
To root a Rebel from this flouriſhing Land, 
One thar's an Enemy weto the Church : 
And therefore muſt you take your ſolemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 
$s Heart : 
Fear not to ſwear it, for I heard bim ſpeak it ; 


| Therefore we'll ſhield you from enſuing harms. 


2, Wie, If you will warrant ns the deed is good, 
We'll undertake it. 
Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abſolye you both; 
This Crucifix I lay upon your Heads, 
And ſprinkle Holy-water on yGur brows : 
The deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it ſhall you purchaſe Grace from Heaven, 
1, Now Sir we'll undertake it, by our Souls. 
2. For Creanwell never loyed none of our ſort. 
Gard. 1 know he doth not, and for both of you, 
I will prefer you to ſome place of worth ; 
Now get you in, uatil I call for you, 
For preſently the Dukes mean to be here. [£xeunt Wit. 
Cromwell, (it faſt, thy time's not long toreign , 
The Abbies that were pull'd down by thy means, 
Is now a mean for me to pull thee down : 
Thy pride alſo thy own head lights upon, 
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For thou art he hath chang'd Religion : 
But now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 


Suff. Good even to my Lord Biſhop, 

Norf. How fares my Lord ? what, are you all alone? 

Gard, No, not alone, my Lords, my mind is troubled : 
[ know your honours muſe wherefore [ ſent, 
And in ſuch haſte': What came you from the King ? 
: Norf. We did,- and left none but Lord Cromwell with 

im, | Your 
' Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in ? 

There's Thomas Wolſey, be*s already gone, 
And Thomas Moor, he followed after him : 
Another Thomas yet there dothi\remain, | 
That is far worſe than either of thoſe twain 
And if with ſpeed, my Lords, we not purſue it, 
| fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 
Bed. Another Thomas? pray God: it be not Cromwell. 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it: is that Traytor Crom- 
well. | 
Bed. Is Cromwell falſe? my heart will never think it. 
Suff. My Lord of Wincheſter, what likelihood, 
Or proof have you of this his treachery. ZW 
Gard. My Lord, too much, call in-the men within, 


' Enter the Witneſſes; 


Theſe men, my Lord; upon their Oaths affirm, 

That they did hear Lord Cromnwett in his Garden, 

Wiſhed a Dagger ſticking at the Heart 

Of our King kerry,” whit is this but Treaſon ? 

Bed. If it beſo,- my-heart'doth bleed with ſorrow. 
Suff. How ſay you, Friends ; what, did you hear theſe 
words ? L.! 
1. Wit, We did, an't like your grac 
Norf. Ia what place was Lord Cromwell 
them ? : 
2, Wit, In his Garden  . where we did attend a Suit, 
Which we had waited for two years and more. 

Suff. How long is't ſince you heard him ſpeak thele 
words ? | 

2, Wit. Some half a year ſince. $25 

Bed. How chance that you conceal'd it all this time ? 
1. Wie, His Greatneſs made 'vs fear, that was the 
cauſe, | ao . 

Gard. 1, I, his Greatneſs, that's the cauſe indeed 
And to make his Treaſon here more manifeſt, 

He calls his Servants'to him round about, 

Tells them of Wolſey's Life, and of his fall, 

Sayes that himſelf hath many Enemies, 

And gives to ſome of them a Park, or Mannor, 

To others Leaſes, Lands to other ſome : 

What need he do this in his prime of life, 

An if he were not fearful of his death ? 

Suff. My Lord, theſe likeliboods are very great. 

Bed. Pardon me, -Lords, for L muſt needs depart ; 


Their proofs are great, but greater is my heart. 
1 Es [Exit Bedford. 


: . 


when he ſpake 


Norf. My Friends, take heed 

Of that which you have ſaid; 

Your Souls muſt anſwer what your tongues report :\ 

Therefore take heed, be wary-what you do. 

2. Wit: My Lord, we ſpeak no more but truth. 

Nerf. Let them depart, my Lord of Winche#ter 

Let theſe men be cloſe kept 

Until the day of tryal. 

Gard. They ſhall, my Lord z ho, take in theſe two men. 
[Exeunt Witneſles, 

My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Tryal, 

That which we do, is void, by his denial ; 

Yon know the King will credit none but him. 


N.rf. 'Tis true, he rules the King even as he pleaſes. 


Suff. How ſhall we do for to attach him then ? 
| Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus, 

By an ACt he made himſelf, 

With an intent to intrap ſome of our lives, 

And this it is:: 1f any Counſellor 

Be convicted of High Treaſon, 

He ſhall be executed without a publick Tryal. 

This Act, my Lords, he caus'd the King to make.. 

Suff.' A did_jndeed, and I remember ir, 

And now it is like to fall upon himſelf. 

Norf. Let us not ſlack it, *tis for England good, 
We mult be wary, elſe he'll go beyond us. 

Gar. Well bath your 'Grace ſaid, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Therefore, let us preſently to Lambeth, | 
T hither comes Cromwell, from the Court te night, 

Let us arreſt him, ſend him to the Tower. }.. 
And in the Morning, cut off the Traytors Head. 

Norf. Come then about it, let us guard the Town, 
This is the day that Cromwel muſt go down. . 

Gar. Along my Lords, well, Cromwell is half dead, 
He ſhak'd my heact, but I will ſhave his Head. [Exeurrt, 


Enter Bedford folus. 


Bed.. My Soul is likea Water troubled, 

AnQ& Gardiner is the man that makes it fo ; 

O (romwell, | do fear thy end is near : 

Yet I'll prevent their malice if I can, 

And in good time, ſee where the man doth come, 
Who little knows how near's his day of doom. 


Enter Cromwell with his Train, Bedford makes as though he 
world ſpeak to him : be goes on. 


Lord of Bedford, 


7 


Crom, You'r well encountred, my _ 
Pray Pardon me, I am ſent for to th* Kin 
And do not know the buſineſs yet my ſelf, 
So fare you well, for I muſt needs be gone. 

» [Exit all the Train, 
Bed. You muſt, well, what remedy? 
I fear roo ſoon you muſt be gone indeed, 
The King hath buſineſs, but little do'ſt thou know, 
Whoſe buſie for thy life : thou think'ſt not ſo. 


Enter Cromwell and the Train again. 
Crom, The ſecond time well met my Lord of Bedford : | 
I am very ſorry that my haſte is ſuch, 
Lord Marqueſs Dorſet being ſick to Death, 
| muſt receive of him the Privy Seal 
At Lambeth, ſoon my Lord, we'll talk our fill. 
CExit the Tram, 
Bed. How ſmooth and eaſie is the way to Death, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


AMeſ. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk, and of Swfolk,, 
Accompanied with the Biſhop of Wincheſter, 
Intreats you tocome preſently to Lambeth, 
On earneſt matters that concerns the State. 

Bed, To Lambeth, ſo: go fetch me Pen and Iok, 
[ and Lord {romwell there ſhall talk enough : 
I, and our laſt, I fear, and if he come. 
[ He writes 4 Letter, 
Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, ſay it concerns him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the haſte you can, 
To Lambeth do l go, a woful man, [ Exit, 
Enter Cromwell and his Train, 


Crom, ls the Barge ready? I will ſtraight to Lambeth, 


And if this one dayes buſineſs, once were paſt, g 
P 


—__ 


—— 
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of the Lord Cromwell. 
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['d take my eaſe to morrow afrer trouble, 
How now my Friend, would'ſt thou ſpeak with me ? 
[The Mellenger brings the Letter, 
be puts « in hy pocket. 
Meſ. Sir, heres a Letter from my Lord of Bedford. 
Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 
Hold, take thoſe Angels, drink them for thy pains. 
Meſ. He doth detuve your Grace toread it, 
Becauſe he ſayes it doth concern you near. 
Crom, Bid him aſſure himſelf of chat, farewe), 
To morrow, tell him, he ſhall hear from me, 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, 
[ Extunt omnes, 


Enter Wincheſter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeane 
at Arms, the Herald, and Halbert-, 


Gar, Halberts ſtand claſe unto the Water ſide, 
Serjeant at Arms, he bold in your Office, 
Herald, deliver your Proclamation. 

Her. This is to give notice to all the Kings Subjes, 
{ The late Lord Gromwel,, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar general oyer the Realm, 
Him to hold and —_ - a Traitor, 

ainſt the Crown ignity of England. 
$ God ſave the King, VE 

Gar. Amen. | | 

Bed. Amcn, and root thee from the Land, 
| For whilſt thou liveſt, truth cannot ſtand. 
| Nor, Make a lane there, the Traitor isat band, 
Keep back Cromwpel's|men : 
Drown them if they come on. Serjeant, your Office ? 


Enter Cromwell, they make 4 lave with their » 
ents. -" W 


Crom. What means my Lord of Norfolk by theſe words? 
Sirs , come along. 
Gar, Kill them, if they come on. 
| Ser. Lord Cronnvell, in King Henries name, 
I do arreſt your honour of high Treaſon. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treaſon ? 
[ Cromwell's men offer to draw. 
Suff. Kill them, if they draw a Sword. 
Crom, Hold, I charge you, as you love me, draw not 
a Sword, 
Who dares accuſe Oromwell of Treaſon now ? 
Gar. This is no place to reckon up your crime, 
Your Dove-like looks were view'd with Serpents Eyes. 
Crom, With ferpents Eyes indeed, by thine they were, 
But, Garaiver, do thy worſt, | fear thee not, 
My Faith compar'd with thine, as much fhall paſs, 
As doth the Diamond excell the glaſs: 
Attach'd of Treafon, no accuſers by, 
{ Indeed what tongue dares ſpeak fo foul a lic ? 
Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And is it time the King had note thereof. 
Crom. The King, let me go to him face to face, 
No better Trial I defire than that, 
| Let him but ſay, that Crowwelt's Faith was feign'd, 
Then let my Honour, and my Name be ſtain'd 
lf ever ny heart again the King was ſet, 
O let my Soul in judgement anſwer it : 
Then if my Faith's confirmed with his reaſon, 
'Gainſt whom hath Cromwell then committed treaſon? 
| Saf. My Lord, your matter ſhall be tried, 
Mean time with patience content your ſelf, 
Crom, Perforce | muſt with patience be content : 
O dear Friend Bedford, doſt thou ſtand ſo near ? 
| C-omwell rejoyceth, one Friend ſheds a tear : 
And whither is't? which way muſt Cromwel/now ? 
Gar. My Lord, you muſt untothe Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your charge. 
Com, Well, where you pleaſe, yet before I part, 


Let me confer a little with my men. 
Gar. As you go by Water ſo you ſhall. 
Crom, | have ſome buſineſs preſent to impart. 
Nor. You may not ſtay,Lieutenant,take your charge. 
Com. Well, well, my Locd, you ſecond Gardiner: text. 
Norfol\, farewel, thy turn will be the next. | 
[Exit Cromwell and the Lieutenant. 
Gar, His guilty conſcience makes him reve, my Locd. 
Ner. I, let him talk, his time is ſhoct enough. 
Gar, My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
That would nat ſhed a tear for you. 
Bed. It grieves me {or to ſec his ſudden fall, 
Gar. Such fucceſs wiſh 1 unto Traitors all. [ Exeunt. 


Emer two Citizens. 


1. Why? can this news be true? is't poſlible ? 
The great Lord Cromwell arreſted upon high Treaſon, 
| hacdly will believe it can be ſo. 

2, Itis roo true, Sir, would it were otherwiſe, 
Condition I ſpent half the wealth 1 have; 
| was at Lambetb, ſaw him there arrelted, 

And afterward committed tothe Tower. 

1. What was't for Treaſon that he was committed ? 

2, Kind Noble Gentleman: I may rue the time ; 
All that 1 have, I did enjoy by him, 

And if-he die, then all my ſtate is gone. 

1. It may be hoped that he ſhall not die, 
Becaule the King did favour him ſo much. 

2, O Sir, you are deceived in thinking o : 
The grace and favour he had with the King, 
Hatl caus'd him have fo many Enemies : 

He chat in Court fecure will keep bimſelt, 
Muſt not be great, for then he is envied at. 
The Shrub is ſafe, when as the Cedar ſhakes, 
Foc where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as much more envied are. 

1, 'Tis pity that this noble man ſhould fall, 
He did ſo many charitable deeds. 

2, *Tistrue, and yet you ſee in each eſtate, 

There's none fo good, but ſome one doth bim hate, 
And they before would ſmile him in the face, 

Will be the formoſt to dohim diſgrace : 

What, will you 80 along unto the Court ? 

r. Icarenot if I do, and hear the news, 

How men will judge what ſhall become of him. 

2, Some men will ſpeak hardly, ſome will ſpeak in pity, 
Go you to the Court. Ple go into the City, 
There | am ſure to hear more news than you. 

1, Why then ſoon will we meet again. [Exeunt, 


* Enter Cromwell in the Tower. 


(rom. Now, Cromwell, haſt thou time to meditate, 
And think upoa thy ſtate, and of the time : 
Thy honours came unſought, 1, and unlook'd for, 
They fall as ſudden, and unlook'd for too : 
What glory was in England that | had not? 
Whoin _ Land GEN _ = —— ? 
Except the King, who greater my felt ? 
But nu l ar a— ſhall, | 
The greater men, more ſudden is their fall. 


| 
| 
' 


: 
: 


And now | do remember, the Earl of Bedford 
Was very deſirous for to ſpeak tome: 

And afterward ſent unto me a Letter, 
The which 1 think I have ſtill in my Pocket, 

Now may I read it, for I now have leiſure, 

And this I take it is. [ He reads the Letter. 


4 
e My Lord, come not this night to Lambeth, 
For rf you do, your ſtate is overthrown, | 
And much I dowbt your life, and if you come * 
T hen if you love your ſelf, ſtay where you are. 


O Ged. 


_— es. A —— 


| 
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The Life and Death 


0 God, had | but read this Letter, 

Then had l been free from the Lions Paw : 
Deferring this to read ufitil ro Morrow, 

| ſpurn'd at joy, and did embrace my ſorrow. 


Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower and Officers. 


Now, Maſter Lientenant, when's this day of Death ? 
Lies. Alas, my Lord, would I might never ſee it : 
Here are the Dukes of S»ffolkand of Norfolk, 
Wincheſter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratchff, 
With others, but why they come 1 know not. 
Crom, No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar'd, 
For Gardiner has my life and ſtate inſnar'd : 
Bid them come in, or you ſhall do them wrong, 
For here ſtands he, whom ſome think lives too long, 


| Learning kills Learning, and, inſtead of Ink 


To dip his Pen, Cromwel's heart blood doth drink. 
Enter all the Nobles, 


Norf. Good morrow, Cromwell, what, alone ſo {ad ? 
Crom. Onc good among you, none of you are bad : 
For my part, it belt fits ime be alone, | 
Sadneſs with me, not 1 with any one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my cauſe ? 

Norf. We have, and he hath anſwered us, my Lord, 
Crom, How (hall I come to ſpeak with him my elf. 
Gard, The King is ſo advertiſed of your guilr, 


; He will by no means admit you to his preſence, 


Crom. No way admit me, am I ſo ſoonforgot ? : 
Did ke but yeſterday embrace my neck, 

And ſaid that Cromwell was even half himſelf, 

And are his Pcincely cars ſo much bewitched 

With ſcandalous ignominy, and flanderous ſpeeches, 
That now hedoth deny to look on me ? , 
Well, my Lord of Wincbefter, no donbt but you 
Are much in. favour with his Majeſty, j # 
Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace ? 

Gar, Pardon me, Ile bear no Traitors Letters. 
Crom. Ha, will you do this kindneſs then?: . 

Tell him by word of mouth what I ſhall fay to you. - 
Gard, That will I. 

(rom, But on your honour will you? 

Gard. I, on my honour. 

Crom, Bear witneſs, Lords. 

Tell him, when he hath knowa you, 

And try'd your Faith but half ſo much as mine, 

He'll figd you to be the falſeſt hearted man 

ln England : Pray tell him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in theſe extremities. 
Crom. My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, » 

| know your honour always lov'd me well, 

But, pardon me, this ſtill ſhall be my theam, 

Gardimer is the cauſe makes (romwell ſo extream : 

Sir Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you ; 


'| You were my man, and all chat you polleſs 


Came by my means, to requite all this, 

Will you take this Letter here of me, 

And give it with your own hands to the King. 
Sad. | kiſs your hand, and never will I reſt 

E're to the King this be delivered. LExit Sadler. 

Crom, Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ſtore. 

Gard, But all the haſte he makes ſhall be but vain, 

Here'sa diſcharge for your Priſoner, 

To ſee him executed preſently : 

My Lord, you hear the tenor of your life. 

Crom, | doembrace it, welcome my laſt {date, 

And of this gliſtering world 1 take laſt leave ; 

And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of you: 

As willingly 1 go to meet with Death, 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath ; 

From Tceaſon is my heart as white as Snow, 

My Dzath only procured by my Foe : 


I pray commend me to my Soveraiga King, 
And tell him. in what ſort his Cromwell dy'd, 
To loſe his Head before his cauſe was try'd : 
But Jet-his Grace, when he ſhall hear my name, 
Say only this, Gardiner procur'd the ſame. 


Enter young Cromwell, 


Lieu, Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom. To take his leave ? 
Come hither, Harry Cromwell ; Ai 
Mark, Boy, the laſt words that [ ſpeak to thee ; 
Flatter not Fortyne, neirher fawn upon her ; 
Gape not for ſtate, yet loſe no ſpark of honour ; 
Ambition, like the plague ſee thou eſcbew it ; 
I die for Treaſon, Boy, and never knew it ; 
Yet let thy Faith as ſpotleſs be as mine, 
And Cromwell's virtues in thy face ſhall ſhine : 
Come, go along and ſee me leave my breath, 
And Fle leave thee upon the:floor of Death. 
Son. O Father, I ſhall die to ſee that wound, . 
Your blood being ſpilt will make my heart to ſound. 
Crom, How, Boy, not look upon the Axe ? 
How ſhall I dothen to have my head ſtrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and ſee the end of al), 
And after ſay that Gardiner was my fall. 
Gard. My Lord, you ſpeak it of an envious heart, 
I have done no more than Law and Equity. 
Bed. O, my good Lord of Wincheſter, forbear ; 
It would better ſeemed you to been abſent, 
Than with your words diſturb a dying man. 
Crom, Who me, my Lord ? . no: he diſturbs not me, 
My mind he ſtirrs not, though his mighty ſhock 
Hath brought moe Peers heads down to the block, 
Farewel, my Boy,all Cromwell can bequeath, 


| My hearty bleſſing, ſol take my leave. 


Hang, 1 am your death's man,pray my Lord, forgive me. 
. Crom. Evea with my Soul,why man thou art my Doctor, 
And bring'ſt me precious Phyſick for my Soul ; 
My Lord of Bedford, 1: deſire of you, 
Before my Death a corporal embrace. 
[Bedford comes to bim, Cromwell embraces him. 
Farcwel, great Lord, my love | do commend: 
My heart to you, my Soul to Heayen I ſend ; 
This is my joy, that e*re my body fleet, 
Your bonour'd arms is my true winding-ſheet ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my peace is made in Heaven ; 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor ell in length, 
To riſe tounmeaſur'd height, wing'd with new ſtrength. 
The lands of Worms, which dying men diſcover. 
My Soul is ſhrin'd with heaven's celeſtial cover. 

[Exexnt Cromwell and the Officers, and others. 

Bed. Well, Farewel Cromwell, the trueſt Friend 
That ever Bedford ſhall poſſeſs again, 
Well, Lords, | fear when this man is Dead, 
You'll wiſh in vain that Cromwell had a head. 


Enter one with Cromwell's Head. 


Off. Here is the Head of the deceaſed (romwell. 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. e 


Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromwell dead ? 
Bed. Lord Cromwell's body now doth want a head. 

Sad. O God, alittle ſpeed had ſay'd his life, 

Here is a kind Reprieve come from the Kiog, 

To bring him ſtraightunto his Majeſty. 

Swff. I, I, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 
Gar. My conſcience now tells me this deed was ill, 


Would Chriſt that Cromwell were alive again. 
Nor, Come let us to the King, whom well I know, 
Will grieve for Crowell, that his Death was ſo. 
[Exeunt omnes. 
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H E doubtful Title (Gentlemen) prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in hand, 

May breed ſuſpence, and wrongfully diſturb 

The pu_ quiet of your ſetled thoughts : 

To ſtop which ſcruple, let this brief ſuffice ; 

It is no Js Glutton we preſent, 

Counſellor to youthful ſin ; 
But one, whoſe wertue ſhone above the reſt, 
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242 The Hiſtory of 


Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


Tour favours merit : 


*beriff, Y Lords [ charge ye in his Highneſs name, 
to keep the Peace, you and your fol- 


lowers. 
H:r, Good Maſter Sheriff, look unto your ſelf. 
Pow. Do ſo, for we haye other buſineſs, 
[ Proffer to fight again. 
Sher, Will ye diſturb the Judges, and the Alſize ? 
Har the King's Proclamation, ye were belt. 
Pow, Hold then, let's hear it. 
Her. But be brief, ye were beſt. 
Bail. O yes. | 
Davy. Coſlone,make ſhorter O, or ſhall mar your Yes, 
Bail. Q yes. 
Owen. What, has her nothing to ſay, but O vcs ? 
Bal. O yes. 
Davy. O nay, py coſs plut , down with her, down 
with her, A Powss, a Powzs. 
Gough, A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Pows. 
[ Helter Shelter again 
Sher, Hold in the King's name, hold. 
Owen, Down with a Kanaves name, down. 
[1n this fight the Bailiff is knock'd down, and the 
Sheriff and the other run away. 
Her. Powis, I think thy welſh and thou do ſmart. 
Pow. Herbert, | think my Sword came near thy heart. 
Her. Thy hearts beſt bloud ſhall pay the loſs of mine. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, 
Davy. A Pown, a Pows. 


es they arc fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford , h1s 
Officers and Townſmen wuh (lubs. 


May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 
True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, 
Attend his Highneſs Proclamation, 
Commanded by the Judges of Aſlize, 
For keeping Peace at this Aſſembly. 
Her. Good Maſter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 
May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. TK 
Ser. The Kings Juſtices, perceiving what publick miſ- 
chiet may enſue this private quarrel : in his Majeſties 
name, do ſtraightly charge and command all perſons, of 
what degree ſoever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex- 
cept ſuch as are bound to give attendance at this Aſſize, | 
and that no man preſume to wear any Weapon, eſpecially 
Welſh-Hooks, Forreſt Bills. 
Owen. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog? ha? 

. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 7 
Ser, And that the Lord Powi do preſently diſperſe 
and diſcharge hisRetinne,and depart the City in theKings 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain of Impriſonment. 
Davy. Haw ? pud her Lord Powis in Priſon? A: Pows: 
A Powis. Coſſoon, hes will live and tye with he 
Lord. 
Gongh, A Herbert, a Herbert. 


In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, ana falls to the 
ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs : Powis 
runs away, Gough and Herberts Fattion are buſy about 
him. Enter the two Fudges , the Sheriff, and his Baibffs 
afore them, &c. 


{ 71. Fud. Where's the Lord Herbert ? Is he hurt or ſlain ? 


\ Kanave. 


A valiant Martyr, and a vertuous Peer, 

In whoſe true Faith and Loyalty expreſt 
Unto his Sovereign, and his Countries weal : 
We ſtrive to pay that tribute of our love 


Let fair truth be gra&d, 


Since forg'd invention former time defac'd. 


Goweh. Mortally wounded, ſpeechleſs, he cannot live. 


And get him drelt with expedition. 
LExit L. Herbert and Gough. 

Maſter Mayor of Hereford, Maſter Sherifl o' th? Shire, 
Commit Lord Powss to ſafe Cuſtody, 
To anſwer the diſturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herberts peri), and his high coutempt 
| Of us, and you the Rings Commilſiagters, 
See it be dane with care and diligence., 

Sher. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, my Lord Powis is gonc 
palt all recovery. 

2. ud, Yet let ſearch be made, 
To apprehend his Followers that are left. 

Sber, There are ſome of them : Sirs, lay hold of 
them, 

Owen, Of us? and why? what has her done I pray 
you? 
Sher. Difarm them, Bailifls. 

May. Officers allilt. 
Eg Hear you, Lord Shudge, what reſſon for 
tnis £ 
Owen, Coſſoon, pe puſe for fighting for our Lord ? 
1. Fud. Away with them. | 
Davy. Harg you,my Lord, 
Owen. Gowgh my Lord Herberts man's a ſiiitten 


Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel. 

Owen, Pray you do ſhuſtice, Ict awl be Priſon, 

Davy. Prifon, no, 

Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. | 
2. Fud, What Bail? what Suretics * 
Davy. Her Cozen ap Rice , ap Evan, ap Morice , ap | 

e Morgan, ap Livellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap Griffn, | 

ap Davy, ap Ower,, ap Shinken Shones. 

2, Fud. Two cf the moſt ſufficient are enow. 

Sher. And't pleaſe your Lordſhip theſe are all but | 

one. | 

1. 7#d. To Jayl with them, and the Lord Jerberts men, 
We'll talk with them, when the Aſſize is done, [|Exeurt. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Muſt we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conſtable 

[n other civil places can ſuppreſs ? 

. 2. Fud, What was the quarrel that cavs'd alt this 
ir ? 

Sher. About Religion as I heard, my Lord, 

Lord Powss's detractcd from the power of Rome, 

Aificming Weckliff*s Doctrine to be true, 

And Romes erroneous : hot reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, they were Traytors all 

That would maintain it. Powis anſwered, ! 

They were as true, as noble, and as wiſe 

As he, that would defend it with their lives, 

He nam'd for inſtance Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle 

| The Lord Cobbam : Herbert replied again, 

He, thou, and all are Traytors that ſo hold. 

The lye was given, the ſeveral Faftions drawn, 

And fo enrag'd, that we could not appeaſe it. 

I. Fud, This caſe concerns the Kings Prerogative, 
And *tis dangerous to the State and Common-wealth. 
Gentlemen, Juſtices, Maſter Mayor, and Maſter Sheriff, 
It doth behove us all, and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care 

fling of: allmutintes, 


I, Jud. Convey him hence, let not his wounds take air, | 


| 
| 


| 
| 


Sher. He's here, my Lord. 
2. 7«d. How fares his Lordſhip, Friends ? | 


For the ſup 
| And all Aſſemblies, except Souldiers multers, 


For 


NS — 
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For the Kings preparation into France, 
We hear of ſecret Conventicles made, 
And there is doubt of ſome Conſpiracies, 
Which may break out into rebellious arms 


| When the King's gone; perchance before he go: 


Note as an inſtance, this one perillous fray, 

What Faftions might have grown on either part, 
To the deftruftion of the King and Realm : 

Yet, in my Conſcience, Sir Zohn Oldcaſtle's 
lanocent of it, only his name was us'd. 

We therefore from his Highneſs give this charge : 
You Maſter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 

You Maſter Sheriff, unto your Shice, and you 

As Juſtices in every ones precinct 

There be no meetings. When the vulgar fort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 

Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan'd. 

Let us return unto the Bench again, 

And there examine further of this fray. 


Enter a Bailiff and a Serjeant. 


Sher. Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powss yet ? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 

Ser, No, he's gone far enough, 

2. 7udo, They that are left behind, ſhall anſwer all. 
[Exeunt, 


Enter Suffolk, Biſhop of Rocheſter , Maſter Butler, 
Sir John the Parſon of Wrotham. 


Suf. Now, my Lord Biſhop, take free liberty 
To (peak your mind ; . What is your ſuit to us? 
Biſh. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes inveſted with : 
Grievous complaints have paſt between the Lips 
Of envious perſons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the livings which we have z 
And others ſpurning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient cuſtom in the Church. 
Amongſt the which, Lord Cobham is a chief : 
What inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the Ring, and to the Common-wealth, 
May eaſily be diſcern'd, when like a frenſy 
This innovation ſhall poſſeſs their minds. 
Theſe upſtarts will have followers to uphold 
Their dama'd opinion, more than Harry ſhall, 
| To undergo his quarrel *gainſt the French. 
Suf. What proof is there againſt them ro be had, 
That what you ſay the Law may juſtifie ? 
Biſh. They give themſelves the names of Proteſtants, 
And meet in Fields and ſolitary Groves. 
Sir Fohn. Was ever heard (my Lord) the like till now ? 
Taat Thieves and Rebels, *sbloud Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, I'll ſtand to't to their teeth, 
Should have to colour their vile praCtices, 
A Title of ſuch worth, as Proteſtant ? 


Enter one with a Letter. 
Sf. O but you muſt not ſwear, ir ill becomes 


One of your Coat, to rap out bloudy Oaths. 
Biſb. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal, 


{ An honeſt Country Prelate, who laments 


To ſee ſuch foul diforder in the Church. 
Sir John, There's one they call him Sir John Oldca#tle. 
He has not his name for nought : for like a Caſtle 
Doth he encompaſs them within his Walls, 
Bat till that Caſtle be ſubverred quite, 
We ne're ſhall be at quiet in the Realm, 
Biſh. This is ouc Suit (my Lord) that he be tane 
And brought in queſtion for bis Hereſie : 
Beſide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 


Y —_— 


Wherein my Lord Hereford writes to me; 
What cumulc and ſedition was begun, 
About the Lord Cobham, at the $izcs there, 
For they had much ado to calm the rage, 
And that the valiant Herbert is there lain. 
Suf. A fire tat mnſt be quencht, Well, ſay ro more, 
The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of matters touching Frazxce, 
As he doth paſs by, Pll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition. Maſter Butler, 
If | forget, do you remember me. 
But, | will my Lord. [Offer bim a Purſe. 
Biſh, Not as a Recompence, 
But as a Token of our love to you, 
By me (my Lords) the Clergy doth preſent 
This Purſe, and init full a thouſand Angels, 
Praying your Lordſhip to accept their gitr, | 
Saf. 1 thank them, my Lord Biſhop, for their love, 
But will not take their money, if you pleaſe 
To give it to this Geatleman, you may. 
Biſh. Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein. 
But. The beſt I can, my Lord of Rocheſter. 
Biſh. Nay, pray take'it, truit me you ſhall. 
Sir Fohn, Were ye all three upon New: Marker Hegth, 
You ſhould not need ſtrain curt'fie who ſhoult ba'r, 
Sir Fohn would quickly cid ye of that care. 
Suf. The King is coming : Fear ye not. my Lord, 
The very ficlt thing 1 will break with him 
Shall be about your matter, 


inter King Harty and Huntington : talk. 


-:«", wy Lord of Swffolk, 
Was it not ſaid the Clergy did refuſe 
1c ;z7id us Money toward our Wars in France ? . 
Sy, It was my Lord, but very wrongfully, 
Her. : know it was: for Huntington here tells me 
They have been yery bountiful of late. 
Sf. And ſtill they vow, - my gracious Lord, to be ſo, 
Hoping your Majeſty will think on them 
As of your loving Subje@ts, and ſuppreſs 
All ſuch malicious errors as begin 
To ſpot their calling, and diſturb the Church. 
Har. God elſe forbid : why, Suffolk, 
[s there any new rupture to diſquiet them ? 
Suf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And ſo increaſing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a ſcandal to your Royal State, 
And ſer your Kingdom quickly in an uproar. 
The Kentsſb Knight, Lord Cobham in deſpight 
Of any Law, or ſpiritual Diſcipline, 
Maintains this upſtart new Religion ſtill, 
And divers great Aſfkmblies by his means 
And private quarrels are commenc'd abroad, 


As by thisLetcer more at large,myLiege,is made apparent, | 
; 


Har. We do find it here, 
There was in Wale: a certain fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this ? 
Follows it ſtraight Lord Cobham muſt be he 
Did cauie the ſame ? I dare be ſworn (good Knight) 
He never dreamt of any ſuch contention. 
Biſh. But in his name the quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my Liege. 
Har. What if it did? was either he in place 
To take part with them? or abett them in it ? 
If brabling fellows, whoſe eakindled blond 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of ſome words that paſt 
Either of you, or you, amongſt cheir Cups, 
ls the fault yours? or are they guilty of it ? 
Suf. With pardon of your Highneſs, my dread Lord, 
Such little ſparks neglefted, may in time 
Grow to a mighty flame, But that's not all, 


He doth beſide maintain a ſtrange Religion, 
Xxx 2 


And }I- 


— 
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And will not be compell'd tocome to Maſs. 
Biſh:p. We do beſeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 
Without oftence uato your Majeſty, 
We may be bold to uſe Authority. 
Har. As how? 
Biſhop. To ſummon him unto the Arches, 
Where ſuch offences have their puniſhment. 
Har. To anſwer perſonally, is that your meaning ? 
Biſhop, It is, my Lord. 
Har. How if he appeal ? 
Biſhop. My Lord, he cannot in ſuch a caſe as this. 
Suf. Not where Religion is the plea, my Lord. 
Har. | took it always, that our Eif foo on'r 
As a ſufficient reſuge : unto whom 
Not aby but might lawfully appeal. 
But we'll not argue now upon that point. 
For Sir 7ohn Oldcafthe whom you accuſe, 
Let me intreat you to diſpence a while 
With your high Title of preheminence. 
Report did never yet condemn him ſo, 
But he hath always been reputed loyal: 
And in my knowledge | can ſay thus much, 
That he is vertuons, wiſe, and honourable. 
If any way his Conſcience be ſeduc'd 
To waver in his Faith, Ile ſend for him, 
And ſchool him privately : If that ſerve not, 
Then afterward you may proceed againſt him. 
Butler, be you the Meſſenger for us, | 
And will him preſently repair to Court, LExeunt. 
S.Fobn, How now my Lord ? why ſtand you diſcontent ? 
tuſooth (methinks) the King hath well decreed. 
Biſhop. 1, 1, Sir John, if he would keep his wor! - 
But 1 perceive he favours him ſo much 


[In ſcors. 


S. Fobn, Why then 1'te tell you what y'are belt to Go* 

If you ſuſpet the King will be bnt cold 

In reprehending him, ſend you a Proceſs too 

To ſerve upon him, fo ye may be ſure 

To make him an(wer't, howſoever it fall, 

| Biſhop. And well cemembred, 1 will have it ſo, 

A Sumner ſhall be fent about it ſtraight. LExs, 
S. Fohn, Yea,do ſo. ln the mean ſpace this remains 

For kind Sir Zohn of Wrotham, honeſt Jack. 

Methinks the purſe of Gold the Biſhop gave 

Made a good ſhew, it had a tempting look : 

Beſhrew me, but my fingers ends do itch 

To be upon thoſe golden ruddocks. Well tis thus; + 

I am not as the world doth take me for : 

If ever Wolf were cloathed in fheeps coat, 

Then 1 am he; old huddle and twang 'ifaith : 

A Prieſt in ſhew, but (in plain terms) a Thief : 

Yet let me tell you too, an honeſt Thief; 

One that will take it where it may be ſpar'd, 

And ſpend it freely in good fellowſhip. 

I have as many ſhapes as Protews had, 

| That ſtill when any villany is done, 

There may none fuſpeCt it was Sir Fohr. 

Beſides, to comfort me (for what's thus life, 

Except the crabbed bitterneſs thereof 

Be ſweetned now and then with Letchery? ) 

| have my Doll, my Concubine as 'twere, 

To frolick with, a luſty bouncing = 

But whilſt I loyter here, the Gold may ſcape, 

And that muſt not be ſo: Ir is mine own. 

Therefore I'le meet him on his way to Court, 

And ſhrive him of it, there will be the ſport. 


| Enter four poor People, ſome Sonldiers, ſome Old men. 


1. God help, God help, there's Law for puniſhing, 
But there's no Law for our neceſlity : 
There be more ſtocks to ſet poor fonldiers in, 
Than there be Houſes to relieve them at. 


—_ 


w 


[Exit. 


Even asS. Peter writ, {till worſe and worſe. 

2, Maſter Mayor of Rocheſter has given command, That 
none ſhall go abroad out of the Pariſh , and has ſet down 
an Order forſooth, what every poor houſholder mult give 
for our relief: where there be ſome ſelſed (1 may lay to 
you.) had almoſt as much need to beg as we. 

1. It isa hard world the while, 

Old m. If a poor man ask at door for God's ſake,they ask 
him for a licence or a certificate from a Juſtice. 
| 2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our 


{Shew me ſuch two men now : No, no, 


bodies, our maim'd limbs, God help us. 

4. And yet as lame as | am, Ple with the King into 
France, if 1 can but crawl a ſhip board,l had rather be ſlain 
in France, than ſtarve in England. 

Old m, Ha, were | out as luſty as I was at Shrewsb,ry 
battle, I would not do as I do: but we are now come to 
_— good Lord Cobhaw's houſe, the beſt man to the poor in 
all Kent, 

4. God bleſs him, there be but few ſuch, 


Enter Lord Cobham wh Harpool. 


Cob. Thou peeviſh froward man, what would(t thou 
have ? 
Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery, 
[ ſerv*d your Father, and your Grandfather, 


Your backs, your backs ; the Devil and pride 
Has cut the throat of all good Honſe-keeping, 
They were the beſt Yeomens Maſters that 


| 
' 


As this will be to ſmall effe, 1 fear. 


| of any thing you give them, except they'll eat ſtones, 


{ Your fooliſh alms maintains more Vagabonds 


L 


Ever were in England. 
Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy knaves 
And ſturdy Rogers ſtill ſeeding at my Gate, 
Thereis no hoſpitality with thee, 
Har. They may ſitat the gate well enough, but the devil 


Cob. *Tis long then of ſuch hungry Knaves as you : 
Yea, Sir, here's your retinue, your gueſts be come, 
They know their hours, I warrant you, 

Old m, God bleſs your honour, God ſave the good Lord 
Cobham, and all his Houſe. 
Soul. Good your honour, beſtow your bleſſed almes 
Upon poor men, 
Cob. Now, Sir, here be your alms Knights: 
Now ate you as ſafe as the Emperonr. 
Har. My alms Knights? Nay tl'are yours : 
It is a ſhame for you, and Vle ſtand to't, 


Than all the Noblemen in Kent belide. 

Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your livings, 
Alas poor men, they may beg their hearts out, 
There's no more Charity among men 

Than amongſt ſo many Maſtive Dogs. 

What make you here, you needy knaves? 

Away, away, you Villains. 

2. Soul. 1 beſeech you, Sir, be good. 

Cob. Nay,nay, they know thee well enough, I think that 
all the beggers in this Land are thy acquaintance : go be- 
ſtow your alms, none will controll you, Sir. 

Har. What ſhould I givethem ? you are grown ſo beg. 
garly,that = can ſcarce give a bit of Bread at your door : 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have baniſhed 
Charity from you ; a man may make a Flax-ſhop in your 
Kitchin Chimnies, for any fire there isſtirring. 

Cob, If thou wilt give them nothing, ſend them hence : 
Let them not ſtand here ſtarving 1a the cold. 

Har, Who, I drive them hence? If I drive poor men 
from the door , I'le be hang'd: I know not what I may 
come to my ſelf: God help ye poor knaves, ye ſee the 


good Lady, thy Soul's at reſt: ſhe gave more in ſhirts and 
(mocks to poor Children, than you ſpend in your Houſe, 


World. Well, you had a Mother : O God be with thee | 


Oldman, I, Houſe-keceping decays in every place, 


; 


and yet you live a beggar to. 
Cob. 
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Cob, Even the worſt deed that ever my Mother did, 
was in relieving ſuch a Fool as thou. 

Har, I, 1 am a Fool ſtill : with all your Wit youll die 
a Beggar, go too. 

Cob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor people ſome- 
thing: Go in poor men into the inner Court, and take 
ſuch Alms as there is to be had. 

Soul. God bleſs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there's nothing but 
miſery amongſt you, you fear no Law, you. CExt. 

Oldm, God bleſs you good Maſter Rafe , God ſave 
your Life, you are good to the poor ſtill. 


Enter the Lord Powis diſeniſed. 


Cob, What Fellow's yonder comes along the Grove ? 
Few Paſſengers there be that know this way : 
Me thinks he ſtops as though he ſtaid for me, 
And meant to ſhrow'd himſelf among the Buſhes, 
[ know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 4 
And my Religion gets me many foes : 
And this may be ſome deſperate Rogue 
Suborn*d to work me miſchief: as it pleaſeth God. 
If he come toward me, ſure Ple ſtay his coming, 
Be he but one man, whatſoere he be. [Lord Powis comes on. 
| have been well acquainted with that face. 
Pow. Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir, what ere you be ; 
But of this ſudden, Sir, I do not know you. 
Pow. | am one that wiſheth well unto your Honour, 
My name is Powss,an old Friend of yours. 
Cob, My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 


- | What makes your Lorſhip thus alone in Kent, 


And thus diſguiſed in this ſtrange attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath ar this time enforc'd me to theſe parts, 
And thus it hapt. Not yet full five days ſince, 

Now at the laſt aſſize at Hereford, 

It chanc'd that the Lord Herbert and my elf, 
"'Monglt other things diſcourſing at the Table, 
To fall in ſpeech about ſome certain points 
Of Wickls"'s DoCtrine *gainſt the Papacie, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain'd 
Through the moſt part of Europe at this day 
This wilful teſty Lord ſtack nor to ſay, 

That Wick was a Knave, a ſchiſmatick, 


His Doctgans deviliſh and Heretical: g 
And w er he was maintain'd the ſame, 
| Was Trait th to God, and £o his Country. 


Being moved at his peremptoryſpeech 
| rold him, ſome maintain'd thoſe opinions, + 


1 Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was : 


Aad he replying in compariſons, * 
Your name weary, hy herd; againſt this challenge, 
To be a perfect favourer of the truth. 
And to be ſhort, from words we'fell to blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts. 
Many on both ſides hurt : and for'an hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges riſing from the bench, 
Were in their perſons forc'd to'part the fray. 
Cob, | hope no man was violently ſlain. ” 
Pow. Faith none | truſt, but the Lord Herberts ſelf, 
Who is in truth ſo dangerouſly hurt, | 
As it is doubted he can hardly ſcape. 
Cob. 1 amſorry, my good Lord, of theſe ill news. 
Pow, This is the caule that drives me into Kent, 
To ſhroud my ſelf with you ſo good a Friend, 
Until 1 hear how things do ſpeedat home. | 
Cob. Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome unto Cobban : 
But 1 am very ſorry, my good Lord, 
My name was brought in queſtion in this matter, 
| Conſidering 1 have many Enemies, 
That threaten malice, and do lye in wait 


w 


__ 


To take the vantage of the ſmalleſt thing; 

But you are welcome, and repoſe your Lordſhip, 
And keep your ſelt here ſecret in my Houſe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert ſpeeds. | | 


Emer Harpool, 


Here comes my man : Sirrah, what news ? 
Har. Yonder's one Mr. Butler of the privie Chamber, | 
is ſent unto you from the King. | | 
Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the } 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath ſent tor me. , 
Cob, Comfort your fe{f, my Lord, [ warrant you. 
Har. Fellow, what ailsthee? , do'lt thou quake ?. do'lt | 
thou ſhake ? Joſt thou tremble ? ha? 
Cob. Peace,you old fool : Sirrab, convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. 
Har. Come, Sir, :y'ate welcome, if you love my Lord. 
Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. [ Exeunt. 
Cob. 1 thought as much, that it would not be long before 
| heard of ſomething from the King, about this matter. 


Enter Harpool with 41aſter Butler. 


Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you ſee him ; 
le bave your men intothe-{cller the while. 

Cob, Welcome, good Maſter Butler, 

But.. Thanks, my good Lord : his Majeſty doth com- 
mend his love unto your Lordſhip, and wills you to repair 
unto the Court, 19 | - 2 

Cob. God bleſs his highneſs, and confound his Enemies, 
[ hope his Majeſty is well? Ct , 

Bu. !n good health, my-Lord. | 

Cob. God long continue it; me thinks you -look as 
though you were not well, whatails ye, Sir ? 

But. Faith I have had a foolifh odde-miſcbance, that | 
angecs me: coming over Shooter 5 bill; there came one to | 
me like a Sailor, and askt me money ; :and whillt 1 ſtaid 
my Horſe to draw my'purſe, he takes th advantage of a 
little bank , and leaps behind me , whips my pucie away, 
and witha ſudden jerk,l know not how, threw meaticaſt*} 
three _ out of my Saddle z 1 nevet was ſo rob'din all 
my life. - W Qt of SK ITTD SET Gl KN 

(ob. 1 am very ſorry, /Sir, for your miſchance; we will 
{-nd our warrant forthy ito ſtay ſuch ſuſpitious perſons as , 
{hall be found, then Mr. Butler we*llattenad you. ./ 

But, 1 humbly chank'your Lordfhip,'1 will attend you. | 

- Emer the Sumner.. ©: | | 

Sum. 1 have the Law:to warrant what do, and though 
the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that diſpenſes notwith | 
Law,l[ dare ſerve a Proceſs were he five Noble men,though 
we. Sumaers make ſometimes a mad:{lip in a corter with | 
a pretty wench, a Samner muſt not go always by feeing : 
a man may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel 
his profit. Well, this is Lord Cobbam's Houſe, if 1 can- | 
not ſpeak with him, Ple clap my Citation upon's door, 
ſo my Lord of Rocheſter bad me ; but me thinks here 
comes one of his men. f AY 

Har. Welcome: good- fellow, welcome, who would'ſt 
thou ſpeak with? . : | | 

Swe.” With my-Lord | {obbam 1 would ſpeak, if thoube | 
one-of is men, 5 AE < | 

Har. Yes, | amione'of his men, but thou caaſt not ſpeak 
withmy Lord; © , 7 Fr 

Sum, May | ſend to him then ? | 

Har. | le tell thee that, when | know thy errand, 

Sum, | will not tell my errand tothee:; 

Har. Then keep it co thy ſelf, and walk like'a Knave | 
| as thou cameſt. | 
Sum, | cell thee, my Lord keeps no knaves, Sirrah..... 
Har. Then thou fſerveſt him not, 1' believe. What 
| Lord is thy Maſter ? 
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make you eat it, for bringing it. 
a 
ybu Rogue, the of 


Feed, feed, *tis whol | 
Cannot you like an honeſt Sumner, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetch in. your. Bailiff 's rents ; but you 
muſt come to a Noble mans houſe with proceſs? If thy Seal 
were as broad ﬆs ithe Lead that covers Rocheſter Church, 
thou ſhould'Neqt.ir;;../) of; 


There : 


own word, for I'le make you eat all the words the proceſs. 


| wenches in a Shire ſerve your turn , but. you muſt come 
| hither with a Citation with a pox ? Ile cite you. 
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Sum, My Lord of Rocheſter. : 
Har. ln good time: and what would'ſt thou have with 
my Lord likes ? 
| Sam. I come by vertue of a Proceſs, to cite him.to ap- 
pear before my Lord in the Court at Rocheſter. 
Har. aſide. Well, God gratit:me patience, I could eat 
this Counger. My Lord is not at home, therefore it were 
good, Sumner, you carried your Proceſs back. 
Sum. Why, if he will not be ſpoken withal, then will 
[ leave it here, and ſee that he take knowledge of it. 
Har. *Zounds you ſlave, do you ſet up your bills here : 
go too, take it Cown again. D3'ſt thou know what thou 
do'lt? Do'ſt thon know on whom thou ſervelt a Proceſs ? 
Sum, Yes marry dol, on Sir Jobn Oldcaitle, Lord 
Cobham. 
"Hay, 1 am glad thou knoweſt him yet: and Sirrah, 
do'ſt not know that the Lord Cobbam is a brave Lord, that 
_ good Beef and Beer in his Houſe, and every day 
feeds hundred poor people at's C:ite,and keeps & hundred 
tall fellows ? 
Sum. What's that to my Proceſs ? 
Har. Macry this, Sir, is this proceſs parchment ? 
Sum, Yes marry is it. 
Har. And this Scal wax ? 
Sum, It is fo, © | 
Har. lf this be parchment, and this wax, cat you this 
parchment and this wax,or 1 will make parchment of your 
Skin, and beat your brains into wax. Sirrah, Swwyer, dil- 
patch, devour, Sirrah, devour. - ; 
Sum. | am my Lord of Rocheſter's Sumner, I came todo 
my office, and thou ſhalt anſwer it. 
Har, Sirrah, no railing ; but betake your ſelf to your 
teeth, thou ſhalt cat no worſe than thou bring'ſt wich thee, 
thou britig'ſt it for ny Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
worſe than thou wilt eat thy ſelf? 
Swm. Sir, | brought it tot my Lord to cat. 
Har, © do you: Sir me now; all's ofie for that, 1'le 


Sun, | cantot cat 4t./ F, £1 
. Har. Can you apt? *sbloud ie beat you till you have 
Stomack, |: | | | | LB bam. 
. Sams, © held, bold, good Mr.Servingman, | will eat it. 
Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or I'le chaw you, 


har PO: ; 
- Sams, 10 wax 18 _— onys 
Far, Eo er ow: , TE 


wholſome. 


» 


00% 1 
ked, 1am almoſt choaked. 


Exter Butler. 


But. Here, here., 
Har. Give RE tin bes "ER [ He drinlg. 
Sum, O Sir, let me go no further, Ple cat my word. 
Har. Yea marty,Sir;1 mean ye ſhall eat more thag your 


Why you drab © canavt the: ſecrets of all the 


A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But. Here, Sir, bere, - 

Her. Here, flave, I driak to thee. 

Sam, I thank you, Sir. | 
Hav.. Now if thou find'ſt thy Stomach well, becauſe thou 
ſhalt ſee my Lord keeps 


Her. Who's vixtiin there ? will you ſhame my Locd, is | man i'faith;, you will never be 


there no Beer inthe Houſe ? Butler | ſay, pretty wench indeed. 


by my trath, you have a face able to make any Woman in 


' pray you let it come. 


meat in's bouſe, if thou wilt go in| mer 


Sum, No Lam very well, good Maſter Servingman, | 
| thank you, very well, Sir.. 

Har. lam glad on'r, then be walking towards Rocheſter 
to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, If I do know 
you diſturb a good wench wichin this Diocels, if I do not 
make thee eat her petticoat, if there were four yards of 
Kentiſh cloth in't, | am a villain. 

Sum. God be w'ye, Maſter Servingman, 

Har. Farewel, Summer. 


Enter Conſtable. 


Con. Save you, Maſter Harpool. 

Har. Welcome Conſtable, welcome Conſtable , what 
news with thee ? 

Con, And't pleaſe you, Maſter Herpool, I am to make 
hue and cry for a fellow with one Eye, that bas rob'd two 
Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to fearch all 
ſuſpected places; and they ſay there was a Woman in the 
Company. - 

; Har. Haſt thou beenat the Ale-houſe? baſt thou ſought 
there 

Con, 1durſt not ſearch in my Lord Cobhaw's liberty, ex- 
cept I had ſome of his Servants for my warrans. 

Har. An honeſt Conſtable , call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houſe there. 

Con, Ho, who's within there ? 

Ale-man. Who calls there ? Oh is't you, Mr.Conſtable, 
and Mr. Harpoo! ? y'are welcome with all my heart, what 
make you here ſo early this morning ? | 
Har. Sirrah, what ſtrangers do you lodge ? there is a 
robbery done this morning, and we are to ſearch for all ſul- 
pected perſons, 

Ale-man.Gods bores] am ſorry for't. I'faith,Sir,[,lodge 
no body,but a good honeſt Prieſt, call'd Sic Fobn a Wrothanr, 
and a handſome Woman that is his Neece, that he faies be 
has ſome ſuit in Law for, and as they go up and down to | 
London, ſometimes they lye at my Houſe. 
Har. What, is ſhe here in thy Houſe now ? 
Ale-man. She is, Sir: I promiſe you, Sir, heis a quiet | 
man, and becauſe he will not trouble too many rooms, he | 
makes the woman lye every night at his beds ſeet, | 
Har. Bring her forth, bring her forth, let's | 
ſee her, let's ſee her. || 
Ale-man. Dorothy, you muſt come down to Maſter | 


[Em 


- Conſtable, | 
Doll. Anon forſooth, [She enters. 
Har. Welcome, ſweet Laſs, welcome, _ 
Doll. 1 thank you,good Sir, and Maſter Conſtable alſo. 


Har. A plump girle by the Maſs, a plump girle : ha, 
Doll, ha, Wilt thou 


the Prieſt, and go with me, 
Doll? . 
{on, Ah! well ſaid, Maſter 


you are a metry old 
now by the mack , a 
Har. Ye old mad Conſtable, art thou advis'd of 
that ? Ha, well faid Doll, ll ſome Ale here. 
Doll afide. Oh if 1 wiſt this old Prieſt would not ſtick 
to me, by Fove | would ingle this old ſerving-man. 
Har. Oh you old mad colt, i'faith Ple ferk you : fill all 
the pots in the Houſe there, ; 
Con. Oh ! well ſaid, Maſter Harpool,you are heart of oak 
when all's done. 
Har. Ha Doll, thou haſt a ſweet pair of lips by the 
Maſs. 
Doll. Truly you are a molt ſweet old man,as ever I ſaw ; 


love with yau. 
Har. Fill, ſweet Doll, I'le drink to thee. 
Doll. | pledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, and 1 


Har.  [./mbracing her] Doll, canlt thou love me ? a mad 
is, would to Gad | had never ſeen thee, 


thou ſhalt have a piece of Beef to thy break-faſt, | 


Doll. 1 warrant you, you will not out of my thoughts this 
twelvemonth, 
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ewelvemonth, tuly ou are as full of favour, as any man 
may be. Ah theſe ſweet gray locks, by my troth, they 
are moſt lovely. 
(on. Cuds bores, Maſter Hargool, Vie bave one buſs 
r00, 
Har. = licking for you, Conſtable, hand off, hand 


off. 
Con, Berlady I loye pry] an well as you. 
Doll, Oh you are an odd boy, you have a wanton Eye of 
your own: ah you ſweet ſugar-lipt wanton, you will win 
as many Womens hearts as come in your Company- 


Enter Prieſt. 


Prieſt, Doll, come hither, 

Har, Prielt, ſhe ſhall not. 

Doll, Vie come anon,ſweet love. 

Prieft. Hand off, old fornicator, 

Har. Vicar, Vle ſit here in ſpight of thee, is this tufffor 
a Prielt to carry up and down with him ? 

Prie#t. Sircah, do'ſt thou not know that a good fellow 
por wy have a chappel of caſe, where bis pariſh Chorch 
is far 0 

Har. You Wharſon ſton'd Vicar. 

! Prieſt. You old ſtale Ruffia, you Lioa of Coeſo!. 
- | Har. *Zounds, Vicar, Vlegeld you, [Flies xpon him. 

Con, Keep the Kings peace. 

Doll, Murder, murder, murder ! 

Ale-man. Hold, as you are men, bold ; for Gads ſake be 
quiet : put up your weapons, you draw not in my houſe. 

Har. You Whorſon bawdy Prieſt. 

Prieſt, You old mutton. monger. 

Con. Hold, Sir 7obn, hold. 

Doll. | pray thee, ſweet heart, be quiet, I was but Gttiog 
to drink a pot of Ale with him,even as kind a man as ever 
I met with. 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee. 

Prieſt. Then I am but as thou haſt been inthy dayes, 
let's not be aſhamed of our Trade, the King bas been a 
Thief himſelf, 

Doll. Come, be quiet, haſt thau ſped ? 

Prieſb. 1 haye, wench, here be crowns i faith. 

Doll. Come, let's be all Friends then. 

Con. Well ſaid Miltrifs Dorothy. 

Har. Thou art the maddeſt Prieſt that ever I meg with. 

Prieſt. Give me thy band, thou act as good a fellow - 

l am a ſinger, a drinker, a bencher, a wencker ;, | can ſay 
a Maſs, and kiſs a Laſs: Faith, 1 have a Parſozage, and 
becauſe I would not be at too much charges, this wench 
ſerveth me for a Sexton, Ti 

Har, Well ſaid, mad Priell, we'll in and be Friends. 

X | LExennt, 
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Enter Sir Acton, « Maſter Bourn, Maſter 
Beverky, and William Murley he 


Brewer of Dunſtable, 


| «Aon, Now Maſter eMurley, | am well aſſpr'd 
You know our errant, and do like the caule , 
Being a man d as we are, - 
Hur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear : No Ma- 


ſter, good Sir Roger «Aon, Maſter Bourn, and . Malter 
Beverley, Geatledta and Juſtices of the no Maſter, 
[, butplain Wiliam efurley the Brewer of Dunſtable, 


your honeſt neighbour and your Fried, if ye be men of 
my profeſſion. 
Bev. Profeſſed Friends to Wickbff ; focs to Rome. 
ur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that ſtaff, good 
Maſter Beverley, all of a Houſe, ſay your mind, fay your 
mind, | 
Adon. You know our fattionnow is grown ſo great 
Throughont the Realm, that it begins to ſmoak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King's ears ; 
' High time it 1s that we were drawn to head, 


Our General and Officers appointed, 

And wars ye wot, will ask great ſtore of Coyn, 
Able ta ſtrength our ation with your pucle, 
You are elected for a Colonel 
Over a Regiment of fifteen Bands, 

eur, Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, 
| be it more or leſs upon occaſion,Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World isthis ! Sir Roger Athon, | am but a Dunſt able 
man, a = Brewer, ye know: will luſty caveliering Cay- | 
cains (Gentlemen) come at my calling, go at my bidding ? 
Daiaty my dear , they'll do a Dog of wax, a Horſe of 
cheeſe, a prick and a pudding; no, no, ye mult appoint 
ſome Lord or Knightac leaſt, to that place. 

Bour, Why, Murley, you ſhall be a Knight ; 

, Were you not inclection to be Sheriff ? 

Have ye not palt all Offices but that ? 

| Have ye not wealth to make your Wife a Lady ? 
| warrant you, My Lord, our General 

Beſtows that honour on you, at firſt ſight. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear : 
Bur tell me, wha ſhall be our General). 

Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir John Old caſtle, 
That noble alms-giver, Houſe- keeper, virtuous, 
Religions Gentleman ? Come to me there, boyes, 
Come to me there. 

Atton. Why ,wha but he ſhall be our General ? 

HMur. And ſhall be Knight me, and make me Colonc. ? 

Af. My word for that, Sir Williaw Muwlecy Knight. 

Aur. Fellow Sir Roger Atlon Knight, all tellows | m2 
in Armes, how ſtrong are we? how many partners ? Our 
Enemies beſide the King are mighty, be it more or leſs up- 
on occaſion, reckon our force. 

Af. There are of us our Friends and followers, 

Three thouſand and thres buadred at the leaſt ; 
Of Northern lads four thouſand, beſide hocſe, 
From Kent there comes with Sir Jobn: Oldcaſtle 
Seven thouſand : then from Louder iflue out, 
Of Maſters, Servants, Prentices, 
Forty odd thouſand into Fickee field, 

Where we appaint our ſpecial Randeyouz. 

AMur. Fac, paltry, paltry, ia and out, to and fro, Lord 
have mercy upoa us, what a Wockd is this ! Where's that 
Ficket field, Sir Roger ? 

A, Behiad S. Giles in the field, near Holborn, 

HMur. Newgate, up Holborn, $. Giles in the field, and to 
Tyburn, an old fay. or the day, for the day ? 

At. On Friday aext, the fourteenth day of Zawary. 

k a Tilly vally,truſt me mo | wy ay By of 
that day. Fue, paltry, platry, Friday quoth 2,0! Ys 
Childermas day this year was Friday. 

Bev. Nay Maſtes Awrley, if you abſerve ſuch dayes, 
We make ſome queſtion af your conſtancie, 

All dayes are alike to men refoly'd in right. 

Mur. Say Amen,and fay no more,but ſay and hold Ma-, 
ſter Beverley : Friday next, and Fickge field, and William 
e Hurley and his merry men ſhall be all one : L have halt a 
ſcore jades that draw my Beer Carts, and every jade ſhall 
bear a knave, —i——— ſhall wear a jack, and eyery 
jack ſhall have a cull, and every ſcull ſhall ſhew a ſpear, 
and every fur ba kill a foe at Ficker field,at Ficke: field : | 
Jobn and Tow, Dick, and Hodge, Rafe and Robbin, William 
and George, and all my knayes ſhall bght like men, at Fic- 
ket field, on Friday next, ; 

Bour. What ſumm of maney mean you to disburſe ? 

Mur, li may be modeſtly, decently, and ſoberly, and 
handſomely 1 may bring five hundred pound. 

AF. Five hundred, man ? five thouſand's not enough, 
A hundred thouſand will not pay our men 
Two month's together, either come prepar'd 
Like a brave Knight, and martial Colonel, 
la glittering gold, and gallant Furniture, 

Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaſt, 

And all your followers mounted on good Horſe, 

Oc never come diſgraceful to us all. 
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Bev. Perchance you may be choſen Treaſurer, 

Ten thouſand pound's the leaſt that you can bring. 

Mur, Paitry, paltry, in and out, to and fro: upon oC- 
caſion I have ten thouland pound to ſpend, and ten too. 


| And rather than the Biſhop ſha!l have his will of me for 


my Conſcience,it ſhall all go.Flame and flax,flax and flame. 
it was got with Water and Malt, and it ſhall ftye with fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-toad of money till the 
Axletree crack z my ſelf and my men in Ficket field on 
Friday next: remember my Knight hood and my place : 
there's my hand Vle be there. LExit, 
AF, See what ambition may perſwade men to, 
[n hope of honour he will ſpend himſelf. 
Bour. I never thought a Brewer half ſo rich. 
\ Bev. Was never bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
Wirth uſing too much Malt, too little Water. 
«AG. That's no favit in Brewers now adayes : 
Come, away about cur buſineſs, [Exenn, 
Enter King Harry, Suffolk, Maſter Butler, O1d- 
caltle kneeling to the King, 


King. *Fis not enough, Lord Cobham, to ſubmit, 
You muſt forſake your groſs opinion ; 
The Biſhops find themſelves much injured, 
And though for ſome good ſervice you have done; 
We for our part are pleas'd to pardon you, 
Yet they will not ſo foon be ſatisfied. 
' Cob, My gracions Lord, unto your Majeſty, 
Next unto my God, I owe my life ; 
And what is mine, cither by Natures gift, 
Or Fortunes bounty, all is at your ſervice, 


- | But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 


[ owe kim none; nor ſhall his ſhaveling Prieſts 
That are in England, alter my belief. 
lf out of holy Scripture they can prove 
That I amin an error, I will yield, 
Aad gladly take inſtruftion at their hands : 
But otherwiſe, I do beſeech your Grace, 
My Conſcience may not be-incroach*d upon. | 
= We would be loth to preſs our ſubjetts bodies, 
Much leſs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Ofhim that is the Ruler of us all : 
Yet let me Counſel-you, that might command; 
' Do not prefume to tempt them withill words, 
Nor ſuffer any meetings to be had 
Within your Houſe, but to the uttermoſt 
Diſperſe the flocks of this new gathering Set. 
Cob. My Liege, if any breath that dares come forth, 
ife in any of theſe points 
Dzſerves th' attainder of ignoble thoughts : 
Here ſtand I, craving no remorſe at all, 
But even the utmoſt rigour may be'ſhown. 
| King. Let it ſuffice we know your Loyalty, 
What have you there ? 
Cob. A Dxzedof Clemency, 
Your highneſs pardon for Lord Powss life, 
\ Which I did beg, and you my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious favour did vouchſafe to grant. 
King, But yet it is not ſigned with our hand, 
Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 
King. The faGt you ſay was done 


| Not of pretenſed malice, but by chance, 


Cob. Upon mine Honour ſo, no otherwiſe. [Wrues. 
{ Xing. There ishis pardon, bid him make amends, 

And cleanſe his Soul to God for his offence, 

What we remit, is but the borlies ſcourge. 

How now, Lord Biſhop ? 


Emer Biſhop. 
Biſhop. Juſtice, dread Soveraign , 


As thou art King, ſo grant I may have Juſtice. 
King. What means this exclamation ? Let us know. 


, 


3 


—_ _ 


1 A meſſenger was ſent to cite this Lord 


| Nor we but ſcorn'd for our Authority. 


' [Go too, we like it not : and he your Officer 


| And rather pfoves you malice his eſtate, 


| 


Biſhop, Alt, my good Lord, the State's abug'd, 
And our Decrees moſt ſhamefully prophan'd. 

King, How? Or by whom ? : 

Biſhep Even by this Heretick, 

This Zew, this Traitor to your Majeſty. 

'Cob. Prelate, thou lyeſt, even in thy greafie maw, 
Oc whoſoever twit's me with the name 

Of either Traitor, or of Heretick, 

King. Forbear I ſay : and Biſhop, ſhew the cauſe 
From whence this late'abufe hath been derjv'd. 
Biſhop, Thas,mighty King : by general conſent 


To make appearance in the Confiltory : 
And coming to his Houſe, a Ruffian ſlave, 
One of his daily followers, met the man, 
Who knowing him to be a Parator : 
Aſſaults him firſt, and afcer in contempt 

Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat 
The written Proceſs, parchment, Seal and all : 
Whereby this matter neither was brought forth, 


King. When was this done ? 
Biſhop. At ſix a clock this Morning. 
Kmg. And when came you to Court ? 
(ob. Laſt Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it ſeems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t accuſe him ſo, 
Biſhop. But it was done, my Lord, by his appointment, 
Or elſe his man durſt not have been ſo bold. 
King. Orelſe you durſt be bold to interrupt 
And hill our ears with frivolous complaints. 
Is this the Duty you do bear to us ? 
Was't not ſufficient we did paſs our word 
To ſend for him, but you miſdoubting it, 
Or which is worſe, intending to foreſtal 
Our Regal power, muſt likewiſe ſummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of zeal, 


Than any way'that he offends the Law. 
Had his deſert for being inſolent, 
* Enter Huntington. 


That was imployed ſo much amiſs herein. 
So Cobham when you pleaſe, you may depart. 
Cob, 1 humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. 
King. Farewel ; what's the news by Huntington ? 
Hun. Sir Roger Afton, and a Crew (my Lord) 
Of bold ſeditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending reformation of Religion. 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Fickgt field, unleſs they be repuls'r. 
King. So near ourpreſence? Dare they be ſo bold ? 
And will proad War and eager thirft of blood, 
Whom we had thought'to entertain far off, 
Preſs forth upon us in our Native bounds ? 
Muſt we be forc'd to hanſel our ſharp blades ' 
In England here, which we prepar'd for France ? 
Well, a Gods name be it. What*s their Number , ſay. 
Or who's the chief Commander of this Row? 
Hun, Their number is not known, as/yet my Lord, 
But 'tis reported, Sir John Oldcaſtle 
ls the chief'man, on whom they do depend. 
King, How ? : the Lord Cobham ? 
Hun. Yes, my gracious Lord. 
Biſhop. 1 could have told Jour Majeſty as much 
Before hewenr, but that'l faw your Grace 
Was too-much blinded by his flattery. 
Suff. Send poſt, my Lord, to fetch him back again. 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how he ſmooth'd 
And ſeem'd'as innocent as Truth it ſelf ? 
King. I cannot think it yet he would be falſe: 


LExi#t. | 


SC © CC CCC 


But if he be, no matter, let him go, 
We'll 
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Well meet both him and chem uato their woe. 
Bib. This falls gut well, and at the laſt I hope 
To fee this Heretick die in a Rope. [Exeunt. 
Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, 
and Chartres the French Faltor. 


Scr. Once more, my Lord of Cambridze, make reherſal 

How you do ſtand intituled to the Crown, 
The deeper ſhall we print it in our minds 
And every maa the better be zelolv'd, 

When he ] ge 40 his quarrel to be juſt, 

Cam. T hen thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Grey, 
And yau, Monlieur de Chartres, Agent for the French. 
This L:onel, Duke of Clarence (as | ſaid) 

Third Son of Edward (England's King) the Third, 
Had liſue, Philip his fole Daughter and Heir ; 
Which Philip afterward was given in Marriage 
To Edmund «Mortimer the Earl of March, 

Aud by him had a Son call'd Roger <Iortimer z 
Wuich Roger likewiſe had of his Deſcent, 
Edmund, Roger, Ann and Elianor, 

Two Daughters and two Sons, but of thoſe, three 
Dy'd without Iſſue : Azz, that did ſurvive, 

And now was left her Fathers only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry, being too 

By my Grand-father of King Edward's Line : 

So of his Sir-name , I am call'd you know. 
Richard Plant aginet, my Father was, 

Edward the Duke of York, and Son and Heir 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the third's firlt Son, 

Scr. So that it ſeems your claim comes by your Wife, 
As lawful Heir to Roger e Mortimer, 

Tie Son of Edmund, which did marry Phrlip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

Cam. True, for this Harry, and his Father both 
Harry the firſt,as plainly doth appear. 

Are Plſe Intruders, and uſurp the Crown. 

For when young Richard was at Pomfrer (lain, 

In him the Title of Prince Edward dy'd, 

That was the eldeſt of King Edward's Sons : 

William of Hatfield, and their ſecond brother, 
zath in his Nonage had before bereft : 

So that my Wife deriv'd from Lionel, 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 

And take poſſeſſion of the Diadem 

Before this Herry, or his Father King, 

Who fetch their Title but from Laxcaſter, 

Forth of that Royal Line. And being thus 

What reaſon is't, but ſhe ſhould have her right ? 

Sr. Iam reſoly'd, our enterprize is jult. 

Gray. Harry (hall die or elſe reſign his Crown. 

Char. Perform but that, and Charles the King of France 

Shall aid you Lords, not only with his Men, 
But ſend you Money to maintain your Wars : 
Five hundred thouſayd Crowns he bad me proffer, 
if you can ſtop but Harry's Voyage for France. 

Scr. We never had a fitter time than now, 
The Realm in ſuch diviſion as it is. 

(am, Beſides you mult perſwade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard's murther, which although 
It be deferr'd, yet will it fall at laſt, 

And now as likely as another time. 

Sin hath had many years to ripen ia, 
Aud now the Harveſt cannot be far off, 
Wherein the weeds of Uſurpation 

Are to be ccopt and caſt into the fire : 

Scr, No more, Earl Cambridge, here | plight my Faith, 
To ſet up thee and thy renowned Wife. 

Gray. Gray will perform the ſame as he is Knight, 

Chart. And to afliſt ye, as 1 ſaid before, 
Cbartres doth *gage the Honour of his King. 

Scr. We lack but now Lord Cobham's fellowſhip, 
And then ouc Plot were abſolute indeed. 


j Cam, Doubt not of him, my Locd his life's purſu'd 
By th' incens'd Clergy, and of late 
Brought in diſpleaſuce with the King, aſſures 
= may be quickly won unto our Fattion. 
Who hath the Acticles were drawa at large 
Of our whole purpoſe ? 
Gray, That havel, my Lord. 
Cam, We ſhould not now be far off from his Houſe, 
ur ſerious Conference hath beguil'd the way : 


When we are come unto the ſpeech of him, 
3ecauſe we will not ſtand to make recount 

ff chat wiiich hath been ſaid, here he ſhall read 
Qur minds at large, and what we crave of him, 


Enter Cobham. 


Scr. A ready way : here comes the man himſclf 
Booted and ſpurr'd, it ſeems he hath been riding, 
Cam, Well met, Lord Cobham, 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge ? 
Your Honour is moſt welcome into Kent, 
And all the reſt of this fair Company. 
[| am new come from London, gentle Lords : 
| But will ye not take (owling for your Hoſt, 
And fee what entertainment it affords ? 
Cam, We were intended to have been your Gueſts: 
But now this lucky meeting ſhall ſuffice 
To end our bulineſs, and defer that kindneſs. 
Cob. Buſineſs my Lord ? what buſineſs ſhould 
Lett you to be merry ? we have no delicates ; 
, Y-c this PII promiſe you, a piece of Veniſon, 
| A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare : 
Aad 11 you pleaſe, we'll ſtrike the Stag our ſelyes 
| Stzalt bil oar Diſhes with his well-fed fleſh. 
| Loy. That is 1ndeed the thing we all deſire. 
} C. My Lords, and you ſhall have your choice with me. 
| Cam. Nay but the Stag which we deſire to ſtrike, 
Lives not in Cowling - if you will conſent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Forreſt, 
Where runs a luſty Herd : among the which 
There is a Stag ſuperiour to the reſt ; 
A ſtately Beaſt, that when his Fellows cun 
He leads the Race, and beats the ſullen Earth, 
As though he ſcorn'd it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaſt 
Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the wind : 
And when be ſtandeth ſtill, he ſtretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. "Tis pitty ſuch a goodly Beaſt ſhould die. 
Cam. Not fo, Sir John, for he is Tyragnous, 
And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 
Withia the limits are appointed him. 
Of late he's broke into a ſeveral, 
Which doth belong to me, and there he ſpoils 
Both Corn and Paſture, two of his wild race 
Alike for ſtealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov'd; if he were dead, 
| ſhould not only be (ecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaſt. 
Scr. How ſay you then, will you firſt hunt with us ? 
| Cob, Faith, Lords, 1 like the paſtime, where's the 
place ? 
Cam. Peruſe this writing, it will ſhew you all, 
| And what occaſion we have for the ſport, [He reads. 


You fain would chaſe, Harry our dread King ? 

So we may make a Banquet tor the Devil? 

And in the ſtead of wholſome meat, prepare 

| A Diſh of Poiſon to confound our ſelves. 

| Cam. Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim ? 
And how imperiouſly he holds the Crown ? 


5ce where his Ca{tle ſtands, give me the writing, | 


Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag |. 


Scy. Beſides, you know your ſelf is in diſgrace, =p 
Cc 
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Held as a recreant, and purſu'd to Death. | 
[Ciis will defend you from your Enemies, 


And ſtabliſh your Religion through the Land. 


Cob. Noterious Treaſon ! yet I will conceal 
My ſecret thoughts to ſound the depth of it. 
My Lord of Cambridze, | do ſee your claim, 
And what good may redound unto the Land, 
By proſecuting of this enter prize. 

But where are men ? where's power and furniture 

To order ſuch an ation? we are weak, 

Harry, you know's a mighty Potentate. 

Cam, Tut, we are ſtrong enough ; you are beloy'd, 
And many will be glad to follow you, 

We are the like, and ſome will follow us : 

Nay, there is hope from France : here's an Ambaſſador 
That promiſcth both men and money too. 

The Commons likewiſe (as we hear) pretend 

A ſudden tumult, we will join with them, 

Cob. Some likelyhood, 1 muſt confeſs to ſpeed : 

Bnt how ſhall | believe this in plain truth ? 

You are (my Lords) ſuch men as live in Court, 

And have been highly favoured of the King, 

Eſpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice for his Bed. tellow, 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy.Council : 


[ Aſide. 


| Is not this a train laid to intrap my Life ? 


Cam, Then periſh may my Soul: what, think you ſo ? 

Scr. We'll ſwear to you. | 

Gray Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob, Nay you are Noblemen, and l imagine, 

As you are honourable by Birth, and Bloud, 

So you will be 1a heart, 1in thought, in word. 

[ crave no other teſtimony but this: 

That you would all ſubſcribe, and ſet your hands 

Unto this writing which-you gave to me, 

Cam, With all our hearts: Who bath any FP<n and 

[nk ? | 

Scr. My pocket ſhould have one; O, here it is. 

Cam, Give it me, Lord Scroop. There is my name: 

Scr. And there is my name. 

Gray. And mine. : 

Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewiſe write 

your name with theirs, for confirmation of your Maſtgs 

words the King of France. 

Char, That will I, noble Lord. 

Cob, So, now this ation is well knit together, 

And Iam for you ; where's our meeting, Lords ? 

Cam. Here, if you pleaſe, the tenth of 7uly next. 

Cob. In Kent? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, 

I hope your honours will not away tonight. 

Cam. Yes preſently, for | have far to ride, 

About ſoliciting of other Friends. 

Scr. And we would not be abſent from the Court, 

L« ſt thereby grow ſuſpition in the King, 
Ch, Yet taſte a Cup of Wine before ye go. ; 
Cam, Not now, my Lord, we thank. you: ſo iare-. 

wel. | [ Exit. 
Cob. Farewell, my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords ? 

My noble Villaics, baſe Conſpirators, 

How can they look his Highneſs in the Face, 


| Whom they ſo cloſely ſtudy to betray ? 


But PII not ſleep until I make it known, 
This Head ſhall not be burthen'd with ſuch thoughts, 
Nor in this heart w:Jl I conceal a Deed 


1 Of fuch impiety againſt my King. 
| Madam, how now ? 


| | Enter Harpool, and the reſt. 


i LZa,Ceb. Y* are welcome home, my Lord : 
Why ſeem ye ſo unquiet in your looks ? 
| What hath bef=In you that diſturbs your mind ? 
La. Pow, Bad news | am afraid touching my Husband. 
Cob, Madam, net fo: there is your Husband's pardon ; 


Long may ye live, each joy unto the other, 

La. Pow. So great a kindneſs, as | know not how to 
reply, my ſenſe is quite confounded. 

Cob. Let that alone : and Madam ſtay me not, 

For I muſt back unto the Court again, 
With all the ſpeed I can: Harpool, my Horſe. 

La. Cob. So ſoon my Lord? what will you ride all 
night ? 

Cob, All night or day, it muſt be ſo ſweet Wife 

Urge me not why, or what my buſineſs is, 

But get you in: Lord Powis, bear with me, 

And Madam, think your welcome ne*re the wore, 

My Houſe is at your ule. Harpool, away. 

Har. Shall I attend your Lordſhip to the Court ? 

Cob. Yea Sir,your Gelding,mount you preſently. Exit, 
{.a. Cob. | prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 

[ do not like this ſudden poſting back. 

Pow. Some earneſt buſineſs is a-foot belike, 

Whar ere it be, pray God be his good guide. 

La. Pow. eAmen, that hath ſo highly vs beſted. 

La Cob. Come Madam and myLord,we'll hope the beſt, 
You ſhall not into Wales till he return. 

Pow. Though great occaſion be we ſhould depart, yet, 
Madam, will we ſtay to be reſolv'd of this unlookt for 
doubtful accident, [Exenn, 


Enter Murley and his men, prepared in ſome filthy 
Order for War. 


eur, Come my hearts of flint, modeſtly, decently, 
ſoberly, and handſomly z no man afore his Leader : fol- 
low your Maſter, your Captain, your Knight that ſhall 
be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Cun is the Mouſe : Dick and Tom for the credit of Dun- 
ſtable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow. Ye ſhall not 
came into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leonard and 
Lawrence my two Loaders ? Lord have mercy upon us, | 
what a World is this? I would give a couple of ſhillings } 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty pence for as | 
many Scarfs to ſet you out withal. Froſt and Snow, a 
man has no heart to fight till he-be brave. | 
Dick, Maſter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls | 
can bear witneſs : this little *parrel we have ſhall off, and 
we'll fight naked before we run away. | 
Tom, Nay , 'm of Lawrence mind for that, for he} 
| means to leave his life behind him, he and Leonard, your 
two Loaders are making their Wills becauſe they have 
Wives, now we Batchelors bid our Friends ſcramble 
for our Goods if we dye : but Malter, pray let me ride 
upon Cat. | 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froſt and Snow, why Tom thou ſhalt. Let me ſee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my own two Horſes; proper men, 
handſome men, tall men, true men. 

Dick, But Maſter, Maſter, me thinks you are mad 
to hazard your own Perſon, and a Cart-Load of Money 
£00, 

Tom, Yea, and Maſter there's a worſe matter in't; if 
it be as I heard ſay, we go fight againſt all the learned 
Biſhops, that ſhould give us their bleſſing, and if they 
Curſe us, we ſhall ſpeed ne're the better, 

Dick. Nay Birlady, ſome ſay the King takes their part, 
and Maſter dare you fight againſt the King ? 

Mur, Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro vpon 
occaſion, if the King be ſo unwiſe to come there, we'll 
fight with him too. 

Tom, What if ye ſhould kill the King ? 

Mur, Then we'll make another. 

Dick, 1s that all? do ye not ſpeak Treaſon ? 

Mur. If wedo, who dare tripus? We come to fight 
for our Conſcience, and for honour : little know you what 
is in my Boſome, look here mad Knaves, a pair of gilt 


Spurs. 


T om | 


I \——_ _ 
| — — I. . CU "II ht 


and thou know'lt well enough, I was'in as'good doing, 
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Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs ? Why do you not put 
them on your heels? Your bofome's no place for Spurs. 
e Hur. Be't more or lefs upon occalion, Lord have 


ſon to Knight-hood : Dare any wear gold, or ſilver ſpurs, 
till he be a Knight? No, I ſhall be Knighted to morrow, 
and then they ſhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
Church-book of Dunſtable, that ever Malt-Man was made 
Knight ? 

Tom, No, but you are more: You are Mcal-man, Malt- 
man, Miller, Corn-maſter, and all. 

Dick, Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the Devil and 
all for wealth: Yon bring more money with you than all 
the reſt, 
Mur. The more*'s my honour, I ſhall be a Knight to 


upon Hob, Hodze upon Ball, Xa/ph upon Sorrel, and Ro- 
bin upon the Fore horſe. 


Enter Afton, Bourn «nd Beverley. 


Tom. Stand, who comes there ? 

AF. All Friends, good fellow. 

Maur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 
Aft. Why, thus you ſhew your ſelf a Gentleman, 
To keep your day, and come ſo well prepar'd. 
Your Cart ſtands yonder guarded by your men, 
VVho tell me it is loaden well with Coin, 

V Vhat Summ is there ? 

Mur. Ten thouſand pound, Sir Roger, and modeſtly, 
decently, ſoberly, and handſomely, ſee what [ have here 
againſt I be Knighted. 

AF. Gilt Spurs ? *Tis well. 

Mur. VVhere's our Army, Sir ? 

Att. Diſperſt in ſundry villages abont ; 

Some here vvith us in Hiph-gate, fome at Finch/ey, 
Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 

Iſlington, Hogsdone, Pancredge, Kenzington, 

Some nearer, Thames, Ratchff, Blackwall, and Bow : 

But our chief ſtrength muſt be the Londoners, 

VVhich, e're the San to morrow ſhine, 

VVill be near fifty thouſand in the field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty-my dear, but upon 
occaſion, Sir Roger Aon, doth not the King know of it, 
and gather his power againſt us? 

Att. No, he's ſecure at Eltham, 

Mur, V Vhat do the Clergy ? 

Att. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force. 

Mur. lnand out, toand fro, bully my boykin , we 
ſhall carry the world afore vs, I vow, by my worſhip, 
when I am Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if he 
ſtand on their part. 

A. This night we few in High-gate will repoſe, 

VVith the firſt Cock we'll riſe and arm our ſelves, 

To be in Ficket-field by break of day, 

And there expect our General. 

Mur. Sir fohn Oldcaftle, what if he comes not ? 

Bourn, Yet our aCtion ſtands, 

Sir Roger eAtton may ſupply his place. 

Mar. True, Mr. Bourn, bat who ſhall make me Knight ? 
Bever. He that hath power to be our General, 

Ad. Talk not of trifles, come let us away, 


Our friends of London long *till it be day. ' CExennt, 


mercy upon us, Tom thou'rt a fool, and thou ſpeak'ſt trea- 


morrow. Let me *ſpoſe my men, Tom upon Cut, Dic%. 


therefore thou haſt tryed me that thou haſt: and I will 
not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 

Prieſt. Doll, if this blade hold , there's not a Pedler 
walks with a pack, but thou ſhalt as boldly chooſe of his 
Wares, as with thy ready money in a Merchants Shop, 
we'll have as good filver as the King Coins any. 

Doll. What is all the Gold ſpent you took the laſt day 
from the Courtier ? 

Prieſt. * Tis gone Doll, *tis own ; merrily come, mer- 
rily gone; he comes a Horſcback that muſt pay for all ; 
we'll have as good meat as money can get, and as good 
Gowns as can be bought for gold, be merry Wench, the 
Malt-man comes on Monday. 

Doll. You might have lett me at Cobham, until you had 
becn better provided for. 

Prieſt. No, ſweet Doll, no, | like not that, yon old 
Rufhan is not for the Pricſt: 1do not like a new Clerk 
ſhould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieſt I'faith, 

PriefF, Come Dell, II] fee thee ſafe at ſome Ale houſe 
here at Cray, and the next Sheep that comes ſhall leave 
behind his Fleece, [Excunt, 


Enter the King, Suffolk, and Butler, 


K. in preat baſt, My Lord of Suffolk, poſt away for lite, 
And let our Forces of ſuch Horſe and Foot, 
As can be gathered up by any means. 
Make ſpeedy Randevouz in Tuttle-fields, 
[t muſt be done this Evening my Lord, 
This night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near T/:ngton, which if your ſpeed prevent not, 
'f once they ſhould unite their ſeveral Fotces, 
Their power is almoſt thought invincible, 
_ my Lord, I wii] be with you ſoon, 
3uff 1 go, my Sovereign, with all happy ſpeed. [| Ex. 
King. Make haft, my Lord of Suffold, 2s —_— 
Butler, pct you to Londen with all ſpeed : 
Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 
The Ciry Gates be preſently ſhut up, 
And guarded with a ſtrong ſufficient Watch, 
And not a man be ſuffered to paſs, 
Without a ſpecial Warrant from our ſelf. 
Command the Poſtern by the Tower be kept, 
And Proclamation on the pain of Deatb, 
That not a Citizen ſtir from his Doors, 
Except ſuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs ſhall chooſe 
For their own Guard, and ſafety of their perſons: 


; 


Butler away, have care unto my charge. 
But, | go, my Sovereign. 
King. Bittler, 
But, My Lord, | 
King, Go down by Greenwitch, and command a Boat, 
At the Fryars- Bridze attend my coming down. 

But, I will, my Lord. [Exit Butler, 
King. It's time | think to look unto Rebellion, 

When A#on doth expect unto his aid, 

No lefs than fiſty thouſand Londoners. 

Well, I'll to Weftminſter in this diſguiſe, 

To hear what news is ſtirring in theſe Brawls: 


Enter Prieſt. | 


Prieſt, Stand true.man, ſayes a Thief, 


Enter Prieſt and Doll. 


Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as hves. 
Prieſt, Canſt thou blame me, Dol, thon art my Lands, 
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purſe, none walks 
within forty miles of Londor, but a plies thee as truly, as 
the Pariſh does the poor man's Box. 

Doll. I amas true tothee, asthe ſtone is in the wall, 


lows part, deliver thy Purſe without more ado. 


King. Stand Thief ſayes a true man : how if a Thief? 
Prieſt. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then Thief or True-man, I muſt ſtand I ſee, 
howſoever the VVorld wags, the trade of thieving yet 
will never down. VVhat art thou ? 

Prieft. A good Fellow. | 

King. So1 am to, I ſee thou doſt know me. 

Preeſt. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fe!- 


| 


when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be :* and 


| — 


King. I have no money, * 
P rie/ | 


— 
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Preeſt, | muſt make you find ſome before we part, it 
you have no money you ſhall have ware, as many ſound 
blows as your $Kin Can Carry, 

King. 1s that the plain truth ? : 

Prieſt. Sicrah,no more ado, come, come, give me the 
money you have. Diſpatch, 1 cannot ſtand all day. 

King. Well, if thou wilt nceds bave it, there it is: juſt 
che Proverb, one Thief robs another. Where the D2vil 
are all my old Thievcs? Falſtaffe that Villain is fo fat, he 
cannot get on's Horſe, but metiunks Poins and Pero ſhoulo 
be ſtirring hereabouts. 

Prieft, How much is there on't of thy word ? 

King. A hundred pound in Angels, on my word. 

The time has been I would have done as much 
For thee, if chou hadſt paſt this way, as | have now. 

Prieſt. Sirrah, what art thou? thou ſeem'ſt a Gen- 
Lieman ? 

Xing. | am no leſs, yet a poor one now, for thou haſt 
all my money. 

Prieſt. From whence cam'ſt thou ? 

King. From the Court at Eltham. 

Prieſt. Art thou one of the King's Servants ? 

Kino. Yes that I am, and one of his Chamber. 

Prieft. 1 am glad th'art no worſe: thou may'lt the bet- 
ter ſpare thy money, and think thou mightſt get a poor 
Thief his pardon if he ſhould-have need. | 

King, Yes that | can. 

Prieſt. Wilt thou do ſo much for me, when I ſhall have 
occaſion ? 

King. Yes faith will I, ſo it be for no murther. 

Prieſt, Nay, | am a gum Thief, all the hurt Ido a 
man, I take but his Purſe, I'll kill no man, 

King. Then of my word I'll do't. 

Prieſt. Give me thy hand of the ſame. 

King, There *tis. by 

Prieſt. Me thinks the King ſhould be good to Thievzs, 
becauſe he has bin a Thief himſelf, although | thick row 
he be turned a True-man. . 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h'as had an il] namic 
that way in's youth : but how canſt thou tell that he has 
been a Thief? 

Prieſt. How ? becauſe he once robb'd me before I fell to 
the Trade my ſelf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
led him to all that Roguery, was in's Company there, that 
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Falſt aff e. 


Kinz aſide. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but 
even with him now Pl be ſworn: Thou knoweſt not the 
King now I think, if thou ſaweſt him ? 

PFrieft, Not Il, faith. 

King aſide, So it ſhould ſeem. fe BOY: 

Preeſt. Well, if old King Harry had liv'd, this King 
that is now, had made thieving the beſt trade in Englara. 

King, Why ſo? 

Prieſt. Becauſe he was the chief Warden of ou Com- 
pany, it's pitty that ere he ſhould have been a King, he 
was ſo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my 
Pardon if need be? 

King. Yes Faith will I. 

Pricj#. Wilt thou? well then, becauſe thou ſhalt go 


ſafe, for thou may'ſt hap (being ſo early) be met with 


again, before thou come to Southwark, if any man when 
he ſhould bid thee good morrow, bid thee ſtand, ſay thou 
but Sir Foh», and they will let thee paſs. 

Kio. Is that the word ? tlien let me alone. 

Prieſt. Nay Sirrah, becauſe I think indeed I ſhall have 


ſome occaſion to uſe thee, and as thou com'ſt oft this 
; way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
| here ['ll break this Angel, take thou half of it, this is a 
' token betwixt thee and me. 

King. God a mercy : farewel. LExit, 
Prieſt. O my fine goiden Slaves,here's for thee, Wench, 
{i'faith. Now, Dol, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
'a Tyth Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy, Neighbour 
\ Shooters Hill, you ha paid your Tyth honeſtly. Well, 1 


= —— A OO 


hear there is a Company of Rebels up againſt the King, 
got together in Ficket field near Holborn, and as it is 
chought, here in Kent, the Ring will be there to night 
in's own perſon: well, I'll to the Kings Camp, and it 
ſhall go hard, if there be any doings but I'll make fome 
200d boot among them. LExit, 


Enter King Henry, Suffolk, Huntington, and 
two with Lights, 


King, My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 
Who icouts it now ? or who ſtand Sentinels : 
What men of worth ? what Lords do walk the round » 
Suf. May't pleaſe your Highneſs. 
King. Peace, no more of that, 
The King's allzep, wake not his Maj:ſty, 
With terms nor Titles he's at reſt in Bed, 
Rings do not uſe to watth themſelves, they ſleep, 
And let Rebcllion and Conſpiracy 
Revel and havock in the Commonwealth. 
ls London look'd unto ? 
Hun. It is, my Lord: 
Your nodle Uncle Exeter is there. 
Your Brother Gloceſter, and my Lord of Warwick, , 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
[Do walk the round, Lord Scroop and Butler ſcout, 
So though it pleaſe your Majeſty to j:(t, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your reſt. 
King. I thank ye Lords: but you do know of 01d, 
That I have been a perfe@ Night. walker : 
London, you ſay, is ſafely Jookt unto, 
Alas, poor Rebels, there your aid muſt fail, 
And the Lord Cobham Sir John Oldeaſtle, 
Quiet in Kent, Afton, you are deceiv'd : 
Reckon again, you count without your Hoſt. 
To morrow you ſhall give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winters night 
How can we ſpend ? King Harry is aſleep, 
And all his Lords, theſe Garments tell us ſo : 
All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us ſquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come, 
Where's that mad Prieſt ye told me was in Arms 
To fight, as well as pray, if need required, 
Suf, He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
| undertake he would not be long heacec. 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hun, 1 muſt have the Dice : what do we play at ? 
Suf. Paſſage if ye pleaſe. 
Hunt, - Set round then : ſo, at all. 
Har. George, you are out. 
Give me the Dice, I paſs for twenty pound, 
Here's to our lucky paſſage into France. 
Hunt. Harry, you paſs indeed, for you ſweep all, 
Suf. A ſign King Harry ſhall ſweep all in France, 


Enter Prieſt. 


Prieſt. Edge ye good Fellows, take a freſh Gameſter in, 
Har. Maſter Parſon, we play nothing but gold ? 
Prieſt. And, fellow,[ tell thee that the Prieſt hath gold, 
gold : what? ye are but Beggarly Souldiers to me, | think 
I have more gold than all you three, 
Hunt. It may be ſo, but we believe it not. 
Har. Set, Prieſt, ſer, I paſs for all that gold, 
Prieft. Ye paſs indeed, 
Har. Prieſt, haſt any more? 
Prie#F. More? what a queſtion's that ? 
[ tell thee I have more than all you three, 
At theſe ten Angels. 


Har. I wonder how thou com'ſt by all this gold, 
How 
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How many Benefices haſt thou, Prieſt ? 

Pri, Faith, but one, doſt wonder how I come by gold ? 
[ wonder rather how poor Soldiers ſhould have gold : for 
[Il tell thee, good fellow , we have every day Tythes, 
Off”rioge, Chriſtoings, Weddirlgs, Burials: and you poor 
ſnakes come ſeldome to a booty, I'll ſpeak a-proud word, 
I have but one Parſonage, Wrotham, 2tis: better than-the 
Biſhoprick of Rocheſter : there's ne'r a Hill, Heath, nor 
Down in all Kent, but 'tis in my Pariſh, Barrbam down, 
Cobham-down, G ads-bill, Wrotham bill, Black:heath, Cocks- 
heath, Birchen-wood,: all pay me tythe, gold quoth a ? ye 
paſs not for that. | 
Suf. Harry, ye are out, now, Parſon , ſhake the 
Dice. : 

Pri. Sect, ſet, PlI cover ye, atall: A plague on't I am 
out ; o Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will truſt 
them 

Suf. Say*ſt thou ſo, Prieſt ? ſet fair, at all for once. 

Har. Out, ſir, pay all. 

Pri, Sir, pay me Angel gold, 

PII none of your crack'd French Crowns nor Piſtolets, 
Pay me fair Angel gold, as I pay you. 

King. No crack'd French Crowns? I hope to ſee more 
crack'd French Crowns e'r long, 

Pri, Thou meau'ſt of French-mens Crowns, when the 
King's in France. 

Hun. Set round, at all. 

Pri. Pay all : this is ſome luck. : 

King. Give me the Dice, *tis I muſt ſhred the Prieſt: 
At all, Sir Jobn, 

Pri. The Devil and all is yours: at that. 'sdeath, what 
caſting's this ? 

Suf. Well thrown, Harry, I'faith, 

King. VII caſt better yer. 

Pri. Then I'll be hang'd. Sirrab, haſt thou not given 
thy ſoul to the Devil for calting ? 

Har. | pals tor all. 

Pr;. Thou palſleſt all that e*c | plaid withall : 

Sirrah, doſt thou not cog, nor foiſt, nor ſlurr ? 

Xing. Set, Parſon, ſet, the Dice dye in my hand. 
When, Parſon, when? what, can ye find no more ? 
Already dry ? was't you bragg'd of your ſtore ? 

Pri, All's gone but that. 

Hun. What? half a broken Angel. 

Pri, Why, ſir? "tis gald. 

King.. Vea, and I'll cover it. : 

Pri. The Devil give ye good on't, I am blind, you 
have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieſt, you ſhall not leave us yet, 
Do not theſe pieces fit each other well ? 

Pri, What if they do ? 

King. Thereby beginsatale: _ 

There was a Thief, in face much like Sir Fohn, 
But *twas not he, That Thief was all in green, 
Met me laſt day on Black: beath, near the Park, 
With hima Woman, 1 was all alone 

And weaponleſs, my boy had all my tools, 
And was before providing me a Boat. 

Short tale to make, Sir Fob, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juſt hundreth Pound in gold from me. 

| ſtorm'd at it, and ſwore to be reveng'd 

If e*c we met; he like a luſty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel jult in two, 
To be a token at our meeting, next 

Provided, 1 ſhould charge no Officer 

To apprehend him, but at weapons point 
Recover thar, and what he had beſide. 

Well met, Sir Fohn, betake ye to your tools 

By Torch-light, for, Maſter Parſon, you are he 
That had my Gold. 

Pri. Zounds | won't jin play, in fair ſquare play, of 
the Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that I will maintain 
with this poor Whyniard : be you two honeſt men to ſtand 
and look upon's, and let's alone, and neither part. 
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; _ Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a foot, 
SIr John, have at ye. 
Pri, Souldier, ware your ſconce. 


Az they proffer, enter Butler, and draws bis 
Sword to part them. 


Bur, Hold, villain, hold : my Lords, what d'ye mean, 
Toſee a Traytor draw againſt the King. x 

Pri, The Kipg? Gods will, -l am in a'proper pickle. 

King. Butler, what news? why doſt thou trouble us ? 

Buz, Pleaſe your Majeſty, it's break of day, 

And as I ſcouted near to /ſlngton, 
The gray-ey*d morning gave me glimmeriog, 
Of armed Men coming down Hygate-bill, 
Who by their courſe are coaſtigg hitherward. 

King, Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our troops, 

To charge the Rebels if there be ſuch cauſe : 
For this lewd Prieſt, this deviliſh Hypocrite, 
That is a Thief, a Gameſter, and what not, 

Let him be hang'd up for example ſake. 

Pri. Not ſo, my gracious Soveraign, I confeſs 1 am 
a frail man, fleſh and blood as other are ; but ſet my im- 
perfeCtions aſide, ye have oot a taller man, nor a truer 
raw. to the Crown and State, than Sir Fohbr of Wre- 
tham is. 

King, Will a true Subject rob his King ? 

Pri, Alas! twas ignorance and want, my gracious 
Liege. 

King. *Twas want of grace. Why, you ſhould be as ſalt 
To ſeafon others with good document, 

Your lives as lamps to give the people light, 
As Shepherds, not as Wolves to ſpoil the flock ; 
Gy haog him. Butler. 

Es Did'ſt thou not rob me ? 

Pri 1 nzuſt confeſs I ſaw ſome of your gold, but, my 
dreai Lord, I am iono humour for death : God will that 
ſinncrs live, do not you cauſe me to dye, once in their 
lives the beft may go aſtray, and if the world ſay true, 
your ſelf (my Liex) have been a Thief. | 

King. 1 confeſs | have, 

But | repent and have reclaim'd my ſelf. 

Pri, So will I do if you will give me time. 

King. Wilt thou? my Lords, will you be his ſureties? 

Hun, That when he robs again he ſhall be hang'd. 

Pri. I ask no more. 

King. And we will grant thee that, 

Live and repent, and prove an honeſt man, 

Which when I hear, and ſafe return from France, 

PI give thee living, Till when, take thy Gold, 

But ſpend it better than at Cards or Wine, 

For better virtues fit that Coat of thine. 

Pri, Viuat Rex, & curras Lex. My Liege, if ye have 


| 
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cauſe {5 Battel, ye ſhall ſee Sir John beſtic bimſelf in your 
quarrel. 


An Alarm, Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir 
John bringing forth Afton, Beyerly, and 
Murcly, Pryſoners. 


King. Bring in thoſe Traitors, whoſe aſpiring min1s 
Thought to have triumph'd in our overthrow ; | 
But now ye ſee, baſe Villains, what ſucceſs 
Attends ill aftions wrongfully attempted. 

Sir Roger «Aon, thou retain'ſt the name 
Of Knight, and ſhouldſt be more diſcreetly temper'd 
Than join with peazants, Gentry is divine, 
But thou haſt made it more than popular. 
AF. Pardon, my Lord, my Conſcience urg'd me to it. 
King. Thy Conlcience, then Conſcience is corrupt, 
For in thy Conſcience thon art bound to us, 
And in thy Conſcience thou ſhould”ſt love thy Country, 
Elſe what's the difference *rwixt a Chriſtian, 
And the uncivil manners of the Turk ? 
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[254 The Hiſtory of Sir Joum-Ofdcaſtle, 


Bev. We tpeans no hure PpFQ your Mijeſty, 


But reformation of Religion. Emer Cobham. 
King. Reform Religion? [was it that you ſought ? ; 
I pray who gave you that authority ? Cob. Long life and proſperous reign unto my Lord. 
Belike then we þald the Scepter wp, Kg. Ah, Villain, cant thou wiſh proſperity, 
And ſit within the Thrane bytfor a Cipher. Whole heart includeth _— but treachery ? | 
Time was, good Subjects would make known theic grief, | I doarreſt thee here my ſelf, falſe Knight, | 
Avg B9f RYSAGMEnt, potenforce the ſame, Of Treaſon capital againſt the ſtate. 
Unleſs their King were Tyraiit, which I hope | Gb. Of Treaſon, mighty Prince ? your Grace miſtakes, 
You ca 7-108 Harry is, [ hope it is but ia the way of mirth. 
What is ? Kmg. Thy neck ſhall feel it is jn earneſt ſhortly, 
Suf. A Malt-9an, my Lord, Dar'ſt thou intrude into our preſence, knowing | 
And dwelling in Dunſtable as he ſays. How hainouſly thou haſt offended us ? | | 
King. Sirraþ,: what made you leave your Barley-broth, | But this isthy accuſtomed deceit, 
Tocome in armqyr bus 4gaialt your King ? Now thou perceir*!t thy purpoſe is in vain, 


Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to 2nd fro, in and out npon oc- | With ſome excyfe or other thou wilt come 
calign, what 3 world is this ? Kaighthood (my. Liege) | To clear thy ſelf of this Rebellion, 
| 'twas Knighthagd brought me hither, they told me I had | Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none; 


wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. King. If you deny it, here is evidence, 
King. And ſe yay braught thoſe horſes which we ſaw | See you theſe men ; you never counſelled, 

Trapt all in coſtly fyrniture, and meant | Nor offered them affiſtance in their Wars ? 

To wear thele Spprrs when you were Knighted once. Cob. Speak, (irs, not one butall, I crave no favour, 
Myr. In and out upon g:cafion I did. Have ever [ been converſant with you ? 


King. In and gut upon occaſion, therefore you ſhall be | Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
hang'd, and inthe ſtead pf wearing theſe Spurrs upon your | Or kindled but the leaſt or ſmalleſt part 
heels, about your neck they ſhall bewray your folly to the | Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 


world. Speak, for I dare the uttermoſt you ean. 
T4, In and gut upon occaſion, that goes bard. | ur. In and out upon occaſion, I know yon not. 
bd Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro: good my Liege, | King. No, didſt thou not ſay, that Sir John Oldcaſtle 
| a parday, 13m ferry for my fault. Was one with whom you purpos'd to have met ? 
. King. That comes taq late : byt tell me, went there | Ad. True, I did fay fo, but in what refpect, 
none beſide Sir Roger Atiqn, upon whom Becauſe I heard it was reported ſo. 
You did depend te bg your fzaverndur. King, Was there no other argument but that ? 
Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir 7ahu Qldceftie. AF. I muſt confeſs we have na other ground 
| But only rumour to accuſe this Lord, 
Emer Biſhop. Which now 1 ſee was meerly fabulous, 


| King. The more pernitious youto taint him then, 
King. Bears be a part in this canſpiracy. VVhom you know was not faulty, yea or no. | 
Af. We laphk'd, my Lord, that he would meet us here. | Cob. Let this, my Lord, which I preſent your Grace 
King. But did he promiſe you that he would come. Speak for my loyalty, read theſe Articles 


{ A4, SuchLetters we received forth of Ker. And then give ſentence of my life or death, 
Biſh, Where is my Lord the King? health to your Grace, | King. Earl Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray corrupted 
Examining, my Loxd, ſome of theſe Rebels, VVith bribes from Charles of France, either towin 
it is 3 al voice amopg them al), My Crown from me, or ſecretly contrive 
hat they had never cams jato this place, My death by Treaſon? Is't poſſible ? 
But to have met their valiant General, Cob, There is the platform, and their hands, my Lord, | 
The good Lord Cobbam, as they title him: Each ſeverally ſubſeribed to the ſame. _ | 
Whereby, my Lard, yaur Grace may now perceive, Cob. Oh never heard of _ ingratitude ! 
His Treaſgy is ent, which before | Even thoſe ] hug within my ſome moſt, 
| He ſought ta s by bis flattery. Are readieſt evermore to ſting my heart. 
King. Now by my Royalty | wauld have ſworn, Pardon me, Covbam, I haye done thee wrong, 
But for his Conſcience, which | bear withal, Hereaſter I will live tq make amends, 
There þad nag liv'd a mare true hearged Subject. Is then their time of meeting fo near hand ? 
j. Bþ. tis but counterfeis, my gracious Lord, We'll meet with them but little for their caſe, 
And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, If God permit. Go take theſe Rebels hence, 
{ To ſet your hand unto this Precept here, Let them have Martial Law : but as for thee, 
| By which we'll cauſe bio farthwith to appear, Friend to thy King and Coney ſtill be free. [Exe 
] And anſwer this by ardes of the Law, = Mur. Beit mare or lefs, a world is this ? 
King. Not only tbat, but take Commiſſion V'VVould I had eontinvued ill of the order of knaves, 
- 4 To ſearch, attach, impriſon, and condemn And ne'r ſought Knight-hogd, ſince it coſts 
This moſt gatariaus Traytor 2s you pleaſe. So dear : Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
Biſl. It hall be done, my Lord, without delay : Att, Now tis too late to have it remedied, 
So now | hold, Lord Coabhasr, in my band, [ prithee, Mwrley, do not urge me with it. 
{ That which ſhall fniſh thy diſdained life. Hun, VVill you away, and make nq more tq do? 
King. | think the lon Age begins but now, Mur. Fie, paltry, panty. to and fro, as occaſion ſerves, 
Which learned Poets have fa often taught, If you be ſo haſty, take my place. 
Wherein there is.no ceedit to be given Hun. No, good fir Knight, &a tak't your ſelf. 
To either words or looks, or ſolemn oaths: Mur. | could be glad to give my betters place. CExemt, 
For it he were, how often hath be (worn, | | 
How geptly tun'd, the muſick of his tongue, Enter Biſhop, Lord VVarden, Cromer the Shersf, 
And with what aimable face beheld he me, Lady Cobham and Attendants, 


When all, God knows, was but bypocriſie, 
| Bib. I tell ye, Lady, it's impoſſible | 

| But you ſhould know where he conveys himſelf, 

i And 
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{And you have hid him in ſome ſecret place. 
Le. My Lord, believe me, as | have a Soul, 
| know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Biſh. Goto, go, yearcan Heretick, 
And will be forc't by torture to confeſs, 
[f fair means will not ſerve to make you tell. 
Lady. My Husband is a noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himſelf for any fact 
That e*re | heard of, therefore wrong him not. 
Biſh. Your Husband is a dangerous Schiſmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
| charge you take her to your cuſtody, 
And lerze the goods of Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle 
Tothe Kings ule : let her go in no more, 
To ferch fo much as her apparel our, 
There ts your warrant from his Majeſty. 
L. War. Good my Lord Biſhop, pacifie your wrath 
Againſt the Lady. 
Biſh. Then let her confeſs 
Where Oldcaſtle her Husband is conceal'd. 
L. War. | dare engage mine honour and my life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, the is ignorant 
And innocent of all his practices 
If any Evil by him be praCtiſed, | 
Biſh. If, my Lord Warden ? Nay then | charge you, 
That all Cinque-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highneſs warrant, Mr. Sheriff, 
L. War. I am ſorry for the Noble Gentleman. 
Biſh.” Peace, he comes here, now do your Office, 


Enter Harpool and Oldcaſtle. 


Cob. Harpool, what buſineſs have we here in hand ? 
What makes the Biſhop and the Sheriff here ? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made ſuch haſte to Cobham. 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be foes, we'l! 
ſcramble ſhrewdly with them : if they be Friends they are 
welcome. 

Cro, Sir Fobn Oldcaſtle Lord Cobham, in the Kings name, 
[ arreſt ye of high Treaſon. 

Cob. Treaſon, Mr. Cromer ? 

Har, Treaſon, Mr, Sheriff, what Treaſon ? 

Cob. Harpool, | charge thee ſtir not, but be quiet. 

Doye arreſt me of Treaſon, Mr. Sheriff? 

Biſh. Yea, of high Treaſon, Traitor, Heretick. 

Cob. Defiance in his face that calls me ſo, 
| am as true a Loyal Gentleman 
Unto his Highneſs, as my proudeſt Enemy, 

The King ſhall witneſs my late faithful ſervice, 
| For ſafety of his ſacred Majeſty. | 

Biſh. What thou art, the Kings hand ſhall teſtifie, 
Shew him, Lord Warden, 

Cob. Jeſu defend me, 

Is't poſſible your cunning could ſo temper 
The princely diſpoſition of bis mind, 

To ſign the darnage of a Royal Subject ? 

| Well, the beſt is, it bears an antedate, 
Procured by my abſence and your malice. 
But I, ſince that, have ſhew'd my ſelf as true, 
As any Church-man that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his Majeſty, 

If he acquir me not, then do your worlt. 

Biſh. Weare not bound to do kind offices, 
For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 
The Kings hand is our warrant for our work, 
Who is departed on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repoſe this Night. 

Har. Othat thou and | were within twenty miles of it, 
on Sals:bary plain ! 1 would loſe my head if chou broughr'ſt 
thy Head hither again. [Aſide. 


{b. My Lord Warden o'th Cinque- ports,and Lord of 
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Rocheiter, ye ace joynt Commiſſioners, tavour me fo much 

on my expence, to bring me to the King, 
Biſh. What, to Southampton ? 

Cob. Thither, my good Lord, 

And if be do not clear me of all guilt, 

And all ſuſpicion of conſpiracy, 

Pawning his Princely warrant for my truth : 

| ask no favour, but extreameſt torture. 

Bring me, or ſend me to him, good my Lord, 

Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriffentrear. 

[They both entreat for bim. 

Come hither, Lady, nay, ſweet wife, forbear 

To heap one forrow on anothers neck : 

"Tis grief enough fallely to be accus'd, 

And not permitted to acquit my elf, 

Do not thou with thy kind reſpective tears, 

Torment thy Husbands heart that bleeds for thee : 

But be of comfort,God hath help in ſtore 

For thoſe that put aſſured truſt in him. 

Dcar Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 

Come up to London to your Siſters Houſe : 

That being near me, you may comfort me. 

One ſolace find I ſetled in my Soul, 

That I am free from Treaſon's very thought, 

Only my Conſcience for the Goſpels ſake, 

Is cauſe of all the troubles I ſuſtain. 

Lady. O, my dear Lord, what ſhall betide of us ? 

You tothe Tower, and | turn'd out of Doors, 

Our ſubſtance ſeiz'd unto his Highneſs uſe, 

Even to the garments longing to our backs. 

Har. Patience, good Madam,things at worſt will mend, 

Andif they donot, yet our lives may end. 
3i(þ. Urge it no more, for if an Angel ſpake, 

[ ſfwenrr uy ſweet S. Peter's bleſſed Keyes, 

Firſt gocs he to the Tower, then to the ſtake. 

(row. Bat by your leave, this warrant doth not ſtretch 

Ts impriſon her. 

B:ſh. No, turn her out of doors, 

Even as ſhe is, and lead him to the Tower, 

With guard enough, for fear of reſcuing, 

Lady. O God requite thee thou blood-thirſty mag, 
Cob. May it not be, my Lord of RocheFer ? 

Wherein have l incucr*'d your hate fo far, 

That my appeal untothe King's deny*d. 

Biſh. No hate of mine, but power of holy Church, 

Forbids all favour to falſe Hereticks. 

Cob, Your private malice more than publick power, 

Strikes moſt at me, bar with my life it eads, 

Har. aſide. O that I had the Biſhep in that fear 
That once [I had his Summer by our ſelves, 

Cro. My Lord, yet grant one ſuit unto us all, 
That this ſame ancient ſervingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his maſter in the Tower. 

Biſh. This old iniquity, this Heretick ? 

That in contempt of onr Church diſcipline, 

CompeP'd my Sumner to devour his Proceſs ? 

Old Kuſhan paſt-grace, upſtart Schiſmatick, 

Had not the King pray'd us to pardon ye, 

Ye had fryed for't, ye grizeled Heretick. ws 
Har. *Sblood , my Lord Biſhop , ye wrong me, I am 

neither Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church, Ple 

ſwear, drink Ale, kiſs a wench, go to Maſs, eat Fith all 

Lent, and faſt Frydays with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and 

ſpicery, ſhrive me of my old Sins afore Eaſter, and be- 

gin new before Whitſuntide. 

Cro. A merry mad conceited Rnave, my Lord. 

Hear. That knave was ſimply put upon the Biſhop. 

Biſh. Well, God forgive him, and | pardon him : 

Let him attend his Maſter in the Tower, 

For | in Charity wiſh his Soul no hurt, | 
{ ob. God blefs my Soul from ſuch cold Charity, _ 
Biſh. Toth? Tower with him,and when my leifure ſerves, 

[ will examine him of Articles; 

Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge 
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The Sheriff perform his Office, 
War. 1, my Loid. 


Enter Sumner with Books. 


Biſh, What bring'ſt thou there ? what boaks of hereſic? 
Sum. Yea, my Lord, here's not a Latine Book, 
No not ſo muci as our Ladics Pſalter : 
Here's the Bible, the Teſtament, che Pſalms in meeter, 
The Sick-man's falve, the Treaſure of Gladnels, 
All Engliſh, no not ſo much but the Almanack's Engliſh, 
Biſh, Away with them, to th? fire with them, Chun, 
Now fie upon theſe upſtart Hereticks. 
All Englsſh, burn them,burn them quickly, Clan. 

Har. But do not, Sumrer, as you'll anſwer it, for I have 
there Enghſh Books, my Lord, that Vle not part withal 
for your Biſhoprick , Bevis of Hampton, Owleglaſs, The 
Fryer and the B.y, Ellen of Rumming, Rybin-bood , and 
other ſuch godly Stories, which if you bura, by this Fleſh 
| Vle make ye drink their aſhes in S, eAarget's Ale. rH 

xit. 


Enter the Biſhop of Rocheſler, with bis men 
in Livery Coats. 


7. Ser, Is it your honours pleaſure we ſhall ſtay, 
Or come back inthe afternoon to fetch you, 
Biſh, Now have ye brought me hereunto the Tower, 
You may go back uato the Porter's lodge, 
Whereif t have occaſion to employ you, 
['le ſend ſome Officer to call you to me. 
lato the City go not, I command you, 
Perhaps I may have preſent need to uſe you. 
2, We will attend your hogour here without. 
3. Come, we may have a quart of Wine at the Roje at 
Barking, and come back an hour before he'll go. 
1. We muſt hie us then, 
3. Let's away. 
Biſh. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, 
Lieu. Who calls there ? 
Biſh. A Friend of yours. 
Lieu. My Lord of Rechefter ? your honour's welcome. 
Biſb, Sir, here's my warrant from the Council, 
For conference with Sir Fohn Oldcaſile, 
Upon ſome matter of great conſequence. 
Lieu, Ho, Sir Fob. 
Har. Who calls there ? 
Lieu. Harpool, tell Sir Fobn, that my Lord of Rocheſter 
Comes from the Council to confer with him. 
I think you may as ſafe without ſuſpicion 
As any man in England as I hear, 
| For it was you moſt labour'd his commitment. 
Biſh. 1 did, Sir, and nothing repent it | aſſure you. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Sir John Oldcaſtle. 


Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
I muſt confer here with Sir Fobr a little, 
Lieu, With all my heart, my Lord. 
Har. afide- My Lord, be ru'd by me, take this occaſion 
while it is offered, and on my life your Lordſhip will cf 
cape. 
ob. No more I ſay, peace leſt he ſhould ſuſpett it. 
Biſh. Sir John, 1 am come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you dorecant your errours. 
Cob. My Lord of Rocheſter, on good advice, 
[| ſeemyerrour ; but yet underſtand me, 
| mean not ercour in the Faith I hold, 
But errour in ſubmitting to your pleaſure, 
Therefore your Lordſhip without more to do, 
Muſt be a means to help me to eſcape. 

Biſh. What means, thou Heretick ? 
Dar'ſt thou but lift thy hand againſt my calling ? 


_—_—— ——— 
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Cob. No, not to hurt you fora thouſand pound. 

Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper garment a lit- 
tle, not a word more, peace for waking the Children ; 
chere, put on,diſpatch,my Lord, the window that goes out 
into the Leads is ſure enough : as for you, Vie bind you 
ſurely in the inner Room. 

{ob. This is well begun, God ſend us happy ſpeed, 
Hard ſbift you lee men make in time of need. 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1. | marvel that my Lord ſhould ſtay ſolong. 

2, He hath ſent to ſeek us | dare lay my lite. 

3- We come in good time, fte where he is coming, 

Har. | beſeech you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, be 
favourable to my Lord and Maſter. | 

Cob. The inner Rooms be very Hot and cloſe, 

[ do not like this Air here in the Tower. 

Har. His caſe is hard, my Lord : you ſhall ſafely get 
out of the Tower, but | will down upon them : in which 
time get you away, Hard under Jſingron wait you my 
coming , 1 will brigg my Lady ready with Horſes to get 
hence, 

(ob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun- 
ſel him. 

Har. Nay, my good Lord of Rocheſter, I'le bring you to 
S, Albons through the woods I warrant you. 

Cob. Villain, away. 

Har. Nay ſince 1 am paſt the Towers Liberty, 

You part not ſo. [ He draws. 

Biſh. Clubs, clubs, clubs. 

1, Murther, murther, murther. 

2, Down with him. 

Har. Out you cowardly Rogues, 

Cobham eſcapes. 


Enter Lieutenant, and bis men. 


Laex. Who is ſo bold as to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the entrance of the Tower. 


1, This Rufhan, ſervant to Sir John Oldcaſile, was like 


to have ſlain my Lord. 
Liex. Lay hold on him. 
Har. Stand off if you love your puddings. 
{ Rocheſter calls within. 
Help, help, help, Mc. Lieutenart, help. 
Lieu. Who's that within? ſome Treaſon in the Tower, 
on my lite, look in, who's that which calls ? 


Emer Rocheſter bound. 


Lieu, Without your cloak, my Lord of Rocheſter ? 
Har. There, now it works ; then let me ſpeed, 
For now's the fitteſt time to ſcape away. 
Lieu. Why do you look ſo gaſtly and affrighted ? 
Biſh. Oldcaſtle that Traitor and his man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, and ſtript me as you ſee, 
And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
And ſo departed, and I—— 
Lieu. And you ! Nere ſay that the Lord Cobham's man 
Did here ſet on you like to murther you. 
1. And ſo he did. 
Biſh. It was upon his Maſter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might eſcape. 
Lieu. Where is this Harpool ? 
2, Here he was even now. 
Lieu, Where, can you tell ? They are both eſcap'd. 
Since it ſo bappens that he is eſcap'd, 
I am glad you area witneſs of the ſame : 
[t might baveelſe been laid unto my charge, 
That 1 had been conſenting to the fatt. 
| Bijh. Come, ſearch ſhall be made for him with expedi. 
tion, the Haven's laid that he ſhall not eſeape , and hue 


[ Ext. 


and 
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the good Lord Cobhar, 


and cry continue through England, to find this damned, 
dangerous Heretick, LExeun. 


Enter Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, as in 4 Chamber, 4nd 
ſet down at a Table, conſulting about their Treaſon, 
King Harry and Suffolk liſtning at the door, 


Cam. In mine opinion,Scroop hath well advis'd, 
Poiſon will be che only aptelt mean, 
And fitteſt for our purpole to diſpatch him. 
Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wile, therefore, Earl of {ambridee, 
| judge that way not ſo convenient. 
Scr, What think ye then of this ? I am his bedf;llow, 
And unſuſpefted nightly ſleep with him. 
What if 1 venture in thoſe filent honrs, 
When ſteep hath ſealed up all mortal Eyes, 
To mucther him in bed? how like ye that ? 
| Cam, Herein conſiſts no ſafety for your ſelf, 
And you diſclos'd, what ſhall become of us ? 
But this day (as ye know) he will aboard, 
The wind's ſo fair, and ſet away for France, 
If as he goes, or entring in the ſhip 
it might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of theſe, or if you will, 
Ple cauſe a preſent ſitting of the Council, 
Whereia I will pretend ſome matter of ſuch weight, 
As needs mult have his Royal Company, 
And ſodiſpatch him ia his Council Chamber. 
Cam. Tuſh, yet I hear not any thing to purpoſe ; 
[ wonder that Lord Cobham ſtayes tolong , 
His Counſel in this caſe would much avail us. 
[The King ſteps in 
Scr. What ſhall we riſe thus, and determine nothing ? 
King. That were a ſhame indeed : no, fit again, , 
And you ſhall have my Counſel in this caſe : 
lf you can find oo way to kill the King, 
Thea you ſhall ſee how I can furniſh ye ; 
Scroop's way by poiſon was indifferent, 
But yet being bed-fellow to the King, 
And unſuſpected, fleeping in his boſom, 
ln mine opinion that's the likelier way. 


| For ſuch falſe Friends are able to do much, 


And ſilent Night is Treaſon's fitteſt Friend. 
Now, (ambridge in his ſetting hence for France, 
' Or by the way, or. as he goes aboard 

To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 
But ſomewhat doubtfull. 
Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 
To have the King at Council, and there murder him, 
As Ceſar was among his deareſt Friends. 
Tell me, oh tell me, you bright honour's ſtains, 
For which of all my kindneſles to you, 
Are ye become thus Traitors to your King? 
And France muſt have the ſpoil of Harrie's life. 
All. Oh pardon us, dread Lord. Wn 

King. How, pardon ye ? that werea Sin indeed, 
Drag them to Death, which jultly they deſerve : 
And Fraxce ſhall dearly buy this villany, 
So ſoon as we ſet footing on her breaſt. 
\ God have the praiſe for our deliverance, 

And next our thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee, | 
True perfect mirrour of Nobilitie, LExit, 
Enter the Hoſt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


Hoft. Sir, y'are welcome to this houſe, to ſuch as is here 
with all my heart: but 1 fear your lodging will be the 
worſt, I have but two beds,and they are both 1a a chamber, 
and the Carrier and his Daughter lies in the one, and you 
and your Wife muſt lye in the other, 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for my ſelf 1 do not greatly pals, 

My Wife is weary, agd would be at relt, 
For we have travePd very far to day, 


| 
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We muſt be content with ſuch as you have, 

Hoi. But I cannot tell how to do with your man. 

Har, What? haſt thou never an empty Room in thy 
Houſe for me ? | 

Hoſt. Nota Bed in troth. There came a poor Iriſ-man, 
and 1 lodg'd him in the barn, where he has fair Sraw, al- 
cthongh he have nothing elſe, 

Har. Well, mine Hoſt, I prithee help me to a pair of 
cl.an ſheets, and I'le go lodge with him. 

Hoſt. By the Maſs that thou ſhalt, a good pair of hempen 
ſheets were nere layn in : come. [ Excunts 


Enter Conſt. bl:, Mayor, and Watch, 


May, What? have you ſcarcht the Town ? 
| Con. Allthe Town, Sir, we have not left a Houſe un- 
ſearcht that uſes to lodge, 
May. Surely, my Lord of Rocheſtcr was then deceiv'd, 
Or ill inform'd of Sic John Oldcaſtle ;, 
Or it he came this way, he's paſt the Town, 
He could not elſe have ſcap'd you in the ſearch. 
Con, I he privy watch hath been abroad all night, 
And not a ſtranger lodgeth in the Town 
But he is known only a luſty Prieſt 
VVe found in hed with a pretty wench, 
That fayes ſhe is his V Vite, yonder at the Shears : 


{ But we have charg'd the hot with his forth coming 


To morrow morning. 
eMay. What think you beſttodo? 
Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here's a tew ſtragling Houſes 


| beyond the Bridge , and a little Inn where Carriers uſe ro 
' lodge, although I think ſurely he would nere lodge there : 


them with his Le-1s, | hut we'll go ſearch, and the rather, becauſe there came 


j 2c:ice tothe Town the laſt Night of an Jr5ſh man, that bad 


dore a raurther,whom we are to make ſearch for. 
May. C.ome l pray you,and be ciccumſpett. [Exeurt. 
| Cen. Firſt beſet the houſe, before you begin to ſearch. 
Off, Content, every man take a ſeveral place. 


Enter Conltable with the Iriſhman in HarpooP's apparel. 


Con. Come you villanous Heretick , tell us where your 
Malter is. 

Iriſh. Vat Meſter ? | | 

May. Vat Meſter, you conterfeit Rebel? This ſhall not 
ſerve your turn, 

Iriſh. Be Sent Patrick } ha no Meſter. 


lately eſcaped out of the Tower ? 
Iriſh. Vat Lort Cobham ? 
May. You connterfeit, this ſhall not ſerve you, we'll tor- 


| 


| 


ture you, we'll make you confeſs where that arch heretick 
is. Come bind him faſt, 

Iriſh, Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree, 

Con. Ahone you crafty Raſcal ? [Exepnt. 

[- Lord Cobham comes out ſtealing in bis gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpoo!, | hear « marvellous noile about 
the Houſe, God warrant us, | fear we are purſued ; what, 
Hay pool ? | 

Har. within. Who calls there ? 

Cob. 'Tis I, doſt thou not hear a noiſe about the Houſe ? 

Har, Yes marry do l, *zounds I cannot fad my hoſe ? 
this /riſh Raſcal that w__ with me all night, hath ſtolen 
my-apparel, and has left me nothing but a lowſte mantle, 
and a pair of broags. Get up, get up,and if the Carrier and 
his wench be aſleep, change you with him as be hath done 
with me, and fee if we can ſcape. 


Yyy 3 Noiſe 
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Dorf noiſe within. | 
, (Keep, keep, ſtrike him down there, down with him. 


Con, Where's the Lord Cobham, Sic John Oldcaſtle, that | 


| 
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Noiſe heard abont the Honſe 4 pretty while, then enter 
the Conſtable meeting Harpool in the Iriſh- 


man's apparel. 


Con. Stand cloſe , here comes the {riſhman that did the 
murther, by all tokens this is he. 

May. And perceiving the Houſe befet, would get away : 
ſtand; Sirrah. | 
Har, What art thou that bid'ſt me Rand ? 


—_ PU —_—— . 


Con, 1am the officer,and am come to ſearch for an Iriſh 
man, ſuch a villain as thy ſelf, thou haſt murther'd a man 
this laſt night by the high way. 

Har. *Sblond Conſtable art thou mad? am lan Iriſh 

man ? 
May. Sizrab,we'll find you an{/r;ſh-man before we part : 
Lay hold upon him, 
| Cx. Make him faſt, © thou bloody Rogue ! 


1 pwr Lord Cobham and bis Lacy, in the Carrier 
| and Wenches apparel. 


Cob. What will theſe Oſtlers fleep all day ? 
Good morrow, good marrow, com: wench, come : 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair dayes, ba ? 

Con. Who goes there ? | | 

May. Otis Lencaſhire Carrier, let them paſs. 
| Cob. What,will no body ope the gates here ? 

] Come, let's int'ſtable to look £0 our Capons. 


[The Carrier raking. 
Hoſt, why Oltler ? 


Zwmwooks here's ſuch abomination Company of Boyes : 
A pox of this Pigity at the Houſe end, 
It fills all the Houſe full of fleas, Otter, Offfer. 
Oſt. Whocalls there ? what would you have ? 
 Clah. Zwooks, do you rob your gueſts? 
De you Rogues, and ſlaves, nad foonndrels, ha : 
1] They ha' Sroli our clothes here ; why Oftler ? 
'Q#. A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 
f FAoft, Hownow? what would the Cartier have ? 
Look up there. . 
Of. They lay the man and the woman that lay by them, 
have Stolen their clothes, 
Hoſt. What, are the ſtrange folks up yet that came in 
yeſter night ? | 
{on. What mine Hoſt, upſo early ? 
Het. What Mr. « Mayor, end Mr. Conftable ? 
1 May. Weare come to ſeek for ſome ſulpetted perſons, 
4 and ſuch as here we found have apprehended. 


35. ro_—— > A. OY — —_— 


Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobhatn and Ladies apparel. 


Con, Who comes bere ? 

1 Club. Who comes here? A plague jound ome, you 
| bawl quoth a,ods hat Ie forewear your heuſe : you ledg'd 
) a fellow and his wife byus,thet ha' run away with our par- 
q:cel, and k fr us ſuch gew-gaws here, come Kate, come to 
\ me, thowſe dizeard y'faich. | 

1 MAayor, Minchoſt, know you this man? : 
tb. Yes maſter Mayors, Ile give my word far him, 
| why neighbour Clb, how comes thu gear about ? 

Kare, Now a fone on't , | canact make this gew-gaw 
{ ſtand on my head. ; 

Con, How came this man and woman thus attired ? 

Haftler. Here came a magnand 'woman hither this laſt 
night, which 1:did takefor ſubſtantial people, and lodg'd 
all in one Charaber by theſe folks : me thinks have been 1o 
hold ro change apparel, and gone away this Morning ere 
they roſe. 

Mayor. T hat was that Traitor Oldcaftle that thus eſcapt 
| us: make hae and cry after him, keep falt that traiterous 
Rebel his Servant there : farewel, mine Hoſt. 

Car. Come Kate Owdhamn, thou and Ie trimly dizard. 


Kate. Pfaith neam Club, lie wot nere what to do, Ife be 
ſo flouted and ſo ſhoutcd at ; but by th* Meſs Ie cry, 


[Exi, 
Enter Prieſt and Doll. 


Prie#Ft, Come Doll, come, be merry,wench. 

Farewel Kent, we are not for thee. 

Be luſty my Laſs, come for Lancaſbiye, 

We mult nip the Boung for theſe Crewns. 

Doll. Why is all the gold ſpent already, that you had 
the other day. 

Prieſt, Gone, Doll, gone z flown, ſpent, vaniſhed, the 
Devil, drink, and dice, has devoured all. 

Doll. You might have left me in Xen till you had been 
better provided. | 
Prie#t, No, Doll, no, Kem'stoo hot, Doll, Kent's too 
hot : the weathervock of Wrotham will crow no longer,we 
have pluckt himyhe has Joſt his Feathers, I have prun'd him 
bare, left him thrice, is moulted, is moulted, wench, 

Doll. 1 might have gone to ſeryice again,old Mr. Harpo! 
told me he would provide me a Miſtris. 

Prieſt. Peace, Doll, peace ; come, mad wench, Ple make 
thee an honeſt Woman, we'll into Loycuſbrre toour Friends, 
the troth is, le marry thee, we want but a little money, 
and money we will have 1 watraiitthee : ſtay, who comes 
here ? ſome Jrifb Villain me thinks that has ſlain a man, 
and w_ he is rifling on him , ſtand cloſe, Do!!, we'll ſee 
the end. 


Enter the Iriſhman with bis dead eMafter, and 


rifles him, 


. Triſh, Alas poe Maſter, Sir Richard Lee, be S. Patrick, is 
roband cut thy crote, for de ſhaia, and dy mony, and dy 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, bot now dow be kill 
de, be ſhitten Kanave. 

Prieſt, Stand, Sirrah, what art thou ? 

Iriſh. Be S. Patrick Meſter,is poor Iriſhmar,is a teufter. 

Prieſt. Sirrah, Sirrah, y'are adamn'd Rogue, you have 
kill'd a man here,and rifted him of all that he bas : *sbloud 
you Rogue deliver, or Ik not leave you fo much as n haic 
above your ſhoulders, you Whorfon tu Dog, 

Robs him, 

Iriſh, We's me S. Patrick,, He kill my Meſtcf for ſhain 
and his ring, and now's be rob of all, me's undo. 

Prieſt, Avant you Raſcal, go Sirrah, be walking : come 
Doll, the Devil favghs when one Thief robs another : 
come wench, we'll to S. Albans, andrevel in our bower, 
my brave girle, 


Doll, O thou art old Sir Fob: when all's done i* faith. 


Enter the Hoſt of the Hoſe with the Iriſhman. 


_ Iriſh. Be metroMaſter is poor Iriſmen, is want ludging, 
Is have no mony, is ftarve and cold, pood Maſter Sk: 
ſome meat, is famiſe and tye. 

Hoſiler, Faith fellow { have no todpin 
for my Gueſts : azfor meat, thou ſhake 


but what 1 keep 
ve as much as 


and Room enough, 
Iriſh. Is tank my Maſter hertily, 
Hoſt ler. Ho, Roben. 
Robin. Who calls ? 
Hoftter. Stzew this poor ſrifhman tothe barn, yo Sirrah. 


Per Carrier and Kate. 
Club. Who's within here ? who Jooks to the Horſes ? 


Uds hat, here's fige work, the Heos ig the manger, and 
the Hogs in the litter, a bots'fonnd you all, here's a Houſ: 


well lookt to i'faith, 


there is, and uf Thou wilt fie in the barn, there's fair ſtraw, | 


—— 
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Kate, Mas Goff Club, Ie very cawd. 

Club, Get in, Kate, get into the fire and warm thee. 
John Oſtler ? 

Hoit, What, Gaffer C/»b, welcome to $. Albans, 

How do's all our friends in Lancaſhire ? 
_ Well, God a mercy, Fobn, how do's Tom? where 
is he? 

OF, Tom's gone from hence, he's at the three Horſe- 
loaves at ſtony-Strarford : how do's old Dick, Dun ? 

(lb. Uds hat, old Daz is moyr'd in a flough in Brick- 
bill lane : a plague found it, yonders ſuch abomination 
weather as was never ſeen. 

0. Uds hat Thief, have one half peck of Peaſe and 
Oats more for that, as | am Fob Otter, he kas been ever 
as good a Jade as ever travelled; 

Ciub. Faith well ſaid, old F«ck,thou art the old Lad ſtill. 
, O#1. Come, Gaffer Clab, unload, unload, and get to 

upper. 


Enter Cobham and bis Lady diſemſed, 


Cob, Come, Madam, happily eſcapt, here let us fir, 
This place is far remote from any path, 
And here a while our weary limbs may reſt 
To take refreſbing, free from the purſuit 
Of envious Rochefter. 
Lady. But where, my Lord, ſhall we find reſt for our 
diſquict minds ? 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ſtoop 
To ſuch abaſement of diſdained rags : 
We were not worg to travel thus by night, 
Eſpecially on foot. 


Makes me that I could take a nap, 
Were I perſwaded we might be ſecure. 
Lady. Let that depend on me, whilſt you do ſicep. 
I'll watch that no misfortune happen us. 
Cob. | ſhall, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee. 
Lady. Urge not that, 
My duty binds me, and your love commands, 
I would I had the $kill with tuged voice 
Todraw on ſleep with ſome ſweet melody. 
But imperfection and unaptneſs too 
Are both repugnant : fear inſerts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me uſe. 
But what talk | of means, to purchaie that 
Is freely bappen'd ? Sleep with gentle hand, 
Hath ſhut his eye-lids : O victorious labour, 
How ſoon thy power can charm the bodies ſenſe ? 
And now thou likewiſe climb'it uato my brain, 
Making my heavy temples ſtoop to thee, 
Great God of heaven from danger keep us free. 
LFall aſleep. 


Enter Sir Richard Lee and bis Mer. 


Lee. A Murther cloſely done, and in my ground ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obſcure thicket is the likelieſt place. 

Ser. Sir, I have found the body ſtiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 

Lee. Look if thou know'lt him, turn his body up: 
Alack, it is my ſon, my ſon and heir, 
Whom two years fince, 1 ſent to /reland, 


1 Toprattile there the diſcipline of war, 


Cob. No matter, love,extremities admit no better choice: | And coming home, for ſo he wrote to me, 


And were it not for thee, ſay froward time 
Impos'd a greater task, | would eſteem it 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon us, 
But in thy ſufferance | am doubly taskt, 
Thon waſt not wont to have the eacth thy ſtool, 
Nor the moiſt dewy graſs thy pillow, nor 
Thy chamber to be the wide Horizon, 
Lady. How can it ſeem a trouble, having you 
A partner with me, in the worſt I feel ? 
No, gentle Lord; your preſence would give cafe 
To death it ſelf, ſhould he now ſeize upon me : 
[ Here's Bread and Cheeſe and 4 Bottle, 
Behold what my foreſight hath undertane 
For feat we faint, they are but homely Cates, - 
Yet ſawc'd with bynger, they may ſee as ſweet 
As greater dainties we were wont to taſte, : 
{b. Praiſe be to him, whoſe plenty ſends both this 
And all things elfe our mortal bodies need : 
Nor ſcorn we this poor feeding, qocthe ſtate 
We now are in, for what is it on earth, 
Nay under heaven, continues at a ſtay ? 
Ebbs not the Sen, when it hath overflown ? 
Follows not darkneſs, when the day is gone ? 
And ſee we not ſometimes the eye of heaven | 
Dim'd with ore-flying clouds Þ There's not that wark 
Of careful Nature, or of cunning Art, 
(How ſtroug, how beauteous, or howrich it be) 
But falls in time to ruine : here, gentle Madam, 
[n this one draught { waſh my ſorrow down. ['Drinks. 
Lady. And | encourag'd with your-chearful ſpeech, 
Will do the like. | 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpeol come, 
If he ſhould fall into the Biſhops hands, 
Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 
[t were the thing of all things cife, that now 
Could breed reyoltin this new peace of mind. 
Lady. Fear not, my Lord, he's witty to deviſe, 
And ſtrong to execute a preſent ſhiit. : 
Cob. That power be ſtill his guide hath guided us, 
My d rowſie eyes wax heavy , early rifiog, 
i ogether with the travel we have had, 


——— ——_——— cc ,——_ » 


5ome ſavage heart, ſome bloody devilliſh hand, 


| Either in hate, or thirſting for his coin, 


Hah here fluc'd out his blood. - Unbappy hour, 
A curſed place, but moſt inconſtant Fate, 
That had'ſt reſerv'd him from the bullets fire, 


And ſuffered him to ſcape the wood-kerns fury. 


Did hece ordainthe treaſure of his life, 

Even here within the arms of tender peace, 

To beconſum'd by treaſons waſtiul hand ? 

And which is moſt afflicting to my 

That this his death and murther ſhould be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whoſe means 'twas done. 

2 Ser, Not ſo, Sir, | have found the authors of ir, 
See where they fit, and in their bloody fiſts 
The fatal inſtruments of death and 6n. 

Lee. Juſt judgment of that power, whoſe gracious eye, 
Loathing of ſuch a heinous fact, 
Dazling their ſenſes with benumming ſleep, 

Till their unballowed treachery was known. 
Awake ye monſters, murtherers awake, 
Tremble for horror, bluſh you cannot chuſe, 
Beholding this unbumane deed of yours. 

Cob. What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary ſouls, 
Aad interrupt us of our quiet fleep ? 

Lee. O devilliſh !-ean you boaſt unto your ſelves 
Of quiet ſleep, having within your hearts 


| The guilc of murder waking, that which cries 


Deafs the loud thunder, aad ſolicites heaven 

VVith more than Mandrakes ſhreeks for your offence ? 
Lady. V'Vhat murtber ? you upbraid us wrongfully. 
Lee. Can youdeny the fact ? See you not here 

The body of my ſon by you-miſdone ? 

Look on his wounds, look on his purple hue : 

Do we not find you where the deed was done ? 

V Vere not your kaives faſt cloſed in your hands ? 

[s not this cloth an argument beſide, 

Thus Rain'd and' ſpotted with his innocent blood ? 

Theſe ſpeaking characters, were there nothing elſe 

To plead againſt ye, would convict you both. 


To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 


. | Theic lives ſhall aaſwer for my ſons loſt life. 


Cob. 


260 The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtle, | 


{ob. As we are innocent, ſo may we ſpeed. You bring with you before us to the Bench ? 
. Lee. As 1 am wrong'd, fo may the Law proceed. May, The Lord Powis, if it like your honour, 
And this his Lady travelling toward Wales ; 


Enter Rocheſter, Conſtable of S. Albans, with Prieſt, Doll, | Who, for they lodg'd laſt night within my houſe, 


aid the Iriſhman « Harpool's Apparet. And my Lord Biſhop did lay waic for ſuch, 
| Were very willing to come on with me, 
Biſh. What intricate confuſion have we here ? Leſt for their ſakes, ſuſpicion we might wrong, 


Judg, We cry your honour mercy, good my Lord, 


Not two hours ſince, we apprehended one 
Wilt pleaſe you take your place. Madam, your Ladiſhip 


[n habit /-ſh, but in ſpeech not ſo; 


And now you bring another, that in ſpeech is /r:ſh, May here, or where you will repoſe your ſelf, 
But in habit Engliſh : yea, and more than ſo, | Until this buſineſs now in hand be paſt. 
The ſervant of that heretick Lord Cobbam. | £Za. Pow. | will withdraw into ſome other room, 
Iriſh. Fait me be no ſervant of de Lort Cobham, $0 that your Lordſhip and the reſt be pleas'd. 
Me be Mack Chane of Vier. 1 TJuag. With a'] our hearts : attend the Lady there. 
Biſh. Otherwiſe call'd Harpool of Kent, go to, Sir, | Pow. Wife, I nave ey'd you pris ners all this while, 
You cannot blind us with your broken Iriſh And my conceit doth tell me, *tis our friend 
Prie##, Truſt me, ſaid Biſhop, whether Iriſh or Engliſh. | The Noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady. 
Hrpool or not Harpoel, that | leave to the tryal ; | La. Pow. I think no leſs, are they ſuſpefted for this | 
But ſure I am, this man by face and ſpeech, Pow. What it means (murther ? 
[s he that murdred young Sir Richard Lee : [ cannot tell, but we ſhall know anon: 
[| met him preſently upon the fact, Mean time as you paſs by them, ask the queſtion, 
And that he ſlew his Maſter for that Gold, But do it ſecretly you be not ſeen, | 
Thoſe Jewels, and that Chain | took from him. And make ſome ſign, that I may know your mind. 
Biſh. Well, our affairs do call us back to London, | 4s. ſhe paſſes over the Stage by them, 
So that we cannot proſecute the cauſe La. Pow. My Lord Cobham ? Madam ? 
As we dclire to do, therefore we leave Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
| The charge with you, to ſee they be convey*d . But Fohn of Lancaſhire, and Joan his wife. 
To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit, La. Pow, O tell, what is it that our love can do 
And you, Sir Fehn of Wrotham, and your Wench, To pleaſure you, for we are bound to you? 
For you are culpable as well as they, Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names 3 IA \ 
Taough not for murther, yet for felony. | 50, gentle Lady, paſs for being ſpied. 
But ſince you are the means to bring to light ! 1a. Pow, My heart | leave, to bear part of your grief, , 
| Tais gracele(s murther, ye ſhall bear with you T2 1 LExit. 
Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, | Fuag. Call the Priſoners to the Bar : Sir Richard Lee, 
To be your friends in what they lawful may. \ What evidence can you bring againſt theſe people, 
Prie#. I thank your Lordſhip. To prove them guilty of the mucther done? 
1 Lee. This bloody Towel, and theſe naked Knives, 
Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Oldcaſtle. Beſide, we found them ſitting by the place, 
| Where the dead body lay within a buſh. 1 
Gaol. Bring forth the Priſoners, ſee the Court prepar'd, | Judg. What anſwer you why Law ſhould not proceed | 
| The Juſtices are coming to the Bench: According to this evidence given in, 
So, let him ſtand, away and fetch the relt. [Exeunt, | To tax ye with the penalty of death ? 
Cob. O give me patience to endure this ſcourge, Cob. That we are free from murthers very thought, 
Thou that art fountain of that vertuous ſtream, And know not how the Gentleman was ſlain. 
| And though contempt of witneſs, and reproach 1 7«##, How came this linen-cloth ſo bloody then ? 


Hang on theſe iron gives, to preſs my life L. Cob. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord, | 


As low as earth, yet ſtrengthen me with faitb, His noſe guſht out a bleeding, that was it. | 

That I may mount ia ſpirit above the clouds. . - 7 But how came your ſharp-edg'd knives un- 
eath'd ? 

Emter Gaoler, brinzing in Lady Cobham «rd Harpool. L. Cob. To cut ſuch ſimple victual as we bad, 

Zaudg. Say we admit this anſwer to thoſe Articles, 


Here comes my Lady, ſorrow *tis for her. {| What made you in ſo private a dark nook, 
Thy wound is grievous, elſe 1 ſcoff at thee. So far remote from any common path, 
What and poor Harpo! ! art thou 'th*bryars too ? As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown ? 
- Har. Ifaith, my Lord, Iam in, get out how | can, Cob. Journying, my Lord, from London, from the Term, 
Lady. Say (gentle Lord) for now we are alone, Down into Lancaſhire, where we do dwell 
And may confer, ſhall we confeſs in brief, And what with age, and travel being faint, 
Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent We gladly ſought a place where we might creſt, R 
' The accuſation is commenc'd againſt us ? Free ſrom reſort of other paſſengers, | - þ 
| Cob. What will that help us ? Being knows, ſweet love, | And ſo we ſtray'd into that ſecret corner. | s 
We ſhall for hereſie be put to death, Fudg. Theſe are but ambages to drive off time, , 
For ſo they term the Religion we profeſs. And linger Juſtice from her purpos'd end. . 
No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, But who are theſe ? 
That of the guilt impos'd our ſouls are free, | 
Har. 1,1, my Lord, Hepool is ſo reſolv'd, Enter Conſtable wh the Iriſhman, Prieſt, ard Dol), - 
| I wreak of death the leſs in that I dye, , | 
Not by the ſentence of that envious Prieſt. Con#t. Stay judgment, and releaſe thole innocents, ; 


Lady. Well, be it then according as beavens pleaſe, For here is he whoſe hand hath done the deed, | 
| For which they ſtand indited at the Bar : | 

Enter L. Judge, Juſtices, Mayor of S. Albans, Lord Powis | This ſavage Vullain, this rude 7riſh Slave, 
and bis Lady. old Sir Richard Lee: the Judge and His tongue already hath confeſt the fact, 


Fuitices take their places. | And here is witneſs to confirm as much, 
| PriefF. Yes, my good Lord, no ſooner had he ſlain 
- Jade. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that | His loving Maſter for the wealth he bad, | 


| But 
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the good Lord Cobham. 


a 


But | upon the inſtant met with him : 
And what he purchas'd with the loſs of bloud, 
With ſtrokes | preſently bereav'd him of, 
Some of the which is ſpent, the reſt cemaining, 
| willingly ſurrender to the hands 
Of old Sir Richerd Lee, as being his ; 
Bel:de, my Lord Judge, I greet your honour 
With Letters from my Locd of Racheſter. 
[Delavers tnem. 

Lee. Is this the Wolf, whoſe thirſty throat did drink 
My dear Son's bloud ? art thou the Snake 
He cheriſhr, yet with envious piercing ſting . 

Aſſaild*ſt him mortally? Wer't not that the Law 

Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty. 

Traytor to God, thy Maſter, and to me, 

Theſe hands ſhankd be thy Execytioner. : 
7u4d. Patience, Sir Richard Lacs you ſhall hare Juſtice. 
The faCt is odious, therefore take him hence, 

And being hang'd until the wretch be dead, 

His Body after ſhall be hang'd in Chains, 

Near to the place where he did a@t the murther. 

Triſh. Prychee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang'd in a 
Wyth after my Country the [iſh Faſhion. LExr. 

7ud. Go to, away with him. And now, Sir Fobr, 
Although by you this murther came to light: 

Yet mpright Law will not hald you excns'd, 
For you did robthe triſh-man, by which 
You ſtand attainred here of Felony : 

Beſide, you have been lewd, and! many years 


Led alaſcivious, unbeſeeming life. 


Prieſt.O but,ayLacd, Sic Jahr» cepeats,and be will mend, 


| 


Jad, In hope thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rocheſter intreats for you, 
We are content you ſhall be proved. 
Preeſt. 1 thank your good Lordſhip. 
Fud. Theſe falſly here accus'd, and brought 
in peril wrongfally, we in like fort do fet at liberty. 
Lee, And for amends, 
Touching the wrong unwittingly I haye done, 
I give theſe few Crowns. 
Jud. Your kindneſs merits praiſe, Sir Richard Lee, 
So let ns hence. 
[Exeunt all but L.Powis and Cobham. 
Pow. But Pow:: ſtill muſt ſtay, 
There yet remains a part of that true love 
He owes his noble Friend, unſatisfied 
And mperfacm'd; wotey ota# dath bind me 
To $romnge your Kordfip's fate dhlivery : 
And then intreat, that ſince unlookt for thus 
We here are met, your honour would vouchſafe 
To ride with me to Wales, where though my power, 
| (Though not to quittance thoſe great benefits 
| have receiv'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 
My Purſe, my Servants, and what elſe 1 have 
| Are all at your command. Deny me not, 
| know the m—_ hate purſues ye ſo, 
As there's no ſafety in- abiding here, YRS Rs 
Cob. *Tis true my Lord, and Got forgive him 
or it, | 
Pow. Then let us hence, you ſhall be ftraight provided 
Of laſty Geldiongs : and. once entred Wales, | 
| Well may the Biſhop hwat, but ſpight bis Face, 


| He never mare fhalt have the Game in Chace. [[Exancr. 
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VVidow of Watlingſtreet. 
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Ady Plus, 4 Citizens Widow. 


Lv rus Ther two Daughters. 

Sir Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Maſter Edmond, Sox to the Widow Plus. 
George Pye-boord; « Scholar and a Citizen. 
Peter Skirmiſh, 4x old Solater. 

Captain Idle, « Highway-man. 

Corporal Oath, « vain-glerions Fellow. 

Nicholas Sz. Antlings Ro 
Simon Sr. Mary Oreried® men to the Lady 


Frailty Plus. 


The Aors Names. 
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Sir Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Suiter to the Lady Plus. 
Sir John Penny-Dub, 4 Suiter zo Moll. 

Sir Andrew Tipſtafte, « Switer to Frances. 
The-Sheriff of London. 


| and 
Ravenſhaw 
Iogſon, a Teoman. 


Puttock 
Two of the Sheriffs Serjeants. 


(4 Nobleman. 
| 4 Gentleman Citizey. » 


Officers. 


The Scene London. 


Enter the Lady Widow Plus, her two Daughters, Frank and 
* Moll, her Husbands Brother an old Knight Sir Godfrey, 
with her Son and Heir Maſter Edmond, all in Mourmng 
Apparel, Edmond in a Cypreſs Har. The Widow wring- 
img her hands, and burſting out into paſſion, as newly come 
from the Burial of her Husband. 


Widow, (): that ever I was born, that ever | was 
born ! 
| Sir Godfrey. Nay good Siſter, dear S1- 


ſter, ſweet Siſter, be of good comfort, ſhew your felt a 
Woman, now or never. 
IVid. -Oh, I have loſt the deareſt man, I have buried 
; the ſweeteſt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 

Sir God, Nay give him his due, he was indeed an ho- 
' peſt, virtuous, diſcreet wiſe man, — he was my Brother, 
as right, as right. 

Wid. O, 1 ſhall never forget him, never forget him, 
; he was a man fo well given toa Woman — oh ! 
| Sir God. Nay, but kind Siſter, 1 could weep as much 
as any Woman, but alzs, our tears cannot call him again : 
; me thinks you are well read, Siſter, and know that death 


MM. 


eAGus Primus. 


is as common as Home, a common name to all men z — 
a man ſhall be taken when he's making water, --- nay, 
did not the learned Parſon Maſter Pigman tell us ene 
now, that all Fleſh is frail, we are born todie, Man has 
buta time : with juch like deep and profound perſwaſt- 
ons, as he Is a rare Fellow you know, and an excellent 
Reader : and for Example, (as there are examples abun- 
dance) did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t'other day, there's 
a luſty Widow, why ſhe cri'd not above half an hour --- 
for ſhame, for ſhame : then followed him old Maſter Ful- 
ſome the Uſurer, there's a wiſe VVidow , why ſhe cry'd 
ne're a whit at all. 

Wid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out ſhin'd *em all. 

Sir God. I that he did, faith, he out-ſhin'd *m all. 


Wd. Doſt thou ſtand there and ſee us all weep, and not | 


once ſhed a tear for thy Fathers Death ? oh thou ungraci 
ous Son and Heir thou ? 

Edm. Troth, Mother, I ſhould not weep I'm ſure; 1 
am paſt a Child I hope, to make all my old School-Fel. 
lows laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, fo 1 ſhould ; pray 
let one of my Siſters weep for me, II! laugh as much ſor 
her another time ? 


ah. « 
— _—_ 


wy 


q 
Widow, 


— _ 
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| 


| again, or one as honeſt again may 


the Widow of Wartling-ſtreet. 
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IWi4. O thou palt.Grace thon, out of my ſight, thou 
graceleſs lmp, thou grieveſt me more than the death of 
thy Father : O thou ſtubborn only Son : hadſt thou tuch 
an honeſt man tp.thy Father ——— that would deceive all 
che World to get riches for thee, and canſt thou not af- 
ford a little ſaic water Þ He that ſo wiſely did quite over- 
throw the right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you re- 
ſpe 'mot ; up every morning betwixt four and five, ſo 
duly at Weſtwiter-Hall every Term-time , with all his 
Cards and Writings , tor thee, thou wicked Abſalon —— 
O dear Husband ! ; 

Edm. 'Weep, quotha ? I proteſt I am glad he's Choech- 
ed ; for now he's gone, [ ſhall ſpend _ 

Frank, Dear Mother, pray ceaſe, half your tears ſuffice, 
'Tis time for yop to take eruce with your eyes, 

Let me weep now. X 

Vid. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet Husband have 
lloft, have I loſt! — it bleſſed be the Coarſe the rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down. 

Sir God. Siſter , be of good chear , we are all mortal 
our ſelyes, I come upon you freſhly , 1 ne're ſpeak with- 
out comfort, hear me what I ſhall ſay,— my Brother 
has lefe you wealthy, yare rich, 

Wid, O! 

Si God. | ſay yare rich: you are alſo fair. 

Wid, O! : 

Sir God. Go to, y'are fair, you cannot ſmotaer it, 
beauty will come to light z nor are your years ſo for en- 
ter*d with you, but that you will be ſought after, and may 
very well anſwer another Husband z the World is full of 
fine Gallants, choice enow , Siſter, — for what ſhould 
we do with all our Knights, 1 pray ? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, luſty fair-brow'd 
Ladies; go to, be of good comfort, I ſay, leave ſnob- 
bing and weeping,— yet my Brother was a kind-hearted 
man.— | would not bave the Elf fee me now,—— come, 
pluck up a womans heart, — here ſtand uw Davghters, 
who be well eſtated, and at maturity will alſo be inquir'd 
after with good Husbands , ſo all theſe tears ſhall be ſoon. 
dried up, and a better World than ever—— what, Wo- 
man ? you muſt not weep ſtill ? he's dead, he's buried— 
yet [ cannot chuſe but weep for him. 

IWid. Marry again ! no, let me be buried quick then! 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon | tread 
To ſuch intent, O may it be my grave: 

And that the Prieſt may torn his wedding-prayers, 

Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and athes ; | 
O, out of a million of millions, 1 ſhould ne're find ſuch a 
Husband ; he was unmatchable—unmatchable : nothing 


| was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, 1 could not ſpeak of that 


one thing that 1 had not, beſide, I had keys of all, kept all, 
-receiv'd all, had money in my purſe, ſpent what I would, 
went abroad when I would, came home when I would, 
and did all what 1 would : O-— my ſweet Husband; I 
ſhall never have the like. 

Sir God. Siſter ? ne're ſay ſo, he wasan honeſt Brother 
of mine, and fo, and you may light npon one as honeſt 

ight upon you, that's 

the properer phraſe indeed. h 

Wid. Never: O if you love me urge it not : 
O may | be the by-word of the world, 
Fhe common talk at Table in the mouth 
Of every Groom and Waiter, if e're more 


| entertain the carnal ſuit of man. 


Moll. 1 mnſt kneel down for faſhion too. 
Frank, And41, whom never man as yet hath ſcaF'd, 
E'ne in this depth of general ſorrow, vow 
Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch Joſs, 
As a dear hnsband ſeems to be, once dead. 
Mo'l. 1 lov'd my Father well too z but to ſay, 
Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, 
Sure | ſhould ſpeak falſe Latine, ſhonld I not ? 
['de as ſoon yow never to come in Bed : 


| Tut, women muſt live by th? quick, and not by th' dead, 


tA. AM... PR a i. 


Wid, Dear Copy of an Husband, © let me kiſs thee : 
LO*DVILe- 7.36 awing out ber Hwobands Pitturs. 
How like him is theic Model; their brief Picture ” 
Quickens my tears : my ſorrows are renew'd 


| ſight, 


Ar their 


. 7 
Al honeſty with him is tucn'd to cla 
O my ſwcetHuband, O— — 
Frank, 'My dear Father ? [ Exeunt Mother & Danghters. 
Moll, Here's a puling indeed | | think my Mother weeps 
for all the women that ever buried husbands : for if from 
time to time all the Widowers tears in England had been 
bottled up, 1 do not think all would have fil/d a three. 
half-penny Bottle : alas, a ſmall matter bucks a Handker- 
chief, — and ſometimes the ſpittle ſtands too nigh Saint 
Thomas «a Watrings : well , | can mourn in good ſober ſort 
as well as another ; but where 1 ſpend one tear for a dead 
Father, I could give twenty kiſſes for a quick Husband. 
[Exit Moll. 
Sir God, Well, 29 thy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thou 
may'ſt be prond on't, thou haſt a kind loving Siſter-in- | 
law ; how conſtant ? how paſſionate ? how full of «April 
the poor Souls eyes are ; well, | would my Brother knew 
on't, he ſhould then know what a kind wiſe he had left 
behind him : truth, and "twere not for ſhame that the | 
Neighbours at th'next Garden ſhould hear me betwixt joy 
and grief, 1 ſhould e*ne cry out-right. 
[Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm. $0, a fair riddance , my Father's laid in duſt, | 
his Coffin and he is like a whole Mecat-Pye, and the worms 
will cut him up ſhortly : farewel, old Dad, farewel; Ile 
be curb'd in no more: 1 perceive a Son and Heir may | 
quickly be made a Fool and he will be one, but Ple take 
another order z —— Now ſhe would have me weep for him 
forſooth , and why; becauſe he cozen'd the right Heir 
being a Fool, and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his eldeſt 
Son; and therefore I muſt weep for him, ha, ha : why 
all the World kgows, as long as 'twas his pleaſure to get | 
me , *ewas his duty to get for me: I know the Law in | 
that point, no Atturney can gull me. Well, my Uncle | 
is an old Aſh, and an admirable Coxcomb, ll rule the 
Roaſt my ſelf, I'll be kept under no more, 1 know what 
| may do well enough by my Fathers Copy : the Law's | 
in mine own hands now : nay, now I know my ſtrength, 
Pl be ſtrong enough for my Mother, 1 warrant you. 
[Ext, 


Enter George Py-boord & Scholar and 4 Citizen, and unto 
him an old Souldier, Peter Skirmiſh. 


Pye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that wert wont to be as hot as a Turn-ſpit , as nimble as 
a Fencer, and as lonſte as a School-maſter ; now thou art 
put ro ſilence like a Seftary, — War ſits now like a Ju- 
ſtice of Peace , and does nothing : where be your Mus 
kets, Calivers and Hotſhots ? in Long-lane, at pawn , at 
pawn? — — Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, 
Key-guns, and Bawds the Gunners, — who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give war- 
ning 3 with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs ; only your 
Chambers are licenſt to play upon you , and Drabs enow 
to give fire to *em. 

Skir, Well, I cannot tell, but I am ſure it goes wrong 
with me , for fince the ceſſure of the Wars, 1 have ſpent 
above a hundred Crowns out of purſe : I have been a Sol. 
dier 4ny time this forty years, and now I perceive an old 
| Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one deſtiny, and in 
the end turn both into Hob-nails. 

Pye. Pretty myſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob 
' nail is the true Emblem of a ar's Shoe-ſoal. 

Sky. I will not ſay but that War is a blood-ſucker, and 
ſo ; but in my conſcience; (as there is no Soldier but hag 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes like a ſhot An 
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cient, no watrer , *twill ſerve to ſwear by) in my conſci- | 
ence, [ thiak ſome kind of Peace bas more hidden oppreſ 
lions, and violent heady fins, (zhough looking of a gentle 
nature) than a profeſt war, 'F 
Pye Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gen- 
tieman, and a Scholar, | have been matriculated in the 
Univerſity , woe out {1x Gowns there , ſeen ſome Fools, 
and ſom: Scholars, ſome of the City, and ſome of the 
Country, kept order, went bare. headed aver the Qua- 
drangle, cat my Commons with a good ſtomach , and 
Battled with Diſcretion ; at laſt, having done many 
flights and tricks to maintain my wit in uſe (as my brain 
would never endure me to be idle,) 1 was expell'd the 
65a , only for ſtealing a Cheeſe out of Zeſws Col- 
 —_- 

Skzr. Is't poſſible ? 
Pye. O ! there! was one Welſhmen (God _— him) 
purſued it hard, and never left, till I turn*d my ſtaff 
roward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 
pit-hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few 
left before) then was I turn'd to my wits, to ſhift in the 
World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fyols, and 
Gulls, and Ladies eldeſt Sonz, to work upon nothing, to 
feed ont of Flint, and ever lince has my belly been much 
beholden to my brain : But now to return to you, old 
Skirmiſh, | ſay as you ſay , and for my part wiſh a Turbu 
lency in the World, for | have nothing in the World, bur 
my wits, and I think they are as mad as they will be: and 
to ſtrengthen your Argument the more, I ſay an honeſt 
War is better than a baw<y Peace ; as touching my pro 
fellion.; the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht, and nouriſht 
in the idle Calms of Peace, makes *em like Fiſhes , one 
devour another ; and the Community of Learning nas fo 
plaid upon aljeftions , and thereby almoſt Religion is 
come about to Phantalie, and diſcredited by being roo 
much ſpoken of —. in ſo many and mean mouths. i 
my ſelf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no other 
comfort by my learning, but the afſe tion of.my words 
ro know how Scholar»!ike to name what | want, and can 
call my ſelf a Beggar both in Greek and Latine, and there 
fore not to cog with Peace, ['ll not be afraid to ſay, *cis | 
a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher : a great getter of 
Children, which muſt either be Thieves or Rich men, 
Knaves or Beggars. | 
Skir, Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
[ was born a Beggar 5, for if the trath was known, I think 
[ _ begot when my Father had never a penny in his 
pucſe, 
Pye. . Pub, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant thee, 
Facily Deſcenſus Averni, *tis,an eaſie Journey to a Knave. 
chou may'ſt be a Knave when thou wilt z and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other profeſſions, and ag arrant Drab 
to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by our wits 
thrive in deſpight of her z for the Law lives by quarrels, | 
the Courtier by ſmooth geod-morrows, and every pro- 
fetſion makes it ſelf greater by imperfeRions, why not we 
then by ſhifts, wiles, and forgeries? And ſeeing our brains 
arethe only Patrimonies, let's ſpend with judgment, not | 
like a deſperate Soa and Heir ,-but like a ſober and diſ- 
 creet Templer, —— oae that will neyer march beyond the 
bounds of his allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 
[ my felf will put on the D:ceit of a Fortune-teller, a For- 
rune-teller, 

Skirm. Very proper. | 

Pye. And you a Figure-caſter, or a Conjurer. 

Skir, A Conjurer ? 

Pye. Let me alone, Ill inſtru you, and teach you to 
deceive all eyes, but the Devils. | 
| Skir. O1, forl would not deceive him., and I could 
chuſe, of all others, | | | 

Pye, Fear not , 1 warrant you; and ſo by theſe means 
we (hall help one another to Patienty, as the condition of 


| ON. 


Skir. O wondrous, new Fools and freſh Aſſes. 

Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 

Sher W hat in the name of Conjuring ? 

Pye-boord, My memory greets me happily with an ad- 
mirable ſubject to graze upon, The Lady-Widow , who | 
of lateI ſaw weeping in her Garden, for the death of her 
Husband, ſure ſhe's but a watriſh Soul, and half on't by 
this time is dropt out of her eyes :; device well manag'd 
may do good upon her : ic ſtands firm, my firſt practice 
ſhall be there. | 

Skir. You have my voice, George, | 

' Pye-boord. SlWas a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to 
her only Son, agd an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter ; ----- 
I oyer-heard 'em feverally, and from their worcs Fll drive 
my device; and thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, ſhalt be my {e- 
cond in all flights. 

Skir. Ne're doubt me, George Pye-boord,----.-- only you 
muſt teach me to conjure, 


Enter ( aptain |dle pinion'd, and with a Guard of 
Officers paſſeth over the Stage. 


Tye. Puh, I'll perfe@t thee, Peter : 
How now ! what's he ? 

Skir. O George / this ſight kills me, 
"Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain /dle. 

Pye. Captain Idle. | 

Skir.. Apprehended for ſome fellonious act or other, he 
has ftarted out, has made a Night on'r, lacke ſilvery I can | 
not but commend his reſolution, he would not pawn his 
Buff-Jerkin, I would either ſome of us were imploy'd, or 
might pitch our Tents at Uſurers doors, to kill the ſlaves | 
as they.peep out at the wicket. 

Pye. ladeed thoſe are our ancient Enemies ; they keep 
our money in their hands, and make-us to be hang'd for 
obbing of *em 3 but come let's follow after to.the Pri- 
ſ>n, and know the nature of his offence, and what we 
can ſtead him in, he ſhall be ſure of; and VII uphold it 
[till, that a charitable Knave is better than a ſoothing 
Puritan. [Exeunt. 


Enter at one door ('orgoral Oath, a vain-gloriows Fellow, and 
at the other three of the Widow Puritans Serving-men, Ni- | 
cholas Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary-Overies, and 
Frailty 72 black, ſcurvy mourning Coats, and Bookg at their 
Girdles, as coming from Church. They meet. 


Nick, What Corporal Oath ? I am ſorry we have met 
with you next our hearts; you are the man that we are 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not ſwear | 
can tell you, and you have the name for ſwearing, 

Sim. 1, Corporal Oath, I would you would do ſo much 
as forſake us, we cannot abide you, we muſt not be ſeen in | 
your company. 

. Frail, There is none of us, I can tell you, but ſhall be. 
ſoundly whipt for ſwearing. 

Corp, Why how now? we three ? Puritanical Scrape 
ſhooes, Fleſh a good Friday: ;, a barid. 

All. Oh, f 

Corp. Why Nicholas Saint=T antlings, Simon Saint Mary: 
Overies, has the De'il paſſeſt you, that you ſwear no bet 
ter, you half-Ghriſtened Xatomites, you ungod-mother'd 

Varlets, do's the firſt leſſon teach you to be proud, and 
the ſecond to be Coxcombs z proud Coxcombs ; not once 
to do duty to a man of Mark. 

Frail. A man of Mark, quotha, Ido not think he can 
| hew a Beggars Noble. £) 

Corp, A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that 
is able to blow you up all dry with your Books at your 
Girdles, 

Simon, We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the breath of man is weak. ; 

[Corporal breathes on Frailty, | 


| the age affords creatures engyy ft Cunning to work up- 


| 
| 


Frail. Foh, you lye, Nicholas ; for here's one ſtrong 
enough ; 
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the Widow of Witling-ſtreet. | 


enough4 blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
twelve-ſcore off on him : | warrant, if the wind ſtood 
right, a man might ſmell him from the top of Newgate, 
to the Leads of Ludgate. 

' Corp, Sirrah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle. 

Ni«h, I, you may ſay what you will, ſo you ſwear not. 

Cory, '] (wear by the 

'Nich, Hold, bold, good Corporal Oath; for if you ſwear 
once, we ſhall fall dowa in a ſwoon preſently. 

Corp, I muſt and will ſwear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
my Captain is impriſoned , and by Yalcan's Leather Cod- 
piece point - 

Nich. O Simon, what an oath was there ? 

Frail. If he ſhould chance to break it, the poor man's 
Breeches would fall down about bis heels, for /enwallows 
but one point to his hoſe. 

Corp. With theſe, my Bully-Fleet, 1 will thump ope the 
Priſon doors, and brain the Keeper with the begging-Box, 
but I'll ſet my honeſt ſweet Captain /dle at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain Idle ? my old Aunts Son, my dear 
Kinſman in Cappadochio. 

Corp. I, thou Church-peeling, thou Holy-paring, Reli 
gious outſide thou ; if thou had'ſt any grace in thee, thou 
would'ſt viſit him, relieve him, ſwear to get him ovr 

Nich, Aſſure you, Corporal, indeed-la, 'tis the firſt time 
[ heard on't. 

Corp, Why do't now then, Marmaſet ; bring forth thy 
yearly wages, let not a Commander periſh ? 

Sim, But if he be one of the wicked, he ſhail periſh. 

Nich. Well, Corporal, I'll e*en along with you, to viſit 
my Kinſman, it 1 can do him any good, I will, — »ut I 
have nothing for him, Simon Saint Mary-Overies and Frasl- 
ty, pray make a Lye for me tothe Knight my Malter, old 
Sir Godfrey. | 

Corp. A Lye? may you lye then ? 

Frail. O 1, we may lye, but we muſt not ſwear. 

Sim, Tue, we may lie with our Neighbour's wife, but 
we muſt not ſwear we did fo. 

Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. 

ich, O, Simon, I have thought upon a ſound excule, 
it will go currant, ſay that I am gon to a Faſt. 

Sim, To a Faſt? very good. 

Nich, 1, toa Faſt, ſay, with Maſter Full-belly the Mioi 
ſter. 


flock well, for he's an excellent Feeder. 

[Exeunt Corporal and Nicholas. 
| Frail, Ol, I have ſeen him cat a whole Pig, and after- 
wards fall to the Pettitoes, [Exeunt Simon and Frailty. 


The Priſon, e War ſhalſea. 
Enter (apt ain [dle at one door, and an old Souldier 


at the other. 


[George Pye-boord ſpraking withsn. 
Pye. Pray turn the Key. 

Sker, Turn the Rey, I pray. 

Cape. Who ſhould thoſe be, I almoſt know their voices ? 
O my Friends ! [Entring. 
Yare welcome to a ſmelling Room here; you newly took 
leave of the Air, is't not a [trange ſayour ? 

Pye. As all Priſons have ſmells of ſundry Wretches; 
Who, though departed, leave their ſcents behind em, 

By Gold, Captain, I am ſincerely ſorry for thee. 

Capt, By my troth, George, I thank thee ; but, piſh— 
what mult be, muſt be. 

Skir. Captain, what doyou lie in for ? igt great ? what's 
your offence ? 

C apt. Faith, my offence is ordinary, — common , a 
High. way, and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 

Pye. Nay, propheſie not ſo ill, it ſhall go hard, 

But, I ſhift ſor thy life. 


Sim, Maſter Full-belly ? an honeſt man : he feeds the | 


. Capt. Whether | live or dye, thou'rt an honeſt G eorge, 
I'll tell you— Silver flow'd not with me, as it had done 
(for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers) | had a 
[tart out, and by chance ſet upona fat Steward, thinking 
his pucſe had been as purſic as his body 5 and the flave 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten groats : not- 
withſtanding being deſcryed, purſued, and taken, 1 know 
the Law is fo grim, in reſpett of many deſperate, vn- 
ſetled Souldiers, that 1 fear me I ſhall dance after their 
pipe for't. 
Skrr. I am twice ſorry for you, Captain; ficſt, that 
your purchace was fo {mall , and now that your danger is 
ſo grear. 
Cape, Puſh, the worſt is but death, — ha? you a pi 
Tokocen about you ? ; POE 
Sker, I think [ have thereabouts about me. 
ain blows a Pipe. 
Capt, Here's a clean Gentleman go ac ve it 
Pye, Well, I mult cait about ſome happy flight : 
Work brain, that ever did'lt thy Maſter right. 

Corp. Keeper, let the key be turn'd. 

: [ Corporal and Nicholas within. 

Nich, 1,1, pray, Maſter Keeper, give's a caſt cf your 
Office. = * 

Capt. How now ? more ViGtants? —— what 
ral Oath ? Sr, 7 

Pye. Skzr. Corporal. 

Corp, In priſon, honeſt Captain ? this muſt not be. 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinſman ? 

Cape. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure---- ſtarcht 
Fool here ? 

Nich. You ſee, Kinſman, 1 am ſomewhat bold to call 
'D, ard tee 1677 you do; I heard you were ſafe enough, 
and | was very glad on'r, that it was no worſe. 

"axt. This is a double torture now,— this Fool by th' 
book cloth vex me more than my impriſonment. What 
meant yon, Corporal, to hook him hither ? 

Cory, Who, he ? he ſhall relieve thee, and ſupply thee, 
PII make him do'r, 

C apt. Fy, whatYain breath you ſpend : 

He ſupply ? It ſooner expect mercy from an Uſurer when 
my Boad's forfeited, ſooner kindneſs from a Lawyer when 
my money's ſpent: nay, ſooner charity from the Devil, 
than good from a Puritan. I'll look for relief from him, 
when Lacifer is reſtor'd to his blood, and in Heaven a- 
gain. 

Nich. | warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for my 
lefc ear burns moſt tyrannically. 

Pye. Captain Idle ? what's he there ? he looks like a 
Monkey upward, and a Crane downward. 

Cape. Pſhaw ;, a fooliſh Couſin of mine: I moſt thank 
God for him. 

Pye. Why, the better ſubjeft to work a ſcape upon; 
thou ſhalt een change cloaths with him, and leave him 
here, and ſfo—— 

Capt. Puſh, I publiſht him een now to my Corporal, 
he will be damn'd e*ce he do me ſo much good; why , l 
know a more proper, a more handſom device than that, 
if the ſlave would be ſociable, —-- :12w Goodman Fleer- | 
face? 

Nicb. O, my Couſin begins to ſpeak to me now, 1 ſhall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

Skir. Look ! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
wrinkles, 

Pye. Then what ſay you to this device, a happy one 
Captain ? 

Capt. Speak low, George Priſon Rats bave wider ears 
than thoſe in Malt-lofts. 

Nich. Couſin, it it lay in my power, as they ſay, —— 
to—do— 

Cape, *T'would do me an exceeding pleaſure indeed, 
that z ne're talk furder on'r, the Fool will be hang'd e'ce 
he do't. 


— 


Corp. Pox, I'll thump 'im to't. 
EVE 
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5 Pye. Why, do but try the Fopſter, and break it to him 
untly, 
Cap. And fo my diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the 
Slave ſlaver out our purpoſe to his Maſter, for would | were 
but as ſure on't, as | am ſure he will deny to do'r. 

Nic. | would be heartily glad, Couſin, if any of my 
Friendſhips, as they ſay, might—ſtand, ha— 

Pye. Why, you ſee he offers his Friendſhip Fooliſhly to 
you already. 

Oy. 1, that's the Hell on't, 1 would he would offer it 
wiſely. 

Nie Verily, and indeed la, Couſin—— 

Cap. I have took note of thy fleers a good while, if thou 
art minded to do me good ? as thou gap'ſt upon me com- 
| fortably, and giv'ſt me Charitable faces z which indeed is 
but a faſhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt ſoon at night 
ſteal me thy Maſter's Chain ? 

Nic. Oh, | ſhall ſowne ! 

Pye. Corporal, he ſtarts already ! 

Cap. I knowit t@ be worth three hundred Crowns, and 

with the half of that, I can buy my life at a Brokers, 

at ſecond hand, which now: lies in pawn to the Law, if 

this thou refuſe to do, being caſie and nothing dangerous, 

in that thou art held is good Opinion of thy Maſter ; why 

'tis a palpable Argument thou hold*ſt my life at no price, 

and theſe thy broken and unjoynted offers, are but 

| only created in thy lip, now Born, and now buried, fooliſh 
breath only : what, wou!r do't? ſhall I look for happineſs 

-| 1a thy anſwer ? 

Nich, Steal my Maſter's Chain, quoth he ? no, it ſhall 

nere be ſaid, that Nicholas Saint Tantlings committed 

BirC-lime ! 

Cap Nay, I told you as much, did I not # though he be 

a Puritan, yet he will be a true man. | 

Nic, Why Couſin, you know *tis written, Thau ſhalt | 

not ſteal, 

Cap. Why,and Fool, Thou ſhalt love thy Neighbour,agd 

help him in extremiries, 

Nic. Maſs I think it be indeed ; in what Chapter's that, 

Coulin ? 

{ap. Why in the firſt of Charity, the ſecond verſe. 

Nic. The firſt of Charity, quoth a, that*s a good jeſt, 

there's no ſuch Chapter in my Book ! 

Cap. No, I know *twas torn out of thy Book, and that 

' makes ſo little in thy heart. : 

Pye. Come, let me tell you, y'are too unkind a Kinſman 

''faith ; the Captain Joving you ſo dearly, I, like the 

—_— ot his Eye, and you to be ſo uncomfortable, 
e, he. 

Nic. Pray do not wiſh me to be hang'd, any thing elſe 

that 1 can do; had it been to rob, 1 would ha* don'r, but 1 

| mult not Steal, that's the word, the literal, Thou ſhalt not 
Steal z and would you wiſh me to Steal then ? 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth ; why 

' wilt thou Nim it from him ? 

' Ne, That | will. 

| Pye. Why enough, Bully ; he will be content with that, 

or he ſhall ha? none; let me alone with him now, Cap- 

| tain, | ha* dealt with your Kinſman in a corner;. a good 

4;ind-natur'd fellow , methinks: go to, you ſhall not 

have all your own asking, you ſhall bate ſomewhat on't, 

he is not contented abſolutely, as you would ſay, to Steal 

the Chain from him, but to do you a pleaſure, he will aim 

it from him, 

' Nic. |, that I will, Covſin, 

| Cap, Well, ſceing he will do no more, as far as I fee, ] | 

, muſt be contented with that. 

Cor, Here's no notable gullery ? 

Pye. Nay, Ple come nearer to you, Gentleman, becauſe 
we'll have only but a help and a mirth on't, the Knight 
ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, but be ogly laid out of the 
way ſome one or two dayes. 


| the willing on'r only, than if we had it out-right, as my 
diſcourſe ſhall make it known to you ; — when thou baſt 
the Ghain, do but convey it out at a back-door into the 


Garden, and there hang it cloſe in the Ro 


but for a ſmall ſeaſon; and by that harmleſs device, 1 
know how to wind Captain /dle out of Priſon, the Knight 
thy Maſter ſhall get his pardon, and releaſe him, and he 
ſatishe thy Maſter with his own Chain, and wondrous 


thanks on both hands. 


Nic. That were rare indeed la, 


Pray let me know how, 


cauſe thou muſt be employ'd as an Aor ? 


Nic. An AQor? C no, that's a Player ? and our Par- 
ſon rails againſt Playecs mightily, I can tell you, becauſe 
they brought him drunk upo'th?* Stage once, — as he will 


be horribly drunk. 
Poor Church ſpout. 


Ni, I, that, that. 


Ie Give me audi-nce Uien, when the old Knight thy 


Cor, Maſs I cannot blame him then, 


Pye, Why as an Intermedler then ? 


Pye, Nay, *tis very neceſſary thou ſhould'ſt know, be- 


Maſter has rag'd his fill for the loſs of the Chai, tell him 


Kinſman indeed. 
Cor. A dainty Bully, 


Skir. An honcſt—Book: keeper, 


Cap * And my three times thrice honey 
Ni. Nay, grace of God [I'll rob him on't ſaddenly, 
and hang it in the Roſemary bank, but I bear that mind, 
Couſin, | would not Steal any thing, methinks, for mine 


own Father. 


Cor. In truth he does, 


How ſhall that be ? 


Captain, be merry. 


Cor, Hoh, Bully! 


Pye. Puh, be*t not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my directions; 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy deliy 
E'en with the vantage, man, to gain 
As my thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plot, 
| aim at many cunning far . 
All which 1 doubt not to hit at le 
I'll tothe Widow with a quaiat 


events, 


-Couſin. 


Skzr. He bears a good mind in that, Captain. 
Pye. Why, well ſaid, 
He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith. 


thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch exquilite Arc, that 
the Devil himſcIf is French Lackey ito him, and runs 
bare headed by his Horſe 
one:) whom he will cauſe, with moſt Jr; dexteri 
ty, to fetch his Chain, though 'twere hid under a Mine 
of Sea-coal, and ne*re make Spade or Pick-axe his 
iaſtruments; tell him but this, with farther jnſtructions 
thou ſhalt receive from me, and thou ſheweſt thy ſelf a 


belly (when he has 


Nic. You ſee, Couſin, Iam willing to do you any kind- 
neſs, alwayes ſaving my ſelfharmleſs. 


[Exit Nicholas, 


now 
y Priſon, 


aaa, 


Cep. Who 1? Kerry merry Buffe Jerkin. 
Pye. Oh, | am happy ia more lights, and one will knit 
ſtrong in another—Corporal Oath, 


Captain. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I ſhall re- 
quite it. 
Cor. *T will be good for thee , Captain , that thou haſt 
ſuch an egregious Aſs to thy Couſin, 
Cap. I, is not that a fine fool, Corporal? 

But, George, thou talk*ſt of Art and Conjuring, 


y 
Pye, And thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, I have a neceſlary 


task for you both. 


Nic. 1, that woul 1 be good indeed, Kinſman. 
Pye. For | have a farderreach, to profit us better, by 


Corp. Fuh ! 


Skir, Lay't upon George Pye-boord. 
Cor, What e're it be, we'll manage it. 
Pye. I would have you two maintain a quarrel before the 
Lady Widows door , and draw your Swords i'th* edge of 
the Evening : Claſha little, claſh, claſh. 


Let 


Y ths — 
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” 
——_— — ane LO GH TTY” noe iS 


——_—— 


Let us alone to make Gur blades ring noon, 
Though it be afcer ſupper. 

Pye. | know you can ; 

And out of that falſe Fire, I doubt not but to raiſe ſtrange 
belief—and, Captain, to countenance my device the bet- 
ter, and grace my words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Sute, that | had of a young Reveller t'other 
night, for words paſs not regarded now ?-days, unleſs they 
come fiom a good ſuit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
wits had beltowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, if | 
did not highly love thee, | would n'r be ſeen within 
twelve ſcore of a Priſon , for | proteſt at this inſtant, I 
walk in great danger of ſmall debts; I owe money to ſe- 
veral Hoſteſſes, and you know 1ach Tills will quickly be 
upon a Mans Jack. 

Caps. Irue, George. 

Pye, Fare thee well, Captain, Come Corporal and 
Ancient, thou ſhalt hear more news next time we greet 
thee, 

Corp. More news? I, by yon Bear at Bridge Foot in 
heaven ſhalt thou. [Exennt. 

Capt. Enough ; my friends, farewel, 

This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell. 


Enter Moll youngeſt Daughter to the Widow, alone. 


ell. Not marry ? forſwear marriage ? why all wo- 
men know 'tis as honourable a thing asto lie vith a man, 
and I co ſpight my Siſters vow the more, have entertain'd 
a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of the laſt Fea- 
ther, he ſays he will Coach me too, and well appoint me, 
allow me money to Dice withal, and many ſuch pleaſing 
proteſtations he ſticks upon my lips : indeed his ſhort- 
winded Father i*th* Country is wondrous wealthy, a moſt 
abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time : 
troti I'll venture upon him ; women are not without ways 
enough to help themſelves : if he prove wiſe and good 
as his word, why 1 ſhall love him, and uſe him kindly ; 
and if he prove an Aſs, why in a quarter of an hours 
warning 1 can transform him into an Oxe ;— tliere comes 
in my relief again, * 


Enter Frailty, 


Frail, O, Miſtreſs e ol, Miſtreſs e of. 
Moll. How now ? what's the news ? 
Frail, The Knight your Suitor, Sir John Penny- Dub. 
Moll. Sir Fobhn Penny-Dub ? where? where? 
Frail, He's walking in the Gallery. 
Mell. Has my Mother ſeen him yet ? 
Frail. O no, ſhe's-- ſpitting in the Kitchio. 
Moll. DireCt bim hither ſoftly, good Frailty, 
PII meet him half way. 


Frail. That's juſt like running a Tilt ; but I hope he'll || 


break nothing this time, 
Euter Sir John Penny-Dub, 


Moll. 'Tis happineſs my Mother ſaw him not : 
O welcome, good Sir Fokr. 

Penny- Dub, | thank you faith, — Nay you muſt ſtand me 
-till I kiſs you: ?cis the faſhion every where i'faith, and 
Fcame from Court e*now. 
 . © Moll; Nay, the Fates forefend that I ſhould anger the 
faſbion ? | 

Penny. Then not forgetting the ſweet of new ceremo- 
nies, I firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make my 
honour to your lip thus : and then accolt it. 

Moll. Truſt me, very pretty. and moving, y'are woer- 
thy ont, fir. 

O my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe's here, 
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Reſſing. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey. 


We'll ſteal into the Gallery. y [Exeant. 

Sir God. Nay , Silter, let reaſon rule you, do not 
play the fool, ſtand not in your own light, you have 
wealthy offers, large tendrings, do not withſtand your 
good fortune : who comes «& wooing to you | pray ? no 
{mall fool, a rich Knight o'th' City, Sir Oliver Muck. bill, 
no ſmall foo I can tell you: and furth&rmore, as | heard late 
by your Maid ſervancs (as your Maid ſervants will fay 
to me any thing, I thank em) both your Daughters are 
not without Suitors, I, and worthy ones too; one a brisk 
Courtier , Sir «Andrew Tipſtaffe, ſuiter a far off to your 
eldelt Daughter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmers 
Son, a fine young Country Knight, they call him Sic 
Fohn Penny- Dub, a good name marry , he may have it 
= why when he lacks money : what bleſſings are theſe, 

iſter ? 

Wid, Tempt me not, Satan, 

Sir God, Satan? do 1 look like Satan? I hope the | 
DeviPs not ſo old as I, I trow, 

W:d. You wound my ſenſes, Brother, when you name 
A ſuiter to me,-.- oh I cannot abide it, 
| take 1n poyſon when I hear one nam'd. 


— 


Emer Simon, 


How now, Simon ? where's my ſon Edmond? 
 Smm, Verily, Madam, he is at vaia Exerciſe, dripping 
12 the Tennis Court. . 

W-4d. ;A* Tennis-Court? oh, now his Father's gone, 
I {hali "ave 19 rule with him ; oh wicked Edmond , 1 
mighe weil compare this with the Prophecy in the Chro- 
AIcte, though far inferiour, as Harry of Monmouth won | 
all, and —_ of Windſor loſt all ; ſo Edmond of Briſtow | 
that was the Father, got all, and Edmond of London that's | 
his ſon now, 'will ſpend all, 

Sir God. Peace, ſiſter, we'll have him reform'd, there's 
hope on bim yer, though it be but a little, 


) Enter Frailty. 


Frail, Forſooth, Madam there are two or three Ar- 
— at door would very gladly ſpeak with your Ladi- 
IP. 
W:4. Archers ? | 
Sw God. Your Husband's Fletcher I warrant. | 
Wid. Oh, iod-4464 4 EIA | 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
Troth I ſhould ha? forgot *em, how now? 
Villain, which be thofe Archers ? 


Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipſtafſe, Sir Oliver 
Muck-t:ill, ad Penny Dub. 


Frail. Why, do you not fee *em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what do you call *em Shooters ? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, 1 hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Slave. # 

Mack, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable love. 

Tipft. Penny. We do: 

Muck, To you. | 

Tipſt. Perry. And to your Daughters. 

Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen ? indeed. | 
[ will not look upon you z when the tears are ſcarce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet waſht off from my cheeks, and my dear 
Husbands body ſcarce ſo cold as the Cofhn , what reaſon | 
have yotrto offerit ? Iam net like ſome of your Widows 
that will bury one in the Evening, and be ſure to another 
ere Morning ; pray away, Pray take your anſwers, good 
Knights, and you be ſweet Knights, I have vow'd never to 


marry ; — and ſo have my Daughters too ! | 
Ztz 2 Penny 
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T he Puritan: Or, 


wench ! 
Muck, 


ſharp anſwer. 

Twſt. Where bz your Daughters, Lady, I hope they?|| 
give us better encouragements ? 

Widow. Indeed they'll anſwer you ſo, take't a my 
word they'll give you the very tame anſwer Yerbatim, 
truly la, 

Penny. Mum : Mol/s a good wench ſtill, I know what 
ſhe'll do? 

Muck, Well, Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping tor better comfort. 

Widow. O never,never: and [live theſe thouſand years; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope ; "twill be all Vain, 
Vain, look you put offall yours ſuits, and you come 
to me again. 

Frail. Put off all their ſuirs, quotha ? 1, that's the beſt 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a man's Nonſuted, that 
is, when he's a bed with ker. 

[Going owr-Nuckhil ad Sir Godfrey. 
Muck, Sir Godfrey , here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there's life in't yet. CExit Muckhil, 
Sir Godf. Fear not Sir Oliver Muckþil, Vie ſtick cloſe for 
you, leave all with me. 


Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 


Pye, By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Wid, What another ſuiter now ? 

Pye. A fuiter,no, I proteſt : Lady, if you'd give Te vonr 
ſelf, de not be troubled with you. 


Sir. 
Pye. Nay, Heaven blefs me from a Widow, unlets I 
were ſure to bury her ſpeedily ! 
Wid. Good bluntneſs : well, your buſineſs, 'Sir? 
Pye- Very needful ; if you were in private once. / 
IWid. Needful?. Brother, pray leave vs : and you, Sir. 
Frail. 1 ſhould laugh now,if this blunt fellow ſhould put 
'em all beſide the ſtirrop, and vaulc intothe Saddle himſelf, 
I have ſeen as mad a trick. LExu Frailty, 


Enter Daughters. 


Wid, Now, Sir ? — here's none but we — Daughters 
forbear. | I | 
Pye, Ono, pray let'em ſtay, for what I have to ſpeak 
importeth equally to them as you ? | 
Wid. Then you may ſtay. *' * 
Pye. I pray beſtow on me a ſerious ear, 
For what I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. 
Widow. Fear ?- 
; Pye. I, if*t paſsunregarded, and uneffected, 
ſe peace and joy :——1 pray Attention. 
Widow, I haye been a meer ſtranger for theſe parts that 
oulive in, nordid | ever know the Husband of you, and 
ather of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual In- 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory. - 
' Wid, Purgatory? tvh; that word deſerves to be: ſpit 
upon ; I wonder that a man of ſober tongue, as you feem 
to be , ſhould have the folly to believe there's fact a 
lace. | 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold blood I ſpeak it, I aſſure you 
hat there is a Purgatory, in which place I know your Hus- 

dtd recids, ani wherein he is like to remain, till the 

difſotution of the world,till the laſt general Bon- fire : when 
all-the Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and the. Seas fcald 
their finny labonrers: ſo long is his abidance, unlefs you 
alter the property of your purpoſe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, thatis, the purpoſe of fingle life in 


Penny. 1 , two of you have , but the third's a good 


, a ſhrewd anſwer marry ; the beſt is, "tis 
-| but the firſt, and he?s a bluat wooer, that will leave for one 


Moll. How knows he that ? what, has ſome Devil told 
him ? 

Wid, Strange he ſhould know our thoughts ;!—— 
V Vhy but Daughter, have you purpos'd ſpeedy Marriage? 

Pye. You lee ihe tells you 1, ſhe ſayes nothing. 
' Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, Iam a ſtranger to you, 
and yet you fee | know your determinations, which 
muſt come to me metaphylically, and by a ſuper-natural 
intelligence. 

Wid. This puts amazement on me. 

Frank, Know our ſecrets ? 

Moll. F'dethought to ſteal a marriage, would his tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab'd it. 

Wid, But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing 
man, to be now in ary Purgatories 
Pye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, 

'Tis but meer folly now to gild'em ore: 

That has paſt but for Copper ; Praiſes here, 

Cannot unbind him there : confeſs but truth, 

I know he got hiswealth with a hard gripe : 

Oh hardly, hardly. 

Wid, This is molt ſtrange of all, how knows he that ? 
Pye. He would eat tools and ignorant heirs clean up; 
And tad his drink from many a poor mans brow, 
Even as theic labour brew'd it, 

He would ſcrape riches to him molt unjuſtly ; 

The very dirt between his nails was ill got, 

And not his own, —— oh 

I groan £o ſpeak on't,the thought makes me ſhudder ! 
ſhudder! 

Wid. Itquakes me too, now I think on't — Sir, lam 
much griev*d, that you a ſtranger, ſhould ſo deeply wrong 


was 


Wid. Say you fo, Sir, then you're the bzcter weicome, | 


| Endure to flatter. 


You naay believe my ſtrains, 1 ſtrike all true, 


your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and the ſpeedy deter- 
mination of marriage in your youngeſt. 


my dead Husband ! 

Pye-boord. Oh ? 

Wid. A man that would keep Church ſo duly; riſe 
carly before his ſervants, and c'en for Religious haſt, go 
ungarter'd, unbutton'd , nay Sir Reverence untruſt, to 
Morning Prayer ? 

Pye. Oh uff. 

Wid. Dine quickly upoa high-days, and when I had 
great gueſts, would e'en ſhame me, and riſe from the Table, 
to get a good ſeat at an after-noon Sermon. 

Pye. There's the Devil,there's the devil,true,he thought 
it Sanctity enough,it he had kill'd a man, ſo't'ad been done 
ina Pue,or undone his Neighbour, fo*r'ad been near h 
to th* Preacher, Oh! a Sermon's a fine ſhort Cloak of 
an hout” long, and will hide the upper part of a dilfem- 
dler. Church, I, he ſeem'd all Chnrch, and his conſcience 
was as hard as the Pulpit, 

Wid, I can no more endure this. 
Pye. Nor 1, VVidow, 


- Wid. Is this all your buſineſs with me? 
Pye. No, Lady, 'tis but the induction to't, 


And if your conſcience would leap vp to your tongue, your 
ſelf would affirm it, and that you ſhall perceive I know of 
things to come,as well as I do of what is preſent ; a Brother 
of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have a lots. \! 

Wid. A loſs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfry, my 
Brother ! 

Pye, Nay, keep in your wonders, *cill.1 have told you 
the Fortunes of you all ; which are _ _—_ if aot' 

pily prevented, ———for your part and your Daughters, 
7h. 96 jen once this day ſome blood-ſhed befare yan | 
door, whereof the humane creature dyes, of you two the 
elder ſhalirun mad. 22) 

Mother and Frank, Oh ! 

eF/oll. That's not I yer, 

Pye. And with moſt impudent proſtitution , ſhow 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders. 

Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame. 

Pye. Attend me,and your youngerDaughter be ſtrucken 


dumb. 
e Woll. 


yout | 
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Mol. Dumb? our, alias; 'tis the worſt pain of all for 
a Woman, I'de rather be mad, or run naked, or any thing : 
dumb? 

Pye. Give ear: ere the evening fall upon Hill, Bog, and 
Meadow, this my ſpeech ſhall have palt probation, and 
then ſhall I be believed accordingly. 

Vid. If this be true, we are all ſham'd, all undone. 

Mull, Dumb ? P'll ſpeak as much as ever 1 can poſſible 
before evening, | 

Pye. Burt if it ſo come to paſs (as for your fair ſakes | 
wiſh it may) that this preſage of your ſtrange Fortunes be 
prevented by that accident of death and blood-ſhedding, 
which 1 before told you of ; take heed upon your lives, 
that rwo of you which have vow*d never to marry , feck 
out Hnsbands with all preſent ſpeed, and you the third, 
that have ſuch a deſire to ovtitrip Chaſtity, Iook you med 
dl: not with a Husband. 

e1/oll. A double Torment, 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga 
tory , and the puniſhments that ſhall follow you in' this 
World, would with horrour kill the ear ſhould hear 'em 
related. 

Wid, Marry ? why I vow'd never to marry. 


— ——— — — —— —— 


| 
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Frank, And ſo did I, 

Moll. And I vow'd never to be ſuch an Afs, but to mar:- 
ry : what a crols Fortune's this ? 

Pye. Ladies, though 1 be a Fortune-teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes , you have 'em from me as they are re 
vealed to me: I would they were to your tempers, and 
fellows with your bloods, that's all the bitterneſs I would 

Ou. 
: Wid. O! *cis a juſt vengeance, r my Husband's hard 
purchaces. 

Pye. I wiſh you to bethink your ſelves, and leave *cm. 

IWid. Pll to Sir Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint him 
with theſe fearful preſages. 

Frank, For, Mother, they portend loſles to him, 

Wid. O I, they do, they do; 

If any happy iſſue crown thy words, 
[ will reward thy cunning. 

Pye. *Tis enough, Lady, 
| wiſh no higher. 

Moll. Dumb? and not marry ? worſe, 
Neither to ſpeak, nor kiſs, a double curſe. [Exit 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, 1 play the For 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran 
nam : for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteſſes Gar 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, | laid 
the hole of mine ear toa hole in the Wall, and heard 'em 
make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon which 
wrought theſe advantages z and to encourage my forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in 7em a natural ſimplict 
ty which will calily ſwallow an abuſe , if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former preſage to the Wi 
dow, I have advis'd old Peter Skirmiſh the Souldier, to 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry I] 
ruſh amongſt *em, and inſtead of giving the Corporal 
ſome Cordial to comfort him , I'll pour into his mouth a 
Potion of a ſleepy Nature, and make him ſeem as dead ; 
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended, and 
ready to be born to Execution, I'll ſtep in, and take upon 
| me the Cure of the dead man, upon pain of dying the 
condertined's death : the Corporal will wake at his mi 
nute, when the ſleepy force hath wrought it ſelf, and fo 
ſhall I get my ſeif into a moſt admired opinion, and un. 
der the pretext of that cunning, beguile as | ſee occaſion : 
and if that fooliſh Nicholas Saint T anilings keep true time 
with the Chain, my Plot will bz ſound , the Captain deli- 
vered,, and my Wits applauded amongſt Scholars and 
Souldiers for ever. [Exit Pye-boord. 


LExit. 


Enter Nicholas Saint Tantlings, with the Chain, 


the Widow of W atling-ſtreet. 


Nich. O, | have found an excellent advantage to take | 


—— - — 
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iway the Cliain, my Maſter put it off &cn now, to ſay on 
4 new Doublet, and I ſneakt it away by little and little, 
moſt Foritanically ! we itall have good ſport anon when 
ne has miſt ir, about my Conſin the Conjurer 5 the world 
(hall {ce I'm an honeſt man of my word, for now I'm £0 
ing to hang it b:tweeu Hzaven and Earth among the 
Roſemary-branchcs, { Ex Nich. 


Aus Tertins. 
E-iter Simon Saint Mary-Overies, azd Fiailty. 


Fra:l. 


Irrah , Simon Saint Mary-Overies, my Miſtreſs 
. ſends away all her Suiters, and puts fleas in 
their eats, 

Sim. { raity, (he does like an honeſt, chaſt, and virtuous 
woman; for Widows ought not to watlow in the puddle 
of Iniquity. 

Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do't, whatſoe're 
comes on'r, 

Sim, True, Frailty, their filthy fleſh deſires a Conjun- 
Ction Copulative ; what ſtrangers are within, Frailty ? 

Frail, There's none, Simon z but Maſter Pilfer the Tay- 
lor: he's above with Sic Godfrey, prailing of a Doublet : 
and I muſt trudge anon to ferch Maſter Sds the Barber, 

Sim. Maſter Sud's a good man, he waſhes the ſins of the 
Beard clean, 

Skir. How now, creatures ? what's a Clock ? 


Enter old Skirmiſh the Souldeer. 


Frail. Wy, do you take us to be Jack at th' Clock- 
houſe ? 

Skir. I fay again to you, what's a Clock ? 

Sim, Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcience, 
all worldly Clocks we know go falſe, and are ſet by drun- 
ken Sextons, 

Stzr, Then what's a Clock in your Conſcience ? -.-.-O, 
[ muſt break off, here comes the Corporal-—— hom, hum : 
—— what's a Clock ? 


- 
Enter Corporal, 


(rp. A Clock ? why palt ſeventeen. 

Frail. Paſt ſeventeen ? nay, Fas met with his match 
now, Corporal Oath will fic him. l 

Skir. Thou dolſt not bawk or baffle me, doſt thou ? 1 am 
a Souldier—— paſt ſeventeen. 

Corp. I, thou art not angry with the figures, art thou ? 
[ will prove it unto thee, 12. and 1. is thirteen, 1 hope, 
2 fourteen, 3. fifteen, 4. ſixteen, and 5. ſeventeen, then 
palt ſeventeen, I will rake the Dials pact in a juſt cauſe. 

Skzr, I ſay 'tis but paſt five then, 

(orp. VII ſwear *cis paſt ſeventeen then : doſt thou not 
know numbers? canſt thou not caſt ? 

Sher, Caſt ? doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting ith' ſtreet ? 

[ Draw, 

Corp. I, and in the Market place. 

Sim, Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon ras 5. 

Frail, |, 1 knew by their ſhuffling, Clubs wonld be 
Trump : maſs here's the Knave, and he can do any good 
upon 'em : Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Capt. O Villain, thou haſt open'd a vein in my Leg. | 

Pye. How now? for ſhame, for ſhame, put vp, put 
up. 

Capt. By yon blne Welkin , 'twas out of my part, 
| George, to be hurt on the Leg. 
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above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not --- 


Enter Officers, ſteal I hope ? 
Moll, No, he's afraid of a Chain, 


Pye. Oh peace now — | have a Cordial here to com- 
fort thee, Enter Frailty. 
Offi. Down with *'em, down with 'em, lay hands upon 


| the Villain. W:id. How now, Sirrah ? the news ? 


Skir, Lay hands on me ? Frail. O, M-ſtreſs, he may well be call'd a Corporal 
Pye. I'll not be ſeen among 'em now, now, for his Corpsare as dead as a cold Capous ? 
Cap. 'm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons, Wid, More happineſs. 
| Lay hands upon me then, rough Officers. Sir God. Sirrah, what's this to my Chaiu ? where's my 
Offi. Go, carry him to be dreſt then : Chain, Konave ? 
This mutinous Souldier ſhall along with me to Priſon. Frail, Your Chain, Sir ? 
Shir, To Priſon? where's George ? Sir God. My Chain is loſt, Villain, 
Offi. Away with him, [Exeunt with Skir, | Frail. I would he were hang'd in Chains that has it then 
Pye. So, for me: Alas, Sir, 1 ſaw none of your Chain ſince you 
All lights as | would wiſh, the amaz'd Widow, were hung with it your ſelf, 
Will plant me ſtrongly naw in her belief, Sir God. Out Varlet ? it had full three thouſand Links, 
And wander at the virtne of my words : [ have oft told it over at my Prayers : 
For the event turns theſe preſages from 'em, Over and over full three thouſand Links. 
Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy Frail, Had it fo, Sir, ſuce it cannot be lott then ; ]'ll | 
Mingled with admiration : theſe empty Creatures, put you in that comfort. 
Souldier and Corporal, were but ordain'd Sir God, Why ? why? 


As inſtruments far me to work upon. Frail. Why it your Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 
Now to my Patient, here's his Potion. [Exit Pye-boord. | chuſe but come to light. 


Enter the Widow with her two Daughters, Enter Nicholas. 


W:4. O wondrous happineſs, beyond our thoughts! 


O lucky fair event ! | think our Fortunes Sir God. Deiuſcou, Now, long Nicholas, where is my | 


Were bleſt e*ne in our Cradles : we are quitted Chain ? | 
Of all thoſe ſhameful violent preſages Nich, Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir ? : 
By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, run, and know | Sir God. About my neck, Varlet? my Chain is loſt, | 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 'Tis ftoin away, I'm robb'd. 
That here before my Door receiv'd his hurt. IW:d. Nay, B:other, ſhow your ſell a man. 


Frail. Madam, he was carried to the ſuperiour, but if | V:ch. If it be loſt or ſtole, it he would be patient, Mi- 
he had no money when he came there, 1 warrant he's | {treſs, I could bring him to a Cunning Kinſman of mine 
dead by this time. CExi# Frailty. | that would fetch it again with a Seſarara. 

Frank, Sure that man is a rare Fortune-teller, never | $S:r7 God. Canſt thou ? I will be patient, ſay, where 


lookt upon our hands, nor upon any mark about us, a | dweils he ? 
wondrous Fellow ſurely. Nich, Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 


Moll. 1 am glad1 have the uſe of my tongue yet,though | dwell and he could choole, in the e 77arſhalſea, Sir ;, but 
of nothing elſe, I ſhall find the way to marry too, I hope } he's an excellent Fellow if he were out: tas travelPd all 
ſhortly, the World o're, he, and been in the ſeven and twenty Pro- 
Wid. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he | vinces: why he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it were | 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically |rid a thouſand mile out of Town, 


the cunning Gentleman ſpoke in all things. Sir God, An admirable Fellow, what lies he for. 
Nich, Why he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 


Enter Sir Godfrey is « rage. ray oo as any man would ha done, and there he 
x Sir God, I'll make his peace, | 
Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, Lhave loſt my Chain, | A trifle, Pll get his pardon, | 
where be theſe Villains, Varlets? Beſides a bountiful reward, il about it, ; 
Wid. Ob, Was loſt his Chain. But fee the Clesks, the Juſtice will do much ; | 
Sir God, My Chain, my Chain. E will about it ſtraight, good Siſter pardon me, | 
IWid. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know | All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

| I told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ſhould | The name of Conjurer has laid my bloo!. [Exeunt, 
have a loſs, and he has prophelied fo true. ; | 
Sir God. Out, he's a Villain to prophecy of the loſs | Exter Puttock avd Ravenſhaw two Serjcants, with Yeoman 
of my Chain, *twas worth above three hundred Crowns, Dogſon, to arreſt the Scholar George Pye-boord. | 
beſides *twas my Fathers, my Fathers Fathers, my Grand- | 
fathers huge Grandfathers: 1 had as lieve ha loſt my | Pur. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no| 
| Neck, as the Chain that hung about it; O my Chain,my | longer, ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will ac- | 


Chain, : company me, betauſe | know not of what nature the | 
4. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a misfortune, | Scholar is, whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare | 
tis happy *rwas no more, with me, Serjeant Ravenſhaw, I have the good Angel to | 


Sir God, No more! © goodly godly Siſter, would you | arreſt him. 
had me lolt more? my beſt Gown too, with, the Cloth | _ Rav. Troth U'1] take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
of Gold-Lace ? my Holyday Gaſcoins, and my Jerkin ſer | for the ſake of the money ſo mucb, as for the hate I bear 
with Pearl? no more! toa Scholar : why, Serjeant, *tis natural in us you know 
{ Wr:4d, Oh, Brother, you can read — to hate Scholars: natural beſides, they will publiſh our 
Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is : what | imperfeftions, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon Scat- 
ſtrangers have been here? you let in ſtrangers, Thieves | folds and Stages. 


and Catch-poles : how comes it gone? there was none Pur, 1, and ſpightfully too; troth.l have wondred how 
the 
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\che ſlaves could fee into our Breaits fo much, when our 
|Doublers are button'd with Pewter. 

Rav. 1, and ſo cloſe without yielding : oh, they*c par- 
lous Fellows, they will ſearch more with their wits, then 
a Conſtable with all his Officers. 

Put, Whilſt, whilt, wniſt, Yeoman Dogſon, Yeoman 
Dos ſon. 

Dos, Ha ? what ſayes Serjeant ? 

Put. 1s he in the Pothecarics Shop ſtill, 

Dog. bY 

Put, Have an Eye, have an Eye, 

Rv. The belt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar he 
wears no Weapon I think. 

Put. No no, he wears no Weapon. 

Rav. Maſs, I am right glad of that: *thas put me 
in betrer heart: nay if I clutch him once, let me alone 
to drag him if he he ſtiff necked ; I have beer one of the 
ſix my ſelf, that has dragg'd as tall men of their hands, 
when their Weapons have bin gone, as ever baſtinado'd 
a Serjceant — I have done l can tell you, 

Dog. Serjeant Putzock,, Serjzant Puttock, 

Put, Hoh. 

Dog. He's coming out ſingle. 

Put. Peace, peace. be not too greedy, let him play a 
lictle, let him play a little, well jerk him up of a ſudden, 
| ha fiſht in my time. 

Rav. 1, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 


Emer Pye-boord. 


Tye. 1 parted now from Ncholas : the Chain's couct't, 

And the old Knight has ſpent bis rage upon't, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art : *monglt joyes I'm ene loſt, 

For my device can no way now be croſt, 

And now I muſt to Priſon to the Captain, and there —— 

Put. 1 arreſt you, Sir, 

Pye. Oh--. I ſpoke truer than I was aware, I muſt to 
Priſon indeed. 

Put. They fay you're a Scholar, nay Sir --- Yeoman 
Dog ſon , have care to his Arms --- you'll rail again Ser- 
jeants, and ſtage *em : you tickle their Vices. 

Rs Nay, uſe me like a Gentleman, I'm little 

S. 
Put. You a Gentleman ? that's a good jeſt i'faith , 
can a Scholar be a Gentleman, ---- when a Gentleman 
will not be a Scholar ; --- look upon your wealthy Cirti- 
\zens Sons, whether they be Scholars or no, that are 
Gentlemen by their Fathers Trades : a Scholar a Gen- 
tleman ! 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive-.all her ſtings into me, ſhe 
cannot hurt thatin me, a Gentleman, zccidens snjepar a- 
bile to my blood. 

Rav. A rablement, nay you ſhall have a bloody rable- 
ment upon you | warrant you. 

Pur. Go, Yeoman Dogſou, before, and enter the A- 
Aion ith? Counter, 

Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, ll go [Ex, Dog. 
Whither you pleaſe to have me, © * 

Put. Oh, ke's tame, let him looſe Serjeant, 

Pye.. Pray at whoſe Spit is this ? 

Pat, Why, at your Hoſteſſes Suit where you lie, Mi. 
{ſtreſs Canniburrow, for Bed and Board, the furam fonr 
pound five ſhillings and five pence. 

Pye. I know the ſumm too true, yet I preſum'd 
Upon a farther day; well, 'tis my ſtars: 

And | muſt bear it now, though never harder, 
{ ſwear now, my device is craſt indeed. 


——  —— — XK 


'| Captain mult lie by't: - this is Deceits feed, 


Pur. Come, come away. 


and I'll away with you. . 
Pur. Well, we muſt be paid for this waiting upan you, 
this is no pains to attend thus. [Making to ty hrGarter. 


Fye, | am now wretched and miſerable; 1 ſhall ne're 
recover of this Diſeaſe : hot Iron gnaw their, Fiſts : they 
have ſtruck a Fever into my ſhoulder, which Þ ſhall ne're 
ſake out aguin | fear me, till with a true Habeas Corpra 
the Sexton remove me, oh1f | rake Priſon once, I ſha}l be 
prelt to (cath with Attions, but not ſo happy as ſpeedily ; 
perhaps I may be forty year a prefling till 1 be a thin old 
man, that leoking tarough the Grates, men may look 
through me; all my means is confounded, what ſhall 1 
do? has my wit ſerved me ſolong, and now give me the 
ilip (like a train'd ſervant) when 1 have moſt need of 
'em : nodevice to keep my poor Carcaſe from theſe Put 
tocks ? --. yes, happineſs, have 1 a Paper about me now ? 
yes too, ll cry it, it may hit , Extremity «s Touch ſtone 
unto wit, 1,1. 

Pur. *Stoor how many yards are in thy Garters, that | 
thou art ſo Jong a tying on them ?' come away, Sir. 

Pye. Troth Serjeant 1 protelt , you could never ha took 
me at a worſe time, for now at this inſtant, I have no 
lawful Picture about me. 

Put. *S\id how ſhall we come by our Fees then. 

Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah. 

Pye. 1 could have wiſht faith, that you had took me 
halt an hour hence for your own ſake, for I proteſt if: 
you had not crolt me, | was going in great jay to receive 
five pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask 
here, drawn 1n this paper, but now, come, I mnſt be con. 
rented, *ris but ſo much loſt, and anſwerable to the reſt 
of my Fortunes ? 

Put, Why how far hence dwells that Gentleman ? 


Rav. I, well ſaid Serjeant, *tis good to caſt about for 


money. 

Put. Speak, if it be not far — — 

Py.. We are but a lictle paſt it, tbe next ſtreet be. 
hind us. 

Put. 'S\id wehave waited upon you grievoully already, 
if you'll fzy you'll be liberal when you ha't,give us doub/e 
Fees, and ſpend upon's, why we'll ſhow you that kind- 
neſs, and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. I, well ſaid ſtill, Serjeant, urge that. | 
Pye. Trothif it will foffice, it ſhall all be among you, | 
for my part ll not pocket a penny, my Hoſteſs ſhall have 


her four pound fiveſhillings, and bate me rhe five pence, 


and'the other fifteen ſhillings Pll ſpend upon you. 

Rav. Why now thou art a good Scholar. 

Pur. An excellent Scholar Yfaith ; has proceeded very 
wellalate ; come, we'll along with you, 

[Exeunt with him, paſſing m, they knock, at the 
| door with a knocker withinſide, 

Se#r.*Who knocks, who's at Door ? we had need of a 
Porter, | 

Pye. A few Friends here, - - pray is the Gentleman 
your Maſter within ? 

Ser, Yes, is your buſineſs to him ? 

Pye. 1, he knows it, when he fees me: 

I pray you, have you forgot me. 

Ser. 1 by my troth, Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tell him of you, pleaſe you towalk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. | 

Pye. We will attend his worſhip, --- worſhip 1 think, 
for ſo much the polts at hisdoor ſhonld ſignify, and the 
fair coming in, and the Wicker, ele | geither knewtim 


nor his Worſhip, but *tis happineſs he is within Doors, | 


what ſo ere he be, if he be not roo much a formal Citizen, 
he may do me good : Serjeamt and Yeoman, bow do you 
like this Houſe, is't not moſt wholſomely plotted ? 

Rav. Troth Priſoner, an exceeding fine Houſe. 

Pye. Yet 1 wonder how he fhould forget me, for he 


ne're knew me : No matter, what is forgot in you, will 
; | be remembred in your Maſter. | 
Pye. Pray give me ſo much time as to knit my Garter, | A pretty comfortable room this methinks : 


You have no ſuch roomsin Priſon now ? 
Pat. Oh Dog holes to'r. 


—_— 
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Pye. Dog hokes indeed--»-- 1 can 'tell you T have great 
hope 
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hope to have my Chamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dyet 

too, for he's the moſt free-hearted'ſt Gentleman where he 

cakes: you would little think it? and what a fine Gallery 

were here tor me to walk and ſtudy, and make Verſcs. 
Put. O it ſtands pleaſantly for a Scholar. 


Enter Gentleman. 


Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ? Mals here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentleman, | like his Bcard well ; -- All happineſs to 
your worſhip. 

Gent You'r kindly welcome, (ir. 

Put. A ſimple lalutation. 

Rav. Valſs it ſeems the Gentleman makes great ac- 
count of him. 

Gent, | have the thing here for you, fic. 

Pye. | beſeech you, conceal me, fir, I'm undone elſe,--- 
[ bave the Mask here for you, fir, Look you fir,—l be- 
ſeech your VVorſhip, firſt pardon my rudeneſs, for my 
extreams makes me bolder than | would be; I am a poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moſt unfortunately 
faln into the hands of unmerciful Officers, arreſted for 
Debt, which though ſmall, I am not able to compaſs, by 
reaſon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, ſo that 
if 1 fall into the hungry ſwallow of the Priſon, 1 am like 
utterly to periſh, and with fees and extortions be pinch'd 
clean to the bone : Now, if ever pity had intereſt in the 
blood of a Gentleman, I beſeech you vouchſafe but to 
fayour that means of my eſcape, which I have already 
thought upon. 

Gent, Go forward. 

Put. 1 warrant he likcs it rarely. 

Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy, 
and doubtful what to do; at lalt it was put in my labour- 
ing thoughts, to make a happy ule of this paper, and to 
blear their unlettered eyes, I told them there was a Device 
for a Mask drawn in't, and that (but for their intercep- 
tion) 1 was going to a Gentleman to receive my reward 
for'c : they greedy at this word, and hoping to make pur- 
chace of me, offered their attendance, to go along with 
me, my hap was to make bold with your door, fir, which 
my thoughts ſhew'd me the molt faireſt and comfortableſt 
entrance, and I hope i have happened right upon under- 
ſtanding , and pity : may it pleaſe your good worſhip 
then, but to uphold my Device, which is to let one of your 
men put me out at a back door, and I ſhall be bound to 
your werſhip for ever. 

' Gent, By my troth an excellent Device. 

Put, An excellent Device he ſays; he likes' it won- 
derfully. 

Gent. A my faith, I never heard adetter., 

Raven, Hark, he ſwears he never heard a better, 
Serjeant. 

Pu. .O there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scholar, 
and eſpecially for a Mask. 

Gent. Give me your + 39h your Device; I was never 
better pleas'd in all my lite : good wit, brave wit, finely 
wrought, come in, fir, and receive your money, fir, 

Pye. Vit follow your good worſhip, — 

You heard how he lik'd it now ? 

Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it : go 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty fellow i'faith, thou ſhalt 
diſcourſe it to us atthe Tavern anon, wilt thou ? 

Pye. I, 1, that I will,- . look, Serjeants, here are Maps, 
and pretty toys, be doing in the mean time, 1 ſhall quick- 
ly bave told out the money, you know, 

Put. Go, go, little villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to 
love thee, ['l]l be drunk to night in thy company. 

Pye. This Gentleman | may well call a part 
Of my ſalvation, in theſe earthly evils, 

For he has ſav'd me from three hungry Devils. 
LExu George. 

Pat. Sirrah Serjeant , theſe Maps are pretty painted 


Y th. —— 


things, but I could ne'r fancy them yer, methinks they'r 
too buſie, and full of Circles and Conjurations; they fay 
all the Wocld's in one of them, but I could ne'r find the 
Counter in the Poultry. 


Rav. | think fo: how could you find it ? for 
it ſtands behind the Houſes. f you know 


Dog. Maſs that's true , then we muſt look o'th* back- 
ide for'c : *sfoot here's nothing, all's bare. - 

Rav. | warrant thee that ſtands for the Counter , for 
you know there's a company of bare fellows there, . 

Put. Faith like enough, Scrjeant, I never mark'd ſo 
much before, Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman , I ſhould 
love theſe Maps out a cry now, if we could ſee men peep 
out of door 1n 'em, oh we might have *em in a morning to 
our Break-faſt ſo finely, and ne% knock our heels to the 
ground a whole day for 'em. 

Rav. | marry ſir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 
But this talk is by the way, where ſhall's ſup to night : 
Five pound receiv'd, Ict's talk of that, 
[ have a trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to'tly Ta- 
yern, whilſt I go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work out of 
her, I know ſhe would be glad of the ſumm, to finger 
money ;, becauſe ſhe knows 'tis bur a deſperate'debt, and 
full of hazard : what will you fay if 1 bring it to paſs, that 
the Hoſteſs ſhall be contented with one half for all, and 
we to ſhare t'other fifty Shillings ,Bullies 

Put. Why I would call thee King of Serjcants, and 
thou ſhould'ſt be Chronicled in the Counter. Book for 
ever. | 

Rav. Well, put it to me, we'll make a night on't 
faith, 

Dog. *sfoot, I think he receives more money, he ſtays 
ſo long. 

Pur. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I can tell you, up. 


on the good liking on't the Gentleman may prove more 
bountiful. 


Rav, That would be rare, we'll ſearch him, 


| Put. Nay be ſure of it, we'll ſearch him, and make him 
light enough. 


Enter the Gentleman. 


1 Rav. Oh here comes the Gentleman, by your leave, 
ir 


wy God you god den firs, —would you ſpeak with 
me 7 

Put. No, not with your worſhip, ſir ; only we are bold 
m—_— for a friend of ours, phat went in with your wor- 

Ip. 

Gen. Who ? not the Scholar ? 

Put, Yes, e'n he, anit _ your worſhip. 

Gen, Did he make you ſtay for him? he did you wrong 
then : why, 1 can aſſure you he's gone above an hour 
ago, 

Rav, How, ſir? 

Gen, | paid him bis money, and my man told me he 
went out at back-door, 

Put, Back-door ? 

Gen, Why, what's the matter ? 

Put. He was our Priſoner, ſir, we did arreſt him, 


1 


Gen, What he was not? you the Sheriff*s Officers — 


you were to blame then, 

Why did not you make known to me as much ; 
I could have kept him for you, l proteſt, 

He receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 

Of the laſt coyning. 

Rav, Vengeance dog him with'e. 

Put. *stoot has he gull'd us fo ? 

Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now, Serjeants ? 

Put. Sup ,Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Worſhip, —you did but as another would have done, 
*twas our hard fortunes to miſs the purchace, but if e'r we 
clutch him again, the Counter ſhall charm him. 


Rav. 
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2s. The Hole ſhall rot him. 


- -—- CM ——————_ —_ 


L [Exeunt, 
Gent. SO, 

Vex out your Lungs without doors, I am proud, 

lt was my hap to help him, it fell fic, 

He weat not empty neither for his wit : 

Alas,poor wretch, | could not blame his brain, 

To labour his delivery, to be free, 

From their unpitying fangs, —I'me glad it ſtood 

VVithin my power to do a Scholar good. 


[ Ex. 


Enter in the Priſon, meeting George and Captain, 
George coming in muffled. 


Cap. How now, who's that? what are you ? 

Pye. The ſame that I ſhould be, Captain. 

Cap. George Pye-boord, honeſt George ? why cam'ſt thou 
in half fac'd, muftled fo ? 

Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we ſhould nere ha? laught 
agen, never ſpent frolick hour agen. 

Cap. VVhy? why? 

Pye. 1 coming to prepare thee, and with news 
As happy as thy quick delivery, 
| V Vas trac'd out by the ſcent, arreſted, Captain. 
Cap. Arreſted, George ? 
Pye. Arrelted ; gueſs,gueſs,how may Dogs do you think 


de upon me ? 

Cap. Dogs ? I ſay, I know not. 

Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear : 
Three at once, three at once, 

(ap. How did'ſt thou ſhake'em off then ? 

Pye. The time is bufie, and calis upon our wits, let it 

luffice, 

Here I ſtand ſafe, and ſcap't by Miracle : 
Some other hour ſhall tell thee, when we'll ſteep 
Our Eyes.in laughter : Captain, my device 
Leans to thy happineſs, for ere the day 
Be ſpent toth* Girdle, thou ſhalt be free : 
The Corparal's in's ficlt ſl:ep, the Chain is miſt, 
Thy Kinſman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-hams now labours thy releaſe, 
What reſts, is all inthee, to Conjure, Captain. 

Cap. Conjure? *sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring | can conjure. 
Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I'de not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a conuring : 
look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready charactered 
and all. 
Cap» "foot , George, art in thy right wits, doſt know 
what thou ſayſt ? why doſt talk to a Captain a conjuring ? 
didſt thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy lite ? 
doſt call't a Circle ? *ris too wide a thing, me thinks ; 
had it been a leſſer Circle, then I knew what to have 
done. 
Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain: nay then 
Ple not cog with you, Captain, if yon'll ſtay and hang the 
next Seſſions you may. 
Cap. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's to 
Conuring. ; 
Pye. But if you look to be releaſed, as my wits have took 
pain to work it,and all means wrought to farther it, beſides 
to put Crowns in your purſe, to make you a man of better 
hopes, and whereas 'before you were a Captain or poor 
Souldier, to make you now a Commander of rich Fools, 
_— is truly the onlybeſt purchace peace can allow you) 
afer than High-wayes, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yet a 
far better bootyzfor your greateſt thieves are never hang'd, 
never hang'd; for why ? they're wiſe, and cheat within 
doors; and we geld Fools of more money in one Night, 
than yoor falſe-rail'd Gelding will purchaſe in a twelve- 
months running, which confirms the old Beldams ſaying, 
He's wiſeſt, that keeps bimſelf warmeſt, that is, he that 
robs by a good Fire. 


Cap. Well opened faith, George, thou haſt pall'd that | 
ſaying out of the husk. 
Pye, Captain ale, *Tis notime now todelude or delay, 
the old Knigtt will be here ſuddenly, Ple perfe&t you, 
direct you, tell you the trick on't : *ris nothing. | 

Cap. *sfoot, George, | know net what toſay to't, con- 
jure ? I ſhall be hang'd ere | conjure. 

Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne're con- 
jure after you're hang'd, | warrant you ; look you, Sir, a 
parious matter, ſure, firſt to ſpread your Circle upon the 
ground, then with a little conjuring ceremony, as I'le have 
an Hackney-mans wand fi[ver'd o're a purpoſe for you, 
then arriving in the Circle, with a huge word, and a great 
trample, as for inſtance: have you never ſeen a ſtalking, 
ſtamping Player, that will raiſe a tempeſt with his tongue, 
and Thunder with his heels ? | 

Cap, Q yes, yes, yes; often, often. 

Pye. Why be like fuch a one ? for any thing will blear 
the old Knights Eyes : for you mult note, that He'll ne're 
dare to ventnre into the Room, only perhaps peep fear: 
_ though the Key hole, to ſee how the Play goes for- 
ward, 

(ap. Well, I may go abovt it when I will, but mark the 
end on't, | ſhall but ſhame my ſelf faith, George, ſpeak 
big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at Key- 
hole, why the very thought of that would make me laugh 
out-right, and ſpoil all: nay Ple tell thee, George, when 
| apprehend a thing once, Iam of ſuch a laxative laughter, 
_- if the Devil himſelf ſtood by, I ſhould laugh in his 

ace. 

Pe. Puh, that's but the babe of a man, and may eaſily 
be buſbt, asto think upon ſome diſaſter, ſome ſad misfor- 
rune, as Ce Death of thy Father ith* Country. 

Caz. *sfcor, that would be the more todrive me into 
ſuch an ecſtafic, that I ſhould ne're lin laughingelſe. 

Py-. Why then think upon going to hanging. 


— _—_—_——. —_—_—_ 


Cop. Mals that's well remembered, now I'le do well, 1| 


warrant thee,ne're fear me now: but how ſhall I do,George, 
for boyſterous words, and horrible names ? 

Pye. Pab, any fuſtian invocations, Captain, will ferve 
as well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well, or you may 
goto a Pothecaries ſhop, and take all the words from 


— 


the Boxes, 


Cap, Troth, and you fay true, George, there's ſtrange | 


words enow toraile a hundred Qnack-ſalvers, though they 
be ne're ſo poor when they begin ? but here lies the fear 
on*t, how if in this falſe conjuration, a true Devil ſhould 
pop up indeed. 

Pye. Atrue Devil, Captain? why there was ne're ſuch 
a One, nay Faith he that has this place, is as falſe a Knave 
as our laſt Church warden. 


Captain. Then he's falſe enough a Conſcience ifaith, | 


George. | 
The Cry at Marſhalſea, 


Cry priſoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend your 
rehiel : 
Good Gentlemen over the way, ——Good,Sir Godfrey ? 

Pye. He's come, he'scome. 

Nich, Maſter, that's my Kinſman yonder in the Buff. 
Jerkin—— Kinſman,that's my Maſter yonder Pth” Taffaty 
Hat——-pray ſalute him intirely. 


They ſalute : and Pye-boord ſalutes eaſter Edmond, 


Sir God Now my Friend, 

Pye. May 1 partake your name, Sir ? 

Edm. My name is Maſter Edmond. 

Pye. Maſter Edmond, ——are yon not a Welſh-man, Sir ? 

Eadm; A m—_ man ? why ? 

Pye. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten name, and Edmond 
your Sir name. 


— — 


Edm. O no: I have more names at home, Maſter 
Edmond 


_ ne. eee 
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Edmond Plus is my. full name at length. 
Pye. O cry you mercy, Sir e Whiſpering, 
Cap. I underſtand that you are my Kinſmans good Ma- 

ſter, and in regard of that, the beſt of my $kill is at your 
ſervice : but had you fortun'd a meer ſtranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould have utterly 
denied ro have been the man; both by reaſon of the ACt 
of Parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as allo, bc- 
cauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. 

Sir God. 1 much commend your care there , good Ca- 
ptain Conjurer, and that I will be ſure to have it private 
enough, you ſhall do'r in my Siſters houſe, — mine own 
houſe I may call it , for both our charges therein are pro- 
portion'd, 

Capt. Very good, Sir, —what may I call your loſs, Sir ? 

Sir God. O you may call't a great loſs, a grievous loſs, 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I ſay it, that wore 
it: how ſay'ſt thou, Nicholas ? 

Nich, O*twas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſman, 
you know - 

Sir God, You know, did you know't, Captain ? 

Capt. Truſt a Fool with ſecrets ? — Sir, he may ſay 1 
know: his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, that by it 
[ may gather a knowledge of all things —— 

Si God, I, very true. 

Capt. A pox of all Fools-— the excuſe ſtuck upon ray 
tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown, not to come 
off in baſte-—ber-lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair Chair 
of Gold, were a foul loſs : Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on't, if it be between heayen and carth, Knight, 
Pl ha*t for you. 

Sir God, A wonderful Conjurer, — OI, ©. bcty7cen 
heaven and earth, I warrant you, it cannot go out o” tne 
Realm,—— I know *tis ſomewhere about the eartr. 

Capt. I, nigher the earth than thou wot'ſt on. 

Sir God. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich thing 
ſhall enter into Heaven, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter, he has no need 
on't, for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God, Thou ſay'eſt true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lies by him. 

Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
upon the power of my Art, that I could warrant your 
Chain agen, 

Sir God. O dainty Captain ! 

Capt. Marry, it will coſt me much ſweat, I were better 
go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. 

Sir God. I, good man, I warrant thee. 

Capt, Beſide great vexation of Kidney and Liver. 

ich. O, *twill tickle you hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
you have not been us'd to't. 

Sir God, No? have you not been us'd to't, Captain ? 

Capt. Plague of all Fools ſtill ; —indeed, Knight, I have 
not us'd it a good while, and therefore *twill ſtrain me ſo 
much the more, you know. 


| Si God. Oitwill, it will. 


. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this 
Knight a Fool, I had bin twice ſpoiPd now ; that Captain's 
worſe than accurſt that has an Aſs to his Kiniman, *sfoot, 
I fear he will drivePt out before I come to*'t.— Now, Sir, 
— fo come to the point indeed, —you ſee I ſtick here in the 
jaw of the Marſhalſea, and cannot dot. 

Sir God. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou would'ſt 
ſay thou*ct a priſoner, I tell thee th'art none. 

Capt. How, none? why is not this the Marſbalſea ? 

Sir God. Woult hear me ſpeak? I heard of thy rare 
Conyuring : 
My Chain was loſt, I ſweat for thy releaſe, 
As thou ſhalt do the like at home for me : 
Keeper. 

Enter Keeper. 


Keep. Sir. 


— 


Si God. Speak, is not this man free ? 

Keep. Yes, at his pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcharg?d. 

Sir God. Go, go, Il dilcharge them, I. 

Keep, I thank your Worſhip. [Exit Keeper. 

Capr. Now, truſt me, y*are a dear Knight; kindneſs 
unexpected ! O there's nothing to a free Gentleman, — 
I will conjure for you, Sir, *cill Froth come through my 
Buff-Jerkin. | 

Sir God. Nay, then thou ſhalt not paſs with ſo little a 
bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chein agen, — forty 
five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 

Capt. *Twill be a glorious ſhow, Yfaith, Knight, a very 
fine ſhow ; but are all theſe of your own houle? are you 
ſure of thar, Sir ? 

Sir God, 1,1, 20, no; what's he yonder talking with my. 
wild Nephew, pray heaven he give him good counſel. 

Capt. Who, he? he's a rare friend of mine, an admira- 
ble Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fortune teller. 

Sir God. O! "cis he indeed , that came to my Lady Si- 
ſter, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry 
with him now , for I ſee *twas my Fortune to loſe it: By 
your leave, Mc.Fortune-teller, I had a glimpſe of you at 
home, at my Siſters the Widows, there you propheſied of 
the loſs of a Chain : —ſimply, though 1 ſtand here, 1 was 
he that loſt it, 

Pye. Was it you, Sir ? 

Edm, A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune {c right ; 1 find it ſo right to my na- 
ture. 

Sir God, What is't? God ſind it a good one, 

Eam, O, 'tis a paſling good one, Nuncle : for he ſays | 
ſhall prove ſuch an excellent Gameſter in my time, that 1 
ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed. 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. 

Sir God, 1, that will be the end on't : will the Curſe of 
the Beggar prevail ſo much , that the Son ſhall conſume 
that fooliſhly, which the Father got craftily ; 1,I1; *twill, 
'twill, *ewill. 

Pye. Stay, ſtay, ſtay. | Pye-boord with an Almanack,, 

Capt. Turn over, George, and the Captain. 

Pye. June, July ;, here, Fuly, that's the month , Sunday 
thirteen, yeſterday fourteen, to day fifteen. 

(apt. Look ; xp aus for the fifteen day,.----if within the 
compaſs of thele two days there would be ſome boiſterous 


ſtorm or other, it would be the beſt, Pde defer him off till 


then ; ſome Tempeſt, and ir be thy will. 

Pye. Here's the fifteen dav,——Hot and fair, 

Cape. Puh, would tad been, Hot and foul. 

Pye. The ſixteen day, that's to morrow ; The morning 
for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. 

Capt. No luck. 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder, 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder ? admirable ! beſt of all! 
']I conjure to morrow juſt at high-noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and I'll 
give thee leave to lye all the year after. 

Capt. Sir , I muſt crave your patience, to beſtow this 
day upon me, that I may furniſh my ſelf ſtrongly, 1 
ſent a Spirit into Lancaſhire t'other day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover, and | look for his return this evening— 
ro morrow morning, my friend here and I will come and 
breakfaſt with you. 

Sir God, O, you ſhall be moſt welcome. 

Capt. And about noon, without fail, 1 purpoſe to con 
jure, | 

Sir God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you. 

Edm, Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our houſe 
to morrow, Sir ? 

Capt. Marry dol, Sir? "tis my intent, young Gentle- 
man. 

Edm. By my troth, I'll love you while I live for't: © 
rare ! Nicholas, we ſhall have Conjuring to morrow. 

Nih, Puh 1, I could ha told you of that. 

Capt 
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Cap. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye ? 

Edm, Do you hear me, Sir, I deſice more acquaintance 
oti yon, you ſhall earn ſome money ot me, now | know 
you can Conjure z but can you fetch any that is loſt ? 

Cap. Oh, any thing that's loſt; 

Elm. Why look you, Sir, I telPt you as a Friend and a 
Conjurer ; I ſhould marry a Pothecaries Daughter, and 
"twas told me, ſhe loſt her Maiden-head at Srony-Strar- 
ford : now if you'll do but ſo much as Conjure for's, and 
make all whole agen --- 

(ap. That I will, Sir. 

FM By my troth I thank you, la. 

Cap. A little merry with your Siſters Son, Sic. 

Sir God, Oh, a ſimple young man, very ſtmple, come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll c'en part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to morrow Break-faſt. 

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

Nih. Kinſman --- Scholar. | 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, wotth a bun. 
red Brownilts, 

Nich. Am I indeed, la: I thank you heartily, la. 

| [Exeunt, 


Aus Quartus. 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


Pen.) UT I hope you will not ſerve a Knight ſo, Gen- 

tlewoman, will you ? to caſheer him, and calt 
him off at your pleaſure ; what do you think I was dubb'd 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Ladies Daughter. 

Moll. Pray Sir John Penny-Dub , let it be defer'd a- 
while, 1 have a heart to marry as you can have z but as 
the Fortune-teller told me. 

Pen, Pax ©' th' Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 
his fortune ſeven year ago, to croſs my love thus : did he 
know what caſe I wasin ? why this is able to make a man 
drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh-Pond. - 

eHoll, And then he told me moreover, Sir Jobr, that 
the breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Penny. In Purgatory ? why let him purge out his heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there's Phyſicians 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any matter to us? 
how can he hinder our love ? why let him be hang'd now 
he's dead ? — Well, have I rid poſt day and night, to 
bring you merry news of my Fathers Death, and now --- 

Moll. Thy Fathers Death ? is the old Farmer dead ? 

Penny. As dead as his Barn-Door, «ol. ; 

ell, And you'll keep your word with me now, Sir 
John, that I ſhalt have my Coach and my Coach-man ? 
Penny. 1 faith. 

Holl. And two white Horſes with black Feathers to 
draw it ? 
Penny. Too. 


| Moll. A guarded Lackey to run befor't, and py'd Li- 


veries to come traſhing, aſter*c. 

Penny,. Thou ſhalt, .Holl. 

Moll, And to let me have money in my Purſe to go 
whither I will, 

Penny. All this, 

Moll, Then-come, whatſoe're come's on't, we'll be 
made ſure together befote the Maids o' th* Kitchin. LEx. 


Emer Widow with her eldeſt Dawghter, Frank 
and Frailty. 3 


Wid. How now? where's my Brother Sir Godfrey ? 
went he forth this Morning ? IN 
Frail. O no Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt, with Sir 


| reverence a Conjurer, 


| 


Wid. A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he ? 

Frail. On, a wondrous rare Fellow , Miſtreſs, very 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff. Jerxin : he 
layes he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain agen, if it hang b<- 
tween Heaven and Earth, 

Wid. What! he will not ? then he's an exlent Fellow | 
Warrant: how happy were that Women to be bleſt with 
Luca a Husband, a man canning ? how do's he look, Fr atl- 
ty ? very ſwartly I warrant, with black Beard, ſcorcbt 
Cheeks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. 

Frail. Foh-.-- he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorcht, | 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to ſee to as one of us; | do think, but it you ſaw him 
once, you'de take him ro be a Chriſtian. "EN: 

Frank, So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be won. 
dred at, Mother, | 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, ard Sir An- 
drew Tipſtaffe. 


Muck. Bleſs you, ſweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miſtreſs. CExit Frailty. 

W:d. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fie, 
did I not give you your anſwers ? 

Muck, Sweet Lady? 

Wid. Well, 1 will not ſtick with you for a kifs: 
Caughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once. 

Frank, Yes forſooth. | 

Tip. I'm proud of ſuch a favour. | 

Wid, Truly la, Sir Oliver, y'are much too blame to| 
cc:ne agent when you know my mind fo well deliver'd --- 
as a Widow could deliver a thing. | 

«uck. But 1 exſpeft a farther comfort, Lady. | 

W4, Why la you now, did 1 not deſire you to put off 
your Sait quite and clean when you came to me again ?| 
how fay you? did I not? 

Muck. But the fincere love which my heart bears to} 

oi 

; Wid. Go to, Ill cut you off; and Sir Over to put you 
in comfort, afar off, my fortune is read me, I muſt marry 
zgain, 

e Muck. O bleſt Fortune ! 

4 But not as long asI can chooſe z nay, Il hold out 
well. 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail. O Madam, Madam. 

Wid. How now ? what's the haſt ? [Cn ber Ear. | 

Tip. Faith, Miſtreſs Frances, I'll maiatain you gallantly, | 
111 bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society | 
of Ladies poor Kinſwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- | 
ſide you ſhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Muſ- 
kat, and your Piſs, Piſs, Piſs. | 

Frank, It will do very well. 

Wid. What, do's he mean to Conjure here then? how 
ſhall I do to be rid of theſe Knights, ---- pleaſe you, Gen 
t;men, to walk a while i th* Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly-tlower. 

Both, With all our hearts, Lady, and count us fa 
your'd. [Exennt. 

Sir God. within. Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coaſt 
clear ? 

Nich. Oh, asclear as a Carter's Eye, Sir. 

$ir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer : — Now ---- 
how like you our Room), Sir ? 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pyc-boord, 
Edmond, Nicholas. 


Cap. O wonderful convenient. a 

Eam. | can tell you, Captain, ſimply though it lies 
here,\tis the faireſt Room in my Mothers Houſe, as dain- 
ty a Room to Conjure in, me thinks, —— why you - y 
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bid, 1 cannot tell bow many Devils welcome in't, my 
Fatber has had twenty in't at once ! 

Pye. What Devils ? ; 
Edm, Devils, no-Deputies, and the wealthieſt men he 
could ger, 28 
; Sir God. Nay.put by, your Thats |now, fall to your bu- 
ſineſs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chris- 
croſs of Noon,; but gb, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes 
o're my Stomach, _ 
Capt. Why, what's the matter, Sir ? 

| 4Sir God, Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a knave,and 
tear the hangings. ” 

Capt. Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Eam. I, Nuacle, or ſpit fire vupo'th? {aling. 
. Sir. Godf. Very true too, for *tis but thin plaiſtered, and 
twill quickly take hold a? the laths: and if he chance to 
{pit downward too, he will burn all the boards. 

Capt. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir Godf. My Siſter is very curious and dainty ore this 
Room,l can tell yon,and thercfore if he muſt needs ſpit, | 
pray deſire tim to ſpit th? Chimney. | 
_ Fye. Why aſſuce you,Sir Goafrey,he ſhall not be brought 
up with ſolictle manners, to ſpit and ſpawl a'th* floor. 

Sir Godf, Why | thank you, gaod Cap.ain, pray have a 
care |, —fell ro your- Circle, we'll not trouble you | war: 
rant you,come,we'll into th: next Room,and becauſe we'l] 
be ſure to k..+ p nim out there, we'll bar up the Deor with 
ſome of the Goilies Zealous works. 

Edm, Ti:at will be a fine device,Nuncle ; and becauſe the 
ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, Ile tear two or three 
Roſaries in pieces,and ſtrew the piecesabout the Chamber : 
On! the Devil already. [Runs in. Thunders. 

Pye. *sfoot;Captain, ſpeak ſomewhat for ſhamc : it ligh- 
tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when * 

Capt. Pray peace, George, thou'le rake me lavgh 
anon, and ſpoll all. 
| . Pye. Oh, now it begins agen ; now, now, now ! Captain. 


Plow, 
. Sir Godfrey through the Key. hole, within. 
| © Sir Godf, Oh admirable Conjarer ! bas fetcht Thunder 
already. ' <0 | 
. Pye. Hark hark, agen Captain. | 
Capt Benjamino, gaſpois-hay- goſoothoteron-umbrois- 
Sir Godf. Oh, would the Devil would come away quick- 
ly, he tas no conſcience to put a man to ſuch pain. 
| Pye. Agen. 
Capt. Flowſte hah opumpos-dragone- leloomenos. bodge poage, 
Pye. 'Well ſaid, Captain. , 
| Sir Gedf, So long a comirg ? O would I had nere be. 
2un't now, ſor | fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will de- 
ſtroy all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my corn— 
oh, r th* Country, 
Capt. Gog de gog , hobgoblin , buncks, hounſlaw , bockley 
te coome park. 
Wi4d. O Brother, Brother,what a Tempeſt's Yth*Garden, 
ſure rhere's ſome Conjuratiou abroad. 
Sir Godf. *Tis at home, Siſter. 
Pye. By and by Ile ſtepin, Captain. 
Capt. IN unke Nunck,. Rip-G afcomes, Ips, Drip-Dropite. 
Sir God H- (rips and drops, poor man : alas, alas, 
_ Pye. Now, I come. | 
Capt. () Sulphare Sootf ace. 
Py-. Arch-Conjurer, what would'ſt thou with me? 


\ quickly, quickly, 
encugh : allow us ſome time to laugh a lirtle,they*ce ſhud 
in their kidneys. 


| well enorgh ? 


! 
Fe hy 'V ———_—— £ 


I" 


| Sir Godf... O, the Devil, Siſter, ” th? dining-Chamber : 
ſing, Siſter, | warcant you that will keep himout z quickly, 
[_ goes #7, 
Pye. So, fo, ſo; :le releaſe thee : enough Captain, 
4:ring and ſhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
Capt. Sirrah George, how was't, how was't? did I do't 


Pye. Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 


[jurer, for here was no harm in this; and yet their horri- 
| ble expeRation ſatisfied well, you were much beholding 
to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac'd you well, 
| can tell you. 

Capt, 1 muſt needs fay ſo, George - Sirrah if wecould ha? 
convey'd ther cleanly a cracker, or a fire-wheel, tad 
been admirable. | 


pain now, Captain, * - 
(apt. Pain? I proteſt, George, my heels are ſorer than a 
Whiton 'Morris-dancer's. 
Pye. AlPs paſt now, — only to reveal that the Chain's 
= Garden, where, 'thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe rwo 
ayes, 


already. LY 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you mvſt pnt it to th? venture 
now : Nay 'tis time, call upon 'em, take pity on'em, for 1 
believe ſome of *em are in a pitiful caſe by this time. 

Capt. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, — *stoot they're 
faſt at it ſtill: George, Sir Godfrey ? 

Sir Godf. Oh, is that the DeviP's yoice ? how comes be 
to know my name ? . 

Capt. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quicted. 

Str Godf. What; is he aid ? | 

Capt. Laid : and has newly dropt. 
Your Chain i'th* Gatden. | 

Sir Godf. U'th' Garden! in our Garden? | 

Capt. Your Garden, , 

Sir Godf, O ſweet Conjurer ! whereabouts there ? 

Capt. Look well about a bank of Roſemary, 

Sir Godf. Siſter, the Roſemary-bank , come , come : 
there's my Chain, he ſayes. 

Wid. Oh happineſs ! run, run, [. Suppoſeth to go. 

Eam, Captain Conjurer ? LEdm. at key hole. 

Capt, Who? Maſter Edmund? - 

Eam. 1, Maſter Edmund; may I come in ſafely without 


Capt. Rhumbes-ragdayon , pur , pur , colucundrion , How | danger, think you? 


Capr. Puh, long ago, it is all as*twas at firſt : 
Fear nothing, pray come near, —how now, man ? 

Edam. Oh! this Room's mightily hot i'faith: *ﬆlid, my 
ſhirt ſticks to my Belly already : what a ſteam the Rogue 
has left behind him? Foh, this Room muſt be air'd, Gen- 
tlemen, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone, —ler's open the 
windows, 

Pye. Faith, Maſter Edmond, *tis but your conceit. 

Edam, | would you could make me believe that, faith, 
why do youthink 1 cannot ſmell his favour, from another : 
yet I rake it kindly from you, becauſe you would not put 
me in a fear, i'faith: a my troth I ſhall love you for this 
the longeſt day of my life. 

Capt. Pub, *tis nothing, Sir , love me when you ſee 
mor®, 

Edm, Maſs, now remember, Ile look whether he has 

; ſindged the hangings, or no, 
i Pye, Captain, to entertain a little ſport till they come : 
| make him believe, you'll charm him inviſible, he's apt to 
admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force 
to't. 

Capt. Go, retire to yonder end then, 

Edm, | proteſt you are a rare fellow, are you not ? 


me yet; why now at this inſtant I could flouriſh my 
wand thrice ore your head, and charm you inviſible, 

Edm. What you could not ? make me walk inviſible 
man? I ſhould laugh at'that i'faith; troth Ile requite your 
kindneſs, an you'll do'r, good Captain Capper. 

Capt. Nay, I ſhould hardly deny you ſuch a ſmall kind. 
neſs, Maſter Edmond Play, why, look you, Sir, 'tis no more 
but this, and thus agen, and now y'are inviſible. 

Edm. Am I Faith ? who would think it? 

Capt. You ſee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 


ne ſhall ne*r find you, 


Edm 


Cap. O Maſter Edmond, you know but the leaſt part of 


o*th* Chamber,go toward him, do what you will with Inm, 


Pye. Blurt,blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee to 


Capt, But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it 


, _ _— 
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Edm. Say you fo, Vl! try that i'faith——— [ Zuſtles bim. 

Pye. Hoe now Captain ? who's that jultled me ? 

Capt. Ju{Hed you ? | ſaw no body. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha, — fay *twas a Spirit. 

Capt. Shall I?——may be ſome Spirit that haunt the 
circle, 

Pye. O my noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 

Pulls him by the Noſe. 

Edm. Troth this is exlent, I may do any knavery now 
and never be ſcen, —and now | remember me, Sir Godfrey 
my Uncle abus'd me YVother day, and told tales of me to 
my Mother ——Troth now me inviſible, 1'il bit him a 
ſound whirrit a'th'ear, when he comes out a'th*garden,— 
| may be reveng'd on him now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas 
with the Chan. 


Sir God. | have my Chain again , my Chain's found 
aj [Edmond ſtrike: him. 

off Captain, O admirable Conjurer, 

OSvhat mean you by that, Nephew ? 

£dwm. Nephew ? 1 hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

Wid. Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Son? 

Edm, Why, Captain, am I not inviſible ? 

Capt. A good jelt, George, —not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you ſee me, when I did uncharm you ? 

Edm. Not I, by my troth, Captain: 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought I'de been inviſible when I ſtruck you. 

Sir God. So, you would do't? go,—y'are a fooliſh boy, 
And were I not o'recome with greater joy, 

I'de make you taſte correCtion, 

Edm, Correction, puſh—no, neither you nor my Mo- 
ther, ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sr God, Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my ſweet Chain, glad 
neſs een makes me giddy, rare man : "twas juſt i'th'Roſe- 
mary bank, as if one ſhould ha [aid it there, —O cunning, 
cunning ! 

Wid. Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry ; 
let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here's a wor 
thy Captain, and 'tis a fine Title truly la to be a Captain's 
Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, beſide all the 
world knows thata worthy Captain is a fit Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed-fellow tor any La- 
dy, — ll have it ſo— 


Enter Frailty, 


Frail. O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſt ſight 
coming along this oy 

Wid. What brave ſight ? : 

Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going to 
hanging. 

Wid. A rueful ſight. 

Pye. *sfoot , Captain, I'll pawn my life the Corporal's 
cofhn'd, and old Shirmiſh the Souldier going to execution, 
and *tis now abont the time of his waking; hold out a lit- 


tle longer, ſleepy potion, and we ſhall have exlent admira- | 


tion ; for Vil take upon me the core of him, 


Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, the Souldier bound, 
and led by Officers, the Sheriff there. 


Frail. O here they come, here they come ! 

Pye. Now muſt I cloſe ſecretly with the Souldier, pre: 
vent his impatience, or elſe all's diſcovered. 

Wid. O lamentable ſecing, theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What they were not, Siſter ? 

Skir. George, look to't, I'll peach at Tiburnelſe, 

Pye. Mum—Gentles all, vouchſafe me audience, and 
you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: 


Yon man is bound to execution, 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lics coffin'd. 

Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Law,—2nd 1 know 
the Law. 

Pye. But under favour, Maſter Sheriff, if this man had 
_— _ and ſafe again, he ſhould have been releas'd 
then 

Sher. Why, make you queſtion of that, Sir ? 

Pye. Then | releaſe him freely, and will take upon me 
the death that he ſhould die, if within a little ſeaſon, 1 do 
not cure him to his proper health again. 

Sher. How, Sir ? recover a dead man ? 

That were moſt ſtrange of all. [Frank comes to bim. 

Frank. Sweet Sir, | love you dearly, and could wiſh my 
beſt part yours, -——O do not undertake ſuch an impoſſi 
ble venture. 

Pye. Love you me? then for your ſweet ſake [I'll do't * 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 

Sher, Bearers, ſet down the Coffin, —this is wonder: 
ful, and worthy Srow's Chronicle. 

Pye. | pray beſtow the freedom of the air upon our 
wholſome Art, —— Maſs his cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth : nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or | 
ſhall have a longer ſleep than you, ——-*sfoot, if he ſhould 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd upon me 
for making a promy on him, yet I had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon 
me, O—he ſtirs—he ſtirs agen——look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ſtarts, he riſes. 

Sher, Oh, oh, defend us——-out, alas. 

Pye Nay, pray be ſtill ; you'll make him more giddy 
elſe, he knows no body yet. 

Corp. Zowns: where am I ? cover'd with ſnow? 1 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, | knew he would ſwear the ficſt thing he did, 
as ſoon as he came to life again. 

Corp. *sfoot, Hoſteſs —ſome hot porridge, —oh, ho, lay 
on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there, 

Pye. Lady, you muſt needs take a little pity of him 7- 
faith, and ſend him into your Kitchia fire, 

Wi. 0, with all my heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailcy, 
help to bear him in. 

Nich, Bear him in, quotha, pray call in the Maids, 1 
ſhall ne*re have the heart to do'r, indeed la. 

Frail. Nor | neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoſt, 
of all men. 

. = 'Sloud, let me ſee, where was I drunk laſt night? 
2 e 
W:4.. O, ſhall I bid you once agen take him away ? 


Frail, Why, we're as fearful as you, | warrant you=—e | 


oh 


Wid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle 
preſently to ſettle his brain—or a Poſer of Sack, quickly, 
quickly, [Exeunt, puſhing in the Corps. 

Sher. Sir , whatſoe're you are, I do more than admire 

ou. 

IW:4. O 1, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as you ſhall 
do, you would ſay then, that here were two of the rareſt 
men within the Walls of Chriſtendom. | 

Sher. Two of 'em, O wonderful : Officers, I diſcharge 
you, ſet him free, all's in tune. 

Sir God. |, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which 1 moſt cheerfully invite you, and your late 
Priſoner there : ſee you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, on 
more words, *twas lolt and is found again; come, my in- 
eſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in ſparkling 
Charnico, and inſtead of a Jeſter , we'll ha the Ghoſt ith” 
white ſheet ſit at upper end oth” Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry man, i'faith. [Exit. 

Frank, Well, ſeeing | am enjoyn'd to love and marry, 
My fooliſh vow thus 1 caſheer to air 
Which firſt begot it, — now, Love, play thy pact ; 

The Scholar reads his leCture in my heart. 


Aaaa eATuws | 


| Cock i'taith, who would have thought you to be ſo rare a 
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Ewer iy baſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. 


Edam, His is the Marriage-morning for my Mother 
and my Siſter. 
Frail. O me, Maſter Edmond, we ſhall have rare do- 
ings. 
Edm. Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know my 
Mother will be married at Saint Arrlsngs, hic thee,” tis palt 
ow bid them open the Church door , my Siſter is almoſt 
ready. 
Frail. What already, Maſter Edmond ? 
Eadm. Nay , go hie thee , firſt run to the Sexton , and 
run to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter P:;gman the 
Parſon, and then run to the Milliner, and then run home 
agen. 
Frail, Here's run, run, run 
Eadm. But hark, Frailty. 
Frail. What, more yet ? | 
Edm, Have the Maids xemembred to ſtrew the way to 
the Church. 
Frail. Foh, an hour ago I help'd *em my felt. 
Edm. Away, away, away, away then, 
Frail, Away, away, away, away then -CEx# Frailty. 
Eaws. I ſhall have a ſimple Father-in-law, a brave Ca- 
ain, able to beat all our ſtreet : Captain /dle.,, now my 
dy Mother will be fitted for a delicate name, my ey 
Idle, my Lady 1dle, the fineſt name that can be for ®Wo- 
man, and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye-boord for my Siſter 
Frances, that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye-boord, Miltreſs 
Frances Pye-boord , they'll keep a good Table, I warrant 
you: Now all the Knights noſes are put out of joynt, they 
may go to a Bone-ſetters now, 


Enter Captain «nd Pye-boord. 


Hark, hark; O who\comes here with two Torches before 
*em, my ſweet Captain , and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are hot up in one night, they look like fine 
Britains now xfie thinks, here's a gallant change i'faith ; 
(lid, they have hir'd men and all by the Clock. 

Capr, Maſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter Ed 
mond, 
=_ Foh, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfume 
r faith. 
Pye, What, are the Brides ſtirring ? may we ſteal up- 
on *em, think'ſt thou, Maſter Edmoud ? 
Edm. Faw, they'r e'ne upon readineſs, I can aſſure you ; 
for they were at their Torch e'ne now, by the ſame token 
I tumbled down the ſtairs. 
Pye, Alas, paor Maſter Edmord. 


Enter e Muſicians, 


Capt. O, the Muſicians ! I prethee, Maſter Eawnond, call 
*em in, and liquor *em a little. 

Edm. That I will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, and 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


Emter Sir John Penny=Dub 47d Moll above lacing 
of ber Cloaths. 


Pen. Whewh, Miſtreſs 24, Miſtreſs Mol, 

eMell, Who's there ? 

Pen. *Tis I. 

Moll. Who , Sir Fobn Penny-Dub ? O you're an early 


ſtirrer ? 
Pen. Prethce, Moll, let me come up. 
Moll. No by my faith , Sir Fob», Il keep you down, 


for you Knights are very dangerous , if once you get 
above. 
Pen, PII not ſtay i'faith. 
Moll, Ffaith you ſhall ſtay : for, Sir Joh», you muſt note 
the nature of the Climates : your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out till ſhe be fifteen, bur if 
ſhe touch the South once, and come up to Loxdon, here the 
Chimes go preſently after twelve. 
Pen. O tart a mad Wench, Moll, but I prethec make 
haſte, for the Prieſt is gone before. 
Moll. Do you follow him, 111 pot be long after. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck- bill, Sir Andrew Tipſtaff, 
and old Skirmiſh ralking. 


Muck. O monſtrous unheard of Forgery ! 
Tip. Knight, I never heard of ſuch villany in our own 
Country, in my life. 
Huck, Why, *tis impoſſible, dare you maintain your 
words ? 
Skir. Dare we? ene to their wezen pipes : we know 
all their plots, they cannot ſquander with us, they have 
knaviſhly abus'd us, made only properties on's to advance 
their ſelves upon our ſhoulders, bur they ſhall rue their a- 
buſes, this morning they are to be married. 
Huck, *Tis too true, yet it the Widow be not too much 
beſotted on flights and forgeries, the revelation of their 
villanies will make *em loathſom, and to that end, be it 
in private to yon, I ſent late laſt night to an honourable 
perſonage, to whom 1 am much indebted in kindneſs, as 
he isto me, and therefore preſume upon the payment of 
his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and to ſpeak truth, for ſuch needful occaſions, I only pre- 
ſerve him in bond, and ſometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free word of his mouth, than 
if - had paid one half in hand, and took Doomſday for 
tother. 
Twp, In troth, Sir, without ſoothing be it ſpoken, you 
have publiſhr much judgment in theſe few words, 
Mack. For you know, what ſuch a man utters will be 
thought effeCtual, and to weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
into his mouth we?ll put the approved Theme of their 
forgeries. 
Skir, And FIl maintain it, Knight, if ſhe'lI be true, 


Enter a Servant. 


euch. How now, Fellow. 

Serv, May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
from his Coach. 

Muck, Is my Lord come already? his Honour's early ; 
You ſee he loves me well ; up before heaven, 

Truſt me, I have found him night-capt at eleven: 
There's good hope yet: come, I'll relate all to him. 

[ Exeunt, 


Enter the two Bridegrooms , Capt ain and Scholar after them, 
Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow changed in Apparel, 
Miſtreſs Frances led between two Knights, Sir John Penny- 
Dub and Moll: there meets them « Nobleman, Sir Oliyer 


Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaff. 


Nob. By your leave, Lady. 

Wid. My Lord, your honour is moſt chaſtly welcome, 
Nob. Madam, though I came now from Coprt, I came 
not to flatter you : upon whom can I juſtly calt this blot, 
but upon your own forehead , that know not Ink from 
Milk, ſuch is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
headed woman that's a Widow. For it is the property 
of all you that are Widows (a handful excepted) to bate 
thoſe that honeſtly and carefully love you , to the 
maintenance of credit, ſtate, and poſterity, and ſtrongly 
to doat on thoſe , that only love you to undo you: and 


regard 


| 


| 


__ 
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regard you lealt, are beſt regarded ; who hate you molt, 
are beſt beloved. And if there be but one man amongſt 
ten thouſand millions of men, that is accurſt, diſaſtrous, 
and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortnne beats moſt, whom 
God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem lealt, that man 
is ſure to be a Hazband — Such is the peeviſh Moon that 
rules: your blouds, An impudent Fellow beſt woes you, 
a flattering Lip beſt wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt z nor can you diſtinguiſh 
truth from forgerics, milts from ſimplicity : witnels thoſe 
two deceitful Monſters, that you have entertain'd for 
 Bridegrooms. 

Wid. D:ceitful-—— 

Pye. All will our, 

Cap. 'Sfoot, who has blab'd, George ? that fooliſh +: 
cholas. 

Nob. For, what they have beſotted your eaſie bloud 
withal, were novght but Forgerics, the Fortune-telling 
for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chain ; Sir 
Godfrey heard the falſhood of all: nothing but meer 
Knavery, deceit and cozenage, 

Wid. O wonderful! indeed 1 wondred that my Hul- 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himſelf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir God, And I more wonder , that my Chain ſhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moll. And I wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be 
tyed from Marriage, having ſuch a mind to't: come Sir 
John Penny- Dub, fair weather on our fide, the Moon has 
chang'd ſince Yeſternight. 

Pye. The ſting of every evil is within me. 

Nob. And that you may perceive | feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow-aCtor in thoſe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their ſo ſudden advancements,reveal'd 
all their Plot in anger. 

{ Pye. BaſeSouldier, to reveal us. 

Wid. I st poſſible we ſhould be blinded ſo, and our Eyes 
open ? 

Nob. Widow, will you now believe that falſe, which 
too ſoon you believed true ? 

W:4. O, to my ſhame, I do. 

Sir God, But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was 
truly loſt, and ſtrangely foung again. 

Nob. Reſolve him of that, Souldier. 

Skir, In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 

Sir God. How, Sir ? eld 

Skir, Nay I'll prove it: for the Chain was but hid in 
the Roſemacy-bank all this while, and thou gotſt him out 
of Priſon to Conjure for it, whodid it admirably fuſtianly, 


for indeed what nceded any others, when he knew where 
it was ? 

Sir God. O Villany of Villains! but tow came my 
Chain there ? 

Skzr. Where's Truly la , Indeed la? he that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: pure 
Nicholas Saint Antlings. 

Sir God, O Villain! one of our Society, 

Deem'd always holy, pure, religious : 

A Puritan, a Thief? when way cyer hcard ? 
Soon we'll kill a man, than Steal, thou know'ſt. 
Out Slave, Ill rend my Lyon from thy back — 
With mine own hands, 

Nb. Dear Maſter, oh. 

Nob. Nay Knight, dwell jn paticnce. | 
And now, Widow, being ſo near the Church, 'twere 
great pitty, nay uncharity, to ſend you home again with- 
out a Husband : draw near, you of trus Worſhip, ſtate 
and credit: that ſhould not ſtand ſo far off from a Wi- 
dow, and ſuffer forged ſhapes to come between you : Not 
chat in theſe | blemiſh the true Title of a Captain, or blot 
the fair margent of a Scholar: for I honour worthy and 
deſerving parts in the one, and cheriſh fruirfol Virtues in 
the other, Come Lady, and you Virgin , beſtow your 
Eyes and your pureſt affeAtions, upon men of eſtimation, 
both in Court and City, that have long woed you, and 
both with their hearts and wealth, ſincerely love you, 

Sir God, Good Silter, do : ſweet little Frank . theſe are 
men of reputation, you ſhall be welcom at Court : a great 
credit for a Citizen, ſweet Siſter. 

Nob. Come, her ſilence do's conſent to't. 

W:id. | know not with what Face. 

_ Pah, pai, with your own Face; they deſire no 
Other, 

Wd. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Davghter have 
wrong'd your loves. 

Muck. *Tis eaſily pardon'd, Lady, 

If you vouchſafe it now, 

Wid. With all my Soul. 

Frank, And 1, with all my heart. 

Moll. AndI, Sir Fob with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. 

Sir God. They are all mine, .Holl. 

Nob. Now Lady : 

What honeſt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furniſh you with hand and voice ; 
A happy change, which makes &en Heaven rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joyes, you ſhall not want, 
For, Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you ſhall have hands enough to give me. 
[ Exennt omnes, 
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A Yorkſhire 


TRAGEDY, 


Not ſo New, as Lamentable and True. 


- 


Enter Oliver and Raph, two Serving-men, 


Oliv, Icrah Raph, my young Miſtreſs is in ſuch a pit- 
tiful paſſionate humour for the long abſence 
of her Love, 

Kaph. Why, can you blame her ? why, Apples hang- 

ing longer on the Tree than when they are ripe, makes 

ſo many fallings, viz. Mad VVenches, becauſe they are 


and then *tis common you know for every Man to taxc 
them up. 

-Olrv. Maſs thou ſayeſt true, *tis common indeed, but 
ſirrah, is neither our young Maſter returned, nor our fel 
low Sam come from London ? 

Roph, Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd ſays. 
'Slid 1 hear Sam, Sams come, here tarry, come 1'fait!, 
now my Noſe itches for News. 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow, 

[Sam calls within. Where are you there ? 

Sam, Boy, look you walk my Horſe with diſcretion, 
[| have 11d him ſimply, | warrant his $kin ſticks to his 
back with very heat, if he ſhould catch cold and get the 
cough of the lungs, 1 were well ſerved, were I not ? What 
Raph and Oliver? 

Amb. Honelt fellow Sam, welcome i'taith. what tricks 
haſt thou brovght from Londor ? 

LFurnſld with things from London, 
Sam. You ſee I am hang'd after the truelt faſhion , 
three Hats, and two Glaſſes bobbing upon them, two re- 
bato wyers upon my breaſt, a Cap-caſe by my !:de, a bruſh 
at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and three Bal. 
lads in my codpiece ; nay, I am the true picture of a com. 
mon ſerving-man, | 

Olv., I'll ſwear thou art, thou may*ſt ſet up when thou 
wilt, there's many a one begins with leſs I can tel] thee, 
that proves a rich man e*c he dyes, but what's the News 
from. London, Sam ?! 

- Raph. Ithar's well ſed, what is the News from Lo»doy. 
ſirrah ? My young Miſtreſs keeps ſuch a puling for hel 
Love. 

Sam. 
mer ſhe. 

Oliw, Why, Sam, wiy ? 

Sam, Why, be is married to another long ago. 

Amb. Faith ye jeſt. « 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Why, 
he's married, bcats his Wife, and has two orthree Chil- 
dren by her : for you muſt note, that any Woman beats 
the more when ſhe is beaten, 

Raph. I that's true, for ſhe bears the blows, 

Ol. Sirrah Sam, 1 would not for two years wages 
my young Miſtreſs knew ſo much, ſhe'd run upon the left 


Why the more fool ſhe, I, the more ninny-ham- 
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not gathered 1n time, are fain to drop of themſelves, | 


hand of her wit, and ne'r be her own Woman again. 

Sam, And I think ſhe -was bleſt in her Cradle, that he 
never came in her bed ; why, he has conſumed ai), pawn'd 
his Lands, and made his Univerſity Brother ſtand in wax 
for him; There?s a fine phraſe for a Scrivener, puh, he 
owes more than his skin 1s worth, 

O.v. Is't poſſible ? 

Sam. Nay, [il tell you moreover, he calls his VVife 
Whore, as lamiliarly as one would call Afoll and Dell, and 
Children Baſtards, as naturally as cau be, but what have 
we here? I thought *twas ſomething pull'd down my 
Breeches : | quite forgot my two porting lticks, theſe came 
rom Loxdon, now any thing is good here that comes from 
Lor don. 

Oliv. I, far fetcht you know. 

Sam. But ſpeak in your Conſcience i'faith, have not we 
as good poting Iticks Prh* Country as need to be put Yeh 
lire, the mind of a thing is all, and as thou fſaidt even 
now, far tercl''d are the beſt things for Ladies, 

Oliv, 1, and for waiting-gentlewomen roo, 

Sam. But Raph, is our Beer ſowre this Thunder ? 

Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yer. 

Sam, Why then follow me, III teach you the fineſt 
humour to be drunk in, 1 learn'd it at London lalt week. 

Amb. Faith let's hear it, let's hear it, 

Sam, The braveſt humour, *twould do a man good to 
be drunk in ir, they cali it knighting in Loxdz, when 
they drink upon their knees, 

Amb. Faith that's excellent, 

Sam, Come foilow me, I'll give you all the degrees of 
It 1n order, [ Exernt, 


Enter Wife. 


Wife, What will become of us? all will away. 
My Husband never ccaſes in expence, 
Both to conſume his Credit and his Houle, 
And tis ſet down by Heavens jult decree, 
That Riots Child muſt needs be Beggery. 
Are theſe the Vertnes that his Youth did promiſe ? 
Dice an: voluptuous M-etings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his Bed with ſurfeits; 11] beſeeming 
The ancient honour of his Houſe and Name : 
And this not all, but that which kills me moſt, 
When he recounts his loſſes and falſe fortunes, 
The weakneſs of his ſtate ſo much dejccted, 
Not as a man repentant, but half mad, 
His fortunes cannot anſwer his expence : 
He ſits and fullenly locks up his arms, 
Forgetting Hcaven, looks downward, which makes 
Him appear fo dreadfu], that he frights my heart : 
Walks heavily, as if his foul were carth 
Not peniteat for thoſe his fins are paſt, 
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11 never conld abide. 
{Shall kill my pleaſure ? fall off to thy friends, 
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But vext, his money cannot make them. laſt ; 
A fearful melancholy, ungodly ſorrow. 

Oh yonder he comes, now in deſpight of ills 
Pil | wor: to him, and | will hear him ſpeak, 
And do my belt to drive it from his heart. 


Enter Husband. 


Huſ. Pox of the laſt throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vaniſh from my ſight : 
I'm damn'd, I'm damn'd, the Angels have forſook me z 
Nay 'tis certainly true : for he that has no coyn, 
Is damn'd in this world ; he's gone, he's gone, 
Wife. Dear Husband, 
Huſ. Oh ! moſt puniſhment of all, I bave a Wife, 
Wife, | doentreat you, as you love your Soul, 
Tell me the cauſe of this your diſcontent. 
Huſ. A vengeance ſtrip thee naked, thou art cauſe, 
Effect, quality, property, thou, thou, thou, [ Exit, 
Wife, Bad turn'd to worſe ? 
Both beggery of the Soul as of the Body, 
And ſo much unlike himſelf at firſt, 
As if ſome vexed ſpirit had got his form upon him, 


Enter Husband again. 


He comes again, 
He ſays 1 am the cauſe, I never yet 
Spoke leſs than words of duty and of love, 

Hufe If marriage be honourable, then Cnckolds are 

honourable, for they cannot be made without marriage. 
Fool, what meant | to marry to get Beggars ? 
Now muſt my eldeſt Son be a Knave or nothing, he can. 
not live but upo'ch* fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him : that mortgage ſits like a ſnaffle upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

My ſecond Son muſt be a promoter, and my third a 
Thief, or an nnder-putter, a Slave Pander. 

Oh beggery, beggery, to what baſe uſes doth it put a man, 
I think the Devil ſcorns to be a Bawd : 

He bears himſelf more proudly, 

Has more care on his credit. 

Baſe, ſlaviſh, abje, filchy poverty. 

Wife. Good Sir, by all our vows [ do beſeech you, 
Shew me the true cauſe of yonr diſcontent. 

Huſ. Money, money, money, and thou muſt ſupply me. 

Wife. Alas , I am the leaſt cauſe of your diſcontent. 
Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 

Uſe to your own deſire; but | beſeech you, 
As you are a Gentleman by many bloods, 
Though I my ſelf be out of your reſpect, 
Think on the ſtate of theſe three lovely Boys 
You have been Father to. 

Huſ. Pub, Baſtards, Baſtards, Baſtards, begot in tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

Wife, Heaven knows how thoſe words wrong me, 
But I'll endure theſe griefs among a thouſand more : 
Oh call to mind your Lands already mortgag'd, 
Your ſelf wound into debts, your hopeful Brother 
At the Univerſity into bonds for you, 
Like to be ſeiz'd upon. And—— 

Huſ. Ha* done, thou Harlot, 
Whom though for faſhion | married, 
Think'ſt chon thy words 
| will not bate 


Thou and thy Baſtards 


| A whit in bagmour : Midoighe ſtill 1 love you, 
And revel in your company : curb'd in ? 


Shall it be ſaid in all focieties, 
That I broke caſtom ? that I flag'd in money ? 


1 No, thoſe thy Jewels I will Play as freely, 


As when my ſtate was fulle 
Wife, Be it ſo. 
Huſ. Nay | proteſt, and take that for an carneſt, 


He ſpurns her. 


| 


| will for ever hold thee in contempt, 
And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 
But be divorc'd in Bed, till thou conſent, 
Thy dowry ſhall be ſold to give new life 
Unto thoſe pleaſures which | moſt affect. 
Wife, Sir, do butturn s gentle cye on me, 
And what the Law ſhall give me leave to do, 
You ſhall command. 
Huſ. Look it be done, ſhall I want duſt, 
And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets, 
[ Holds bis Hands in be Pockets. 
But my hands to fill them np with nails ? 
Oh much againſt my blood, let it be done, 
| was never made to be a looker on : 
A Bawd to Dice; Il ſhake the Drabs my ſelf, 
And make them yield ; 1 ſay, look it be done, 
Wife. | take my leave, it ſhall. [Exi. 
Huſ. Speedily, ſpeedily, 1 hate the very hour I choſe 
a Wite, a tronbte, cronble, three Children like three evils 
hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, ſtrumpet and baſtards, ſtrum- 


| pet and baſtards. 


Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him. 


I Gent, Still do theſe loathſonze thoughts jar on your 
Tongue ? 
Your ſelf to ſtain the honour of your Wife, 
Nobly deſcended ; thoſe whom Men call mad, 
Endangers others, but he's more than mad 
That wounds himſelf, whoſe own words 
Do proclaim it is not fir, | pray forſake it. 
2 Gent, Good Sir, Ikt modeſty reprove you. 
3 Gent, Let honeſt kindneſs ſway ſo much with you. 
Hu. God gen, 1 thank you, Sir, how do you? adiev, 1 
am glad to ſee you, farewel Inſtructions, Admoniions. 
| [CExennt Gert. 


Enter a Servant. 


How now, ficrah ? what would you ? 

Ser, Oaly to certifie you, ſir, that my Miſtreſs was 
met by the way, by them who were ſent for her vp to 
London by her honourable Unckle , your Worfhips late 
Guardian. 

Huſ. So, Sir, then ſhe is gone, and ſo may you be, 

But let her look the thing be done ſhe wots of, 


Or Hell will ftand more pleafam than her Houſe at home. 
[ Exit Servant, 


Emer a Gentleman. 


Gent, Well or ill met, I care not. 
Huſ. No, nor I. 
Gent, 1 am come with confidence to chide you. 
Huſ. Who me? chide me? do't finely then, let it not 
move me, for if thou chid'ſt me angry, 1 ſhall ſtrike, 
Gent, Strike thine own follies, for 1t is they 
Deſerve to be well beaten; weare now in private, | 
There's none but thou and 1, thor art fond and peevith, 
An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Lie now both ſick of a conſumption, : 
[ am ſorry for thee; that Man ſpends with ſhame, 
That with his Riches doth conſume his Name, 
And ſuch art thou. 
Huſ. Peace. 
Gent, No, thou ſhale hear me further. 
| Thy Fathers and fore-fathers worthy Honours, 
Which were our Country Monuments, our Grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to defare. 
The ſpring time of thy youth did fairly promiſe 
| Such a moſ fruitful fommer to thy Friends, 
[t ſcarce can enter into mens beliefs, 
Such dearths ſhould hang on thee, we that fee it, 
 Aredorry to beheve it : im thy change, | 
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This voice into all places will be hurPd : 
Thou and the Devil has deceiv'd the World, 
Huſ. VI not endure thee, 
Gent, But of all the worſt, 
Thy victuous Wife, right honourably allied, 
Thou haſt proclaim'd a [trumpet, 
Huſ. Nay then I know thee, 
Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend, 
The party you wot on. 
Gent. Oh ignoble thought, 
[ am paſt my patient blood, (hall I ſtand idle 
And lee my reputation touch'd to death ? 
Huſ. This has gal'd you, has it ? 
Gent. No moniter, I prove 
My thoughts did only tend to virtueus love. 
Huſ. Love of her virtues ? there it goes. 
Gent. Baſe ſpirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful honour of thine own bed. 
[They fight, and the Husband 3s hurt. 
Hu. Oh. 


Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ? 
Huſ. Sir, Sir, I have not done with you. 
Gent. I hope, nor ne'r ſhall do. LFight again. 
Hyſ. Have you got tricks? ace you in cunning with me? 
Gent. No, plain and right. 
He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 
[Huſband falls down. 
Huſ. Hard fortunc, am I level'd with the ground ? 
Gent. Now, Sir, you lye at mercy, 
Huf. 1, you Slave. 
Gent. Alas, that hate ſhould bring us to our Srave, 
You fee, my Sword's not thirſty for your life, 
I am ſorrier for your wound, than your ſelf; 
Y*are of a virtuous Houſe, ſhew virtuous deeds, 
'Tis not your honour, *tis your folly bleeds: 
|] Much good has been expected in your life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes, you have a Wite, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful ſhame 
On her and your poſterity : let only ſin be ſore, 
And by this fall, riſe never to fall more. 
And ſol leave you. [Exit. 
Huſ. Has the Dog left me then, 
After his tooth has left me ? Oh, my heart 
- | Would fain leap after him, revenge I ſay, 
Pm mad to be reveng'd, my {trumpet Wife, 
It is thy quarrel that rips thus my fleſh, 
And makes my breaſt ipit blood, but thou ſhalt bleed : 
Vanquiſh'd ? got down ? unable c'en to ſpeak ? 
Surely *tis want of money makes Men weak, 
I, *twas that o'rthrew-me, I'd ne*r been downelſe. [Exit. 


Enter Wife in a riding ſute, with 4 Serving-man. 


Ser. Faith, Miſtreſs, if it may not be preſumption 
{In me to:tell you ſo, for bis excuſe 
You had ſmal) rcaſon,. knowing his abuſe. 

Wife. 1 grant I had, bur alas, 9 
Why ſhould our faults at home be ſpread abroad ? 
'Tis grief enough within doors ; at firſt ſight 
Mine Uncle could run o'r his prodigal life 
As perfeQly, as if his ſerious eye 
Had numbred all his follies ; | 4 
Knew of his mortgag?d lands, his friends in bonds, 
Himſelf withered with debt; and in that minute 
Had I added his uſage and unkindneſs, 

?T would have confounded every thought of good : 
Where now, fathering bis riots on his youth, 

Which time and tame experience will ſhake off, 
Gueſſing his kindneſs to me (as I ſmooth'd him 

With all the $kill I had) though his deſerts 

Are in form uglier than an unſkap'd Bear. 

He*s ready to prefer him to ſome Office 

And place at Court: a good and ſure relief 

To all his ſtooping fortunes, *rwill be a mcans, I hope, 


| To make new league between us, and redeem 
His Virtues with his Lands. 

Ser, I ſhould think fo : Miſtreſs, if he ſhould not now 
be kind to you, and love you, and cheriſh you up, I ſhould 
think the Devil himſelf kept open houſe in him. 

Wife. 1 doubt not but he will now, prithee leave me, 
I think I hear him coming. 

Ser, 1 am gone. [_Exit, 

Wife. By this good means [ ſhall preſerve my Lands, 
And free my Husband out of Uſurers hands ; 

Now there 1s no need of fale, my Uncle's kind, 
| hope, if ought, this will content his mind. 
Here comes my Husband. 


Enter Husband. 


Huſ. Now, are you come ? where's the money ? let's 
ſee the money, is the rubbiſh ſold ? thoit wiſe-akers your 
Lands, why then, the money, where is it? pour it 
down, down with it, down with it: I ſay pour't on the 
ground, let's ſce it, let's ſee it. 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My words ſhall like you well, I bring you better 
Comfor, than the ſale of my Dowry, 

Huſ. Ha, what's that ? 

Wife, Pray do not fright me, Sir, but vouchſafe me hear: 
ing. My Uncle, glad of your kindneſs to me and mild uſe. 
age (for ſo | made it to him) hath in pity of your deci. 
ning tortunes, provided a place for you at Courr, of worth 
and credit z which ſo much overjoyed me-—. 

Huſ. Out on thee, filth, over and over-joyed, 

When Pm in torment. [ ſpurns ber. 
Thou politick wtiore, ſubtiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy journey to Nuxck, to fet down the hiſtory of 
me, my [tate and fortunes : 

Shall I, that dedicated my ſeit to pleaſure, be now con- 
fin'd in ſervice to crouch, and ſtand like an old man ith” 
hams, my Hat off? I that could never abide to uncover 
my head th” Church : baſe ſlut, this fruit bears thy com- 
plaints, 

Wife. Oh, heaven knows, | 
That my complaints were praiſes, and beſt words 
Of you, and your cſtate 5 only my friends 
Knew of your mortgag'd Lands, and were poſſeſt 
Of every accident before | came, 

If you ſuſpect it but a plot in me, 
To keep my dowry, or for mine own good, 
Or my poor Childrens (though it ſuits a mother 
To ſhew a natural care in their reliets) 
Yet I'll forget my ſelf to calm your blood, 
| Conſume it, as your pleaſure counſels you, 
And all I wiſh, e*'n clemency affords, 
Give me but pleaſant looks, and modeſt words. 
Huſ. Money,whore,money,or Pli--- [| Draws his Dagger. 


Enter a Servant haſtily. 


What the Devil? how now? thy haſty News ? 

Ser, May it pleaſe you, Sir. 

Huſ. What, may I not look upon my Dagger ? 
Speak, Villain, or 1 will execute-the point on thee : 
quick, ſhort. 

Ser, Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerſity ſtays 
below to ſpeak with you. 

Huſ. From the Univerſity ? ſo, Uniyerſity, 


Wife. Was ever Wife ſo wretchedly beſet ? 
Had not this News ſtcp'd in between, the point 
Had offered violence unto my breaſt, 

That which ſome Women call great miſery, 
Would ſhew but little here, would ſcarce be ſeen 
Among my miſeries: I may compare | 

For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 
Nothing will pleaſe him, until all be nothing. 


He 


A 


That long word runs through me. LExit. 
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He calls it ſlavery to be preferr'd, 
A place of credit, a baſe ſervitude, 
What ſhall become of ine, and my poor Children ? 
Two here, and one at Nurle, my pretty beggars, 
| ſee how ruine with a palſie hand 

Begins to ſhake the ancient ſeat to duſt ; 

The heavy weight of ſorrow draws my lids 

"ver my darkiſh eyes: I can ſcarce ſee 

Thus grief will laſt, it wakes and ſleeps with me. 


Enter the Husband with the Maſter of the Colledge, 


Hu. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir, y'are excceding wel. 
come. 

Maft. That's my doubt, I fear ] come not to be wel- 
come, ' 

Huſ. Yes, howlſoever. 

Ma#t. "Tis not my faſhion, Sir, to dwell in long cir- 

cumſtance, but ro be plain and effeCtual z therefore to the 
purpole. 
The cauſe of my ſetting forth was pitious and lamenta- 
ble ; that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whoſe 
virtues we all love dearly, through your default and un- 
natural negligence, lies in bond executed for your debr, 
a Priſoner, all his ſtudies amazed , his hope ſtruck dead, 
and the pride of his youth muffled in theſe dark clouds of 
oppreſſion. 

Huſ. Hum, hum, hum. 

Maft. O you have kill'd the towardeſt hope of all our 
Univerſity, wherefore without repentance and amends, 
expect ponderous and ſudden judgments to fall grievoully 
upon you ; your Brother, a man who profited in his di 
vine imployments, and might have made ten thouſand 
ſouls fit for heaven, now by your careleſs courſes caſt into 
priſon, which you muſt anſwer for, and allure your ſpirit 
it will come home at length. 

Huſ. O God, ob. 

eWMaft. Wiſe men think ill of you, others ſpeak il! 
of you, no man loves you, nay, even thoſe whom hone- 
ſty condemns, condemn you : and take this from the 
virtuous affeftion I bear your Brother, never look for 
proſperous hour , good thoughts, quiet ſleep, contented 
walks, nor any thing that makes man perfe@t, till you 
redeem him : what is your anſwer ? how will you be- 
ſtow him? upon deſperate miſery , or better hopes? | 
ſuffer till I hear your anſwer. 

Huf. Sir, you have much wrought with me, I feel you 
in my ſoul, you are your Arts maſter, 

I never had ſenſe till now ; your ſyllables have cleft me, 
both for your words and pains I thank you : I cannot but 
acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my Brother, migh- 
ty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs, 

Within there. 


Enter a Servingman. 


 Huf. Fill me a bowl of Wine. Alas, poor Brother, 

Bruiſed with an execution for my ſake. 

Ma#ft. A bruiſe indeed makes many a mortal ſore, 

Till the Grave cure them. LEnter. with Wine. 
Hef. Sir, I begin to you, y*ave chid your welcome. 
44a#, | could have wiſht it better for your ſake, 

pledge you, Sir, to the kind man in priſon. 
Huſ. Let it be ſo. 

Now, Sir, if-you pleaſe, to ſpend but a few minutes in 

walking about my grounds below , my man ſhall here 


{ attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be furniſht 


of a ſufficient anſwer, and therein my Brother fully fa- 
tisfied, | 

eaſt. Good Sir, in that the Angels would be pleaſed, 
and the World's murmurs caim'd, and I ſhould fay, 1 ſer 


forth then.upon a lucky day, [ Exit, 
Huſ. O thou confuſed man, thy pleaſant ſins have un- 
done thee, thy damnation has begger'd thec, that heaven 


A Yorkſhire Tragedy. 
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our Icnics way to find pleaſure , which being found, con- 
founds us, why ſhould we know thoſe things fo much mik- | 
ule us? () would virtue had becn forbidden , we ſhould ! 
then have proved all victuous, for 'tis our blood to love | 
what we are forbidden, what man would have bcen for-j 
bidden , what man would have been fool to a beaſt, aid 
Zany to a ſwine, to ſhew tricks in the mire, what is there 
in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice three. thouſand 
acres into the compals of a little round table, and with 
the Gentlemans pallie in the hand ſhake out his poſterity, 
thieves, or beggars ; "tis done, I have don't i'faith : ter- 
rible, horrible miſery, ——how well was I left, very 
well, very well. 

My Lands ſhewed like a Full-Moon about me, but | 
now the Moon's in the Jaſt Quarter , waining, wain- 
ing, and lam mad to think that Moon was mine ; mine 
and my Fathers, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Gene- 
rations, down goes the Houſe of us, down, down it ſinks; 
Now 1s Tae name a Beggar, begs in me that name which 
hundreds of years bas made this Shice famous; in me 
and my poſterity runs our. 

ln my Seed five are made miſerable beſides my ſelf, my 
Riot is now my Brothers Jaylor, my Wiſes ſighing, my 
three Boyes penury, and mine own confuſion. 

[ He tears bis Hair. 
Why lit my Hairs upon my curſed Head ? 
Will not this Poiſon ſcatter them ? oh my Brother's 
[n Execution among Devils that ſtretch bim ; 
And make him give; and 1 in want, 
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 
Divines and dying men may talk of Hell, 
But in my heart her ſeveral torments dwell, 
Slavery and miſery, Who in this caſe 
Would not take up money upon his Soul ? 
Pawn his Salvation, live at intereſt : 
[, that did ever in abundance dwell, 
For me to want, exceeds the throes of Heil. 


a — OY u_— —— ———— — —— —— > _—  —_——— 


Enter h:s little Son, with a Top and Scourge. 


— — —— ——— -— — 


Son, What ail you, Father, are you not well, 1 cannot | 
ſcourge my Topas long as you ſtand ſo: you take up al! | 
the room with your wide Legs, puh, you cannot make m2 | 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor bugdbears. | 


He takes up the Child by the Shirts of his long Coat in 6re 47d, 
and draws bis Dagger with the other, | 


Huſ. Up Six, for here thou baſt nd inheritance leſt, 

Son. Oh what will you do, Father, I am your-white 
Boy. [Strikes hun. 

Huſ. Thou ſhalt be my red Boy, take that. 

Son, Oh you hurt me Father. 

Huſ. My eldeſt Beggar, thou ſhalt not live to ask an 
Uſurer bread, tocry ata great mans Gate,or follow,Good 
your Honour,by a Coach, no, nor your Biother: *tisg Cha- 
rity to brain you. = 

Son. How ſhall 1 learn now my Head's broke ? 

Huſ. Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg. TL ffabs Lim. 
Be not thy-names diſgrace : 7 ; 
Spurn thou thy Fortunes firſt, if they be baſe : 

Come view thy fecond Brother : Fates, | 

My Childrens bloud ſhall ſpin into your Faces, | 

You ſhall ſee, 

How confidently we ſcorn beggery. [Exit with his Son. 

Enter a aid with a Child in her Arms, the 
Mother by her aſleep. 


Maid. Slecp,ſweetBabe,ſorrow makes thy Mother fleep, 
[t boads ſmall good when heavinets falls fo deep, © 
Huſh, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 
'Tis loſt at Dice, what ancient honour won, 


Hard | 


——_——— 


— 
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Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but miſery ſerves in this Houle, 
Ruine and deſolation; oh. 


| Enter Husband with the Boy bleeding. 


Huſ. Whore, give me that Boy, 
[He ſtrives with her for the (hild, 
Maid. Oh help, help, out alas, murder, murder. 
Huſ. Are you goſliping, prating ſturdy quean, 
PII break your clamour with your Neck, 
Down ſtairs; tumble, tumble, headlong. 
| [ He throws ber down. 
So, the ſureſt way to charm a Womans Tongue, 
Is break her Neck, a Politician did it. 
Son, Mother, Mother, 1 am kilPd, Mother. 
[His Wife awakes, and catcheth up the youngeſt. 
Wife, Ha, who's that cry'd? O me my Children, 
Both, both ; bloudy, bloudy. 
Huſ. Strumper, jor go the Boy, let go the Beggar. 
Wife. Oh my fweet Husband. 
Hu. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife, Oh, what will you do, dear Husband ? 
Huſ. Give me the Baſtard. 
Wife, Your own ſweet Boy. 
Hu. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Huſ. Do'ſt thou prevent me ſtill? 
Wife, Oh God ! 
[Stabs at the Child in her arms, and pets it from her. 
Huſ. Have at his Heart. 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Huſ. Brat, thou ſhalt not live to ſhame thy Hooſe. 
Wife. Oh Heaven, [She 5s hurt and ſinks down. 
Huf. And periſh, now be gone, 
There's Whores enow, and want would make thee one. 


Enter a luſty Servant. 


Ser. Oh Sir, what deeds are theſe ? 

Hu. Baſe ſlave, my Vaſſall, 

Com'ſt thou between my fury to queſtion me ? 

' Ser, Were you the Devil, I would hold you, Sir, 
Huſ. Hold me? preſumption, I'll undo thee for it. 
Ser. *Sbloud, you have undone vs all, Sir. 

Huſ. Tug at thy Maſter ? 

Ser. Tug at a Monſter. 

Huſ. Have I no-power ? ſhall my Slave Fetter me ? 

Ser, Nay then the Devil wraſtles, I am thrown. 
[Husband overcomes him. 

Huſ. Oh Villain, now Pll tug thee, now 1'l] tear thee, 

Set quick Spurs to my Vaſlall, bruiſe him, trample him 

So, I think thou wilt not follow me in haſte. 

My Horſe ſtands ready ſadled, away, away, 

Now to my Brat at Nurſe, my ſucking Beggar ; 

Fates, I'll not leave you one to trample on. 

i | [The Maſter meets him. 
Wafter. How is't with you Sir, me-thinks you look 
of. a diſtrafted colour. 

Huſ. Who, 1 Sir ? *tis but your fancy, 

Pleaſe you walk in, Sir, and I'll ſoon reſolve you, 

| want one ſinall part to make up the fumm, 

And then my Brother ſhall reſt ſatisfied. 

eaſtcr, 1 ſhall-be glad to ſee it, Sir, II attend you. 

[ Exenm, 

Ser. Oh, I am ſcarce able to heave up my ſelf, 

He has ſo bruis'd me with his devilliſh weight, 

And torn my fleſh with his bloud-haſty Spur, 

A man before of caſie conſtitution, 

Till now Hells power ſupplied, to his Souls wrong, 

| Oh how damnation can make weak men ſtrong. 


Enter Maſter and two Servants. 


To fatisfie his Brother ? here's another, 
And by the bleeding lofants, the dead Mother, 
Wife. Oh, oh. 


One of his men all faint and bloudied. 
1 Ser, Follow, our murderons Maſter has took 
Horſe to kill his Child at nurſe, oh follow quickly, 
Maſter. ] am the readieſt, it ſhall be my charge 
To raiſe the Town upon him. 


I Ser, Good Sir follow him. 

Wife. Oh my Children, 

1 Ser, How is it my moſt afflited Miſtreſs ? 
Wife. Why do 1 now recover ? wby half live? 
To ſee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers Breaſt without 
An Executioner z what, art thou mangled too ? 


Had ſo ſoon acted, came and ruſht upon him, 
We ſtrugled, but a fouler ſtrength than his 


And rent my fleſh, and rob'd me of my Hair, 
Like a man mad in Execution, 
Made me unfit to riſe and follow him. 

ms. What is it hath beguiP'd him of all grace ? 
And ſtole away humanity from his Breaſt, 
To ſlay his Children, purpoſed to kill his Wife, 
And ſpoil his Servants. 


Enter two Servants. 


Both, Pleaſe you leave this accurſed place, 

A Surgeon waits within. 

Wife, Willing to leave it ; 

"Tis guilty of ſweet bloud, innocent blond, 
Murder hath took this Chamber with full hands, 


Enter Husband, as being thrown of his 
Horſe, and falls. 


The fifry Diſeaſes ſtop thee : 

Oh, I am ſorely brais'd, Plague founder thee, 
Thou run'ſt at eaſe and pleaſure, heart of chance, 
To throw me now, within a flight o' th? Town, 

In ſuch plain even ground, 


Meadows, ab filthy Beaſt. 
Cry within. Follow, follow, follow. 


Up, Up, and ſtruggle to my Horfe, make on, 

Diſpatch that little Beggar, and all”s done. 
Go within. Here, this way, this way. 

Huf. At my back ? oh, 

What fate have I, my Limbs deny me to go, 

My will is bated, Beggery claims a part, 

Oh 1 could here reach to the Infants heart. 


Enter Maſter of the Colledge, three Gentlemen, 
and others with Halberds. 


eAll. Here, here, yonder, yonder, 

Maſter. Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythian in their marble-hearted fates, 

Conld not have ated more remorſelefs deeds 

[n their relentleſs natures, than theſe of thine : 
Was this the anſwer long waited on, 


The fatisfaftion for thy Prifoned Brother ? 


Ser, Oh the moſt pittious deed, Sir, ſince you came. 
Maſter. A deadly greeting z hath he ſumm'd up theſe 


e after, Surgeons, Surgeons, ſhe recovers life, 


[Exit Maſter and Servants. 


I Ser, I thinking to prevent what his quick miſchiefs 


Ore-threw me with his Arms, then be did bruiſe me, 


And will not out as long as the Houſe ſtands. [Exenr. 


Hiuſ. Oh ſtumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 


'Sfoot, a man may Dice upon it, and throw away the 


Huſ. Ha? I hear ſounds of men, like Hue and Cry ; - 


Hal. | 


AQ <-> -— 


_ —  — — OC — —— 


Hiuf. He can have no more of us than our skins, 
And ſome of them want but fleaing, 
1 Gent, Great fins have made him impudent. 
Malt. Has ſhed ſo much blood, that he cannot bluſh. 
2 Gert, Away with him, bear him to the Jultices, 
A Gentleman of Worſhip dwells at hand, 
There ſhall his decds be blazed. 
Haſ. Why all the better, 
My glory tis to have my attion known, 
| grieve for nothing, but I mill of one, 
Maſt. There's little of a father in that grief : 
Bear him away. [_Exennt. 


Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 


Knight, Endangered fo his Wite , murdered his Chil. 


| ren ? 


1 Gent, So the cry goes. 

Kniche. | am forry 1 &ce knew him. 
That cver he took life and natural being 
From ſuch an honoured ſtock, and fair deſcent, 
Till this black minute without ſtain or blemiſn, 


1 Gent, |{icre Cone the men. 


Enter the Maſter of the Colledge, and the res? 
with the Priſoner. 


Knight. The Serpent of his houſe : Pme ſorry for this 
time, that | am in place of Jallice, 
e4a#t, Pleaſe you, Sir. 
Kmght. Do not repeat it twice, I know too much, 
Would it had ne're been thought on, 
Sir, 1 bleed for you. 
1 Gent, Your father's ſorrows are alive in me: 
What made you ſhew ſuch monſtrous cruelty ? 
Huſ. Ila a word, Sir, 
[ have conſum'd all, plaid away long acre, 
And I thought it the charitablelt deed I could do 
To cozen Beggery, and knock my houſe o'th*head. 
Knight. 1 do not think, but in To morrow's jadgment, 
The tecrour will fit cloſer to your foul, 
When the dread thought of Death remembers you ; 
To further which, take this fad voice from me, 
Never was act plaid more uunaturally, 
Huſ. 1 thank you, Sir. 
Knight. Go lead him to the Jayl, _ 
Where Juſtice claims all, there mult pity fail. 
Huſ. Come, come, away with me. 
[Exit Priſoner. 
Ma#t, Sir, you deſerve the worſhip of your place, 
Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace. 
Knight. It is my wiſh it ſhould be ſo; 
Ruinous man, the deſolation of his houle, 
The blot upon his Predeceſſor's honour'd name : 
That man is neareſt ſhame, that is palt ſhame, [ Ex. 


Enter Husband with the Officers, the Maſter and Gen- 
tlemen, as going by bis Houſe. 


Huſ. 1 am right againſt my houſe, ſeat of my Ance- 
ſtors; 1 hear my Witc”s alive, but much endangered}; let 
me intreat to ſpeak with her before the priſon gripe me. 


Enter bis Wile brought tm a C harr. 


Gent. See, here ſhe comes of her {clt. 

Wife. O my ſweet husband, my dear diſtreſſed husband, 
now in the hands of unrelenting Laws, my greateſt ſor- 
row, my extremeſt bleeding; now my ſoul bleeds. 

Huſ. How now ? kind to me ? did not I wound thee, 
leave thee for dead ? 
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| Wife. Tur, far greatcr wounds dd my breaſt tcel, | 

| UNginuncls ltrikes a deeper wound thay itecl, | 

| You have teen [tili unkind to me; 

Hu, Faith, and {01 tink I have; 

([ did my murders rouglily out of hand, 

| De'perate and ſudden, but thou bait 'devis'd | 

| A ine way now to ill me, thou haſt given my eyes | 

| Seven wounds apiece ; now glides the Devil from | 

| Me, departs at every joint, heaves up my nails. 

| O catch him new toim<nts, that were nee invented : 

| Bind him one thouſand more, you bleſſed Angels, 

| In that bottomlets pit, let him not riſe 

| To make men act unnatural Tragedies, 

| Toſprezd into a Father, and in fury, 

| Make tim his Childrens Executioners, | 

Murder bis Wife, his Servants, and who not ? | 

For that man's dack, where Heaven is quite forgot. | 
Wife. O my repentant husband ! | 

| Huſ. My dear toul, whpm I too muci have wrong'd | 

For death | die, and for this | have long'd. | 
Wife. Thou ſhould'ſt nut (be aſſured) for theſe faults 

Die, if the Law could forgive as ſoon as 1. | 


- 


none ned neon 


[ Coiidren laid out. | 

Huſ. \ hat ſight is yonder ? | 
Wife. O our two bleeding Boys | 

| Laid forth upon the threſhold, (crack, | 


| uf. Here's weight enough to make a heart-ſtring | 

| O were it lawful that your pretty ſouls 

; Might look from Heaven into your Father's eyes, | 
Then ſhould you ſee the pznitent glaſſes melt, | 
And both your murders ſhoot upon my cheeks. 

| But you are playing inthe Angels laps, | 
And will not look on me, 

| Who void of grace, kill'd you in-beggery. 

; O that I might my wiſhes now attain, 

| I ſhould then wiſh you living were again ; 

| Though I did beg with you, which thing | fear'd, 
O 'twas the enemy my eyes ſo blear'd. 

, O would you could pray Heaven me to forgive, 

| That will unto my ent repentant live. 

| Wife. It makes me e'en forgct all other ſorrows, 

| And leave part with this, 

| Officer. Come, will you go? 

| #Huf. 11] kiis the blood 1 ipilt, and then Pl go, 

My foul is bloodied, well may my lips be fo. 

Farewel, dear Wite, now thou and | mult part, 

| of thy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 

Wife. O tay, thou ſhalt not go. | 

Huſ. That's but in vain, you ſee it mult be o. | 
Farewel ye bloody aſhes of my Boys, 
My puniſhments are heir eternal joys. | 
Let evcry Father look well into his deeds, 

Aud tacn their Heirs may proſper, while mine bleeds. | 
CExit Huband with Officers, | 

Wife, More wretched am I now in this diſtreſs, 
Than former forrows male me. | 

eWaſt. O kind Wite, be comforted, 
One joy is yet unmurdered, 

You have a Boy at nurie, your joy's in him, 

Wife. Dearer than all is my poor husband's lite : 
Heaven give my body ſtrength, which is yet faint 
With much expence of blood, and | will kncel, 
Sue for his life, number up a'l my friends | 
To plead for pardon for my dear husband's life. 

Mat. Was it in man to wound fo kind a creature? |} 
PII ever praiſe a woman for thy ſake. 

[| mult return with gricf, my anſwer's ſet, 


| ſhall bring news weighs heavier than the debt. | 
Two Brothers, the one in bond lies overthrown, | 
This on a deadlier execution. | 


[Exeunt omnes. | 
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RUTUS. 


eAtus Primus. 


Enter Atey with Thunder and Lightning, all in black, with 
a burning Torch in one hand, and a bloudy Sword in the 
other hand, and preſently let there come forth a Lyon run- 
ning after a Bear, or any other Bea#t, then come forth an 
eArcher, who muſt kill the Lyon in a dumb ſhow, and then 


depart, Remain Atey. 

A With hideous noiſe ſcaring the trembling 
Trees, 

With yelling clamours ſhaking all the Earth, 

Traverſt the Groves, and chac't the wandring Beaſts : 

Long did he range among the ſhady Trees, 

And drave the lilly Beaſts before his Face ; 

When ſuddenly from out'a thorny Bull 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 

Wounded the Lyon with a diſmal ſhaft, 

So he him ſtrook, that it drew forth the bloud, 

And filPd his furious heart with fretting ire ; 

But all in vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, 

And ſparkleth fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 

' For the ſharp ſhaft gave him a mortal wound : 

So valiant Brute, the terrour of the World, 

Whoſe only looks did ſcare his Enemies, 

' The Archer Death brought to his lateſt end. 


Atey. 
In penam ſettatur © Umbra. 


Mighty Lyon, Ruler of the Woods, 
Of wondrous ſtrength and great proportion, 


Scena Prima. 


Oh what may long abide above this ground, 


In ſtate of bliſs and healthful happineſs ! [_ Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Brutus carried in a Chair, Locrine, Camber, Al. 
banaCct, Corineius, Guendelin, Aſſaracus, Debon, 
Thraſimachus. 


Brutus. Moſt loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
T hat have with me, unwortby General, 
Paſſed the greedy Gulf of th* Ocean, 
Leaving the Confines of fair raly, 
Behold, your Brztas draweth nigh his end, 
And 1 muſt leave you, though againſt my will; 
My ſinews ſhrunk,my numbered ſenſes fail, 
A chilling cold poſlefſeth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with viſage pale and wan, 
Preſents himſelf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is to ſtrike : 
Theſe Arms, my Lords, theſe never daunted Arms, 
That oft have quel['d the courage of my Foes, 3 
And eke diſmay'd my Neighbour's arrogance, 
Now yield to Death, o'relaid with crooked Age, 
Devoid of ſtrength and of their proper force ; 
Even as the luſty Cedar worn with years, 
That far abroad her dainty odour throws, 
"Monegſt all the Danghters of proud Lebanor, 
This heart, my Lords, this ne're appalled heart, 
That was a terror to the bordring Lands, 
A doleful ſcourge unto my neighbour Kings, 


Now 


—— —_— —} _ 
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Now by the weapons of unpartial Death, 

[s clove aſunder and bereft of life ; 

As when the ſacred oak with Thunderbolts, 

Sent from the fiery circuit of the Heavens, 

Sliding along the airs celeſtial vaults, 

[s rent and cloven to the very roots, 

\n vain therefore I ſtruggle with this foe, 

Then welcome Death, fiance God will have it ſo. 
Aſſar. Alas my Lord, we ſarrow at your caſe, 

And grieve to ſee your perſon vexed thus ; 

But whatſoe”re the fates determin'd have, 

[t lieth not in us todiſannyul, 

And he that would annihilate his mind, 

Soaring with [cars too near the Sun, 

: May catch a fall with young Bellerophon . 

| For when the fatal Siſters have decreed 

To ſeparate us from this earthly mould, 

| No mortal force can countermand their minds : 

| Then, worthy Lord, ſince there's no way but one, 

Ceaſe your laments, and leave your grievous moan. 
{orin, Your Highneſs knows how many victories, 

How many TrophiesI erected have 

Triumphantly in every place we came 5 

The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraſſns, 

And all the crew of the e Holloſſians : 

Geffarins the arm-ſtrong King of Gals, 

Have felt the force of our victorious Arms, 

And to their coſt beheld gur Chivalrie, 

Where e're Ancora handmaid of the Sun, 

Where e*ce the Sun-bright gardiant of the day, 

Where e're the joyful day with cheerful Light, 

Where e're the Light illuminates the World, 

The Trojans glory flies with foujen wings, 

Wings that do ſoar beyond fell envious flight, 

\ The fame of Brutws and his followers 

Pierceth the $kies, and with the skies the throne 

Of mighty Fove, Commander of the world, 

Then, worthy Bratws, leave theſe ſad laments, 

Comfort your ſelf with this your great renown, 

And fear not Death, though he ſeem terrible. 
Brutus. Nay, (ormeius, you miſtake my mind, 

In conſtruing wrong the cauſe of my complaints, 

[ fear'd not © yield my ſelf to fatal Death, 

God knows it was the leaſt of all my thoughts, 

A greater care torments my very Bones, 

And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 

And in your Lordings doth the ſubſtance lie. 
Thrafi, Moſt noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 

Accompliſh may, toeaſe your lingring grief, 

[ in the name of all proteſt to you, 

That we will boldly enterpriſe the ſame, 

Were it tocater to black Tartarwo, 

Where triple Cerberus with his venomous throat, 

Scareth the Ghoſts with bigh reſonnding noiſe, 

We'll either rent the bowels of the Earth, 

Searching the entrails of the bruitiſh Earth, 

| Or with his /xiozs overdaring ſoon, 

Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru. Then hacken to your Soveraign's lateſt words, 

In which 1 will unto you all unfold, 

Our Royal mind and reſolute intent. 

When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Fove, 

Cover'd my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 

Th'unhappy ſlaughter of my luckleſs Sir, 

Drove me and old. <Afarachus mine Eame, 

As exiles from the bounds of 7raly, 

So that perforce we were conſtrain'd to fly 

To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraſſu, 

There l alone did undertake your cauſe, 

There | reſtor'd your antique liberty, 

Though Gresia frown'd, and all e Afoloſſia Rory d, 

Though brave «Anrigonys, with martial band, 

ln pitched field encountred me and mine, 

Though Pazdraſſus and his contributaries, 


With all the rout of their confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorious memory, 
And wipe the name of Trojans from the Earth : 
Him did | captivate with this mine Arm, 
And by compulſion forc*t him to agree 
To certain Articles, which there we did propound, 
From Grecia through the boiſterous Hellfooms 
We came into the Fields of Leſtrigon, 
Whereat our Brother Corinews was ; 
Which when we paſſed the Ge:b5an gulf, 
And fotransfretting the /lic5an Sea, 
Arrived on the coalts of Aquitan 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gaules 
Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 
Encountring with our hot, ſuſtain'd the foil, 
And for your ſakes my Turns there I loſt : 
T urnus that ſlew fix hundred men at Arms, 
All in an hour, with his ſharp Battle Axe, 
From thence upon the ſtronds of Albion 
To Corus Haven bappily we came, 
And quell'd the Giants, come of, Albion's race, 
With Gogmagog, Son to Samothens, 
The curſed Captain of that damned crew, 
And in that Iſle at length I placed you. 
Now let me ſee,if my laborious toyles, 
[f all my care, if all my grievous wounds, 
[fall my diligence were well employ'd. 
Corin. Kine firſt I followed thee and thine ( brave 
ing 
| hazarded my life and deareſt Blood, 
To purchaſe favour at your Pringely hands, 
And for the ſame in dangerous attempts 
[n ſundry conflicts, and 1n divers broyls, 
| ſhew'd the courage of my manly mind : 
For this I combated with Gathelas, 
The Brother to Goffarius of Gaule : 
For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 
A ſavage Captain of a ſavage crew : 
And for theſe deeds brave Cornwall | receiv'd, 
A grateful gift given by a gracious King 
And for this gift, this life and deareſt Blood, 
Will (ormeius ſpend for Brutus good. 
Deb. And what my Friend, brave Prince, hath yow'd 
to you, 
The ſame will Debon do unto his end. 
Bru. Then, Loyal Peers, ſince you are all agreed, 
And reſolute to follow Brutxs hoſts, 
Favour, my Sons, favour thoſe Orphans, Lords, 
| And ſhield them from the dangers of their foes, 
Locrine, the Columa of my Family, 
And only Pillar of my weakned age: 
Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, | 
And take thy lateſt bleſſings at hus hands ; 
And for thou art the eldeſt of my Sons, 
Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 
And imitate thy aged Fathers ſteps, 
Which will conduct thee to true honours gate 2 
For if thou follow facred virtues lare, 
| Thou ſhalt be crowned with a Laurel branch, 
And wear a wreathe of ſempiternal fame, 
Sorted amongſt the glorious happy ones. 
Locrin. If Locrine do not follow your advice, 
And bear himſelf in all things like a Prince 
That ſeeks to amplifie the great renown, 
{ L-ft unto him for an inheritance 
By thoſe that were his Anceſtours, 
Let me be flung into the Ocean, 
And ſwallowed in the bowels of the Earth. 
Or let the raddy lightning of great Jove, | 
Deſcend upon this my devolted head. 
[Brutus taking Guendeline by the hand, þ 
Brutus. But for 1 ſee you all tobe in doubr, 
Who ſhall be matched with our Royal Son, 
Locrae, receive this preſent at my hand : 


A gift! 
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A gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America, 
Thou ſhalt be ſpouſed to fair Guendeline : / 
Love her, and take her, for ſhe is thine own, 
If ſothy Uncle and her ſelf do pleaſe. 
Corm. and herein how your Highneſs honours me, 
It cannot now be in my ſpeech expreſt : 
For careful Parents glory not ſo much 
At their honour and promotion, 
As for to ſee the iiſue of their Blood 
Seated in honour and proſperity, 
Guend. And far be it from my pure Maiden thoughts, 
To contradid her aged Fathers will. 
Therefore ſince he to whom 1 muſt obey, 
Hath given me now unto your Royal ſelf, 
| will not ſtand aloof from off the lure, 
Like crafty Dames that moſt of all deny 
That, which they moſt deſire to poſlel+. 


Then now my Son thy part is on the ſtage, 
For thou mult bear the perſon of a King. 


Locrine ſtand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the ſtate of Majeſty, 
That thou with honour well maiſt wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreſt theſc my lateſt words, 
As thou requir*ſ my Soul to be at reſt, 
As thou delireſt thine own ſecurity, 
' Cheriſh and love thy new betrothed wife. 
Locrine, No longer let me well enjoy the Crown. 
Than I do peerlefs Grendeline. 
Brut. Camber. 
Cam, My Lord. 
Brut, The glory of mine age, 
And darling of thy Mother Funoger, 
Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there ſhall proceed a Royal race, 
That ſhall maintain the honour of this land, 
That ſway the regal ſcepter with their hands. 


| And Alabanat thy Fathers only joy, 
Youngeſt in years, but not the young'ſt in mind, 

A perfect pattern of all chivalric, 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A country full of hills and ragged rocks, 
Replenihhed with fierce untamed beaſts, 
As correſpondent to thy martial thoughts. 
Live long my Sons with endleſs happineſs, 
And bear firm concordance among your ſelves, 
Obey the counſels of theſe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out violence, 
But ſuddenly through weakneſs of my age, 
And the defect of youthful puiſſance, 
My Maladie increaſeth more and more, 
And cruel Death haſteneth his quickned pace, 
To diſpolleſs me of my earthly thape, 
Mine Eyes wax dim, o're-caſt with clouds of age. 
The pangs of Death compaſs my crazed bones, 
Thus to you all my bleſſings | bequeath, 
And with my bleſſings, this my fleeting Soul. 
My glaſs is run, and all my miſeries 
Do end with life : Death cloſeth vp mine Eyes, 
My Soul in haſt flies to the Elylian fields. 

Loc. Accurſed ſtars, damn'd and accurſed ſtars, 
To abbreviate my noble Father's life, 
Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates, 
Thus to cut off my Father's fatal thred, 
Bratus that was a plory to us all, 
Brutis that was a terror to his foes, 
Alas too ſoon by Demagorgon's knife, 
The martial Bratz is bereit of life, 
No fad comp!aints may move juſt Lacus. 

Co-m. No dreadful threats can fear judge Khodomants, 


[Brutus twrming to Locrine, 
[Locrine kneelsng. 


[Puts the Crown on his head. 


C Turning to Alabanatt, 


{ He dieth. 


; Wert thou as ſtrong as mighty Hercules, 


y 


EE es 


That tam'd the huge monſters of the world, 
Plaid'ſt thou as ſweet, on the ſweet ſounding Lute, 
As did the ſpouſe of fair Exridice, 

That did enchant the waters with his noiſe, 
And made the Stones, birds, beaſts, to lead a dance, 
Conſtrain'd the hilly trees to follow bim, 

Thou conld'ſt not move the judge of Crebre,, 

Nor move compaſlion in grim Plato's heart, 

For fatal Mors expecteth all the world, 

Andevery man mult rread the way of Death, 

Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops fire, - 

Gueſt to the gods, ſuffered nntimely Death, 

And old Fleithonuws Husband to the morn, 

And cke grim 1imes whom jult Fpiter 

D:ign'd to admit unto his ſacrifice, 

Thethundring trumpets of blood-thirſty Mars. 

The fearful rage of fell 7:/ipboer. 

The boiltrous waves of humid Ocean, 

Are inſtruments and tools of diſmal Death. . 

Then noble couſin ceaſe to mourn his chance, 

Whoſe age and years were ſigns that he ſhould die. 

[t reſtcth now that we inter his bones, 

That was a terror to his Enemies. 

Take up his coarſe, and Princes hold him dead, 

Who while he liv'd, upheld the Trojar State. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trizovart, 

There to provide our chieftains Funeral, LExennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo above in a gown, with Ink, 
and Paper mm his hand, ſaying, 


Strum, Either the four Elements, the ſeven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of the Pole Antaſtick,are adverſitive 
againſt me, orelſe I was begotten and born in the wain of | 
the Moon, when every thing, as Lattantins in his fourth 
Book of Conltultations doth ſay, goeth arſward. I Maſters, 
I, you may laugh, but I mnſt weep ; you may joy, but 1 
muſt ſorrow ; ſhedding ſalt tears from the watry Fountains 
of my moiſt dainty fair Eyes, along my comely and ſmooth 
cheeks, in as great plenty as the water runneth from the 
bucking-tubs, or red wine out of the Hogs-heads : for truſt 
me, Gentlemen and my very good Friends, and fo forth : 
the little god, nay the deſperate god Cuprir, with one of his 
vengible birds bolts, hath ſhot me unto the heel : ſo not 
only, but alſo, oh fine phraſe, | burn, [ burn, and I burn a, | 
in love, in love, and in love a, ah Strambo, what haſt thou 
ſeen, not Dina with the Aſs Tom ? Yea with theſe Eyes | 
thou baſt ſeen her, and therefore pull chem out : for they 
will work thy bail. Ah Srrumbe, haſt thou heard the voice 
of the Nightingale, but a voice ſweeter than hers, yea with 
theſe ears haſt thou heard them, and therefore cut them 
off, for they have caus'd thy forrow. Nay Strumbo, kill 
thy ſelf, drown thy ſelf, hang thy ſelf, ſtarve thy ſelf, Oh" 
but then I ſhall leave my ſweet heart, Oh my heart ! Now 
pate for thy Maſter, 1 will dite an aliquant love-piſtle to 
her, and then ſhe hearing the grand verboſity of my Scrip. 
ture, will love my preſently, 

[ Let him write a little, and then read, 

My pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a knife, 1 think the 
more haſte the worſt ſpeed. 

[Then write ag ain, and after read. 

So it is, Miſtris Dorothie, and the ſole eſſence of my Soul, 
that the little ſparkles of affeftion kindled in me towards 
your ſweet ſelf, hath now increaſed to a great flame, and 
will ere it be long conſume my poor heart, except you 
with the pleaſant water of your ſecret Fountain, quench 
the furions heat of the ſame. Alas, I ama Gentleman of 
good fame, «and name, majeftical, in apparel comely, in 
gate portly. Let not therefore your gentle heart be fo. 
hard, as to deſpiſe a proper tall young man of a handſome 
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life, and by deſpiſing him, not only but allo to kill him 
Thus expecting time and tide, | bid you farewel, Your 
Servant, S12mor Strumbo, 

Oh wit, O pate, O memory, O hand, Olank, O Paper. 
Well, now I will ſend it away. Trompart, Trompart, 
what a Villain is this? Why Sicrah, come when your 
Maſter calls you. Tromparte 

[ Trompart entring jaith 
Anon, Sir. 

Strumbo, Thou xnowelt, my pretty Boy, what « 200d 
Malter i have bcen £0 thee cvci ſince 1rook thee into my 
ſervice, 

Trom, |, Sir. 

Strum. And how I have cheriit.ed thee aiwavs, as if 
thou hadſt been the fruit of my Loyn* ,- Fleſh of my 
Fleſh, and Bone of my Bone. 

Trom, I, Sir. 

Strum, Then ihew hy ſelf herein a truſty ſervant, and 
carry this Letter ty Miltrels Dorothy, and tell her. 

[Speaking #12 his Ear. 
LExis Trompart. 

Strum. Nay, Maltcrs, you ſhall ſee a Marriage by and 
| by. Bur here ſhe comes. Now muſt 1 frame my amorous 
| paſſions. 


Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 


Doro, Sigmor Strumbo, well met, 1 > cived your Let- 
ters by your man here, who told me - pittiful ſte.7; of 
your anguiſh, and ſo underſtanding '7our paſſions were 
ſo great, 1 came hither ſpeedily. 


my ingeny is not ſo great, that may declare unto you une 
rental ſobs, and broken ſleeps that I ſuffered for your 
ſake; and therefore 1 deiire you to receive me into your 
familiarity. 


For your Love doth lie, 

As near and a: mgh, 

Unto my heart within, 

As mine Eye to my Noſe, 

My Leg unto my Hoſe, 

| And my Fleſh nnto my Sku, 
Dor. Truly , Mr. Strumbo , you ſpeak too. learnedly 
for me to underſtand the dritt of your mind, and there- 
fore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles, | 


when I moſt would, 1 cannot be underſtood : ſo that my 
great learning is an inconvenience unto me. But to ſpeak 
in plain terms, I love you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, if you like 
to accept me into your familiarity. 
Dor, If this be all, I am content, 
[Turning to the people. 
Strum. Say*ſt thou ſo, ſweet Wench, let melick thy 
Toes. Farewel, Miſtreſs, If any of you. be in love, 
provide ye a -Cap Caſe full of new coin'd words, and 
then ſhall you ſoon have the ſuccado de labres, and ſome- 
thing elle, 

| [Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine , Guendeline, Camber, AlbanaCt , Cori- 
neins, Aſſarachus, Debon, Thraſimachus. , 


Locrine. Uncle and Princes of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble Father is Egtomb*d, 
As beſt beſeem'd fo brave a Prince as he, 
If ſo' you pleaſe, this day my Love and I, 


\Within the Temple of Concordia, 


Will folemnize our Royal Marriage. 


3 


Thra. Right noble Lord, your ſubjects every oa, 


Muſt needs obey your Highnels at command, 
Eſpecially in ſuch a cauſe as this, 


That much; concerns yoar Highneſs great content. 
Locr. Then frolick, Lordings, to fair Concords Walls, 


Where we will pals the day in Kaigltly ſports, 
\ The night in Dancing and in figured Masks, 
| And offt-r ro God Riſ all our ſports. 


269] 


[Exeunt. 
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V Hen Perſeus married fair Andromeda, 

The only D.ughicc of Zing Cephens, 
He thought he had eſtabliſht wel! his Crown, 
And that his Kingdom tnould for aye endure, 


Strum. Alas, Miſtreſs Dorothy, this is my luck, that | 


But lo proud Phinexs with a Band of men, 
Contriv'd of Sun burnt <Erhiopians, 


| Strum, Oh, my ſweet and Piglney, the fecundity of | By ferce of Arms the Bride he took from him, 


And tury'd their joy into a flood of tears. _ 
So fares it with young Locrine and his Love, 
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day, this foul accurſed day, 

Is the beginning of bis miſeries. , * 

- Behold where Humber and bis Scythian: 
Approacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 
! need not I, the ſequel ſhall declare, 

What tragick chances fell out in this War. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Eſtrilo, Segar, 


axd their Souldiers. 


Hum. At length the Snail doth climb the higheſt tops, 


Afcending up the ſtately Caſtle Walls, 

At length the Water with continual drops, 
Doth penetrate the hardeſt marble ſtone, 

At length we are arrived in Albion, 

Nor could the barbarous Dacian, Soyeraign, 
Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia 

Stay us from cutting over to this Iſle 
Whereas | hear a Troop of Phrygians 

Under the ConduCt of Poſthumins Son, 

Have pitch'd up Lordly Pavillions, 

And hope to proſper in this lovely Iſle : 

But I will fruſtrate all their Fooliſh hope, 
And teach them that the Scythian Emperout 
Leads Fortune tied in a Chain of Gold, 
Conſtraining her to yield unto his will, 

And grace him with their Regal Diadem : 
Which I will have, maugre their treble Hoſts, 
And all the power their petty Kings can make. 


Grant us the honour of the Victory, 

As hitherto ſhe always favour'd us, 

Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 
Enthronis'd in Seats of Topaz ſtones, 


That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 
Bbbb 


Atus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thun 
dring, let there come forth this ſhow . Perſeus and An- 
dromeda, hand in hand, and Cepneus alſo with Swords 
and Targets, Then let there come out of another Door 
Phineus , all black, 1: Armour , with «Ethiopians after 
him, driving in Perſeus, and having taben away Andro- 
meda, ler them depart. Ate remaining, ſaying, 


Hubba, It ſhe that rules fair Rhamns golden Gate; 


[ Exeunt. 


None 
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| And courage follows with emboldened pace, 


. } And baſhful Eos Meſſenger of light, 
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None muſt be King” but Humber and his Son, 
Hum. Courage my Son, Fortune ſhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bayes, 


| | That decketh none but noble Conquerours : 


But what faith £/rid to theſe Regions ? 
How liketh ſhe the temperature thereof? 
Are they not plcafant in her gracious Eyes ? 


And overſpre ad with party-coloured Flowers, 

Do yield ſweet contentation to my mind, 

The airy Hills enclos'd with ſhady Groves, 

The Groves repleniſht with ſweet chirping Birds, 
The Rirds reſounding Heavenly Melody, 

Are equal to the Groves of Theſſaly, 

Where Pheabiu with theſe learned ([adies nine, 
Delight themſelves with muſick Harmony, 

And from the moiſture of the Mountain tops, 

The fileat ſprings dance down with murmuring ſtreams, 
And water all the ground with cryſtal Waves, 

The gentle blaſts of Ewrw modeſt Wind, 

Moving the pittering leaves of S:lvane's Woods, 

Do equal it with Tempe's Paradiſe, 

And thus comforted all to one effect, 

Do make me think theſe are the happy Iſles, 

Moſt fortunate if Zumber may them win. 

Hubba. Madam, whete reſolution leads the way, 


Fortune can never uſe her Tyrarny ; 

For valiantneſs is like pnto a Rock 

That ſtandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 

Which though the Billows beat on every fide, 


| 


The Rearward ſhall be under me my ſelf ; 
And lovely El#rid fair and gracious, 

if Fortune favour me in mine attempts, 
Thou ſhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 
Fortnne ſhall favour me in mine attempts, 
And make thee Queen of lovely «Albion. 
Come let us in and muſter up our Train, 


Elftr. The Plains, my Lord, garniſht with Flora's wealth, | And furniſh up our luſty Souldiers, 
i That they may be a Bulwark to our ſtate, 


And bring our wiſhed joyes to perfet end. 
[Exeunt, 


Scera Tertia. 


Enter 5crambo, Dorothy, Trompart, Cobling 
Shooes, and ſinging. 


Trom, We Coblers i2ad a merry life : 
eAll. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. Void of all enyy and ſtrife : 

eAll. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. Our eaſe is great, our labour ſmall : 
.All, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. And yet our gains be much withal : 
All. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. With this art ſo fine and fair: 

All. Dan, can, dan, dan. 

Trom, No occur.ation may compare : 

Al!. Dan diddle dan. 

Strum, For merry paſtime and joyful glee : 


And Boreas fell with his tempeſtuous ſtorms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, ] 
Yet it remaineth ſtill unmoveable. 
Hum. Kingly reſoly'd, thou glory of thy fire ; | 
But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties 

Briog'ſt thou unto our Royal Majelty ? 

Seg. My Lord, the youngeſt of all Brut: Sons, 
Stout AlbanaF, with millions of men, 

Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e're the Morn, 

To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 

Hum. Tut, let him come with millions of Hoſts, 

He ſhall find entertainment good enough, 

Yea fit for thoſe that are our Enemics : 

For we'll receive them at the Lances points, 

And maſlacre their Bodies with our Blades : 

Yea though they were in number infinite, 

More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 

Semiramy the ruler of the Weſt, 

Brought *gainſt the Emperour of the Scythians, 

Yet would we not ſtart back one foot from them : 

That they might know we are invincible. 

Hub, Now by great Fove the ſupream King of Heaven, 


And the immortal gods that live therein, 
When as the Morning ſhews his chearful Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 


Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 

ll meet young «Albaret in the open held, 

And crack my Launce upon his Burganer, 

To try the valour of his Boyiſh ſtrength : 

There will I ſhew ſuch ruthful ſpeacles 

And cauſe ſo great effuſion of bloud, 

That all his Boyes ſþall wonder at my ſtrength : 

As when the Warlike Queen of Amazon, 

Pentheſilea armed with her Launce, 

Girt with a Corlſlet of bright ſhining ſteel, 

Coopt up the faint-heart Grecsa7s in the Camp. 
Hum, Spoke like a warlike rom 5 my noble Son, 

Nay, like a Prince that ſeeks his Father's Joy, 

Therefore to Morrow ere fair Tian ſhine, 


Expels the liquid ſleep from out mens Eyes, 
Thou ſhalt condudt the right Wing of the Hoſt, 
The left Wing ſhall be under Segar's charge, 


Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Cov. Moſt happy men we Coblers be : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom, The Can ſtands full of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum, In our Shop ſtill withouten fail: 
Dan diddle dan, 

Dor. This is our meat, this is 9ur food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom, This brings us to a merry mood ; 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. This makes us work for Company : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. To pull the Tankards cheerfully : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom, Drink to thy Hesband Dorothy, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor, Why th-n my Serwmbo there's to thee : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum, Drink thou the reſt Trompart amain : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fill't again: 
Dan diddle dan, 


Cap. The pooreſt ſtate is fartheſt from annoy, 
How merrily he ſitteth on his ſtool : 

But when he ſees that needs he muſt be preſt, 
He'll turn/his note and fing another tune, 
Ho, by your leave Maſter Cobler. 

Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman, what will you 
any old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your Shooes 
clouted, I will do them as well as any Cobler in Cathnes 
whatſoever ? | 

[Captain ſhewing him Preſs-money.' 

O Maſter Cobler, you are far deceived in me, for 

don you ſee this? I come not to bny any Shooes, but to: 


| buy your ſelf; come, Sir, you muſt be a Souldier in the] 


King's Caufe. | 

Strum, Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 

Commiſſion to take any man againſt his will. 1 pro- 

miſe you, I can ſcant believe-it, or did he give you Com- 
miſſion ? | 

Cap. OSir, ye need not care for that, I need no Com- 

4 miſſion : 
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miſſion: hold here, I command you in the name of our 
King Albana{, to appear to morrow in the Town-Houſe 
of Cathnes. : 

Strum, King Nattabell, 1 cry God mercy, what tave 
we to do with him, or he with us ? but you Sir Malter 
Capontail, draw your Paſtboard, or elſe 1 promile you, 
Pl] give you a Canvaſado with a Baſtinado over your 
ſhoulders, and teach you to come hither with your imple- 
ments, 

Cap. | pray thee good Fellow be content , 
Kings Command. 

Strum. Put me out of your Book then, 

Cap. 1 may not. 

[ Strumbo ſnatching up 4 ſtaff. 

No will, come, Sir, will your ſtomach terve you, by 
gogs blew hood and halidom , I will have a bout with 
you. [Fight both. 


Enter Thrafimachus, 


Thra. How now, what noiſe,what ſudden clamor's this? 
How now, my Captain and the Cobler ſo hard at it ? 
Sirs what is your quarrel ? 

(ap. Nothing , Sir, but that he will not take Preſs: 
money. 

Thra. Here, good Fellow, take it at my command, 
Unleſs you mean to be ſtretch'd. 

Strum. Truly, Maſter Gentleman, Ilack no money, if 
you pleaſe I will reſign it to one 0: theſe poor Fellows. 

Thra. No ſuch matter, 
Look you be at the common Houſe tommorrow. 

LExit. Thraſimachus and the Captain. 

Strum. O Wife have ſpun a fair thread, if I had been 
quiet, I had not been preſt, and therefore well may 1 
wayment ; But come Sirrah, ſhur up, for we mult to the, 
Wars. [ Exennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Albanaft, Debon, Thraſimachus, 
and the Lords. 


Alb. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, 
Whoſe trenchant Blades with our deceaſed Sire, 


Paſſing the Frontiers of brave Grecia, 

Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm bloud, 
Now is the time to manifeſt your wills, 

Your haughty minds and reſolutions, 

Now opportunity. is offered 

To try your courage and your earnelt zeal, 
Which you always proteſt to Albanat, 

For at this time, -yea at this preſent time, 

Stout Fugitives-come from the Scythians bounds, 
Have peſtred every place with mutinies : 


To perſecute the Raſcal. Runnagates, 
Till all the Rivers ſtained with their bloud, 
Shall fully ſhew their fatal overthrow. 
Deb. So ſhall your Fora rw great renown, | 
And. imitage your aged Father's ſteps. : 
Alb. But tell me,Couſin,cam'ſt thou through the plains? 
And ſaw'ſt thou there the faint-heart Fugitives 


| Muſtring their weather: beaten Souldiers, 


What order keep they in their marſhalling ? 
Thra. After we paſt the Groves of (aledone, 
We did behold the ſtragling Scythians Camp, 
Repleat with men, ſtor'd with munition ; 
There might we ſee the valiant minded Knights 


| Fetching Carriers along the ſpacjous plains, 


Humber and Hubba arm'd in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courſers white as Snow, 
Went to behold the pleaſant flowring fields ; 


| Heltor and Troilus, Priamus, lovely Sons, 


But truſt me, Lordings, I will never ceaſe 


,Chaling the Grecsars over Simorrs, 
Were not to be compared to theſe two Knights, 
Alva. Well haſt thou painted ont in Eloquence 
The Portraiture of Humber and his Son ; 
As fortunate as was Polycrates, 
Yet ſhould they not eſcape our conquering Swords, 
Or boaſt of ought but of our Clemency. 


I do che | 


— 


Enter Strumbo and Trompatt crying often; 


Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch, &c. | 

Thra.Wuhat Sirs,what mean you by theſe clamors made, 
Thole outcries raiſed in our ſtately Court ? 

Strum. Wild-hre and pitch, wild fire and pitch. 

Thrs. Villains I fay, tell us the cauſe hercof? 

Strum. Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch. 

Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noiſe, 
Or with my Lance, I will prick your Bowels out. 

All. Where are your Houſes, where's your dwelling 


| Kings Palaces: Ha, ha, ha. But becauſe you ſeem to 


| Country Wives to-waſh Bucks withal, And that which 


| wicked Flames did roaſt; 


place ? 

Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh a month and a day at 
him z place.! I cry God mercy, why do you think that 
ſuch poor honeſt men as we be, hold our Habiracles in 


be an abominable Chieftain, I will tell you your ſtate. 


From the top to the toe, 

From the head to the ſhoe ;, 

From the beginning to the ending. 
From the building to the burning. 


This honeſt Fellow and I had our manſion Cottage in 
the Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mercury. 
And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens, the Scyrhi- | 
ans, what do you call them? with all the Suburbs, were 
burnt to the ground, ; and the aſhes are left there for the 


grieves the moſt, my loving Wite , O cruel ſtrife ; the 


And therefore Captain Cruſt, 
We will continually cry, 
Except you" ſeek, a remedy, 
Our Houſes to retedify, 
Which now are burnt 16 duſt. 


Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, 
Alba. VVell, we muſt remedy theſe outrages, 

And throw revenge upoa their hateful Heads, 

And you good Fellows for your Houſes burnt, 

V Ve will remugnerate your ſtore of God, 

| And build your Houſeg'by our Palace Gate. 

Strumbo, Gate ! O: petty Treaſan to my Perſon, n© 
where elſe but; by. your. backſide ; Gate ! oh how Lan 
vexed in my Coller: Gate! I cry God mercy, do you 
hear, Maſter Xing ? If. you mean to gratifie fuck poor 
men, as we be, you mult build our Houſes by the T 
vern. 

Alba. It ſhall be done, Sir. | 

Strum, Near the Tavern, 1, by Lady, Sir, it was {po- 
ken like a good Fellows Do you hear, Sir ? when out 
Houle is builded, if you do-chance to paſs or re-paſs that 
way, we will: beſtow a Quart of the beſt VVine upou 
you ? ' [ Exit. 
Alb. It grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
Should thus be ſpoiled by the Scythians, is 
VVhoas you ſee with lightfoot Forragers, 

Depopulate the places where they come, 
But curſed Humber thou ſhalt rue the day 
That ere thou cam'(t unto Cathreſia. wok, i 
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' The Trogedy of Loctine. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Truſlier, and 
 Serld 


ener 8, 


Hum, Hubba, go takea Coronet of our Horſe, 
As many Lanciers, and light-armed Knights, 
As may ſuffice for ſuch an enterpriſe, 
And vlach them in the Grove of Chalcedon, 
Wirth theſe, when as the skirmiſh doth encreaſe, 
Retire thou from the ſhelters of the wood, 
And ſet upon the weakned Trojans backs, 
For policy joyned with Chivalry, 
Can never be put back from Victory. | 

LExennt. 


Enter AlbanaQt, Clowns with him. 


Alb. {b. baſe born Hum, how durſt thou be fo 
2 

As once to menace warlike eAlbanatt ? 
The Commander of theſe Regions, 
But thou ſhalt buy thy raſhneſs with thy Death, 
And rue too late thy over-bold attempts, 
For with this Sword, this Inſtrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
Ple ſeparate thy Body from thy Head, 
And ſet that Coward Blood off thine abroach, 

Strum, Nay with this ſtaff great Strwmbo's {nſtrument, 
| Ple crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythiar. 

Hum. Nor wreak I of thy threats thou princox Boy, 
Nor do I fear thy fooliſh infolency, 
And but thou better uſe thy b blade, 
Than thou doſt rule thy overflowing Tongue, 
Superbious Britain, thou ſhalt know teo ſoon 
The force of Humber and his Scythian. 


[ Let them fight. 


Strum, O horrible, terrible. 


Scena Sexta. 


Sound the Alarm, Enter Humber and bis Souldiers. 


Hum. How bravely this young Britain, Albanatt, 

Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of war, 
_ down millions with his furious mood : 
And in his glory triumphs over all, 
Moving the maſlie ſquadrants of the ground ; + 
Heap Hills on Hills, to ſeale the ſtarry $kie : 
As when Briarexs armed with an hundred hands, 
Flung forth an hundred mountains at great Fove, 
And when the monſtrous gyant e Honichus 
| Hurſ'd mount Olympas at Mars his targe, 

| And ſhot huge Cedars at «s ſhield. 
How doth he overlook with haughty front 
{ My fleeting hoſt, and lifts his lofty face 
1 Againſt us all that now do fear his force, 
Like as we ſee the wrathful Sea from far, 
In a gregt mountain with hideous noiſe, 
With thouſand billows beat againſt the _ 
And toſs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 
| ' [Sound the Alarm. 
Hum, A me, I fear my Hubba is ſurpris'd, 


Sound again. Enter Albana@t. 


Alba, Follow me, Sauldiers, follow Albanat ; 
Purſue the Scythians flying through the field : 

| Let none of them eſcape with Viſtory : 

That they may know the Britain: force is more 


i 


th. 


[ Humber ard bis Souldiers r1n in. 


——_— 


4a. At th 


Than all che power of the trembling Hnn:, 
Thra. Forward, brave Souldiers, forward, keep the 
chaſe, 
He that takes Captive Humber or his Son, 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of gold. 


Sound Alarm , then let them fight , Humber give back, 
Hubba Enters at their backs, and kills Debon , let 
Strumbo fall down, AlbanaCt run in, and afterwards 
enter Wounded. 


Alba. 1njurious Fortune, haſt thou croſt me thus ? 
Thus in the Morning of my Victories, 
Thus in the prime of my felicity 
To cutme off by fuck hard overthrow. 
Hadſt thou no time thy rancour todeclare, 
But in the ſpring of all my dignities ? 
Hadſt thou no place to ſpit thy venome out, 
But on the perlon of young Albanatt ? 
[ that e're while did ſcare mine Enemies, 
And drove them almoſt to a ſhameful flight : 
[ that ere while full Lyon-like did face 
Amongſt the dangers of the thick throng'd pikes, 
Muſt now depart moſt lamentably ſlain 
By Humber's Treacheries and Fortunes ſpights : 
Curſt by their charms, damn'd be her curſed charms 
That doth delude the wayward hearts of men, 
Of men that truſt unto her fickle wheel, 
Waich never leaveth turging upſide down. 
O gods, O heavens, allot me but the place 
Where | may find her hateful manſion, 
le paſs the Alps to watry Aeroe, 
Where fiery Phebss in his chariot, 
The wheels whereof are deckt with Emeralds, 
Caſt ſuch a heat, yea ſuch a ſcorching heat, 
And ſpoileth Flora of her chequered graſs, 
le overturn the mountain Caucsſus, 
Where fell Chimera ig her triple ſhape, 
Rolleth hot Flames from out her monſtrous panch, 
Scaring the beaſts with iſſue of her gorge, 
Ple paſs the frozen Zone where lcy flakes 
Stopping the pallage of the fleeting Ships 
Do lie, like mountains in the congeal'd Sea, 
VVhere if I find that hatefu} Houſe of Hers, 
le pull the fickle wheel from ont her hands, 
And tie her ſelf in everlaſting bands: 
But all in vain I breathe theſe rhreatnings, 
The day is loſt, the Hunns are conquerors, 
Debon is (lain, my men aredone to Death, 
The currents ſwift ſwim violently with Blood, 
And laſt, O that this laft Ni F long laft, 
My ſelf with wounds paſt all recovery, _ 
Muſt leave my Crown for Humber to pollels. 
Strum, Lord have Metcy upon us, Maſters, 1think this 
is a Holy-day, every man lies fleeping in the fig]ds, but 
God knows full ſore ſt their wills. | 
Thra. Fly, noble , and ſave thy ſelf, 
The Scythian: follow with great celerity, ' 
And there's no way but fight, or ſpeedy Death, 
Flie, noble Albana&, and fave thy ſelf. 
Sound the Alarm, 


Alba. Nay let them flie that fear to die the Death, 
That tremble at the name of fatal ors, | 
Ne're ſhall prond #/umber boaſt or brag himſelf, 

That he hath | Put young Albanatt to flight : 

And leſt he d triumph at my decay, 

This Swordſball reave his Mafter of his life, 


| That oft bath ſay'd bjs Maſters doubtful life : 


But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 
Revenge my Death ypon his Traiterous Head. 


Et vo1 qneis domns eft nigr anti rega ditis, 
Qui regitis rigido ſtygios moger amine lucos : 


Nox ceci regina poli furialis Erinnys, 7 
Duque 


E. 


-. _—_— F _ 
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Diique deque omnes Albanum tollue regem, 
Tellute fluminets und rigidaque palude 
Nunc me fata vocant, hoc condam pettore ferrum. 


[Thruſt himſelf through. 
Enter Trumpact. 


O what hath he done ? his noſe bleeds : but I ſmell a Fox, 
Look where my Maſter lies, Maſter, Maſter, 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for 1 am dead. 
Trump. Yet one, good, good, Maſter. 
Strum, | will not ſpeak, for | am dead, I tell thee. 
Trump, And is my Maltcr dcad ? 
O ſticks and ſtones, brickbats and bones, 
and is my Maſter dead ? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatrices, 
that in the Woods dwell : 
You briers and brambles, you Cook-ſhops and ſhambles, 
come howl and yell. 
With howling and ſcreeking, with wailing and weeping, 
come you to lament. 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Ruſticks of Royden, 
and Fiſhers of Ken. 
For Strumbs the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler 
of Cathnes Town : 
At this ſame ſtoure, at this very hour 
lies dead on the ground. 
O Maſter, thieves, thieves, thieves. 
Strum. Where be they ? cox me tunny , bobekin, let 
me be riſing, be gone, we ſhall be robb'd by and by, 


Scena Oftava. 


Enter Hamber, Hubba, Segar, Thraſſier, Eſtrild, 
and the Souldiers. 


Hum, Thus from the dreadful ſhocks of furious Mars's 
Thundring Alarms, and Rhamnuſia's Drum 
We are retired with joyful Vidctory, 
The ſlayghter'd Trojans ſqueltring in their blood, 


| InfeCt the air with their carcaſſes, 


And are a prey for every ravenous bird. 
Eſtrild. So periſh they that are our enemies. 
So periſh they that love not Humber's weal. 
And mighty Fove, Commander of the World, 
| Prote&t my love from all falſe treacheries. 
Hum. Thanks, lovely Eſtrild, ſolace to my ſoul, 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar'd againſt the men of «Albany, 
Loe here a flowritng Garland wreath*d of Bay, 
As a reward for this thy forward mind, Rn 
[Set 5t on bs head. 
Hub. This unexpected honour, noble Sire, 
Will prick my courage unto braver deeds, 
And cauſe me to attempt ſuch hard exploits, _ 
That all the world ſhall ſound of Zubba's name. 
Hum. And now, brave Souldiers, for this good ſucceſs, 
Carouſe whole cups of Amazoman Wine, 
Sweeter than None or eAmbroſua, 
And caſt away the clods of curſed. care, 
With Goblets crown'd with Semelews gifts, 
Now let us march to Ab# ſilver ſtreams, 
That clearly glide along the Champane fields, 
And moiſt the grafſie meads with humid drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, ſound up cheerfully, 
Sith we return with joy and victory. 


T he Tragedy of Locrine. 
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Aus Tertins, Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, The dumb ſhow. A Crocodile ſuting on 
a rivers bank, and a little Snake ſtinging it. Then 
let both of them fall into the water. 


Ate. C\Celera in authorem c adnunt. 
High on a bank by Ni boiſterous ſtreams, 
| Fearfully ſat th'Fyyprian Crocodile, 


Dreadfully griading in her ſharp long teeth, 

The broken bowels of a ſilly fiſh, 

His back was arm'd againſt the dint of ſpear, 
With ſhields of braſs that ſhin'd like buraiſht gold, 
And as he ſtretched forth his cruel paws, 

A ſubtil Adder creeping cloſely near, 

Thrulting his forked ſting into his claws, 

Privily ſhed his poiſon through his bones, 

Which made him ſwell that there his bowels burſt, 
That did ſo much in his own greatneſs truſt. 

So Humber baving conquered Albana?, 

Doth yield his glory unto Locrine's ſword. 

Mark what enſues, and you may eaſily ſee, 

That all our life is but a Tragedy. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Corinetius, Aſaracus, 
Thraſimachus, Camber. 


Locrine. And is this true, is Albanatu ſlain? 
Hath curſed Humber with his (tragling Hoſt, 
With that his Army made of Mungrel Currs, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his end ? 

O that I had the Thracian Orphexs harp, 

For to awake our of the infernal ſhade 

Thoſe ugly Devils of black Erebus, 

That might torment the damned Traitor's ſoul : 
O that I bad Amphion's inſtrument 

To quicken with his vital notes and tunes 

The flinty joints of every ſtony rock, 

By which the Scythians might be puniſhed ; 
For, by the lightning of almighty ove, 

The Hunn ſhall die, bad he ten thouſand lives : 
And would to God he had ten thouſand lives, 
That I might with the arm.ſtrong Hercules 
Crop off ſo vile an Hye 8's hiſſing heads. 

But ſay me, Couſin, for I long to hear, 

How Albaenatt came by untimely death ? 

Thrafi. After the traiterous Hoſt of Scythians 
Entred the field with Martial equipage, 


— 


Young Albanatt, impatient of delay, 

Led forth his Army *gaiaſt the ſtragling mates, 
Whoſe multitude did daunt our Souldiers minds, 
Yet nothing could diſmay the froward Prince ; 
But with a conrage molt heroical, 

Like to a lion *mongſt a flock of lambs, 

Made havock of the faint-keart fugitives, 
Hewing a paſſage through them with his ſword ; 
Yea we had almoſt given them the repulſe, 
When ſuddenly from out the ſilent wood 

Hubba with twenty thouſand Souldiers, 
Cowardly came upon our weakned backs, 

And murthered all with fatal maſlacce ; 

Amongſt the which old Debon, Martial Knight, 
With many wounds was brought unto the death : 
And Albanatt oppreſt with multitude, 

Whilſt valiantly he feld his enemies, 

Yielded his life and honour to the duſt, 
He being dead, the Souldiers fled amain, 

{ 


[Exit. | 


| 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 


' And 1 alone eſcaped them by flight, 
To bring you Tidings of theſe accidents. 
Locr. Not aged Priam King of ſtately 7roy, 
Grand Emperour of barbarous Aſus, 
| When he beheld his noble minded Sons 
Slain traiterouſly by ail the e Mirmidons, 
Lamented more than | for Albanatt. 
Guen. Not Hecubathe Queen of Ilimm, 
When ſhe beheld the town of Pergamw, 
{ Her palace burnt, with all-devouring flames, 
Her fifry Sons and Daughters freſh of hue, 
Murthered by the wicked Pyrrhus bloody Sword, * 
Shed ſuch ſad tears as | for Albanalt. 
| Cam, The grief of Niobe fair Athens Queen, 
For her ſeven Sans magnanimous in field, 
For her ſeven Daughters fairer than the faireſt, 
ls not to be compar*d with my laments. Þ 
Cor, In vain you ſorrow for the ſlaughtered Prince, 
ln vain you ſorrow for his overthrow ; 
He loves not moſt that doth lament the moſt, 
But he that ſeeks to venge the injury. 
Think you toquell the Enemies warlike train, 
With childiſh tobs and womaniſh laments ? 
Unſheath your Swords,unſheath your conquering Sword ? 
And (eek revenge, the coinfort for this ſore : 
In Cor-wall where I hold my Regiment, 
Even jult ten thouſand valiant men at Arms 
Hath Corineius ready at command : 
All theſe and more, if need fhafl more require, 
Hath Corineis ready at command, 
Cam, And in the fields of martial Cambria, 
Cloſe by the boiſtrous 1ſcaz's Silver ſtreams, 
Where light foot Fairies skip from bank to bank, 
Full twenty thouſand brave couragious Knigits 
Well exercis'd in feats of Chivalrie, 
In manly manner moſt invincible, 
Young Camber hath with gold and viCtual; 
All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 
I offer up to venge my Brothers Death. 
Loc. Thanks,loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For this revenge z for this ſweet word Revenge 
Muſt eaſe and ceaſe my wrongful injuries , 
And by the Sword of bloody Mars | ſwear, 
Ne're ſhall ſweet quiet enter this my front, 
'Till I be venged oa bis traiterous Head 
That ſlew my noble Brather Albanalt. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, muſter up the camp, 


For we will ſtraight march to Algania. 
| [Exennt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Humber, Eſtrild, Hubba, Truſlier, axd 
the Souldiers. 


Hum. Thus are wecomc,iftorious Conquerour : 
Unto the flowing currents Sitver ſtreams, 

Which, in memorial of our victory, 
Shall be agnominated by our name, 

And talked of by our poſterity: _ 

For ſure | hbpe before the golden Sun 
Poſteth his Horſes to fair Theris plains, 
To ſee the waters turned into blood, 
And change his blewiſh hue to rucful red, 
By reaſon of the fatal maſlacre, h 
Which ſhall be made upon. the virent plaios. 


Enter the, Ghoſt of Albanact. 


| 


' See how the Traitor doth preſage his harm, 


See how he triumphs at his proper loſs. 
O Fortune vile, unſtable, fickle, frail! 
Hum. Methinks | ſee both Armies in the field, 

Che broken lances climb the Cryſtal skies, 

Some headleſs lie, ſome breathleſs on the ground, 
Andevery place is ſtcew'd with carcaſſes, * 
Behold the graſs hath loſt his pleaſant green, 

The ſweerelt ſight that ever might be leen. 

Gooft, 1,Traiterous Hwmber, thou ſhalt find it ſo, 

Yea fo thy coſt thou ſhalt the ſame behold, 

With anguiſh, ſorrow, and with ſad laments; 
The graſlie plains, that now do pleaſe thine Eyes, 
Shall ere the night be coloured all with blood; 
The ſhadie groves that now incloſe thy camp, 
And yield tweet favour tothy damned corps, 
Shall e're the night be figured all with blood ; 
The profound ſtream that paſſerh by thy Tents, 
And with his moiſture ferveth all thy Camp, 
Shall e*re the Night converted be to Blood, 
Yea with the Blood of thoſe thy ſtragling Boys : 
For now revenge ſhall eaſe my lingring grief, 
And now revenge ſhall glut my Jonging Soul. 
Hub. Let come what will, 1 mean to bear it out, 
And either live with glorious victorie, 
Or die with fame renown'd for chivalrie : 
He is not worthy of the haney comb, 
That ſhuns the hives becauſe the bees have ſtings ; 
That likes me beſt that is not got with eaſe, 
Which thouſand dangers do accompany z 
For nothing candiſmay our Regal mind ; 
Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown, 
The only upſhot of mine enterpriſes. 
Were they inchanted in grim Pluto*s Court, 
And kept for treaſure *mongſt his helliſh crew, 
[| would either quell the triple Cerberus 
Andall the Army of his hateful hags, 
Or roll the Stove with wretched Sy/iphus. 


| 


[See bow he glories at his own decay, 


[2 
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Hum. Right martial by thy thoughts, my noble Son, 
And all thy words ſayour of Chivalrie, | 
But, warlike Segar, what ſtrange accidents 
Make yon to leave the warding of the Camp ? 
Segar. To armes, my Lord, ro hononrable arms ; 
Take helm and targe in hand, the Britains come 
With greater multicnde than erſt the Greeks 
Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos, 
Hum, But what faith Segar to theſe accidents ? 
What Counfel gives he in extremities ? 
Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Reſolution is a fole help at need. 
And this, my Lord, our bonour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every enterpriſe ; 
Then fince there is no wy but hight or die, 
Be reſolute, my Lofd, for Vidtory. 
Hum. And reſolate, Segar, I mean to be, 
Perhaps ſome blisful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State : 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 


So ta withſtand their ſtrong invaſion. 
[ Exennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Strumbo, Trumpart, Oliver, and bs Son 
William following them. 


Strum. Nay neighbour Oliver, if you be ſo whot,, come 
prepare your ſelf, your ſhall find two as ſtout fellows of us, 
as any in all the North. 

Oliver. No by my dorth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich zee 
dat you are a man of ſmall zideration, dat will zeck to 
injure your old vreends, one of your vyamiliar gueſts, and 
derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 

Ich 


Ss 


<—_— 


 & 


| The Tragedy of Lorne. 


_— —  -- - 


be fardeſt vrom ceaton; how zay you, will you have my 
Daugtuer or no ? 

Strumbho. A very hard queſtion, Neighbour, but I will 
ſolve it as | may : what reaſon have you to demand it 
of me? 

Will. Marry Sir, what reaſon had you when my Siſter 
was in the batn to tumble her ppon the Hay, and to fiſh 
her Belly, 

Strum, Maſs thou fay*ſt true ; well, but would you 
have me marry her therefore ? No, I ſcorn her, and you, 
and you : 1, I icorn you all, 

Ol. You will not have her then ? 

Strum. No, as | am a true Gentleman. 

Will, Then will we School you, e're yo! and we part 
hence. 


Enter Margerie, and ſnatches the ſtaff out of her 
Brothers hand as be 6s fightsng. 


Strum, I, you come in pudding time, or elſe I had dreſt 
them. 

Mar. You Maſter ſawce-box, Lobcock, Cocks comb, 
you ſloplawce, lickfingers, will you not hear ? 

Strum, Who ſpeak you to, me? 

Mar. | Sir, to you, Fob lackhoneſty,little-wit, is it you 
that will have none of me? 

Strum. No by my troth, Miſtreſs nicebice, how fine you 
can nick-name me; I think you were brought up ia the 
Univerſity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo ready 
at your Tongues end, as if you were never well warned 
when you were young. 

Mer. Why then goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewel. 7 

Strum, If you be ſo plain, Miſtreſs driggie-draggle, fare 
you well. 

Mar. Nay, Maſter Strumbo, e're you go from hence we 
mult have more words, you will have none of me ? 


Strum. Oh my head, my head, leave, leave, leave, 1 
will, I will, I will. 

Mar, Upon that condition I let thee alone, 

Oliv, How now Maſter Srrumbo , hath my Daughter 
taught you a new leſſon ? = 

Strum. 1 but hear you, goodman Olzver , it will not be 
for my eaſe to have my head broken every day, therefore 
remedy this, and we ſhall agree, 

Oliv. Well, Zon, well, for you are ay con now, all 
ſhall be remedied, Daughter be friends with him. 

[Shake bands, 

Strum, You are a ſweet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- 
ſters, I think it be my luck, my firſt wife was a loving quiet 
wench, but this 1 think would weary the Devil. | 
would ſhe might be burnt as my other VVife was; if not, 


I muſt run to the Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haſt 


undone thy Maſter, this it is to be medling with warm 


plackets, 
[_ Excunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Loccine, Camber, Corineius, Thraſimachns, 
| Aſſarachus. 


Locri, Now am [ guarded with an hoſt of men, 
VVhoſe haughty courage is invincible ; 
Now am I hemm'd with croups of Souldiers, 
Such as might force Be/loza to retire, 
And make her trembte at their puiſſance ; 
Now ſit 1 like the mighty god of war, 
'VVhen armed with his Coat of Adamaant, 


_ - 


ich and my zonne William will take dat courſe, dat ſhall po his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls, 


| 


[ They beth Fight. 


He drove the Argwes over Yambu {trcams. 
Now, curied Humber, doth thy cud draw nigh, 
Down goes the glory of his victories, 
And all his fame, and all his high renown, 
Shall in a moment yield to Locrmne's Sword : 
Thy bragging banners croſt with arg-nr ltreams, 
The ornaments of thy pavillions, 
Shall all be captivated with this hand, 
And thou thy ſelf at Albanat#us Tomb 
Shalt offered be, in ſatisfaction 
Of all the wrongs thou didſt him when he liy'd. 
But canſt thou tell me,brave Thraſimachus, 
How far we are diſtant from Humber's Camp ? 
Thra, My Lord, within your foul accurſed Grove 
Thar bears the tokens of our overthrow, 
This Humber hath intrencht his damned Camp. 
March on, my Lord, becauſe 1 long to ſee 
The treacherous Scythians ſqueltring in their gore, 
Locri. Sweet Fortune, favour Lecrine with a fmile, 
Thatl may venge my noble Brothers Death, 
And inthe midlt of ſtately Troinovart, 
{le build a Temple to thy deitie 
Of perfect Marble, and of Facinth Stones, 
Thar it ſhall paſs the high Pyramids, 
V Vhich with their top ſurmount the firmament. 
Cam. The arm ſtrong off-ſpring of the doubted Knight, 
Stout Hercules Alcmenas, mighty Son, 
That cam'd the monſters of the three-fold world, 
And rid the oppreſſed from the tyrants yokes, 
Did never ſhew ſuch valiantneſs in fight, 
As | will now for noble AlbanaZ. 
Cori, Fall fourſcore years hath Cormeins liv'd, 
Sometimes in war, ſometime in quiet peace, 
And yet 1 feel my ſelf to be as ſtrong 
As erlt I was in Summer of miae age, 
Able to toſs this great unweildy Club, 
VVhich hath been painted with my foe-mens brains ; 
And with this Clnb Ple break the ſtrong array 
Of Humber and his ſtragling Souldiers, 
Or loſe my lite amongſt the thickeſt preſs, 
And die with Honour in my lateſt dayes : 
Yet ere I die they all ſhall underſtand, 
V Vhat force lies in ſtout Corineius hand. 
Thra. And if Thrafimacbus detract the fight, 
Either for weakneſs or for cowardiſe, 
Let him not boaſt that Brat#s was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corineizs was his Sire. | 
' Locri, Then courage, Souldiers, firit for your ſalcty, 
Next for your peace, lalt for your Victory. 


[ Exeunt. 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba and Segar at ene Door, 
and Corinems at the other. 


Cori, Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Treaſon ſlew'ſt young Albanat ? 

Hub. 1 amn his Son that ſlew young Albanat, 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
Ple ſend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber's injuries. 

Corin. You triumph, Sir, before the ViRtory, 
For Corineixs is not fo ſoon ſlain. 
Bur, curſed Scythians, you ſhall rue the day, 
That ere you came into Albama. 
So periſh they that envy Bri: ains wealth, 
So let them die with endleſs infamy, 
And he that ſeeks his Soveraigns overthrow, 
V Vould this my Club might aggravete bis woe, 

[ Strikes them both down with bis Clxb, 


Enter 


| 


| 
| 
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Enter Humber, 


Hum, Where may | find ſome deſart Wilderneſs, 
Where I may breathe out curſes as I would, 

And ſcare the earth with my condemning voice, 
Where every echocs repercuſſion 

May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 

And aid me in my forrowful laments ? 

Where may | find ſome hollow uncouth rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill ? 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curſes to the concave sky, 

Which may infcCt the aiery Regions, 

And light vpon the Britain Lecrine's head. 

You vgly ſpirits that. in Cocitus mourn, 

And gnaſh your teeth with dolorous laments, 
Your fearful dogs that in blackx Le:he how], 

And ſcare the Ghoſts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghoſts that flying from theſe dogs, 

Do plunge your ſelves in Puryflegiton, 

Come all of you, and with your ſhrieking notes 
Accompany the Britains conquering Hoalt. 

Come lierce Erinnys, horrible with Snakes, 

Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 

You threefold judges of black Tartarn, 

And all the army of your helliſh Fiends, 

Wirth new found torments rack proud Locrine's Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn'd be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me 1g fair Thets plains. 

Curſt be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With ſurging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againſt the Rocks of high Ceranma, 

Or ſwallowed me into her watry Gulf. 

Would God he had arriv'd upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemas and the Cyclops dwell, 

| Or where the bloody Anthropophagie : 
With greedy jaws devours the wandring Wights, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Albanact. 


But why comes Albana#'s bloody Ghoſt, 

To bring a corſive to our miſeries ! 

Is't not enough to ſuffer ſhameful flight, 

But we mult be tormented now with Ghoſts ? 
With apparitions fearful to behold ? 

Ghoſt. Revenge, revenge for blood. 
Hum, So novght will ſatisfie your wandring Ghoſt, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Humber”s fall, 
Becauſe he conquered you in Albany, 

Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn'd 
To Tamals Hunger, or Ixion's Wheel, 

Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 

Rather than that this murther were undone. 
When as I dye 1 ll drag thy curſed Ghoſt 
Through all the Rivers of fcal Erebws, 
Through burning fſulp#1.7 of the Limbo-lake, 
Toallay the burning fury o' chat heat, 

That rageth in mine everlaſting Soul, 


Alba. Ghoſt. Vindifta, vinditta, 


[Exeunt, 


eActus Quart. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the 
King of LyCla, having a Club m ber hand, and a Ly 
ons skin on her back,, Hercules following with a diftaffe. 
Then let Omphale rn about, and taking of her Pan- 
rofle, ſtrike Herculcs on the Head, then let them depart, 


Ate remaming, ſaying 


Q% non eArgolict manaara ſevera T yraun, 


Non pottut Juno wincere, View amr. 


Stout Hercules the mirrour cf the World, 
Son to Alcmena and great Jupiter, 
After ſo many Conquelts won in Ficld, 
After ſo many Monſters quelP'd by force, 
Yielded his valiant heart to Omphale, 
A fearfut Woman void of manly ſtrength, 
She took the Club, and wore the Lyons $kin. 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan ſpin. 
So Martial Locrize cheer'd with victory, 
Falleth in love with H«mber's Concubine, 
And ſo forgetteth peerleſs Gendeline. 
His Uncle {ores ſtorms at this, 
And forceth Lecrine fr his grace to ſue, 
Lo here the ſumm, the proceſs doth enſue, 

i [ Exit, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber , Corineivs, Aſſarachus, Thra- 
ſiimachus, and the Souldiers, 


Thus from the fury of Belona's broils, 
Wirh ſound of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
The Britain King returns triumphantly, * 
The Scythians ſlain with great occiſion, 
Do equalize the graſs in multitude, 
And with their blood have ſtain'd the ſtreaming brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareſt Blood 
As facrifice to Albanatus Gholt, 
Now curſed Humber haſt thou paid thy due, 
For thy deceits and crafty treacheries, 


| For all thy guiles, and damned ſtratagems, 


With loſs of life, and everduring ſhame. 
Where are thy Horſes trap'd with burniſh'd gold, 
Thy trampling Courſers ruPd with foaming bits ? 
Where are thy ſoldiers ſtrong and numberleſs ? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers ; 
Even as the Country Clowns with ſharpeſt Scythes, 
Do mow the withered graſs from off the earth, 
Or as the Plough man with his piercing ſhare 
Renteth the bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen. 
So Locrine with his mighty curtle.axe, 
Hath cropped off the heads of all thy Hwms, 
So Locrine's Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoaſt unto confuſion, 
That thou may'ſt ſuffer penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant Albana. 

Cors. And thus, yea thus, ſhall all the reſt be ſerv'd, 
That ſeek to enter eMbion *gainit our wills. 
If the brave Nation of the Trogloabtes, 
If all the coal-black eErhiopiars, 
If all the forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoaſts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Should dare to enter this our little V Vorld, 
Soon ſhould they rue their overbold attempts, 
That afcer us our Progeny may ſay, 


| There lyes the Beaſts that ſought to uſurp our Land. 


Loc, 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Loc, |, they are beaſts that ſeek to uſurp our Land, 
And like to brutiſh bealts they ſhall be ſerv'd. 
For mighty Fove, the ſupreme King of Heaven, 
That guides the concourle of the e Heteors, 
And rules the motion of the azure Sky, 
Fights always fos the Britains ſafety. ' 
But ſtay, methinks 1 hear ſome ſhrieking noiſe, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion. 


Enter the Souldiers leading in Eſtrild. 


kf 


Eſtr. What Prince ſoe're adorn'd with golden Crown, 


- | Dath ſway the Regal Scepter in his hand : 


And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his ſtate ſhall everlaſting ſtand, 
Lec him behold poor Eſrild in this plight, 
The perfect platform of a troubled wight. 
Once was | guafded with mayortial bands, 
Compadct with Princes of the noble Blgod, 
Now am1 faln into my foe-meons hands, 
And with my death muſt pacifie their mood. 
O life the harbour of calamities, 
O death the haven of all miſeries, 
| could compare my forrows to thy v7oe, 
T hou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamm, 
But that thou viewd'ſt thy enemies ovcichrow, 
Nigh to the rock of high Capharers. | Z 
Thou ſaw'lt their death, and then departed'ſt thence. 
| muſt abide the Vidtors inſolence. 
The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 
Transform'd thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 
Poor EfFrild lives Jeſhatring of relief, 
For friends in trouble are but few and rare. 
What, faid I,few? I, few or none at all, 
For cruel death made havock of them all. 
Thrice happy they whoſe fortune was ſo good, 
To end theit lives, and with their lives their woes, 
Thrice hapleſs I, whom Fortune ſo withſtood, 
That cruelly ſhe gave me to my foes. 
| O Souldiers, is there any miſery 
To be compar'd to Fortunes treachery. * 
Loc. Camber, this ſame ſhould be the Scythian Queen. 
Camb, So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Loc. So fair a Dame mine eyes did never ſee, 

With flouds of woes ſhe ſeerns o'rewhelm'd to be. 
Gamb, O Locrine, hath ſhe not a cauſe for to he ſad ? 

[Locrine at one fide of the Stage. 

Loc. If ſhe have cauſe to weep for Humber's death, 

And ſhed ſalt tears for het overthrow : 

Locrine may well bewail his proper grief, 

Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 

He being conquetr*d, gied a ſpeedy death, 

And felt not long his Jamentable ſmart, 

I being a Conquerour, live a liqgring life, 

And feel the force of Cpid's ſadden ſtroke. 

I gave him cauſe to die a ſpeedy death. 

He left me cauſe to with a ſpeedy death. 

O that ſweet face painted with Nature's dye, 

Thoſe roſeal cheeks mixt with a ſnowy white, 

That decent neck ſbrpaſſing Ivory, - © © 

Thoſe comely breaſts which Yew well might ſpite, 

' Are like to ſnares which wily fowlers wrought,” | 
Wherein thy yieJding heart is priſoner caught, © 
The golden treſſes of her dainty hair, | 
Which ſhine like Rubies gl with the Sun, 

4 Have (0 entrapt poor Lecrin's love-lick heart, 

That from the ſame no way it can be won.” 
How true is that which oft I heard declat'd, 
One dram of-joy muſt have a-pound of care. 
| Eft. Hard istheir fall, who from a golden Crown 
Are caſt into a Seq of wretchedneſs, CLLOIINE 
Loc. Hard is their thrall; who by Cepsd's frown 
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Which is not yet paſſed all remedy. 


f- Loc. He was an Enemy to Locrine's State, 


| By the dread Ghoſt of thy deceaſed Sire, . 
| By: thy right hand, and by thy burning love, 


— I” 


Y7/ 


Are wrapt in waves of endleſs carefulneſs. 
Eſtr. O Kingdom, object to all miſeries, 
Loc. O Love, the cxtream'ſt of all extremities. 
[_ Let him go into hu Chair, 
Sold, My Lord, in ranſacking the Scythian Tents, | 
| found this Lady, and to manifeſt 
That earneſt zeal 1 bear unto your Grace, 
| here preſent her to your Majeſty. 
Another Sold. He lies, my Lord, 1 found the Lady firſt, 
And here preſent her to your Majeſty. 
1 Sold. Pre{umptuovs Villain, wilt thou take my prize ? 
2 Sold, Nay rather thou depriv'it me of my right. 
3 Sold, Relign thy Title (cative) unto me, 
Or with my Sword Il] pierce thy Cowards loins, 
2 Sold. Soft words, good Sir, 'tis not enough to ſpeak : 
A barking Dog doth ſeldom ſtrangers bite. 
Loc, Unreverent Villains, ſtrive you in our ſight ? | 
Take them hence, Jaylor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lie and try their quarrel out, 
But thou, fair Princeſs, be no whit diſmay'd, 
But rather joy that Locrine favours thee. 
Eſtr. How can he favour me that flew my Spovſe ? 
Loc. The chance of war (my love) took him from thee 
Eſtr. But Locrime was the cauſer of his death. 


And (ſlew my noble Brother Albanat. 
Eſtr. But he was link'd to mein Marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love his flaughterer ? 
Loc. Better to live, than not to live at all. 
Eſtr. Better to die renowned for chaſtity, 
Than to live with ſhame and endleſs infamy. 
What would the common ſort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee ? 
Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar ſentences. , 
£/tr. But Ladies muſt regard their honelt name. 
Loc, Is it a ſhameto live in Marriage-bonds ? 
Er. No, but to be a Strumpet to a King, 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Locrine's burning love, 
Thou ſhalt be 'Queen of fair Albams. 
Eftr. But Guendelime will undermine my State. 
Loc. Upon mine Honour, thou ſnalt have no harm. 
E#tr, Then lo, brave Locrine, Eftrild yields to thee, 
And by the Gods, whom thou doſt invocate, 


Take pity on poor EFriid's wretched thrall. 


- -Cors Hath Locrmne then forgot his Guendeline, 
That thus he courts the Scythians Paramour ? 
What, are the words of Brate ſo ſoon forgot ? 
Are my deſerts fo quickly out of mind ? 
Have [ been faithful to thy Sire now dead ? 
Have I proteed thee from Hamber's hand, 
And do'ſt thon quit me with uogratitude ? 

[s this the guerdon for my grievous wounds ? 
Is this the honour for my la paſt ? 

Now by my Sword, Lecrine, | ſwear to thee, 
This injury of thine ſhall be repaid. 

Loc, Uncle, ſcorn you your R+ yai Soveraign, 
As if we ſtood for cyphers in . 1c Zourt ? 
Upbraid you me with thoſe your venefirs ? | 

hy, it was a SubjeQt's duty ſo to do. "+ | 
What you have done for our deceaſed Sire 
We know, and allktiow, you have your reward. | 

Cori.' Avant, proud Princox, bray*ſt thou me withal, 
Aſſure thy ſelf,* though thou be Emperour, 
Thou ne're ſhalr catry-this unpuniſhed. 

Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble Corineiw, 

Pardon this onee, end it ſhall be amended. 

' Aſſar. Couſin, remember Bruex?' lateſt words, 
How he deſired you to cheriſh them : 

Let not this fault ſo much/incenſe your mind, | 
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Cori, Then Locrine, lo | reconcile my ſelf, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy life, ſo love thy VVitfe : 
But if thou violate thoſe promiles, 

Blood and revenge ſhall light upon thy head, 

Come, let us back to ſtately Troynovert, 

VVhere all theſe matters ſhall be ſetled. 
[Locrine to hwmelf. 

Millions of Devils wait upon thy Soul. 

Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoſt : 

Ten thouſand Torments rack thy curſed Bones, 

Let every thing that hath the uſe of breath, 

Be inſtruments and workers of thy Death. 

[Exeunt, 


Scena 'Tertia. 


| Enter Humber alone, his bair hanging over his ſhoulders, 
his arms all bloody, and 4 dart m one band. 


Hum, VVhat Baſilisk hath hatched in this place, 
Where every thing conſumed is to nought ? 

What fearful Fury haunts theſe curſed groves, 
Where not a root is left for Humber's meat ? 

Hath fell £4le&o with envenomed blaſts, 

Breathed forth poiſon in theſe tender plains ? 

Hath triple Cerberus with contagious foam, 

Sow'd Aconitum *mongit theſe wither'd herbs ? 

Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 
Brought barrenneſs on every fruitful tree ? 

What not a root, no fruit, no beaſt, no bird, 

To nouriſh Humber in this wilderneſs ? 

What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus * 

My very intrails burn for want of drink, 

| My bowels cry, Humber give us ſome meat, 

But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 

Theſe foul accurſed groves afford no meat: 

This fruitleſs ſoil, this ground brings forth no meat, 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me nomeat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat ? 


- Enter Strumbo with a pitch-fork,, and 4 
Scotch-cap. 


Sr, How do you, Maſters, how do you ? how have 
. you ſcaped hanging this long time ? i'faith I have ſcap'd 
Many a ſcouring this year, but | thank God | have paſt 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife and , 
1 are in great love and charity now, | thank my manhood | 
| and my ſtrength 3 "for I will tell you, Maſters, "upon a, 
| certain day at night I came home, to ſay the very truth, 
with my ſtomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wiſe ſoberly ſate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againſt the Bed, ſinging lullaby. Now 
when ſhe ſaw me come with my. noſe | foremoſt, thinking 
that 1 had been drunk, as F'was indeed, ſnatch'd up a fagot - 
{ſtick in her hand, and.came furiouſly marching towards 
me with a big face, as though ſhe would have eaten: me 
at a bit; -thundering out theſe words unto me. Thou 
drunken knave, where haſt thou been ſo long ? I ſhall 
teach thee how to benight me another time : and ſo ſhe 
began to play knaves trumps. Now, although I trembled,. 
fearing ſhe would ſet her ten Commandments in my 
face, ran within her, and taking her luſtily by the mid- 
dle, I carried her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her 
upon it, flung my ſelf. upon her, and, there I delighted 
her ſo with the ſport. made, that eyer. after ſhe would 
call me ſweet Husband, and ſo baniſh'd brawling for ever : 
and to ſee the good will of the Wench, -ſhe bought with 
her Portion a yard of Land, and by;that I am now be- 
come one of - the richeſt Men in our Pariſh. VVell, 
| Maſters, what's a Clock ? it is now break-faſt time, you 


Lo here the harms that waitupon all thoſe 


Hum, Was ever Land fo fruitleſs as this Land ? 
Was ever Grove ſo graceleſs as this Grove ?. 
Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil ? 

Ohno: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 
Mey no ways equalize this curſed Land 

No, even the climate of the torrid zone 

Brings forth more Fruit than this accurſed Grove, 
Ne'r came ſweet Ceres, ner came Yenw here ; 
Treiptolemus the god of Husbandmen, 

Ne'r ſow'd his Seed in this foul Wilderncſs, 

The hunger-bitten Dogs of eAcheron, 

Chac'd from the nine-fold Puriphlegiton, y 
Have ſet their footſbeps in this damned ground. 
The iron-hearted Furies arm'd with Snakes, 
Scattered huge Hydya's over all the plains, 

Which bave contum'd the Grafs, the Herbs, the Trees, 
Which have drunk vp the flowing water ſprings. 


Strumbo hearing his voice ſtarts "7 and puts his meat in 
his pocket , ſeeking to hide himſelf. 


Hum, Thou great commander of the ſtarry Sky, 
That guid'ſt the life of every mortal wight, 
From the incloſures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, orelle I faint and dye. 
Pour down ſome drink, or elſe 1 faint and dye. 
O 7uputer, haſt thou ſent Mercury 
In clowiſh ſhape to miniſter ſome Food ? 
Some Meat, ſome Meat, ſome Meat. 

Strum, O alas Sir, ye are deccived, I am not Mercury, 
| am Strumbo. | 
Hum, Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat, 
Or *gainſt this Rock, I'll daſh thy curſed Brains, 
And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 
Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat. 
Strum. By the faith of my Body, good fellow, I bad 
rather give a whole Oxe , . than that thou ſhould'ſt ſerye 
me in that fort. Daſh out my brains * © horrible, 
terrible, I think 1 have-a quarry of Stones in my 
pocket. 


He makgs as though he would give bim ſome, and as he put- 
teth out bis hand, enters the Ghoſt of Albanatt, and 
ſtriker him on the hand, and ſo Strumbo runs. out, Hum- 
ber following him. [Exeunt. 


Alba. Ghoſt. Lo here the gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Ufſurpation and of Treachery. ; 


That do intrude thenſelves in. others Lands, 
Which are not under their Dominion. 
| CExu. 


Scena- Quarta 
Enter Loctine alone. 


Loc. Seven Years hath aged (orinems liv'd 
To Locrine's grief, and fair Eſtrilda's woe, 

And ſeven Years more he. hopeth yet to live ; 
Oh ſupreme ove , annihilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the airs fruition? | 
Should he enjoy the benefit of life ? | ; 
Should he contemplate the radiant ſun, 

That makes my life equal todreadful death ? 
Venus convey this Monſter from the earth, 

That diſobeyeth thus thy ſacred heſts. -- 

(pid convey this Monſter to dark Hell, 

That diſannuls thy Mothers ſugared Laws. _ _. 
Mars with thy Target all beſet with flames, .., 
With murthering blade bereave him of his life; 


ſhall ſee what Meat | have here for my break-faſt. 
CHe fits down and pulls out bis Vittuals. 


That hindreth Locrine in his ſweetelt joys, ._. 
And yet ſor all his diligent aſpect, 


His 
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His wrathful eyes pierciug like Linces eyes, 
Well have I overmatchr his ſubtilty. 

Nigh Deacol:tum by the pleaſant Lee, 

Where brackiſh Thamis (lides with ſilver ſtreams, 
Making a breach into the graſlie downs, 

A curious arch of coſtly marble fraught, 
Hath Locrine framed underneath the ground, 
The walls whereof, garniſht with Diamonds, 
Wirth Ophirs, Rubies, gliſtering Emeralds, 
And interlac't with Sun-bright Carbuncles, 
Lightens the room with arrificial day, 

And from the Lee w.th water-flowing pipes 
The moiſture is deriv'd into this arch, 
Where | have plac'd fair E#rild ſecretly ; 
Thither efcſoons accompanied with my Page, 
{ covertly viſit my hearts deſire, 

Withcurt ſuſpicion of the meanell eye, 

For love aboundeth (till with policy : 

And thither ſtill means Locrine to repair, 


Till «Atropo: cut off mine Uncie's lite. CExit, 


| Sceng Quinta. 


Enter Humber alone, ſaying ; 


Hum. O vita muſero longa, felici brevis ! 
Eben malorum fames extremum 


Long have I lived in this deſart cave, , 

With eating haws and miſerable roots, 

Devouring leaves and beaſtly excrements. 

Caves were my beds, and ſtones my pillow-beres, 

Fear was my ſleep, and horrour was my dream ; 

For ſtill me thought at every boiſterous blaſt, 

Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou mul: dic ; 

So that for fear and hunger, Humber's mind 

Can never reſt, but always trembling ſtands. 

O what Danwbius now may quench my thirſt ? 

What Euphrates, what light-foot Euripus 

May now allay the fury of that hear, 

Which raging in my entrails cats me up ? 

You ghaſtly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 

You damned Ghoſts of joyleſs eLcheror, 

You mournful ſouls, vext in Abyſus vaults, - 

You coal.-black Devils of Averzus pond, 

Came with your fleſh-books, rend my famifht arms, 

Theſe arms that have ſuſtain'd their maſters life ; 

Come with your razours rip my bowels up, 

With your ſharp fire-forks.crack my ſtarved banes. 

Uſe me as you will, ſo. Humper may not live. 

Accurſed Gods that ryle the (tarry Poles, 

Accurſed Fove King of the accurſed Gods, 

Caſt down your lightning on Humber's head, 

That I may leave this deathful like life of mine : 

What hear-you not. avd ſhall not FZamber dic ? 

Nay I will die, though all the Gods ſay nay. 

And gentle Aby take my troubled corps, 

Take it and keep it from all mortal Eyes, 

That none may ſay wheg 1 haye loſt my breath, 

The very Flouds copſpird 'gainſt Humber's death. 
CEline, bimſelf into: the River, 


Enter the Ghoſt of AlbanaCt. 


En cadem ſequu ur, cades in cede quieſea. 

| Humber is dead, joy Heayens; leap Earth, dance Trees 
| Now may'ſt thou reach thy Apples Tantei, 

And with em feed thy hunger-biucen Limbs: 

Now Syſſphw leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 

And reſt thy reſtleſs Bones upon the ſame : 

llobigd [xioz, cruel Rhadamazth, 


_ —— —_ 
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| 


- And raiſing up the triple Hecate, 


þ 


1 Witneſs the fall of FJunrber and his Flwwms, 


;} Go, Boy, to Dexcolirwm,, down the: Lee, 
Unto the Arch wherellovely 
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And lay proud Humber on the whicling Wheel. 
Back will I poſt to Hell mouth Tenarss, 
And p+ſs Cocyeus, to the Ehyſan Fields, | 
And tell my Father Brutus of theſe news. 
LExeunt. 


Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before. Jaſon leading Creon?s Daughter. Me- 
dea following, bath a Garland in her hand, and putting i« | 
on Creon's Daughters Head, ſetteth it on fire , and then | 
killing Jaſon and ber, departeth. 


Ate. N 


eMedea (ceing Jaſon leaye her love, 
And chooſe the Daughter of the Theban King, 
Went to her devilliſh charms to r:; rk revenge 3 


ON tam Trinacris exeſtuat Atna caverms, 
Liſe furtrvo quam cor mukeris amore, 


With all the rout of the condemned fiends, 

Framed a Garland by her magick skill, 

With which ſhe wrought 7aſor and Creor's ill, 

So Guendeline ſeeing her ſelf miſus'd, 

And Hwmber's Paramour poſlels her place, 

Flies tothe Dukedom of Cornubia, 

And with. her Brother ſtout Threſimachns, 

Gatheringa power of Corniſh Souldiers, 

Gives Battel to her Hygband and his Hoſt, 

Nigh to the River of great Mertia ; 

The chances of this diſmal Maſlacre, 

That which cenſueth ſhortly will uafolg. 
[Ex#. 


Scena Secunds. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Aſaracus, and 
Thraſimachas. ; 


Aſſa. But tell me, Couſin, dyed my Brother ſ9 ? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Albion, | 
That as a Pillar might yphold our ſtate, 
That might ſtrike terxgur to our daring Foes ? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Britany, "i 
That might defend her from the barbargus 
Of thoſe that ſtill defice her ruinous fall, 
And ſeek to work her -downfal and decay. 

Cam, I Uncle, Death is our common. Enemy, 
And none but Death cap match our matchleſs power, 
Witneſs the fall of Albioneins Crew, : 


And this foul Death. hath now increas'd our woe, 
By taking Corinews from this life, 
And in his room kaving us Worlds c. care. 
Thra. But none may more bewail his mournful Hearſe, 
Than 1 that am! the Ifſhe of bis Loins, 
Now foul befal that curſed Humber's throat, 
That was the cauſer of his lingring wound. 
Loc. Tears cannot raiſe him from the dead again, 
But where's my Lady Miſtreſs Guendolsve ? 
Thra. In Cornwall, Lacrine, is my Silter now, 
Providing for my Father's Funeral. 
Loc. And let her there provide her mourniog Weeds. 
And mourn for ever her own Widow-haod: 
Ne're ſhai ſhe come within our-Palace Gate, 
To countercheck brave Locrene ini his love;- 


Ejtrila ies, 
Bring her and: Sabres ſtrait unto the Court, | 


| Ew 


On —————R 
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She ſhall be Queen in Guenaelines room. 
Let others wail for Cormers death, 
| mean uot ſo to macerate my mind, 
| For him that barr*d me from my hearts deſire. 
Thra. Hath Locrme then forſook his Grendeline ? 
ls Corinews death lo ſoon forgot ? 
if there be Gods in Heaven, as ſure there be; 
[f there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there mult, 
They will revenge this thy notocious wrong, 
And ponr their plagues upon thy curſed head. | 
Loc. What, prat'it thou, Peaſant, to thy Soveraign ? 
Or art thou ſtrucken in ſome ecſtalie ? 
Do?®lt thou not tremble at our Royal looks ? 
Do'ſt thou not quake when mighty Locrine frowns ? 
Thou beardleſs Boy, were't not that Locrine ſcorns 
To vex his mind with ſuch a heartleſs Child, 
With the ſharp point of this my battel-axe, 
de fend thy foul to Puryphlegiton. 
Thra, Though 1 be young and of a tender age, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares. 
My noble Father with his conquering Sword, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Aquitaine 
Thraſimacbus is not ſo degenerate, 
That be ſhould fear and tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting words of a Venerean Squire. 
Loc. Menaceſt thou thy Royal Soveraign ? 
Uncivil, not beſeeming ſuch as you. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no leſs 
That at defiance ſtandeth :vith his King) 
Leave theſe thy taunts, leave theſe thy bragging words, 
Unleſs thou mean'ſt to leave thy wretched life. 
Thra. If Princes ſtain their glorious Dignity - 
With ugly ſpots of monſtrous infamy, | 
They leeſe their former eſtimation, 
And throw themſelves into a Hell of hate. 
Loc. Wilt thou abuſe my gentle patience, 
As thou though did'ſt our high diſpleaſure ſcorn ? 
Proud Boy, that thou may'ſt know thy Prince is mov'd, 
Yea, greatly mov'd at this thy ſwelling pride, 
We baniſh thee for ever from our Court. 
Thra. Then, loſel 7 ocrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
Thraſimachus will revenge this injury. [ Exit. 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to uſe thy tongue. 
Aſſa. Alas, my Lord, you ſhould have call'd to mind 
The lateſt words that Brxtus ſpake to you, ' 
How he deſir*'d you, by the obedience 
That children ought to-bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : 
Conſider this, that if the injury | 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
War and diſſention follows ſpeedily. 
What though her power be not fo great as yours, 
Have you not ſeen a mighty Elephant | 
Slain by the biting of a ſilly Mouſe ? 
Even ſo the chance of War inconſtant is. 
Loc. Peace, Uncle, peace, and ceaſe to talk hereof , 
For hethat ſeeks by whiſpering this or that, 
To trouble Locrin- in his ſweeteſt life, 
Let him perſwade: himſelf to die the death. 


4 


[ R 
Enter the Page, »4 Eſtrild and Sabren. ' 
mi 


Eftr. O ſay me, Page, tell me, wh:re is the King ? 

' Wherefore doth he ſend for me to th: Court ? 

ls itrodie? is it toend my life? 

Say me, ſweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. _ | 

| Page. No, truſt me, Madarn, if you will credit the little 
'h y that is yer left me, there is no ſuch danger as you 
| fear, but prepare your ſelf, yonder's the King. | 

' Eſftr. Then, Eftrild, lift thy dazled ſpirits up, 

; And bleſs that bleſſed time, that day, that hour, 

| That warlike Locrine firſt did favour thee. 

| Peace to the King of Briteny, my Lo ve, 

| Peace to all thoſe that love and favour him. 

| [Locrine taking ber wp. 


” 
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] And then why ſhould all we deny the ſame ? 


| All childiſh pity henceforth then farewel : 
| But curſed Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
| For Nemeſs the Miſtreſs of Revenge, 


Doth Efrild fall with ſuch ſubmiſſion 

Before her ſervant King of Albion ? 

Ariſe, fair Lady, leave this lowly chear, 

Lifc up thoſe looks that cheriſh Locrene's heart, 
That I may freely view that roſeal face, 
Which ſo intangled hath my love- ſick breaſt, 
Now to the Court, where we will court it our, 

| And pals the night and day in Yeww ſports, 

| Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King, [Exenrr. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Guende';! *. inrahmachus, Madan, and Souldiers. 


Guen. You gentle winds that with your modeſt blaſts, 
Paſs through the circuir of the heavenly vault, 
Enter the clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 
And bear my prayers to his all-hearing ears, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Guendeline, 
And learnt to love proud Humber's Concubine, 
You bappy Sprites that in the concave Sky 
With pleaſanr joy, enjoy your ſweeteſt Love, 
Shed forth thoſe tears with me, which then you ſhd, 
When firſt you woo'd your Ladies to your wills : 
Thoſe tears are fitteſt for my woful caſe, 
Since Locrine ſhuns my nothing pleaſant face. 
Bluſh Favens, biuſh Sun, and hide thy ſhining beams, 
Shadow th! z21iant locks in gloomy clouds, 
Deny thy <..--t1i light vnto the world, 
Where nothing reigns but falſhood and deceit. 
What, ſaid 1, falſhood ? 1, that filthy crime, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Guendelime, ©- 
Behold the Heavens do wail for Guendeline : 
The ſkining Sun doth bluſh for Gxendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendelzne : 
The very Ground doth groan for Gendeline. 
[, they are milder than the Britain King, 
For he rej<(teth luckleſs Guendeline. 
Tbra. Siſter; complaints are bootlefs in this cauſe, 
This open wrong muſt have an open plague: 
This plague mult be repaid-with grievous war, 
This war muſt finiſh with Locrinus death, 
His death will ſoon extinguiſh our complaints, -- 
Guen. O no, his death will more avgment my woes, 
He was my Husband, brave'Thraſimact», 
More dear to me than the apple of mine eye, 
Nor can 1 find in heart to work his ſcathe. 
Thra.' MaG211, if not your proper injuries, 
Nor my exXiu, c-1 move you to revenge : 
Think on our Father Corinewms words, 
His words to ns ſtand always for a Law. 
Should Locrine live that cans'd my Fathers death ? 
Should Lecrine live that now divorceth you ? 
The heavens, the earth, the air, the fire reclaims ; 


Guen. Then henceforth farewel womaniſh complaints, 


Sits arm'd at all points on our diſmal blades, 

And curfed Eftrild that inflam'd his heart, 

Shall; if live, die a reproachful death. 

Madan. Mother, though Nature makes me to lament 
My Iluckleſs Father's froward lechery ; 

Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 

[, if I could, my ſelf wquld work his death. 

Thra. See, madam, ee, the deſire of revenge 

[s in the children of a tender age. 

Forward, brave Souldiers, into Mercia, 


Where we ſhall braye the Coward to his face. 
Exennt, 


Scena 


 — 


% 


Fx 


-—x 


—_— gs * 


Scena uarta. 


Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, Habren, Aſſarachus, and 


the Souldiers, 


Locr. Tell me, Aſſarachus, are the Corniſh Chuffs 


[n ſuch great number come to Mertsa, 
And have they pitched there their Hoſt, 
So cloſe unto our Royal Manſion ? 


Aſſa. They are, my Lord, and mean 1incentinent 


To bid defiance to your Majeſty. 


Locr, It makes me laugh, to think that Guendelne 
Should have the heart to come in arms againſt me. 

Eſtr. Alas, my Lord, the Horſe will cun amain 
When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone ; 


ſcalouſie, Locrine, hath a wicked ſting, 


Locr. Sayſt thou ſo, Eſftrild, Beauties Paragon ? 


Well, we will try her choler to the proof, 


And make her know, Locrine can brook no braves. 
March on, Aſſarachus, thon muſt lead the way, 


And bring us to their proud Pavillion, 


Scena (uenta. 


Enter the Ghof#t of Corineius, with thunder 


and lightning. 


Gho#t. Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 
| Throws forth ſad throbs, and grievous ſuſpirs, 


Prejudicating Locrine's overthrow : 
The Fire caſteth forth ſharp darts of flames, 
The great Foundation of the triple World 


Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty noiſe, 


Preſaging bloudy Maſlacres at hand. 
The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, 


When helliſh night in cloudy Chariot ſeated, 


Caſteth her miſts on ſhady Tellus Face, 
With ſable Mantles eovering all the Earth, 
Now flies abroad amid the chearful day, 
Foretelling fome unwonted miſery. 

The ſnarling Curs of darkned Tartars, 
Sent from Avernu: Ponds by Radamanth, 
With howling ditties peſter every Wood ; 
The watry Ladies and the lightfoot Fawn* 
And allthe rabble of the woody Nymp|: 


All trembling hide themſelves in ſhady *q ves, 
And ſhrowd themſelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boyſterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge 2 


The ſtony Rocks cry out on ſharp revenge : 
The thocny Buſh prononnceth dire revenge. 


[Sound the alarm. 


Now Corineius ſtay and ſee revenge, 


And feed thy Soul with Locrine's overthrow, 
hold they come, the Trumpets call them forth : 


M roaring Drums ſummon the Souldiers. 


Souldiers at one 


dan and their Feb'o. at anether. 


Is Guendeline _ __ 

t thus ſhe braveth Locren” ? | 
Ard haſt thou found thine Apthe Teeth? 
Accompanied with theſe thy (tr% wy 
Believe me but this Enterprize wh” 


| » 


CC tg I OE II 


Lo Were their Army gliſtereth on the Plains. 
ThroW'th thy lightning, mighty Jupiter, 
And pour, plagnes on curſed Locrine's Head. 


Enter Loctine »=g.:11 Afarachus, Habren and their 
, Thraſimachus, Guendeline, Ma- 


Loc: What is the TyS Carted from his Cave ? 


pretty Boy, 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 301 


O——_ --  —__————__ 


- 


— 


And well deſerveth commendation. y 

Guen, | Locrine, Traiterous Locrine, we are come, 
With full pretence to ſeek thine overthrow : 

What have | done that thou ſhould'ſt ſcorn me thus ? 
What have I ſaid that thou ſhould'ſt me reject ? 

Have I been diſobedient to thy words ? 

Have 1 bewray'd thy arcane fecrecy? 

Have I diſhonoured thy Marriage Bed 

With filthy Crimes, or with laſcivious Lufts ? 

Nay it is thou that haſt diſhonoured it, 

Thy filthy mind orecome with filthy Luſts, 

Yieldeth nnto affetions filthy Darts. 

Unkind, thou wrong'ſt thy firſt and trueſt fear, 
Unkind, thou wrong'ſt thy beſt and deareſt Friend ; 
Unkind, thou ſcorn'ſt all skilful Brutus Laws, 
Forgetting Father, Uncle, and thy ſelf. 

Eſtr. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wiſe, 
And well would ſeem to makea Veſtal Nun, 

How finely frames ſhe her oration. 

Thr. Locrine, we came not hereto fight with words, 
VVords that can never win the viftory, 

But for you are ſo mcrry in your frymps, 
Unſheath your ſwords, and try it out by force, 
That we may fee who hath the better hand. 

Locr. Think'ſt thou to dare me, bold Thraſimachss ? 
Think'ſt thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we ſeem too weak to cope with thee ? 

Soon ſhall I ſhew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meſſenger of Death, 
Seal thee an acquittance for thy bold attempts. 
[Exeunt. 


Sound ihe eAlarum. Enter Locrine, Aſſarachus, end 4 
Souldier at one Door , Guendeline, Thraſimachus, ar 
another, Locrine and his Followers driven back, 


Thenlet Locrine and Eſtrild enter again in AMAZE. 


Lecy. O fair Eſftrilda, we have loſt the Field, 
T braſimachus hath won the Viftory, 
And we are left to be a lavghing ſtock, 
Scoft at by thoſe that are our Enemies, 
Fen thouſand Souldiers arm'd with Sword and Shield, 
Prevail againſt an hundred thouſand men, 
Tbraſimachus inceſt with fuming ire, 
Rageth amongſt the faint-heart Souldiers, 
Like to grim ears, when covered with his targe 


| He fought with Diomedes in the field, 


Cloſe by the Banks of ſilver Simois, [Sound the Alarum. 
5 lovely Eftriid now the Chaſe begins, 

Ne're ſhall we ſee the ſtately Troynovant | 

Mounted with Courſers garniſht all with Pearls, 

Ne're ſhall we view the fair Concordia, 

Unleſs as Captives we be thither brought. 

Shall Locrine then be taken Priſoner, 

By ſuch a youngling 2s Thraſimmachus ? 

Shall Gxendeline captivate my love ? 

Ne'ce ſhall mine Eyes behold that diſmal hour, 

Ne're will I view that ruthful ſpeRacie, 

For with my Sword, this ſharp Curtle-Axe, 

1'll cut in ſunder my accurſed }exrt. 

But O you judges of the ninefold Styx, | 

Which with inceſſant torments rack the Ghoſts 

Within the bottomleſs eFbyſſus Pits, 

You gods, Commanders of the Heavenly Spheers, 

Whoſe will and laws irrevocable ſtand, 

Focgive, forgive, this foul accurſed fin, 

Forget O gods, this foul condemned fault : 
And now my Sword that in fo many fights [krſ bis Sword. 
Haſt ſav'd the Life of Bratz and his Son, 

End now his Life that wiſheth ſtill for Death, 
Work now his Death that wiſheth ſtill for Death, 
Work now his Death that haceth till his Life. 


Farewel, fair Eſtrild, Beauties Paragon, 
Cccc * Fram'q 
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Fram'd in the Front of forlorn miſcries, 

Ne'ce ſhall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-ſhine Eyes, 

But when we meet in the Elyſsan Fields, 

Thither I go before with haſtened pace. 

Farewel, vain World, and thy inticing ſnares. 

Farewel, foul ſin, and thy inticing pleaſures. 
And welcom Death, the end of mortal ſmart, 
Welcom to Locrine's over-burthened heart. 

[Thruſts himſelf through with his Sword, 

Eſftr. Break hearc with ſobs and grievous ſuſpirs, 

Stream forth you tears from forth my watry Eyes, 

Help me to mourn for Warlike Locrme's Death, 

Pour down your tears you watry Regions, 

For mighty Locrine is bereft of life. 

O fickle Fortune, O unſtable World, 

| What elſe are all things, that this Globe contains, 

But a confuſed Chaos of miſhaps ? 

VVhereinas in a Glaſs we plainly ſee, 

That all our Life is but a Tragedy. 

Since mighty Kings are ſubjeft to miſhap, 

I, mighty Kings are ſubject to miſhap, 

Since martial Locrine is bereft of life, 

Shall Efrild live then after Locrine's Death ? 

Shall love of life bar her from Locrine's Sword ? 

O no, this Sword that hath berefr his life, 

Shall now deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 

Strengthen theſe hands O mighty 7upiter, 

Fhat I may end my woful miſerie, 


Locrine 1 come, Locrine | follow thee. 
[_ Kills ber ſelf. 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Sabren. 


Sab. V Vhat doleful ſight, what ruthful ſpectacle 
Hath Fortune offered to my happleſs heart ? 
My Father lain with ſuch a fatal Sword, 
My Mother murthred by a mortal wound ? 
V'Vhat Thracian Dog, what Barbarous Airmidon, 
VVould not relent at ſuch a ruthful caſe ? 
VVhat fierce Achilles, what hard ſtony flint, 
VVould not bemoan this mouraful Tragedie ? 
Locrine, the map of magnanimitie, | 
Lies 77 þ qr in his foul accurſed cave, 
Eſtrild, the perfect pattern of renown, 
Natures ſole wonder, in whoſe beauteous breaſts, 
All heavenly grace and vertue was inſhrind, 
Both maſlacred are dead within this cave, 
And with them dies fair Pala and ſweet love. 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabrer hath a heart, 
This bleſſed Sword ſhall cut my curſed heart, 
And bring my Soul unto my parents ghoſts, 
That they that live and view our Tragedy, 
May mourn ovr caſe with mournful plavdites. 
[ Let her offer to kill ber ſelf. 

Ay me, my virgins hands are too too weak, 
To penetrate the bullwark of my Breaſt, 
My fingers us'd to tune the amorous Lute, 
Are not of force to hold this ſtcely glain, 
So | am left to wail my parents Death, 
Not able for to work my proper Death. 
Ah Locrine, honour'd for thy noblenels. 
| Ah Efrild, famous for thy conſtancie. 

' Nl may they fare that wrought your mortal ends. 


8 
: 


Enter Guendeline, Thraſimachus, Madam, 
and the Souldiers. 


* G wen. Search Souldiers,Search, find Locrine and hisLove, 
Find t' - proud ſtrumpet, Humber's Concubine, 
That 1 may' change thoſe her ſo pleaſing looks, 
To pale. and ignominious aſpect. 
| Find me the iſſue of their curſed Love, 


| 


Find me young Sabren, Locrine's only joy, 

That 1 may glut my mind with lukewarm Blood, 
Swiſtly diſtilling from the Baſtards breſt, 

My Fathers gholt {till haunts me for Revenge, 
Crying, Revenge my over-haſtened Death, 

My Brother's exile, and mine own divorce, 
Baniſh remorſe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantive brealts. 

Thra, Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline, 
That wonted was to guide our ſtarleſs ſteps, 
Enjoy this Light ; ſee where he murdred lies : 

By luckleſs lot and froward frowning fate, 
And by him lies his lovely paramour 

Fair Fftrild goared with a diſmal Sword, 

And as it ſeems, both murdred by themſelves, 
Claſping each other in their feebled arms, 
VVith loving zeal, as it for Company 

Their uncontented Corps were yet content' 

To paſs foul Styx in Charor's ferry-boat. 

Guen, And hath proud Eftr4ld then prevented me 
Hath ſhe eſcaped Guendelina's wrath, 
Violently by cutting oft her life ? 

V Vould God ſhe had the monſtrous Hydra's lives, 
That every hour ſhe might have died a Death 
VVorſe than the ſwing of old 7xion's wheel, 

And every hour revive to die again, 

As Titius bound to houſleſs Cancaſor, 

Doth feed the ſubſtance of his own miſhap, 

And every day for want of Food doth die, 

And every night doth live again to die. 

But ſtay, merhinks, I hear ſome fainting Voice, 
Monrnfully weeping for their luckleſs Death. 

Sz. You mountainNymphs which intheſe defarts reign, 
Ceaſe off your haſty chaſe of Savage Beaſts, 

Prepare to ſee a heart oppreſt with care, 

Addreſs your Ears to hear a mournful ſtile, 

No humane ſtrength, no work can work my weal, 
Care in my heart ſo Tyrant like doth deal. 

You Dryades and lightfoot Saryr:, 

You gracious Fairies which at Even tide, 

Your Cloſets leave with Heavenly Beauty ſtor'd, 
And on your ſhoulders ſpread your golden Locks, 
Yon ſavage Bears in Caves and darkned Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Locrine's Death. 

| Come mourn with me, for beauteous EFrild's Death. 
' Ah loving Parents little do you know, 

V Vhat ſorrow Sabren ſuffers for your thrall. 

Guen. But may this be, and is it poſſible, 

Lives Sabren yet to expiate my wrath ? 
Fortune I thank thee for this courteſie, 
And let me never ſee one proſperous hour, 
If Sabren die not a reproachful death, 

Sa. Hard: hearted death; that whenthe wretched call, 
Art fartheſt off, and feldom hear'ſt at all, 

But in the midſt of Fortunes good ſucceſs, 

Uncalled comes, and ſheers our life in twain : 

V'Vhen will that hour, that bleſſed hour draw nigh, 

V Vhen poor diſtreſſed Sabren may be gone. 

Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal thread. 

V'Vhat art thou Death, ſhall not poor Sabren die ? 
[Guendeline raking ber by rhe Chin, ſhg 14) thus : 

Guen. Yes Damſel, yes, Sabren ſhall ſure '!E» 
Though ll the V Vorld ſhould ſeck to ſave ©" Life, 
And not a common Death ſhall Sabren © 
But after ſtrange and grievons puniſh”, 4 
Shortly inflicted upon thy Baltardy, 

Thou ſhalt be caſt into the curſeq,,. 4.7? 
And feed the Fiſhes with thy 7, viel I 

Sab, Andthink'ſt thou thypyniqheq > 
That theſe thy deeds ſhalkil1.venge theſe wro 
No Traytor, no, the ggark theſe Injuries ? 
The Fiends of Hell Tucking maſty Cur ; 
Never ſhall theſe by, to her lateſt home . 

Bring wretched * ' ; 
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For 1 my ſelf in ſpite of thee and thine, 
Mean to abridge my former deſtinies, 
And that which Locrine's Sword could not perform, 
This preſent ſtream ſhall preſeat bring to paſs. 
[She drowneth her ſelf. 
Guen, One miſchief follows anothers neck, 
V Vho would bave thought ſo younga Maid as ſhe, 
VVith ſuch a Courage would have ſought her Death. 
i And for becauſe this River was the _ 
V Vhere little Sabren reſolutely died, 
Sabren for ever ſhall this ſame be calld. 
And as for Locrine our deceaſed Spoule, 
Becauſe he was the Son of mighty Brute, 
To whom we owe our Country, lives and goods, 
He ſhall be buricd ina ſtately Tomb, 
Cloſe by his aged Father Brutzs Bones, | 
VVith ſuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, 
As well beſeems ſo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Eſtrild be without the ſhallow Vaults, 


V Vithout the honour due unto the dead, 
Becauſe ſhe was the Author of this V Var. 
Retire brave followers unto T; ant, 
V Vhere we will celebrate theſe Exequies, 
And place young Locrine in his Father's Tomb. 
[Exeunt onnes, 


Are. Lo here the end of lawleſs Treachery, 
Of Uſurpation and ambitious ride, 
And they that for their private amours dare 
Turmoil our Land, and ſer their broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by theſe premiſſes, 
And as a VVoman was the only cauſe 
| That civil diſcord was then ſtirred up, 
S0 let us pray for that renowned Maid, 
That eight and thirty years the Scepter ſway'd 
[n quiet Peace aud ſweet felicity, 
And every wight that ſeeks her graces ſmart, 


V Vould that this Sword were pierced in his heart. [ Exit. 
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